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 EGGLESTON’S BROWNSTONE HOUSE ….….... 1913 - 1923 

 

  PROHIBITION DAYS ….…………………….……. 1919 - 1933                               

  THE DEPRESSION ………………………………… 1929 - 1941 

 

   WORLD WAR II ………………….….……………... 1941 - 1945   

 

   LIFE ON THE LOWER  EASTSIDE …………… ...1931 - 1957 

 

   LIFE ON THE UPPER WESTSIDE ………….…… 1914 - 1960  

 
 

   ****************************          

1929                 Towanda,    Pennsylvania   
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                              Momma 29, Rose 4, Sonny 3, Mary Jane 1  

Momma made her dress, Rose and Mary Jane’s dress. Sonny’s navy blue  

         velvet suit and satin shirt with lace and mother of pearl buttons on it.                                                           

                               
                         GRAMMA 53 and GRANDPA 67 
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 1928 .. 
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A TRIBUTE TO MY MOTHER…BORN 6/12/00 ~ 9/12/91 
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 Pittsburgh,  Easter 1960      Momma 60, Rose 35  
  
   
With all the ups and downs she had in life, she always found a way to enjoy each day    

Grew up in the mountains of Pennsylvania, and loved doing daring and dangerous things  

When she was 12, almost got killed 3 times, and she was 13, she decided to leave home 

Worked for the Egglestons from 1913-24, married my father and they lived in N.Y.C. 

We grew up there and liked to brag, ‘There wasn’t anything our mother couldn’t do.’ 

The women who stood on our stoop and gossiped were Irish, German, Italian and Jewish   

They became citizens and spoke English, but our mother was the only one born in America   

They‘d scold, “You don’t appreciate your mother, she is amazing and what an artist she is!” 

 My sister and I would giggle, ‘Just because Momma paints pictures and plays the piano?’ 

 In 1931, she attended  a cooking school,  became a Certified French Chef, white hat and all  

 Brought all the left-over food from where she worked, to the tramps along the Hudson River    

 Had to work all her married life to pay the bills, because of Daddy’s drinking and gambling 

 From 1931-39,  she worked full time for Mr. and Mrs. Henry W. Hardon at 137 East 66th St.             

She met Pres. Roosevelt and Winston Churchill, when they came to dinner there one night     

Mr. Hardon was Head of the Immigration Dept., Prof of Law at Harvard and Columbia Univ.  

During her afternoon hours off,  took the crosstown trolley at 59th Street over to Broadway  
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Took piano lessons on and practiced on Hardon’s grand piano when they went out to dinner 

When Mr and Mrs. Hardon died at 86, in 1939, Momma went to work for Hazel B. Kolman 

Her mother, Mrs. Becker, lived with her in the penthouse on the 10th Floor, 75 East 55th  St. 

In 1944, a man sexually attacked Momma there, tried to strangle her and left her for dead.    

She found her unconscious on the floor,  and was rushed by ambulance to Roosevelt Hospital  

She could not go back , Mrs. Kolman’s friend Judith, hired her and taught her to be a florist   

Judith had an elite flower shop at 55 East 55th St.,and Momma became one her best designers    

Doing elegant weddings, receptions and flowers in the homes of some very famous people,  

The Duke and Duchess of Windsor, when they stayed at the Wadorf,  Ray Bolgers home,  

 Helen Menken’s home, 21 Club, Elizabeth Arden and Helena Rubinstein’s,salons, Steuben’s   

 Momma was with Judith from 1944-1956, until she opened  her own flower shop on L. I.   

 Did business for 20 years with top Interior Decorators in Rockville Center, the Five Towns   

 In 1976, had two aneurysms removed from her brain, didn’t know any of us for 3 months   

  When they let her go home, instead of retiring, she rented a house in Ridgefield Park, N.J.     

  Took in my brother Sonny’s 6 teen-age children, knowing he could no longer care for them  

   For the next 13 years, it was Momma that gave them a home, cooked, and cared for them    

   In 1985, one kidney was removed, in 1986 her colon was removed, and she kept going  

   By 1989, forgetting to take her medicines, her doctor said she had to go in a nursing home   

   I didn’t want her in a nursing home, I wanted her with me, but Momma didn’t like Florida  

 Her doctor said, “It’s the nursing home or Florida,” and we met her at Palm Beach Airport 

   At 89, she was in a wheelchair,and every week I took her to a restaurant and to the mall     

   In 1991, she had cancer, the doctor said, “If you need to discuss anything with your family.” 

 She sobbed, “But, I don’t want to die, there’s so many things I didn’t get to do yet.”                               

 He seemed confused, but,  he had no way of knowing how she had enjoyed her life. 

              1930 ..HAYING TIME ON THE FARM IN TOWANDA, PA 

.Standing in front of the wagon, Momma 30, Johnnie 10,  Aaron 32.  

  

On the wagon Lily 33, Mary Jane 2, Sonny 4, Rose 5, Roseanna 3, Dorothy,14  
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 Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry had 4 children when they bought a 200 years old farm house with a front 

and back porch, on 18 acres. It was on the side of the mountain, 8 miles from town and they loved 

how it had fruit trees and a huge garden at the side of the house. 

The first summer we spent on the farm was in 1930 when  I was 5, Sonny 4, Mary Jane 2. As young 

as we were trying to help Aunt Vina with the haying .Momma put on Uncle Henry’s overalls and 

helped to bring in the hay.  

We were always there for the 4th of July and July and August was haying time i I remember I used to 

be facinated how smart the plow horses Queenie and Betsy, were, without being told they knew when 

to walk ahead and when to stop in the fields, when the men were piling the hay on the wagon. 

 

When we were little, we spent our summers in the house in East Towanda. Uncle Henry bought it 

when they first got married in 1914. It was in town, but b it was on a small piece of land, and he 

decided to sell it and buy a bigger house with lots of land, so his children could grow up on a farm. 

There were a lot of happy memories connected to that house, because they had their 4 children there, 

and in 1924, Momma got married in Towanda and had her wedding reception in that house. In 1928, 

Mary Jane was born there a few minutes after July 5th. Dr. Brown knew Momma since she was little 

andwhen she asked him to write down Mary Jane was born the 4th, and not the 5th,  he wouldn’t do it. 

The family always gravitated to Aunt Vina’s house in East Towanda. Everyone loved Aunt Vina. 

Momma didn’t work then, and she would spend the summer with us there. Uncle Leo and Ervin all 
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but lived at Aunt Vina’s house, they were always there for Sunday dinner. Aaron and Dorothy lived 

with Gramma, down the road in Wysox, and they would walk up there to see what he could do to help 

her. Dorothy liked to be there with the children, she was only 14 in 1930. and Aunt Vina named her 

oldet girl, after Dorothy. 

      1927…FAMILY IN FRONT OF THE HOUSE IN EAST TOWANDA 

 

               1st  row   Rosie Mc Cann, Rose, Sonny (baby) Shirley, Dorothy     

               2nd row   Daddy hitting Sonny, Johnny, Momma, Aunt Vin 

               3rd row    Ervin, Leo and Aaron                                                                                  

1930…LIFE IN THE 200 YEAR OLD FARM HOUSE 

When Uncle Henry bought the farm at the start of the Depression The house was on 2 acres of level 

land and the 16 acres sloped down the mountain. They had a wood shed, a barn, 2 horses, 6 cows, 4 

pigs, and chickens. 
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1930 …Aunt Vina, 32, Dorothy 14, Johnny 11, Shirley 10, Roseanna 4,  

             Momma couldn’t fit us in picture …Rose 5, Mary Jane 2 

 

 
 

The 2 story house was built on level land, near the dirt road, and it had a front porch, a back porch 

had a well for drinking water. Upstairs was 2 big bedrooms and 2 small bedrooms and he attic. 

Downstairs was the huge parlor, a living room and dining room and the master bedroom. The kitchen, 

as you can see in the picture, was on the side of the main house, a 1 story room about 20’X 20’ that 

had a pump inside for the cistern water, (rainwater) and out on the back porch was a deep well for 
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drinking water. 

  

The property was rectangle in ship, 2 acres wide and 9 acres deep. The first 2 acres were flat where 

the house was, and the other acres sloped down the side of the mountain and they raised corn, oats, 

alpha, buckwheat, and hay. 

 

The barn was on a sloping hill, and it had an upper and a lower level. The front of the  barn was the 

end of the driveway, and it faced the house being it was at ground level the wagon could go in and out 

of the tall wooden doors. Where the land continued to slope down, was where the stalls for the horses 

and cows were underneath the upper barn. They had several feral Angora cats that lived in the barn, 

but we could never catch them, they were so pretty, and we often tried to grab a hold of one of them, 

and they were just too fast. If we did happen to catch one, it wouldn’t be for long. they would scratch 

claw us so bad, we’d have blood running down our arms and we’d drop them and they’d run off. 

 

Between the big owl that lived up in the rafters of the barn, and all those cats, they kept the mouse 

population down for. Uncle Henry. He was glad to have the cats and give them a pan of milk in the 

morning and the night because.they kept the mice from gnawing there way into the burlaps bags of 

corn for the chickens and bags of grain meal he kept stored in the barn.  

 

Under the barn, the stalls were wooden for the horses, Betsy and Queenie and  the other side was 

rows of stalls for the cows, unlike the stalls the horses had.  The floor was concrete, and there was a 

line of stalls, and they would stick their heads through the wooden opening, and stand there and wait 

to be milked. The  walls in that section of the barn was white washed and the concrete floor was kept 

clean, not to draw flies. The floor in back of  the cowsm where they were lined up, was long a 12 inch 

wide concrete trench, as wide as the shovel they used to shovel out the mess the cows left. It was 

cleaned out every day and thrown a pile  outside, away from the barn it was used as fertilizer in the 

spring when they turned the garden over. 

 

 

When it was milking time, when their dog Fidoheard was Uncle Henry say, “Go get the cows.” He’d 

take off like a shot and we’d see him running across the field and disappear down to the pasture. In no 

time he would be bringing the cows back, nudging and nipping them at the heels, getting them in the 

barn. 

 

Then he’d stand there wagging his tail, and look so proud of himself and wait for his reward, a pat on 

the head from Uncle Henry, ‘assuring him what a good boy he was.’ Those cows knew which stall 

was their’s, and they would stick their heads in the wooden openings and stand there and wait to be 

milked. Then start chewing the hay piled up in front of them. that Uncle Henry threw down through 

the hole in the ceiling earlier.  

 

Their land continued down,down,down the side of the mountain, almost to Buttermilk Falls, where 
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we loved to go swimming, hot that we went thatt often, because it was such  long walk down the side 

of the mountain to get there in the hot sun, and then to walk back up the mountain, in the heat of the 

sun again.  

As much as we loved to go swimming there, we didn’t ask Shirley too often, to take us because Aunt 

Vina would not let us go alone. Even when we would assure her we knew how to swim, and we really 

did.becaue Momma used to take us to Coney Island and we’d jump up and down in the big waves and 

swim, but, of course, Aunt Vina had no way of knowing what that was like, because she had never 

seen the ocean and rarely if ever went swimming. 

 

In July and August, the farmers helped one another bring the hay in and whatever other grains were 

ready. The big tall wooden doors would be open, and the horses would  pull the wagon in, loaded 

down with hay. The horses were released and led back down the hill to their stalls under the barn, and 

the leather reigns removed and hung up, then they were treated to burlap bags that hung on them 

filled with oats for them to munch on. The horses and the cows were free to come and go to the 

nearby pastures, being it was all fenced in. 

 

When we were older,  when they brought the wagon in the barn loaded with hay, we would stand 

there watch the men use their pitch forks and throw all the hay up in the hayloft, and all that dust 

would fall down on us and make us sneeze. We’d run outside coughing and laughing and wait until 

they were finished, and then go back and have fun jumping down in the hayloft.  

 

Those were some of happiest days we ever knew. Roseanna, Sonny, Mary Jane and me..we were a 

year apart, and we always had so much fun jumping down in the hay. We had to climb up the straight 

ladder that was nailed to one of the main beams in the middle of the barn, and we stand up on the 

rafters. 

Then jump down in the hay.and we’d lay there and laugh, and get up and do it all over again. But, If 

we saw a mouse running along the ledge, which we often did,  we’d run out of the barn screaming 

and we wouldn’t go back, well, at least, not until the next day.  

The wagon, tractor, mower and thrasher were kept in the barn and whenever we were jumping down 

in the hay, Aunt Vina would remind us about the 3’ X 3’ square hole in the floor, that had a wooden 

cover over it, with a big p;iece of rope attached to it. That was where Uncle Henry threw the hay 

down below for the cows and horses and we were warned never to open it, that it had to be covered at 

all times, because someone would get killed if they ever stepped in the opening, because the floor 

down below was made of concrete, not hay.   

We found out, that ;ife on a farm, is a lot of work, and your life is not your own, you have to take care 

of  the animals, every day, morning and night. We saw how Uncle Henry and Aunt Vina worked so 

hard, they never knew what it was, to have a day off because where was always so much work that 
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had to be done, especially with all the animals and chickens that had to be fed and watered.  

In the spring they put the garden in. It was not small, it was an acre big. It had to be turned over and 

all the cow manure mixed in, and around March 15th they planted row after row of seeds and hoped 

the frost wouldn’t kill the new seedlings and they had the worry of having another drought in the 

summer. Uncle Henry had the haying to do, with the help of neighbors,  and the cows had to be 

milked every morning and night , and he worked 6 days a week. Uncle Henry’s full name was Henry 

Hardenstine, and he worked in town, for the Lehigh Valley Railroad, since he was 14 years old.  

His mother taught him an an early age, to save his money and that was how he was able to buy the 

house they had in East Towanda, when he married Aunt Vina. He worked hard all his life, and I never 

saw him that he wasn’t smiling and laughing.  

For us to be there every summer and see how they really loved one another, was the best thing that 

could have happened to us, coming from a home where all we saw, was Momma and Daddy fighting. 

It was always over money Daddy spent on his drinking and gambling.  

 

Early in the morning, it was still dark when he would take the kerosene lantern and went the barn to 

milkethe cows, and every morning Aunt Vina was in the kitchen fixing his lunch to take with him in 

his metal lunch pail. He would have big breakfast with fried potatoes and eggs.  

 

When he left, Aunt Vina would separate the cream from the milk by pourung the milk from that 

morning and the night before, into a round stainless steel drum, it was about 3 feet tall, and she would 

turn it by hand, and the cream flowed down into a big brown crock.  

 

.  

Then she very carefully carried the cream down to the cellar, and poured it a bigger crock with the 

other cream, because it was always cool in the cellar. Every morning, she would boil water and clean 

out out separator and make sure it was spotless before she put it away for the next day. 

 

Every Tuesday morning she churned the cream that had soured and made butter with it. Wednesday 

mornings, we had delicious pancakes for breakfast, that she’d makewith the buttermilk with lots of 
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butter and homemade maple syrup. 

 

Most of the butter was put in another big crock and a covered and that was used during the week for 

baking and cooking, as well as the lard from the igs,that were slaughtered in the fall. About 6 pounds 

of the butter, was pu in a wooden bowl and she used a wide wooden paddle to work all the water out 

of butter. Using the samea wooden paddle she put the newly chured butter in a wooden holder that 

wiykd shape it into a pound block of butter, and she’d push it out on a piece of parchment paper, and 

wrap it up, because she sold it every week to the same ladies in town, that only liked her butter. The 

money she got from the butter, was saved in a mason jar and kept in the cupboard, because she would 

buy something with it that they couldn’t afford, like the wringer she sent a money order to Sear & 

Roebucks so she could get aa wringer she could turn by hand, so she didn’t have to wring the water 

out of  the clothes by hand anymore 

 

 

The butter was kept down in the cellar because it was always cool there, because the floor was always 

wet. from the water that was always seeping in, from between the slate stones that were used for the 

foundation of the house when they built it 200 years ago.  

 

We were not allowed down there in our bare feet, we had to put our shoes on, if we asked, if we could 

get a jar of sweet pickles or get some more butter,  we put our shoes on and we had to walk on the 

flag stones that were placed here and there and we’d giggle when we’d hear the water squishing 

under the flag stones when we walked on them.                                           

. 

We may have grown up in New York City, but not many kids were able to enjoy their lives every 

summer like we did, and adventures we had, being on that farm, feeding the chickens and the time I 

accidently killed Aunt Vina’ favorite grey Angor rabbit, she didn’t yell at me, as as bas she felt about 

it, she understood how it happened.  

It was wonderful to know that we were really loved when we were there, and we loved Aunt Vina and 

Uncle Henry so much, we would cry when it was time for us to go back to school and Daddy would 

come and take us back home. 

We were so lucky we were there and out of the city, and we could run around with no shoes on, and 

we would pick berries and eat them right off the bush.  

When I think how good Aunt Vina was to us, I know not many kids can say that, when their parents 

leave them with relatives for a week or two, and we had such a good time all summer long. But, we 

were there because Momma worked for Mrs. Hardon in her country home in Connecticut, 6 months 

of the year, and we wouldn’t see her for months at a time.         .  
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  MEMORIES  OF  DAD                   by his daughter,  Myrtle Squires Mc Arow                                                                                                               

 

 

                                  

 

                                     1927….. David Squires 67  Rose Squires 52 

                                                            Wysox, Pennsylvania        

                                                   

From the little grey house on the hill he departed, one cold winter’s day 

 With that same sweet smile on his face, he waved to Ma and went on his way 

   

 He was carrying the two-man saw, and the axe was carried by his faithful son 

  Aaron was a mute, but he always with Dad whenever work needed to be done  

  

  Dad was looking for a big chestnut tree to cut down, as they journeyed along 

  They climbed the snow covered mountain, and Dad hummed his favorite song    
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 Walking through the snow, off in the distance they could hear a bob-o-link call     

 At the top of the mountain they saw the chestnut tree they were about to fall 

 

 Down went the axe against the mighty tree, and back and forth went the saw   

 And the noise echoed through the woods, the crows shouted  caw, caw, caw  

 

 Dad stopped to look up at the crows in the tree, and heard a familiar sound 

 The tree was beginning to crack and fall and he yelled, “Run, it’s going down.”   

 

Seeing Aaron still looking up at the crows, he yelled louder, “Run, son, run.’ 

He ran and he got out of the wa laughing and thinking it it was such great fun  

 

To see the mighty chestnut tree come crashing down, but as he turned around  

To his horror the tree had fallen on Dad, he was not moving or making a sound     

 

Unable to lift the tree off him or pull him from beneath the boughs where he lay 

Aaron ran to get the neighbor and Dad was carried home in a wagon that day 

 

Dr. Brown had to tell Ma, that the angels were waiting to take Dad to heaven  

How she cried and wept, while Aaron kept looking at Dad and felt so forsaken   

 

 Unable to say a word, he sat beside Dad, as the news traveled far and near 

 Telegrams were sent to relatives, with the kind of news no one wants to hear 

 

 Friends and family soon gathered around Dad’s bed, not knowing what to say 

 The minister and his wife came and asked that everyone to join hands and pray  

 

  They truly believed their prayers would be answered, but it was all in vain 

  Two nights and a day he did linger, and never moved or cried out in pain 

  

   Then he opened his eyes and whispered, “God calls me, Rose, I cannot stay.”  

    And we heard him mumble, “Don’t cry, we will all meet in heaven one day.”          

    

   He closed his eyes and the angels thatwere waiting, took Dad up to heaven 

   As that sweet smile on his face faded, the clock in the kitchen chimed seven 

                                                                                               

                                                                   

      Dad died on February 18, 1929   
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 1928… Grampa holding Mary Jane 2, Gramma holding Roseanna   

Mary Jane was born in July of 1928. in East Towanda. before Momma went back to the city, she 

wanted a studio picture taken of her mother and father. 

 She bought her mother the dress and beads she has on in the picture, and the suit, shirt and tie for 

her father.  

Six months later,in February1928, the chestnut tree he was cutting down, fell on her father and he 

died. It broke Momma heart to see her father laid out in the casket, in the suit she bought him a few 

months ago 

David Squires was born in 1861, in Delaware Gap, Pennsylvania, in a one room log cabin with a dirt 

floor and a walk in fireplace. All my mother remembers about her father, was he told her, he was 28, 

when his father gave him a horse, and he rode north looking for work, and he left his mother and 

father and a younger brother. He rode day after day for weeks, only to find no one wanted log cabins 

anymore and he did odd jobs, so he could eat and he slept in barns.  

 

When David got as far as Hornell, New York, he was about to turn around and go back home, when 

he met Rose Vanderworker, 16, in in town, and they fell in love and were going to get married. Her 
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father John Vanderworkder, disapproved of his daughter marrying David. He argued,‘He has no 

profession, he is a sawyer that cut down trees and sells the wood. You will end up having a very hard 

life if you marry a sawyer.”  

Rose loved David and she married him against her father’s wishes in 1891.They had a very hard life 

and were always poor and had to live along the railroad tracksmost of their married life, and could 

never afford to own a horse and wagon. Rose was always pregnant, like most women then, and she 

had miscarriages and still borns, and 2 babies that lived and died. She delivered all her babies herself, 

and eventually had 6 children that survived, Vina was born in 1897, then Myrtle in 1900, then Leo, 

Ervin, Aaron and Lily, and Dorothy was not born in Hornell, she was born in Wysox, Pennsylvania in 

1914.  

When David and Rose moved to Towanda/Wysox, Pennsylvania in 1909, and Rose had 3 more 

babies that lived and died. In 1912, and she almost died with a severe infection, after giving birth to a 

still born baby.  

When her good friend and neighbor Mildred, stopped in to see her, she was concerned when she told 

her, she had  developed a bad infection after the birth of the last baby. Later that day, when she went 

back to check on her, she realized she was in a coma and had David and her husband take her to the 

hospital in their wagon. The doctors took one look at her and sent her home to die, they said it was 

too late.  

My mother told me how an old Indian, had saved her mother’s life with herbs. He was a Medicine 

man for his trible and,she had befriended him, because he lived in a tent near their house. She said, “I 

was 12 years old when they broke my mother back home from the hosptial,  we were told she wa s 

going to die. My father accepted she was, because he said,‘It was God’s will.”  

“I was sitting on the floor next to my mother’s bed, and she opened her eyes and looked around and 

told me,”Go get the old Indian, he will save me with those herbs he has. And he saved my mother’s 

life and she was fine and up and around in a few days. That was when I decided to leave home. left 

home. Shortly after, my mother was pregnant again with Dorothy, and she was born a preemie, in 

January of 1914.  Dr. Brown warned my mother, she was not going to live, but she lived. Dorothy 

out-lived  her sisters and brothers. She died at 87, in 2001, in East Towanda, Pennsylvania, where she 

was born and grew up.  

FORWARD.  

My husband Fred and I retired in 1985. We moved to Florida and after we got settled in, I signed up 

for a Creative Writing Class, at Indian River Community College, IRCC.  

The classes were held in Port St. Lucie and there were 18 of us, mostly retirees. Florence Prusmack 

was our teacher, and every Friday we passed around copies of what we wrote and we would read 

several pages or more to the class. They would critique it and say what they liked and didn’t like and 

it was discussed openly and the copies were returned with their names and notations on them. 
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The first day in class, before I began to read what I wrote, I explained to Florence and to the class, I 

had been attending a Creative Writing Class on Long Island for 4 years. The teacher,  Eileen 

Charbonneau, liked the story very much, and suggested I rewrite it and tell ‘why’ my mother had 

been saving the  lace curtains since 1919. She felt it was important I mention that in the story. I 

rewrote it but never got to read it in class. My husband decided to retire at 60  and we moved to 

Florida, and we packed and moved in within a month.    

The story is about my mother and me. We had never argued before, and I mean never. When I told 

her I was going to marry Fred, all we did was argue and fight over my wedding. I cried so much, 

night after night, that it was a horrible couple of months, when it should have been the happiest time 

of my life. just because Momma did not want me to marry Fred, because he was a Protestant and I 

was brought up a Catholic.  

After several weeks of not talking to me, she realized I was going to marry Fred whether she wanted 

me to or not. Because one night I thought Momma was going to be working late, as long as she 

wasn’t home,  I decided to try on my wedding gown, the veil and the tiara to see how I was going to 

look the day I got married. Momma walked in and saw me standing in front of the 3 way mirror, in 

the satin wedding gown,  

 She took one look at me and said, “Take that dress off? I don’t like it on you. That is not the kind of 

wedding gown to wear on your wedding day. I am going to make you a wedding gown out of those 

lace curtains I have, that is going to be so beautiful everybody will be wondering where you ever  got 

such a gown.”  

I gasped, “Why are you going make me a wedding gown when I already have the dress I am going to 

wear. Momma, you don’t mean those old dirty curtains that have sat in that big box since 1919, do 

you?”  

 Momma was smiling and nodding her head, letting me know that was the curtains she was talking 

about, while I stood there in the  satin wedding gown.  I couldn’t believe what she said and walked 

away, I refused to listen to her trying to describe what she was going to make me a wedding gown 

with those curtains, and put hoops underneath the dress and make petticoats with rows upon row of 

white taffetta ruffles on it.  

I am almost fainted when she said, I a m going to copy the lace dress Princess Anne wore at Princess 

Elizabeth’s Royal Wedding?”  

I picked up the bottom of the wedding dress and ran in my room. I couldn’t stop crying to think my 

mother would even want her daughter to wear a wedding dress made from those filthy dirty old 

curtains that had yellowed and were black with soot and they were so old that they stank.  

Momma came back in my room and she leaned against the door an dkept staring at me. I knew she 

was annoyed that I had walked away from her and refused to listen to her go on an done with her 

grandeur ideas about a dress she was going to make me. She stood there thinking and took a deep 
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breath and as she was finally leaving, and I heard her say,‘I don’t care what you say, I am making 

those dresses whether you want me to or not.” 

I held up the bottom of the gown and followed her and was trying not to cry when I told her, “ 

Momma, it’s not that I don’t appreciate what you want to make me a wedding dress, but why can’t 

you understand I love the gown I am going to wear, and  I love how it fits me in all the right places. 

Whatever made you think I would even consider, wearing a wedding gown made from those dirty old 

curtains? ”  

After what I had just told her, she disregarded everything I said,m and stood there telling me, ”I 

measured the curtains, and I’m so glad there is more than enough to make a bridesmaid’s dress for 

Mary Jane too. I am going make her dress, just like yours, but no train and short sleeves. Your dress 

will have long sleeves coming to a ‘V; over your hand outlines with seed pearls.  I will tintex her 

dress a sky blue and I will need to bleach yours as white as I can get it. I can’t wait until you see how 

gorgeous these dresses are going to be. You mark my word, you won’t be saying, I won’t wear it, you 

will be only too happy to wear the dress I am going to make.”     

 I cried, “Stop it  Momma. You are not listenng to me? I told you I am not wearing a dress made from 

those old curtains.  I don’t care how beautiful it will be. I am wearing the dress I have on and that is 

it.” and I walked away from her. 

 Momma ignored what I said, and again she continued to go on about the dresses and showed me the 

pattern she wanted and had the nerve to take it out  of the bag and show me it and tell me she found it 

in Bloomingdales  

Then she stopped talking and kept looking at the pattern and she took a deep breath and leaned into 

my face and in an angry tone of voice and asked me, “What makes you think I don’t know what I am 

talking about, when I have been doing weddings for the past 4 years? I see all kinds of wedding 

gowns, week after week, so I happen to know what I am talking about.But you don’t! Why would you 

want to wear a plain simple satin dress like that, when you could wear a beautiful lace wedding gown 

like I am going to make you?”  

She stood there waiting to hear what I was going to say, and I was tired of arguing with her and she 

said, “When you walk down the aisle in church in that dress, everyone will be oohing and aahing and 

admiring how beautiful you look, as you walk by. You are going to feel so regal and proud of 

yourself in that lace gown, with hoops and petticoats underneath it.” 

  

I held up my hand up and said, “Momma…you forgot…I am not walking down the aisle in church.  

We are being married in the rectory. We already talked to Msgr. Quinn, and he said, he’d be only too 

happy to marry us in the rectory.” The expression on Momma’s face changed dramatically. She stood 

there glaring at me, because she forgot, I wouldn’t be walking down the aisle in our church like she 

thought and seemed so deflated as she sat down in the chair and started tapping her fingers on the 
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table.   

                                   *                     *                     * 

It was March, two months before the wedding. Night after night, I would hear the sewing machine 

going into the wee hours of the morning. I wilted because I knew Momma had started to make the 

wedding gowns out of the dirty old curtains, she had already washed, bleached and starched and 

ironed them. I wondered where she got the energy, because she was working and on her feet 6 days a 

week, but she was determined she was making those dresses, whether I wanted her to or not.   

I would cry myself to sleep, hearing the sound of the sewing machine going. I’d get up in the 

morning, andMomma was gone, she would have left for work early, and we used to go to work 

together in the morning. There was nothing ain the dining room, that would indicate she was making 

the dresses. I figured she was hiding them in Anna ’s room, and I had no interest to see if they were.  

As the days went by, when I’d get up, I began to see bits and pieces of beige tissue from the pattern 

and tiny pieces of white and sky blue lace on the floor she had missed when she put everything away 

before she went to bed.  

Momma was still not talking to me, since New Year’s, only if she had to, and she had not bought a 

gown to wear for the wedding and the wedding was 6 weeks away. The tension in our house was 

horrible. I hated to go home after work. I”d eat out, then go home.  Mary Jane and Sonny were mad at 

me and  accusing me of upsetting Momma, because I wanted to marry Fred. They had the nerve to 

tell me, ”I should listen to Momma,  because she is always right, and I should wait a year, like she 

asked, and see if he was all the thing I said he was, because, I only went with himfor 3 months and 

was going to marry him? ”  

My father wasn’t talking to me either, not that I cared. He would stop me and poke me in the shoulder 

and ask, “Did you go to confession and tell the priest what you did to your father,  because you broke 

one of the 10 Commandments.” I walked away from him, seeing how he was drunk as usual. I liked 

how I was no longer afraid of him, and knew he wouldn’t dare try and twist my arm or Mary Jane’s 

again because I wouldn’t hesitate to put him to the floor again.   

One night I came home from work, and seeing the look on Momma’s face, I knew she was going to 

start fighting with me again. She cleared her throat a few times, before she said in a very angry tone 

of voice, “I decided,  I am not going to go to your wedding. I am not going to sit in that rectory and 

see you marry him, when you should be walking down the aisle in church where you belong, with 

someone who is a Catholic, and not be getting married in one of those rooms in the rectory!”  

The room started going round and round, and I ran in my room and fell on my bed and I cried like I 

had never cried before. I couldn’t believe my mother would hurt me like that, and not going to my 

wedding.  When we had always been so close. We were like best friends, not mother and daughter. 

For years we went everywhere together, and his is not going to go to my wedding? She could not 

have hurt me more, after all we had meant to one another! From then on, the tension between 
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Momma and me became unbearable, it was a nightmare living in the same house with her. I wanted to 

elope, but Fred wouldn’t hear of it, he said, “We are getting married in the rectory like we planned, 

whether your mother comes or not, that is her choice, everyone else will be there.            

                                               *               *               * 

 

I rewrote the story like the teacher at the Creative Writing class on Long Island suggested, and it went 

from 38 pages to 130 pages and  each week I read the story to the class at IRCC, about what my 

mother put me through when I told her I was going to get married.  

When I finally finished reading it to the class, week after week,  I was so surprised to see Florence 

wiping her eyes and passing around a box of Kleenex to some of the women in the class. She smiled 

and told me, “That is such a beautiful story, everyone loved it Rose, you must turn it into a book.”  

I laughed, ”A book?  But, I don’t know how to write a book!” 

 Florence smiled, ”Oh…yes you can…once you start you won’t stop, I know because, I’ve written 

several books myself.”  

I went home and  sat before the computer, knowing what Florence said, I wanted to write a book 

about my mother, and I didn’t know where to begin.  

I thought of when we were growing up on Amsterdam Avenue in that first floor front apartment, what 

a miserable life we had, living with a father like we had, he was so cruel the way he beat and burned 

us. And I thought how Momma treated me when I was going to marry Fred and it was hard to believe 

what she put me through, the terrible arguments we had.   

I was so hurt by the things she had said to me,  and I vowed then, ‘once I was married I would never 

go home again.” But, of course, I did,  I loved my mother…when you love someone you can forgive 

and you get on with your life and I really did love my mother, was why it hurt so much that she could 

not understand what I wanted, and that it was not her wedding, it was my wedding!  

Because of the love I had for Fred was so strong, when Momma said she was not going to my 

wedding, I thought about what Fred said, and decided that was her right, and I was not letting it 

interfere with my wedding,  because she was so upset that Fred was a Protestant.  

It obviously  didn’t matter to me what religion he was, bebause tt was far more important we had the 

respect and love we had for each other. Momma could not see it that way and she was doing 

everything in her power to make me change my mind about marrying Fred, and she couldn’t.  

Who would have thought after the all tears and arguments we had over my marrying Fred, that forty 

years later, when Momma wa going to be put in a nursing home, it was Fred that suggested she live 

with us in Florida. 
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 It took time for the wounds to mend and I was so glad she realized that Fred was everything thing I 

said he was, even though she never said she was sorry, I knew she admired him in her own way by 

the little things she did for him.   

When we are born there is no way anyone can predict what kind of  person we will become. When we 

get to be 21 and 22. we begin to take different paths than our parents and we become our own person. 

Every generation has a different slant on life, or we would still be living in caves and never would 

had progress we have had, and be where we are today.       

But, my mother seemed to think, at 23, I was still the obedient little girl I had always been and I 

should to do exactly what she said, because she said so. Apparently, she didn’t like my new found 

independence and I was going to mary the man that I wanted to spend my life with, when I thought of 

the horrible marriage she had being married to my father, a drunk and a gambler.  We grow up and 

we make mistakes and we learn from them. We begin to make our own decisions and think for 

ourselves, and not what our parents think we should do and think like them. We mature and are in 

control of our own lives and we are responsible for whatever we chose to do, good or bad. So when I 

became 21, I found I was no longer afraid of my father and his brutal ways. 

 Perhaps, I had become a much stronger person, because of what he put us through when I was 

growing up, I don’t know. Was I born with it, I don’t know that either, but I did learn to believe in 

myself and by 21, I knew what I wanted and what mattered the most to me, and that integrity was 

very important in the man I was going to marry. 

 I had come a long way from being the little girl, as I remembered how my father used to burn and 

hold  against the hot radiator and twist my arm up in back of me and put me to the floor and jam his 

knee in my back to hold me there, so I couldn’t move.  

 I thought of akk the times he tried to make me say, ‘he was boss in our house, and not Momma’, and 

he couldn’t make me say it, and it would make him so mad,’his face would turn beet red.’ Sonny and 

Mary Jane  were so scared of him,  they would say it for him, but not me. 

In 1938, Daddy was Mrs. Hardon’s chauffeur for a short period if time. Her regular chauffeur, 

whohad been with her for years, Chris Hill and his wife who was her maid, lived in her home year 

round in Wilton, Connecticut and they took time off to go went back to their home in England for a 6 

month vacation. 

 Momma worked there as her French Chef, 6 months of the year, because she constantly entertained 

different guests in her country home being a board member for differernt organizations. When she 

asked Momma if  Daddy would like to work for her, while Chris was gone, being he wasn’t working, 

but Momma didn’t tell her why Sheffdield Farms fired him, Daddy was delighted to work for her. He 

strutted around and wore a chauffeur’s dark grey uniform, jacket, cap and pants and liked the idea of 

driving her car.  

One Friday afternoon  Daddy drove from Wilton, to pick us up after school, and  take us back to Mrs. 
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Hardon’s house in Connecticut for the week-end, like her regular chauffeur Chris usully did, every so 

often, so we could be with Momma.  

We were wearing our Catholic school uniforms, and going along Merritt Parkway in Connecticut, and 

we were sitting in the back of the car laughing and talking. I was 13, Sonny was 12 and Mary Jane 

was 10. when Daddy started asking us the same question, “Who is boss in our house?” Mary Jane and 

Sonny assured Daddy that he was, but not me, I would not say it.  

He pulled off the road and stopped the car, and parked. He asked me again. I sat there and I wouldn’t 

answer him. He ordered me, “Get out of the car!” He jumped out of the car and came around and the 

passenger side and dragged me off the back seat onto the ground,  got back in the car e drove off and 

left me on the side of  a busy parkway in Connecticut by myself.  

 It was just getting dark and luckily a state trooper’s car was going by and they saw me. They stopped 

and came over and questioned me, and when they heard what Daddy did,  they called Mrs. Hardon 

and spoke to her. then they took me to her house in Wilton, Connecticut. One of state police cars 

spotted Mr. Hardon’s  car outside a saloon  and found Daddy sitting inside at the bar  and Sonny and 

Mary Jane were waiting for him in the car. They talked to him, but that was it. When he walked in 

Mrs. Hardon’s house, the officers that took me home were still there, filling outpapers, and she asked 

him to hand her the keys and he and she fired him, and she had her gardner drive him back to the city. 

 I sat there shaking my head thinking about what that man had done to us, when we wer growing up 

and even a adults. In 1947, I was 21 and Mary Jane was19. She had secretarial job in the Empire 

Building at 34th Street and 5th Avenue, and I was a secretary toWalter Florell at 53rd and Madison 

Avenue. We went to work everyday in a business suit and high heels, and we wore make-up and we 

worked in very upscale places of business so we always looked nice.   

One night, I came home from work and as I opened the door, I heard Mary Jane screaming. I ran 

inside and saw Daddy was shoving Mary Jane with his body, in between the wall and a mad hot 

steam pipe, 5 inches around and it was very hot, because the steam heat in it had to go all the way up 

to the 5th floor, to heat all the bathrooms on that side of the house.  

Daddy didn’t see me, his back to me and when I saw how he started to twisit Mary Jane’s arm up in 

back of her, so she couldn’t move and she was screaming because she was in so much pain, telling 

her he was punishing her, because he was sitting in the bar downstairs, and saw her get off the bus 

and stand on the corner talking to her no good girlfriends,smoking like the rest of them, and she was 

wearing red lipstick and he was yelling at her, “ You looked like a God damn ‘street walker’ standing  

there smoking and wearing that red lipstick!” And he pushed her body in tighter behind the hot steam 

pipe, hoping it would burn her all the more. 

That is when I lost it Seeing his back was to me, I tip-toed in and locked my arm around his neck and 

put him to the floor so fast, he didn’t know what hit him. I sat on top of him and even though I had on 

a skirt, and high heels, I somehow had the strength to hold him there, while he was squirming and 
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trying to push me off him, but he couldn’t because we were between wall and the bathtub, and he 

couldn’t move either way to get up. 

 I was so angry for what he had been doing to us, I started punching him in the face with my fists,  

and he was cursing and swearing at me, telling me what he was going to do to me when he got up. He 

kept trying to wriggle out from under me,and I somehow found the strength to hold him there, so 

Mary Jane could get out.  We were in her way and the only way she could get out,, was by stepping in 

the bath tub to get past us, and that is what she did.   

She was crying and grabbed her pocket book and as she ran out the door she was saying, “I’m going 

to stay with Theresa, I am sorry to leave you here with him, but I’m not staying here tonight.”   

When MaryJane left, I let Daddy get up. He looked at me and in the kitchen and finish off the quart of 

whiskey he had out there and I ran in our bedroom. I knew he would be coming after me. I climbed 

up the ladder and got on the top bunk bed where he couldn’t reach me and he came in, and tried to 

jump up and  grab a hold of my foot and pull me off the bed, but he was so drunk, he couldn’t. He fell 

down and he sat there. I thought he was going to sit there wait for me to come down, but he got up 

went to bed with shoes and clothes on.  

But …he never hit any of us again. As funny as it sounds now,  when he got up,   he stood there and 

had the nerve to tell me, “You better get yourself to confession and tell the priest what you did, 

because you broke one of the 10 Commandments, you are suppose to ‘honor…thy father!’  

He never spoke to me after that. But he did wear a tuxedo and walk me down the aisle when I got 

married a couple ofmonths later. But, he made sure he didn’t talk to me.  that was his way of letting 

me know he was still punishing me for what I did to him.  

I never thought he would be taken away in a straight jacket and end up in a Mental Hospital for 7 

years and died there, and and not one of us shed a tear at the lovely funeral the Navy had for him, 

with a 21 gun salute, at Pinelawan National Cemetary.being he served on the USS Blackhawk, for 4 

years..                           

It was a strange feeling to sit at the computer, remembering what happened so many years ago, 

because it wasn’t something I like to think about. But I thought how cruel Daddy was to us and what 

he did to us year after year, when we were growing up and even as adults. It was hard to believe, that 

no one ever did anything about it, the way he tortured us and got away with it.  

I thought about how I dared to beat my father up, and I stood up to my mother, when she said, she did 

not want me to marry Fred. It was a very difficult thing for me to do, go against what Momma said. 

But, I realized I loved Fred more and I was going to marry him, whether Momma wanted me to or 

not.    

I often wondered, did Momma ever realize how much she hurt me or how I used to cry myself to 

sleep night after night because of the way she treated me and the terrible things she said about Fred. 
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At first it was because Fred was a Protestant, then it was the wedding dress she was going to make me 

out of the old lace curtains,  and then for her to accuse Fred of being a gangster, because on enight 

she saw he was he carrying a gun in a holster on his belt I explained to her that,he had a license to 

carry it and tha the belonged to theTuckahoe Rifle and Gun club, and that night  he was competing in 

a shooting match with a NRA gun club in Westchester County. 

But,  she wouldn’t listen to me,  she put her hands up and didn’t want to hear  Fred had all kinds of 

medals and awards he won in service and with the gun club he belonged to, she insisted he was a 

gangster and sobbed at me…”You better listen to me, because one day he is going to get so mad at 

you, he is going to shoot you dead. I know you’re going to be dead within the year.”  

I couldn’t believe she said such a terrible thing, and she walked away from me, I asked her, “How 

could you say such a terrible thing like that about Fred?” Eh glared at me, and tod me again, I would 

be dead within the year. 

Late into the night I’d be crying and I’d hear Momma crying in bed and one night she was praying so 

loud, I knew it was because she wanted me to hear her asking God not to let this marriage go through, 

that I was so wrong and I wouldn’t listen to her.’   

As I sat there and continued to write about how we hurt one another, and argued over Fred, I thought, 

here we have been married for over sixty years, and we still loved one another, if not more than we 

did then. I was glad so Momma lived to see how wrong she was about Fred,  not that she ever 

admitted it, but it was the little things she did for him as the years went by, that showed me, she did 

care about him because she saw for herself,  Fred was all the wonderful things, I said he was and was 

so thankful I didn’t listen to her.   

There was so much I wanted to write about, especially, the summers we spent in Pennsylvania with 

Aunt Vina. As I turned the pages and looked at the pictures,  I shuttered to think, it was 75 years ago, 

we used to run around in our bare feet in the fields, and played with their dog. I could still see Aunt 

Vina standing on her back porch laughing at us and as she wiped the sweat off her brow with the 

botton her apron, because it was so hot in her kitchen with the wood stove going all day, canning and 

cooking every day. 

 I didn’t know where to begin and it was so frustrating, when I knew so many funny and sad stories 

about my mother, that Uncle Leo and Ervin had told us. How the three of them walked to school 

through snow drifts 3 and 4 feet tall, and never missed a day of school and  the trouble Momma got 

into,  when she was only 12 years old. They really enjoyed themselves sitting there telling us, “Your 

mother was the only girl in town that had the reputation of doing such daring and dangerous things. 

You wouldn’t believe what she dared to do. She’d find the longest and steepest hill to go sleigh riding 

down, a hill we wouldn’t go down, and she’d have to walk all the way back up the hill, and go right 

back down it again. Uncle Leo would laugh, and slap his knee. 

Uncle Ervin would light a cigartee, and blow the smoke out and ask, “Did your mother ever tell you , 
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she almost got killed 3 times? You know why…. because she just loved doing adventurous things She 

had no fear, she would try anything Ma would beat her black and blue for disobeying her, but it didn’t 

mean a thing to her, she’d go off and find something else to get in trouble with..  

Dad used to put his arm around her and try to talk to her, if she would only do what she was told, Ma 

wouldn’t have to beat her.’ Didn’t mean a thing to her.”  

“She was only 13, when she decided she was going to leave home, because she was tired of Ma 

beating her with a piece of wood from the woodbin, because it would leave black and blue marks all 

over her legs and arms. She he was darn lucky that Mrs. Eggleston took her in when she did and she 

was always very good to Myrtle and she worked for her until she  married your father in 1924.”  

I sat there and thought, what a roller coaster ride Momma had through life, with all the ups and downs 

she had growing up and then she goes and marries Daddy, becaue te love her life, Earl was suppose to 

marry her and he jilted her and married someone else..  

During the week, we used to count how many more days we had to wait before Momma came home. 

She worked for Mrs. Hardon then and,only had Sunday afternoon and evening off. Momma always 

took us where she knew we would have fun and she had to work all her married life,  to pay the bills 

because Daddy drank and gambled and never gave her any money. During Prohibition, in the 30’s he 

used his pay to make his own whiskey and beer and he was a heavy gambler and was always owing 

his bookies money.  

I think I have spent half my life wondering, why, why, why, did she let him stay in our house with us 

all those years, when he refused to help her pay the bills?   

 By 1956, the 3 of us were married and gone. We had families of our own and Momma had her 

flower shop on Long Island. Daddy was finally put in a Veteran’s Mental Hospital for the rest of fhis 

life and died there in 1962. 

 One day I was on the phone with my sister, andwe were trying to count how many times Momma 

‘almost died’, because of all the doctors had told us, ‘she wasn’t going to make it.’ I don’t know of 

anyone who ‘almost died’ as many times as she did, even when she was 12 years old, she almost got 

killed 3 times.  

In 1944, Momma was raped and he tried to strangle her and left her for dead on the floor and Mrs. 

Kolman found her unconscious, and theydidn’tknow if  she was ging to live, and she was rushed to 

the hospital. It took a long time before she was alright, but she made it through that..  

Then in 1970,  she stepped in a nest of hornets in Pennsylvania, and was bitten over a hundred times. 

Her heart stopped twice in the ambulance, and they revived her, and she was in ICU, for 10 days.  

In 1974, the tire store, a few door ups from her flower shop,  went on fire. She was overcome by the 

dense acrid smoke, and passed out.  The firemen found her on the floor and carried her outside and 

the had revived her twice and put her in an ambulance and rushed her to the hospital, and she 
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survived that.   

In 1975, she bumped her head getting in the car, and she ended up having  3 aneurisms on her brain. 

The doctor told us she had 4 hours to live, and she survived that operation, but she didn’t know who 

we were for 3 months.  

In 1985, she had a terrible infection in one of her kidneys, they had an ice blanket over her, to try and 

bring down the fever, and they thought she was going to die. They removed one of her kidneys,  and 

she live through that. 

 Then in 1987, they had to remove her colon, and because of her age, it was touch and go, and they 

replaced it with a bag, and she made it through that too.  Because, of how many times Momma 

‘almost died’, Mary Jane used to say, “ If a cat only has 9 lives, how many lives does Momma 

have?.” 

               

                  1983…MOMMA GETS HER FIRST TICKET.   

I think this is one of the funniest stories about Momma, She was 83 that June, and living in Ridgefield 

Park, New Jersey, near Mary Jane and Sonny. One afternoon, Momma went food shopping at the 

local supermarket, like she usually did,  and walking back to her car with the bag boy, he was was 

pushing one cart and she had the other one, she noticed therea paper stuck under her windshield 

wiper, blowing back and forth in the wind. 

She yanked it off and read it and was furious when she saw she got a ticket? She yelled at the bag 

boy, “In all the years I’ve been driving, I have never gotten a ticket,” shoved it in her pocketbook and 

went home. After she put the groceries away she was seething when she sat down and wrote the 

Ridegfield Police Department a real duzzie of a letter and let them know, ‘I am not paying you for 

that ticket. I am 83 years old and I have never had a ticket. Since your officer had nothing better to 

do, and could take the time to bend down and measure I parked 4 inches over a yellow line, not in the 

street, but in front of a supermarket, when that officer should be going after those guys that are selling 

drugs to kids in the park by my house , instead of giving ‘me’ a ticket!”  She sealed the letter with the 

ticket in it, walked to to corner and mailed the letter w knowing they always picked the mail up 

around 5 o’clock. 

 I could tell by the sound of her voice when she called, me that she was really angry, because of the 

way she blurted out, ”I just got my first parking ticket today and I mailed it back to them with a letter, 

letting them know  I am not paying them no $25 because I parked 4 inches over the yellow line.”  

I was gasping as I listened to her, and then she went on to remind me, “How many years have I been 

driving in New York City, delivering my flowers, and I never got one ticket. Today, in the 

FOODTOWN parking lot.. I got a ticket?” 

I couldn’t believe she sent the ticket back. I knew she was really upset, so I lowered my voice and 
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asked, “How could you do such a foolish thing, Momma? You can’t do something like that. Go back 

to the corner and see if there is any way you can get that letter back. Stay there until the mailman 

comes to pick up the mail at 5 o’clock. Tell him what you did, and maybe he will give it back to you, 

but I doubt he will  If he doesn’t, they will put you in jail. Why didn’t you wait until tomorrow, by 

then you would have cooled off?”  

I could hear her breathing heavily and she snapped at me, “And just what makes you think I’d feel 

any different tomorrow?” BANG! She hung up on me. 

Then she called back and read me the letter she wrote them. I almost fainted when I heard what she 

said and told me she was mailing me a copy of it. 

 TO THE RIDGEFIELD POLICE DEPARTMENT ……….sometime in 1983 

Here is your parking ticket back. I am not paying you no $25 for something as stupid as that. Since 
your cops have nothing better to do with their time, they sit in the parking lots and get down on their 
knees to measure 4 inches THAT I parked over a painted yellow line?  

My car wasn’t parked on the street, it was parked in the Foodtown parking lot.  

And why aren’t these cops where they belong and doing their jobs where they are really needed. Send 
them down to here, where I live in Ridgefield Park, if they don’t have anything better to do. They can 
look out my front window and see the drug deal s that go on here day and night and see how many 
cars stop at this corner. They drive up, stick their hands out with a fistful of money, and leave with a 
bag of drugs. As fast as one car pulls away, another car pulls up. 

 The shame of it is, there is no one there to do anything about it. Let one of your undercover officers 
sit on those benches in the playground, on the corner here, where children swing and go to play.  

It is filled with drug dealers and addicts, doing business, while innocent children are swinging and 
playing, unaware of what is going on around them.  

My heart aches watching these young healthy boys staggering down the block in front of my house, I 
see them everyday , they can’t even stand up because they just had their fix, their shot, the drugs they  
felt they needed’? 

You can come get me anytime you like,.there is no way I am paying you $25 for that ticket, just 
because your officeers didn’t have anything better to do.  

I need a good rest, and your jail will do just fine. I’ll be so glad to get off my feet for awhile. I can sing 
and I can dance and entertain your officers and prisoners, and they will love having me there. 

                                                                                     Myrtle Squires Mc Arow 

When Momma read me that letter, I couldn’t breathe. I knew she had no idea how it upset me to think 
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she dared to write a letter like that.. and send the ticket back and tell them, she refused to pay it and if 

that wasn’t bad enough  she told them she would gladly go to jail and sing and dance and entertain 

them? Every morning I would call and ask, “Momma did you hear anything yet?  

She’d laugh and say so unconcerned, “Not yet. What are you so worried about, they’re wrong not me. 

They probably threw my letter in the waste basket”    

A few nights later, Sonny wasn’t drinking for a while, and he was finally having dinner with Momma. 

She was so happy, she  made everything she knew he liked, even his favorite brownies and chocolate 

chip cookies.  After he ate a few of her cookies,  he told her he had to go pick up his car at the garage 

before it closed, when the phone rang. It was on the wall in the kitchen, and he reached up and he 

answered it for her. He didn’t recognize the man’s voice that asked, “Is Mrs. Mc Arow at home ?  

Momma was standing there and she heard what the man said, and she made a face and whispered to 

Sonny, “Ask who it is?”   

Sonny said, “Well, this is her son, Tom, who is calling?”  

Sonny looked at so surprised, when he heard him say, “This is Lieutenant John…  I’m calling from 

the Ridgefield Police Station. I would like to come by your house and talk to your mother tonight, but 

I would rather speak to Mrs. Mc Arow, to see if it is alright if I come by now?”  

Sonny handed  Momma and was concerned when he told her, “ Mom, it’s the Lieutenant from the 

Ridgefield Police Department, he wants come talk to you.”   

Momma took the phone and he was very surprised the way she said, “Yes..this is Mrs. Mc Arow! 

What is it you want to talk about?”  

The lieutenant told her, “I’m calling to see if it is alright if I stop by, say in about half an hour? If it’s 

not too late.” thinking, she since she was 83 years old, she was getting ready to go to bed. 

 Momma was very abrupt and asked, “Exactly why are you coming here?:     

The lietenant said, “Well, It’s not something I want to discuss over the phone.”  

Momma hung up and took a deep breath because she remembered I told her, ‘they’ll come to your 

house and they will put you to jail, if you don’t pay for that ticket.’  She got very flustered and looked 

at Sonny, hoping he would leave, but she knew he heard her say, “I’ll be right here, I’m not going 

anywhere.” 

She sat down and rubbed her forehead and decided she better tell Sonny what was going on, in case 

he does arrest her and puts her in jail, she was worried what would happen to the boys and Nora, si 

she tikd Sonny what she did, 

 The look he gave her,  she stuffened and said, “I don’t care, let them put me in jail. I am not paying 

for that stupid parking ticket. Who ever heard of anything so ridiculous, getting a ticket for parking 4 
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inches over a yellow painted line in a supermarket parking lot?”  

Sonny shook his head, “ Momma, you have to pay it. You don’t have any choice. I’ll give you the 

$25 dollars.”  

She said, “No, I am not paying it. I am right and they are wrong.”  

Sonny stood at the back door, running his hand through his hair tellling her, “I’d like to be here when 

he comes,  but I have to gi pick up my car before they close, but I’ll be right back, and Mom, 

please…. don’t aruge with him, listen what he has to say, before you get all upset and get another 

ticket.”Momma was so relieved to see Sonny leave. She ran in her bedroom and got undressed, went 

in the bathroom and washed her face and leaned over the sink and brushed her teeth that were all 

capped and looked perfect,  powered her nose and applied some lipstick. Kooked in her closet, and 

fast picked out the prettiest flowered silk blouse she had and put iton, then slipped into a pairof 

matching slacks.She  dug arund in her jewelry box and found some pretty beads and put them on. 

Then  brushed her apricot blonde hair, pull it back and put a rubber band around the pony tail and 

fluffed some of the hair around her face and tied a pretty silk scarf on the pony tail. She quick 

grabbed a bottle of perfume and sprayed herself with a delicious smelling perfume, hoping and 

praying he wasn’t going to put her in jail. Butm she was ready for him and she checked herself in the 

long mirror in back of the door, because she knew she didn’t look like she was 83 years old, she 

hardly had any wrinkles and everyone keeps telling her, she doesn’t look a day older than 65. 

 She sighed and was satisfied she had made herself as attractive as she could, but she was so nervous, 

wondering what would happen to the children,(teen -agers) .if he dud put her in jail, who would cook 

for them and do the wash? 

Hearing a car pull in the driveway, she froze, She waited and heard him come up the steps. Then there 

was a soft knock on the door and she took a deep breath and ever so graciously opened the door and 

greeted him with a big beautiful smile and extended her hand out to a very flustered lietenant , and he 

stood there in his uniform and heard, “Hello, come in, I’m Mrs. Mc Arow.” 

The stunned lieutentant sort of stammered,, “But, are you the Mrs. Mc Arow, who sent that letter with 

the parking ticket in it, back to us ?” as he was looking her up and down.   

She knew exactly what he was thinking and colyly told him in sort of a sing song way, ”Why …Yes, 

I am,” as she stepped aside to let him come in. Tucking his hat under his arm, he walked in  and stood 

in the kitchen looking around.  

Momma being a far better actress than Sarah Bernhartt ever was,, could see he was at a loss for 

words, as he looked around he asked, “Is there somewhere other than the kitchen where we could sit 

down and talk?”  

Momma gladly ushered him into the living room, with a flourish of her hand, but the lieutenant had 

no idea how her heart was pounding under the shimmering silk blouse she had on, while she was 
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trying to figure out was he going to take her to jail now or later?  

Being the actress that she was, she was hoping to divert his mind by pointing to some of the paintings 

she had done that were hanging in the living room, and let him know with a big smile,, “I painted all 

those pictures, but I sold most of the good ones.” And all these silk flowers, I made them. I cut them 

out by hand and color each one to make them look real.” She could see he was impressed by her 

paintings, because he leaned over and looked at each one carefully. 

When she had him sit down on the couch , she hurried back to the kitchen and came in with a fancy 

plate with a white paper lace doily on it, piled high with her delicious brownies and chocolate chip 

cookies, telling him , she just made them that afternoon,  knowing perfectly well, no man could resist 

her cookies. She was pleased to see he was eating one after the other, that she insisted he take some 

home with him. Before he could say, ‘no thanks’, she was out in the kitchen wrapping some of them 

in aluminum foil and set them beside him. 

Finally, he patted the sofa and said, “Mrs. Mc Arow, please sit down. I want to talk to you.”  She 

dreaded what he was going to say, and as she sat down, again she quickly diverted his mind by telling 

him,’ how she met and knew the Duke and Duchess of Windsor,  because she used to do their fresh 

flowers for them on Monday mornings, when they stayed in the city and they would invite her to sit 

with them and have coffee an cake in their apartment in the Waldorf Towers.’ He was very interested 

in hearing it what she was saying and he kept nodding, and was trying to be patient and waited for her 

to finish talking, wondering was she really telling him the truth, that she sat and had coffee anc cake 

with the Duke of Windsor?  

Momma’s heart just about stopped, when she saw him reach in his jacket pocket and remove a long 

white business envelope. He handed it to her, and she was shaking,  she noticed it was from the 

Ridgefield Police Department and it was addressed to her. She held it and avoided looking at it,  

thinking it was a notice he was going to take her to the police station. Seeing how she sat there 

holding the envelope and he asked, “Aren’t you going to open it?”  

She slowly ran her thumb under the flap, and saw it was the ticket she sent back to them. She looked 

at him but he never said a word and she was waiting to hear him say, ‘he was sorry, but he had to take 

her to jail.’ Instead, he asked her, “Do you see what it says on the ticket, Mrs. Mc Arow? Cautiously,  

she glanced down at the ticket, and when she looked again she couldn’t believe it was stamped 

…|”PAID.”  

The lieutenant sat there smiling, and she kept looking at him, so confused saying,  “I don’t 

understand, it says PAID?” 

Then he told her, “When the captain first read your letter, and saw you had returned the parking 

ticket, he was furious. He picked up the phone and called the Captain down here at Ridgefied Park, 

since he’s a good friend of his, he asked him did he happen know this ‘Myrtle Mc Arow that lives 

over on Elm Street, that sings and dances? What kind of a reputation does she have?”  
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The captain down here was laughing at him and told him, “Why sure I know Mrs. Mc Arow. Who 

doesn’t know her. She’s Bobby Mc Arow’s grandmother, Bobby always here, running errands for us. 

That woman has worked very hard trying to raise her son’s children all by herself with no help from 

the county or her son.  Bobby tells us everything that goes on in that house. She hit one of the older 

boys,over the head with a big cooking pot so hard, it dented the bottom of it, when she found 

marijuana in his room,he lied and gave her some back talk.” 

“Bobby’s eyes were coming of his head when he was telling us, how she got hos brother by the seat 

of his pants, and threw him out the front door and he landed on the front lawn. Then she went 

upstairs, took all his clothes and threw them out the window on top of him and wouldn’t let him back 

in the house, except at Christmas and Thanksgiving. Bobby said, he thanks her and always leaves 

money under his plate for her, before he leaves. And she said, he can give me all the money he wants, 

he is not coming back in this house.”  

He looked at her, “Did you really do that, Mrs. Mc Arow?” 

Momma smiled, “I did, and I’d do it again, he has ruined his life with drugs.”   

He smiled. “I want you to know the cops in our police station, all read tht letter and they loved it, 

even the ones you said were not doing their job, they took up a collection and paid for your ticket, 

after hearing what you have been doing for those kids…and being there was quite a bit of money left 

they picked me to take you to dinner and a Broadway show in the city Think you can make this 

Saturday night, I mean, if that is alright with you?” 

Momma started to cry and told him, “Yes, I would like that, I really would?”  

He stood up to leave and waited, until she finished wiping her eyes with her hankerchief, and patted 

her on the shoulder and told her, “It’s been a real pleasure meeting you, Mrs. Mc Arow, it really has. 

Then I will see you Saturday night, around 6? I’ll pick you up in my car and we’ll go in the city, and 

have nice dinner and I’ll get reservations to a Broadway show.”  

Putting his hat on as he was going down the steps, he turned and said “I forgot to mention, the 

Captain said to tell you, you are going to see a lot of changes on that corner from now on, especially 

what was going on in the playground,” Momma stood at the door and watched him get in the police 

car and he waved and left. Sonny passed him coming down the block and when he pulled in  and saw 

Momma dressed so nice, he figured they were going to take her to jail. He ran up the steps and asked, 

“Mom what did he say they are going to do to you?”    

They went in and he closed the door and he noticed the way Momma was smiling when she down and 

made some tea, and she laughed, “What are they going to do to me? They took up a collection for me 

in the police station and the officers up there paid for my ticket and the lieutenant was picked to take 

me to dinner, and a show on Broadway. I am 83. I am old enough to be his mother and he doesn’t 

seem to mind he is taking me in the city to a dinner and a show.”   

Sonny got annoyed and insisted, “Come on Momma, what did he really say about you returning the 
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ticket?  Who are you kidding?  There is no way they paid foryour ticket and that Lieutenant is taking 

you  to dinner and a show.”  

Momma couldn’t stop laughing and told him again, “But, he is.”  

Somny kept shaking his head back and forth in disbelief, knowing how many times she had talked the 

state troopers out of giving her a ticket in Pennsylvania and in New Jersey for speeding and even the 

cops in New York City, when she did doing something she shouldn’t do in traffic and she always got 

away with it.  Sonny didn’t believe a word she said., he figured she  didn’t want him to know he was 

coming Saturday at 6 o clock to put her in jail and he decided he would be there at 6 o’clock and see 

for himself.  

That Saturday evening, when Sonny walked in, he was stunned to see Momma wearing a beautiful, 

flowing chiffon blue and green flowered dress with beads to match, and her hair was done and he 

said, ‘What’s up?  She looked at himand shrugged as she said, “I am  waiting for the Lieutenant to get 

there.” He looked at her, and wasn’t quite sure what was going on.  

He no sooner sat down, when there was a light knock at the door and Sonny jumped up and he 

opened the door. He was so surprised to see the Lieutenant, standing there in a light grey suit and tie 

and he invited him in. The Lieutenant handed Momma a shiny white box from the florist, she opened 

it and inside was a lovely wristlet of tiny pink roses and he slipped it over her wrist. 

Sonny sat there, utterly amazed a what he was seeing, and sat back on the couch and watched him 

take her hand and lead her down the steps, Sonny stood u and watched them. and the Lieutenant 

excused himself and told Sonny they had to go, because they had reservations for dinner in the city 

and then they were going to see a show on Broadway, as he opened the door of his shiny black car for 

Momma and she got in waving and smiling, and Sonny.stood there watching the car go down the 

block. and disappear in traffic, still not quite believing what he just saw and had to laugh, that she was 

telling him the truth afterall. 

What is so fascinating, they remained such good friends for years after, and the Lieutenant took her to 

many more dinners and plays on Broadway. When he was away on vacation,  he sent her post cards 

and gifts. I remember I was there one day when  a beautiful leather pocketbook came in the mail from 

him, when he was vacationing in Arizona.  

Why, because this was a man who admired her for what she had done with her life and how she was 

so full of life at her age, and that she was so willing to take took care of her son’s teen-age children 

for 13 years. It is a true story, almost like a ‘Believe it or not.. Ripley’ story. 

 But, only Momma could have gotten away with what she did with that ticket,  but that was how she 

was all her life, she dared to tread where no one else would dare to. . That is why I devoted an entire 

chapter to her many run-ins with cops in the city and state troopers in New Jersey and Pennsylvania, 

for speeding, and one story is funnier than the other ine, when they would stop her for speeding, she 

never got a ticket, she charmed every one of them out of them.  
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                                   *                   *                 *   

I had to write about what Momma’s life was like, because I knew I  could fill two books not just one. 

The problem was a lot of the stories I heard was a long time ago, when we were young and we spent 

our summers with Aunt Vina,and    her brothers loved to  sit and tell us about all the trouble Momma 

used to get into, when they were going to the one room school house, around 1909.    

It seemed, almost every Sunday,  Uncle Leo and Ervin were at Aunt Vina’s house for dinner. They 

were married and had families of their own. but they loved being there, not that they had roast beef, 

pork or lanb like we had at home, they did not have meat during the week, but on Sunday if a couple 

of chickens were too old to lay eggs, we had stewed chicken but most of the time we had woodchuck 

for Sunday dinner. 

 Uncle Henry always tried to catch two of them, because there were 13 of us at the dinner table, when 

Uncle Leo and Ervin was there. Uncle Henry would go early in the morning to catch them, and he 

would skin and clean them on the back porch and Aunt Vina boiled them for hours on the woodstove, 

before we went to little Baptist Church,  just up the road. Being we were Catholics we had to sit 

outside in the car, because we were not allowed in a Protestant Church.  After we came home from 

church, the woodchucks were boiled another 2 hours, then stuffedwith apples, onions and bread and 

roasted in the oven, until they turned a golden brown, and they were so delicious.  

 

After dessert of blackberry pie with whipped cream, everyone sat outside on the back porch, where 

there was usually a nice cool breeze blowing in the late afternoon. It was very hot in the house with 

the wood stove going all day in the kitchen, but, for some reason they didn’t mind it, but, it felt very 

hot to us.  

Aunt Vina made the men  smoke outside, not in the house and they would sit  on the porch, while the 

women cleared off the table and the dishes were done before they sat down with us.to hear Uncle Leo 

and Ervin tell stories. But they would wait until Aunt Vina sat down, before they started to tell us 

what it was like growing up with their mother and the trouble Myrtle always got into.   

Aunt Vina loved hearing the stories, because was 9 years old when Aunt Vine adopted her. She 

wasn’t with the family when they moved from Hornell, New York, in 1909, to Towanda, 

Pennsylvania, East Towanda, Myersberg andWysox were  little towns close to Towanda. Vina grew 

up in Hornell, and because Aunt Vine became a Catholic, when she got married,Vina was sent to a 

Catholic School and wore a uniform like the other girls.   

The men enjoyed sitting on the back porch and smoked, since Aunt Vina did not allow anyone, not 

even Uncle Henry to smoke in the house. They’d sit there and flip cigarette ashes over the railing and 

all the kids sat on the porch steps, the grown-ups sat on chairs. We couldn’t wait to hear about the 

trouble Momma got into when she was young, and we’d sit there and giggle because she never told 

us, she got in trouble. 
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Uncle Leo and Ervin used to argue who’s turn it was to tell the next story and they’d laugh out loud, 

when they’d describe what Momma did, and how their mother would get so mad that she would beat 

her black and blue.  

Uncle Leo would nod and say, “Myrtle found more ways of getting in trouble than any girl in town 

and she did such dangerous things,  it was a wonder she didn’t get killed. Had it been any one else, 

they would have been killed.” 

They asked Aunt Vina, “Did you ever hear the story how Myrtle made Helen Ross climb up on the 

back of the caboose. She was afraid and didn’t want to do it and Myrtle shamed her into it.  

The train was sitting there taking on water in town and Myrtle knew she was going to be late for 

dinner again and since Ma had warned her, she’d wallop the daylights out of her,  if she came home 

late again,  was why she got on the back of that caboose thinking she could jump off that train and get 

home a lot faster.  

 

Because the two of them had been skipping rocks down in the creek and it got to be supper time and 

she knew it would take 20 minutes to walk home.  The train started out slow enough but then, it went 

faster and faster and they were too scared to jump off when they got to near our house. And the train 

was headed for the bridge and Myrtle knew they had to jump off and she pulled Helen off with her 

and they hit the ground so hard they bounced , and the 2 of them went rolling down a long  steep 

embankement and they ended up being a bloody mess and bawling their eyes out.” 

 “A man from our church was riding around in his buggy and he found them. He went and got Ma, 

and Mrs. Ross, and brught them there. Ma was so mad at Myrtle, she  beat her all the way home with 

a switch that day.” 

Ervin poked Leo, “What about the time Myrtle took Helen fishing out in the middle of the one-way 

railroad bridge. Then a train was coming right at them.  and Myrtle made Helen get down and the two 

of them hung in between the railroad ties, while the train went over their heads. They were hanging in 

mid air, and they couldn’t swing their legs up high enough to wrap their legs around the railroad ties, 

and get back up on the bridge and they had to be rescued by the trainmen and the fire department And 

along came Ma with a big switch and she beat the life out of Myrtle, that time too. 

Leo laughed, “And, the third time, was when Myrtle almost got the two of us killed. She fell in the 

creek in back of our house and almost drowned during a bad spring flood. Ma warned her, she was 

not to go near the creek that morning because it was too dangerous. But Myrtle liked to fish there. and 

of course, she went down to the creek. We saw this big tree being washed down stream and one of it’s 

branches knocked Myrtle into the water, and she grabbed a hold of the branch and she was going 

down stream with the tree.  

We jumped in after her and we tried to save her, but the current was so strong it took all 3 of us down 
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stream. Luckily some of neighbors saw us and they ran out on a small bridge and was throwing 

several ropes out to us and they pulled us up on the bridge that had the flood water going over the top 

of it and we had to run and get out of there as fast, and that bridge went down just as we got off” 

Aunt Vina sat there wiping her face with the bottom of her apron, like she usually did, and told Uncle 

Leo and Ervin, “Good Lord,  I never knew the 3 of you almost drowned during that spring flood..but I 

do remember Aunt Vine telling me about it.”  

A WALK THROUGH THE 20th CENTURY 

This is about 5 generations of women in our family, starting with my grandmother born in 1875, in 

Hornell, New York. and every 25 years, there was another Rose born in the family.   

Rose Vanderworker, my grandmother was born in the State of New York and our granddaughter, 

Barbara Rose De Nicola was also born in New York, in 1975, just a hundred years after my 

grandmother.  

We have another Rose, our granddaughter, Beth Rose Gudeman Fields, and Aunt Vina’s daughter, 

Roseanna Hardenstine Miller, but, since they were not born 25 years apart like the others, is why I did 

not include them.  

___________________________________________________________________________ 

                                               THE FIVE ROSES                                               NEW YORK                                                                       

GRANDMOTHER    Rose Vanderworker Squires                 born  06-15-1875     Hornell,        

MOTHER                  Myrtle Rose Mary Squires McArow     born  06-12- 1900    Hornell,        

DAUGHTER             Rose Mc Arow Eichhorn                       born  09-05- 1925    New York                                                                                                                                          

MY DAUGHTER      Rosemary Eichhorn Tayerle                  born 10-09-  1950    Bethpage            

HER DAUGHTER    Barbara Rose De Nicola                         born  10-07  1975    Manhassett                                                                              

___________________________________________________________________________                                                           

It is very interesting to see the changes that have taken place every 25 years, as one generation after 

the other is born. When you think how different the lives of women are today, compared to 25, 50, 75 

and 100 years ago.  

Now women have their babies and go to work. And there are just as many divorced mothers as single 

mothers and they manage to get on with their lives alone, because most of them have no choice but 

work, and they still have to raise their children alone. Life was very hard for the women 50 years and 

100 years ago, raising children without running water or electricity. But, for women today, it is also 

hard but in a completely different way. No matter what year it is, it is a struggle to raise children 

alone. Now there are far more single mothers and divorced mothers that work, than ever before. Most 

of them have to work to pay the rent and feed their children, and even though they do have electricity 
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and hot and cold running water, they have different kinds of jobs they drive their children here and 

there, go to their games and different activities they are in, and they work and are both mother and 

father to them.   

MYRTLE MEETS MRS. EMILIE EGGESTON 

In 1909, when Myrtle’s father David Squires moved his family 100 miles south, to Towanda they 

moved into a house along the railroad tracks. Being he was a very religious man, he join the Baptist 

church down the road in Wysox.  

One Sunday, the service was over  and everyone was leaving to go home Rose stopped to talk to the 

minister and his wife and as Myrtle walked past Mrs. Emilie Eggleston, she said ‘hello’ and she 

smiled at herm while her mother,  

Rose Squires was very unhappy that her husband David had moved her to Wysox, because she did 

not want to leave Hornell. That  was where she was born and was married and all her children were 

born there too. David tried to convince her, he was sure his luck would change if he moved to 

Towanda, but his luck never did change. He wanted to be near his mother’s cousins, because he saw 

how successful they were in the dairy business, and he thought he was going to be as successful as 

they were.  

But, they were always poor. They could never afford a horse and wagon, let alone a buggy to go to 

church in, but Rose made sure they always had enough food. After they moved there awhile, things 

went from bad to worse, because two more of their houses burned to the ground,because of the red 

hot coals coming from the trains would hit the roof of their house, it would go on fire. But, they had 

to live along the railroad tracks because that was all David could afford. Cutting down trees was all 

he knew how to do. because that is what his father did, but, his father when he came back after the 

Civil War, was successful, because the trees he cut down, he would build log cabins and he was able 

to support his family by building log cabins with fireplaces in them.   

When David left home, he was 28 and he thought he was going to make money building log cabins,  

was why he left Delaware Gap, Pennsylvania and rode north,  and he went all the up to Hornell, New 

York on the horse his father gave him, looking to build log cabins work, only to fin out no one 

wanted to live in  log cabins any more, the women wanted to live in nice white houses with nice 

windows that went up and down and have fancy front doors.”  

On Sunday the Squires family walked down the road, their mother and father first, then Leo, Aaron, 

Myrtle, Lily, Ervin and they went to church down the dirt road, whether it was raining or snowing 

and by the time they got to church their shoes were wet or white with dust. They walked to wherever 

they had to go, and if a neighbor was going by in his horse and wagon, they’d pick them up and give 

them a ride home or into town.” 

One Sunday, Myrtle met Mrs. Emilie Eggleston again, the service ws over and they were walking out 

of church. Seeing Myrtle again, she realized she was new and she asked her, “What is your  name? 
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Are you new here or visiting family? “  

Myrtle didn’t hesitate to tell her, “My name is Myrtle Squires. We live here now, but we moved here 

from Hornell, New York. My father likes it here but mother doesn’t want to live here, My father 

made her come, and she keeps crying  she wants to go back home. I’ve been crying too, because I 

didn’t want to leave my sister Vina in Hornell.  My Aunt Vine, adopted her and I love and miss Vina. 

She is 3 years older than me.and when I cry over missing Vina, my father keeps telling me she is 

adopted, and doesn’t belong to us anymore.” 

 Mrs. Eggleston looked at her and kept listening to her. “My mother wants to go back home to where 

her father and her sister and brothers live. And do you know what my father told her, “He is never 

going to move back to Hornell. And she cried all the louder.”   

Mrs. Eggleston was  patiently listening to Myrtle talk on and on, while they were standing on the 

lawn in front of the church. She was rather surprised to hear tell what went on at home and Myrtle 

pointed to her mother who was busy talking to some of the ladies, when Myrtle asked her,  “Do you 

have children? Or some sisters and brothers?”  

She laughed,“Yes, I have a daughter, Helen, but she is about 10 years older than you and I have a son, 

his name is Richard, named after his father. He lives in New York City, and no I don’t have any 

sisters or brothers, but my father lives here in town,” The more Mrs. Eggleston listened to Myrtle, she 

found there was something about her that she liked and she thought she was a charming little girl, 

even with her unkept hair and clothes that were much too big on her.   

As she was about to leave to go home, Myrtle stood closer to Mrs. Eggleston and whispered, “Do you 

know I am the only one in my family that gets in trouble? You wouldn’t believe how my mother 

beats me everytime she finds out what I did. And it’s not that I do anything really bad, but it doesn’t 

matter what I do, my mother gets so mad at me and she keeps yelling at me, because I don’t do what I 

am told.  But, you know what… she never hits my brothers, Leo or Ervin, it is always me she picks 

on.”  

Mrs. Eggleston  touched her throat ever so lightly and told her, “Well, Myrtle,  perhaps if you obeyed 

your mother, and did what you are told, she wouldn’t have to hit or beat you. Did you ever think of 

that?”  

Myrtle shrugged unconcerned, and said ‘No….Bye, I got to go.” And off she went. Mrs. Eggleston 

sort of laughed and watched her run to catch up with her family that was walking up the road to go 

home.   

Mrs. Eggleston nodded to some of the ladies and got in her horse and buggy, and realized Myrtle and 

her family were walking single file down the road, and wondered why her father didn’t have a horse 

and wagon like most families did. and turned in the opposite direction and went home.   

 After church on Sunday Mrs. Eggleston looked for Myrtle to say hello, as the women gathered in 
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groups to catch up with the latest gossip, while others were busy talking to the minister and his wife. 

When she stopped to talk to her lady friends she realized they were talking about Myrtle. And  was 

rather surprised to hear the trouble she got into, that she was such a tom boy, that some of the women 

didn’t allow their girls to play with her.  

One of them gasped and told how she she climbs up in trees, knowing full well, the boys down below 

were looking up at her bloomers and giggling between themselves and it didn’t even bother her?”  

They had seen Mrs. Eggleston stop and talk to Myrtle, and  they rolled their eyes up knowingly and 

told her,  “We just heard Myrtle’s mother, Rose Squires, complaining to the minister that she doesn’t 

know what to do with Myrtle anymore, that she goes off and does whatever she pleases. No matter 

how many times she beats her, she will not obey her. and she can’t understand because she never has 

a problem with her boys. Do you know what he told her, not to worry because Myrtle will soon be a 

young lady and she wouldn’t be doing those kinds of things anymore.” 

They looked at one another and one of them said annoyed, ’I’m certainly glad, she’s not my daughter. 

Can you imagine the problems her poor mother has with her. And you know,  she has two younger 

children, a boy and a girl that can’t even speak. They’re called mutes,. and they don’t allow them in 

school, they have to stay home with their mother.” 

Hearing the ladies talking about Myrtle, made Mrs. Eggleston all the more curious to get to know her 

better. There was something about her  she liked, not that she approved of her disobeying her mother.  

She seemed to be a very bright child and she  enjoyed hearing the stories she told about the 

adventurous things she had done, but she figured she just had a vivid imagination, never dreaming the 

stories were true.   

 

Being new to Wysox, Myrtle had no way of knowing the Egglestons had 9 in help and were very 

wealthy, or  they had 3 homes. Their primary home was in New York City, where they lived 9 

months of the year and 3 months in the summer but they traveled back and forth in their private 

railroad cars to their home on Sports Island, in the Thousand Islands, it was in the middle of the St. 

Lawrence River, that separates the United States and Canada.  

When Mrs. Eggleston’s was in Wysox for the summer, she had a full time seamstress that worked 

there 6 days a week. In the morning, she would bring her daughter Helen along, rather than leave her 

home by herself. Her husband would drop them off on his way to work, and pick them up on his way 

home at 5 o’clock. While Helen’s mother was busy in the sewing room, Helen sat on the back porch 

and played with her dolls, or she would swing back and forth on the tire that hung fron an old tree in 

the back yard, by herself. 

One Sunday when Mrs. Eggleston was talking to Myrtle, she happened to mentioned that she knew 

Helen because they went to the same one room school house. She was very glad to hear that, because 

she knew Helen was very lonely sitting on the back porch by herself, day after day. When she saw 
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Rose Squires after church, she asked her,  “Do you think Myrtle would like to come to my house and 

play with Helen, now that school is outm since they both go to the same one room school house here 

in town?”  

She noticed Rose frowned when she asked her, and it was obvious she did not approve of letting 

Myrtle play with Helen and she let her know, “You see, Helen’s mother is my seamstress  and Helen 

is very lonely being by herself, day after day, because her mother is busy inside working. I thought 

since the girls knew one another, perhaps Myrtle could come over and play with Helen?”  

Rose looked at her and hesitated, knowing all the trouble Myrtle could get into. she shook her head, 

and just said, “ No, I don’t think so. You don’t know the trouble Myrtle can get into.”   

Mrs. Eggelston thought it over. “Well,  so I’ve heard from the ladies in church.  Why don’t we do 

this, let her come for a few days and I will definitely watch her . If she doesn’t behave, I assure you, I 

will send her back home. I doubt  she can get in much trouble being they will be playing on the back 

porch and in the backyard.”  Rose Squires raised her eyebrows but she did agree to let Myrtle go play 

with Helen. When her mother told Myrtle that Mrs. Eggleston invited her to go to her house to play 

with Helen, she was thrilled because Helen was her best friend and she never argued with her no 

matter what she wanted her to do.  

Day after day the girls sat on the porch and were very quiet, they played with the dolls or played 

checkers. They had lunch in the kitchen with Helen’s mother and the maids and the girls were having 

a good time playing together and there were times they preferred to sit and cut out the clothes for the 

paper dolls and were careful to put the all the scraps in the straw waste basket.  

Mrs. Eggleston was delighted to see how well the girls got along, and she assumed she was not going 

to have a problem with Myrtle.  In the afternoon, she usually sat outside on the front porch, where 

there was a cool breeze blowing in off the river where she sat in her favorite chair, a comfortable  

padded dark green wicker chair. She would sit here and embroider red silk roses on black velvet for 2 

small pillows that were to go on the loveseat in the parlor. Now and then sipping on green tea with 

sprigs of mint in it, that one of the maid brought in for her while she kept her eye on Myrtle. Even 

though she was pleased how well they were getting along, Myrtle did have a reputation for getting 

into trouble.   

Having complimented the girls for playing together so nicely, Mrs. Eggleston sort of relaxed keep an 

eye on Myrtle, never dreaming that Myrtle would get Helen into some very serious trouble, so much 

so the two of the two of them were almost got killed because of what she did, not once but twice,   

Helen’s mother was furious with Myrtle when she found she suggested they do, such dangerous 

things, and Helen was not allowed to off the property with Myrtle again. They were bored one 

afternoon, and Helen asked Mrs. Eggleston would it be alright, if they went fishing across the road, 

on the little piers that are in the Susquehanna River?  Helen said, she didn’t know how to fish, but 

Myrtle said that she did and she assured Mrs. Eggleston that she went fishing with her mother in the 
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creek in back of their house almost every Saturday morning and they always got a lot of fish, But, she 

didn’t tell her that her mother used an old sheet with lots of holes poked in it, not a rod and reel, with 

a worm hanging on the end of the line.   

Mrs. Eggleston could see no harm in letting the girls go fishing. Her English butler, George went 

fishing over there all the time, on the little piers that jutted out into the river.  

Before she decided to tell the girls they could go she asked Helen’s mother, what she thought about 

it.?  

She thought it over and agreed, “Well, as long as they don’t go anywhere else and they fish off the 

small piers that are over there. 

 

Unbeknowst to her brother’s, Myrtle borrowed their brand new fishing poles and off they went and 

stood on the small piers and tried to fish. When Myrtle discovered they were not catching any fish, 

she convinced Helen, they should go up on the one-way railroad bridge, that went over the 

Susquehanna River, that they would catch plenty of fish there, because her brothers fished in the 

middle of the bridge, because they said the water was the deepest there and the fish liked to 

congregate there.  

They walked out to the middle of the bridge, even though  there were signs all over that said, NO 

TRESPASSING,  They sat there fishing, as happy as could be, when Myrtle suddenly screamed when 

she saw a train was coming right at them, and they had no place to run.  

he train engineer kept blowing the whistle and alerted the men in town there was trouble. What it took 

to rescue the girls down off the bridge,  Mrs. Eggleston was furious when she found it was Myrtle’s 

idea to go up on the bridge. After that Helen’s mother forbid her to leave the propertywith Myrtle.  

By the end of June in 1913, Myrtle was 13, and Vina was 16 in March, and she left Hornell, to get 

married in the little church in Wysox, that Henry Hardenstine and her family went to. When Aunt 

Vine brought her to her mother’s house, it broke her heart because she had wanted her to get married 

in Hornell. But Vina wanted to stay with her mother while she was getting ready to marry Henry 

Hardenstine, the boy that lived up the road from her mother. 

 Henry had saved his money and bought a house in East Towanda, on a small piece of land in town, 

so they could move into it when they got married.The wedding reception was to be at her mother’s 

house, and while she was in the parlor, using her mother’s treadle sewing machine, taking the hem up 

on her wedding gown, the chimney in the kichen collapsed and the walls and the floors in the parlor 

were on fire. They couldn’t live there until the floors and walls were replaced. When the minister 

asked for volunteers to take in one of the family and they did, but no one wanted to take Myrtle home 

with them.  

When the women picked Vina to stay with them, she refused to go unless Myrtle could go too. Since 
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no one wanted them, Mrs. Eggeston offered to take them home with her, until their  house was 

finished. When Rose came to take Vina and Myrtle back home, Myrtle refused to go but Vina was 

only too glad to go because he was going to get married now that the house was fixed, she could have 

her reception there, like they had planned, so she thought.    

 After living with Mrs. Eggleston for 4 weeks, Myrtle did not want to go home, because she never 

known anyone who was so kind to her before, and she knew her mother start beating her again, so she 

decided she was going to leave home.  

When she told Mrs. Eggleston, what she was going to do, she was so surprised and concerned and she 

asked,  “Why on earth would you do something like that for? You are only 13. You are too young to 

leave home and be on your own.”  

Myrtle didn’t hesitate to say, “No I’m not! I can take care of myself. I can find a job. I am tired of my 

mother beating me, everytime I do something wrong.” 

 Mrs. Eggleston raised her eyebrow and reminded her. “Well, Myrtle, like I told you before, if you 

would do what your mother tells you, she wouldn’t have to beat you. Believe me, you have no idea 

what it means to be on your own, Where would you go? You can’t be out there alone at night and no 

one is going to hire a 13 year old girl.”  

Myrtle shrugged and looked at her,  “I could work for you. Well, couldn’t I?”  

Mrs. Eggleston shook her head and said emphatically, ‘No you cannot! Besides  you are too young to 

be on your own. Do you have any money to live on?”  

Myrtle shook her head and looked down at the floor, and seemed confused. Mrs. Eggleston had her 

go sit in the parlor and she tried to talk to her and make her realize. “Myrtle, I don’t think you have 

any idea what could happen to young girl like you, walking around town with no place to go. It’s not 

that I don’t understand why you feel the way you do. I do, but, you got to remember, you are to fault 

for a lot of your problems, because don’t obey your mother, she feels she has to punish you to make 

you obey.” 

Myrtle shrugged,“ I’m not staying with her. I can find a job someplace.”  

Mrs. Eggleston felt she couldn’t tell Myrtle that  she did not approve of the way her mother punished 

her, but it disturbed her to think that Rose Squires, was a Christian woman and went to church every 

Sunday, and she beats her own child, so that she is black and blue.’ She looked at her and felt sorry 

for her, because she had seen her arms and legs black and blue, time and time again  

Concerned that Myrtle wouldn’t listen to her, knowing what could happen to her, she decided to take 

her in. The thought of her being out there alone at night, not knowing where to go, she felt she had to 

do something to help her.  

Mrs. Eggleston  took a deep breath and told Myrtle, “I have thought it over and I decided, you can 
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stay here, but, it will be only temporary with certain rules.” “You realize of course,  when you stayed 

here with your sister Vina, you were my guests. Now that you will be working for me, it will be very 

different Myrtle. I will let you stay for 4 weeks, if you behave  and maybe, you will change your 

mind and want to go back home, Because, once you leave home, your life will never be the same 

again.”  

Mrs. Eggleston looked at Myrtle, and felt she should probably have talked it over with Richard before 

she told her she could stay, and then she began to wonder  if she had done the right thing, perhaps it 

would have been better, if she had sent her home to her mother instead of keeping her there?  

Then she reminded Myrtle, “ I don’t know whether you remember my telling you, we don’t stay here 

all summer, we go back and forth to Sports Island where we have a big home, up near Canada.  

“Mr. Eggleston enjoys going out on his yacht there because he loves to go deep sea fishing with his 

friends from the city.  When we go, we bring the help with us on the train, and they do enjoy being up 

there.”  

“Around the first week in September, I don’t know if you are aware that we go back to the city for the 

winter, because we live there 9 months of the year. If I should decide to let you stay, it means you 

will have to come with us and we won’t be coming back to Wysox until the end of May. But, Myrtle I 

want to think about what you are doing, because, if you stay, you must promise me you will do what 

you are told  and tyou will not get in trouble like you have been doing in the past, because, I will not 

tolerate it. I will send you right back to your mother, do you understand what I am telling you?”   

Myrtle nodded her head and threw her arms around Mrs. Eggleston and hugged her, and let her know 

she was so happy she was going to let her stay, and kept telling her,”I promise you, I will obey you 

and do whatever you ask,because I don’t want to go home.”  

Mrs. Eggleston sighed, ‘As you know, Myrtle, we already have 9 in help and we certainly don’t need 

any more help than we have.” 

“ I will expect you to be alot nicer to my butler George, than you were when you were staying here. I 

don’t want to hear you arguing with him when he tells you to do something. He means well. He is 

from England and I know, he is not easy to get along with at times. The maids come to me and 

complain about him. But he is an excellent butler, and has been with us for years. He happens to be 

very proper and likes things to be done the right way and I like that about him.”  

  

“I really don’t know what I am going to do with you, but we will find something for you to do, the 

cook always needs some help in the kitchen, do you like to cook? 

 Myrtle looked at her, “No, but I don’t know how. I never cook. My mother and Lily do all the 

cooking in our house.” 
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“Well, every morning I will expect you to wear a clean white startched uniform and apron, and white 

shoes that are clean at all times. and in the late afternoon  you will change into a black silk uniform, 

with a white lace apron and headpiece and black shoes, like all the other girls do.”  

“Tomorrow I will take you to town and get you a pair of white and black shoes, but I doubt if we 

have any uniforms small enough to fit you. I know they will hang on you until I can order some from 

the city. If they have a size small enough to fit you. If not I will have the seamstress alter a couple of 

the uniforms to fit you.”  

And Myrtle was with Mrs. Eggleston until she got married in 1924. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE OLD PHOTOGRAPH ALBUM                              

 I got out an old photograph album that we used to glue pictures on the big black sheets of paper. As I 

turned the pages, I had forgotten I had so many pictures of Momma and the three of us back in the 

1930’s and 1940’s. 

Daddy used to deliver milk for Sheffield Farms with a horse and wagon. The picture was taken in 

1931, Mary Jane was 3, and she is standing in the milk wagon. I remember Momma taking the 

picture,  as young as I was, Mary Jane ws bundled up, because almost every year Mary Jane got 

pneumonia. She was wearing a light pink wool coat with a white fur collar and pearl buttons and 

leggings to match and a white angora hat on, . 
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I remembered the first week in July, Momma and Daddy would take their one week vacation together 

and all they ever did was fight over what she was taking in the car that Daddy borrowed from one of 

his friends at work.  

Momma would pile the cardboard boxes she was bringing to her family in the hall, and when we were 

ready to go, she carried them downstairs  put them on the back seat of the car, and some of them were 

tied on the outside of the car and up on the roof, since cars didn’t have trunks back then.  

Daddy would be pacing back and forth on the sidewalk at 4 in the morning demanding he wanted to 

leave to avoid the morning rush in traffic,the streets were deserted when we’d take the 125th Street 

ferry to New Jersey  

It drove Daddy crazy when he’d see all the boxes Momma was bringing to her family, but, she did it 

every year. They were filled with all kinds of things she saved during the year, to bring to them. 

Warm clothes she’d find in thrift shops, old pots and pans, wool sweaters, warm slippers, wool 

blankets, clothes we had out grown, and always made sure and she had something for everyone.  

When Daddy would walk over and look at all the boxes Momma had piled up in the hall, ready to go 

downstairs, and he would stand there and make a face and say to her, ”What in the name of God are 

you bringing all that junk to your family for? Every year you bring more and more. I’m not taking all 

those boxes in the car with us, there’s not enough room for all of them. ”   

Momma would ignore him and tell him as he walked away, “Don’t you tell me what I should do. 

What did you ever bring them? Nothing. Besides, I am the one that pays your friend money so we can 

borrow his car for our vacation. And I pay for all the gas and oil everytime we go to Vina’s, you 

don’t,  so I will bring whatever I want to them.”  
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Then she had us help her carry the boxes downstairs and what she couldn’t fit on the back seat, she 

put the roof of the car, and tied them down with ropes and balls of twine, and would pass it back and 

forth to us then we would hand her the ball of twine on the other side,, while Daddy was watching her 

and pacing back and forth.  He would be livid seeing her piling the boxes on top of the car, as well as 

in the tire wells in the fenders that were in the front of the car.  

 

That could easily have been usInternet….. “Life in the U.S. during the Thirties”  

We really did look like gypsies breeze when we went through the towns, because people would stand 

there and stare at us, seeing that white oilcloth tablecloth with orange poppies on it, flapping in the 

breeze, that covered Momma’s boxes in case it should rain.  

We would be so glad when Daddy had to stop for gas, so we could get out and stretch our legs, but in 

order for us to get out, Momma had to pull us over the top of the boxes and out through the window. 

We couldn’t open to the door, because of all the rope and twine Momma had wrapped around the 

handles, to hold the boxes so they wouldn’t fall off the car.Momma had to lift us up, and we would 
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climb through the open window and sit on the boxes again.  

 

After traveling up and down the mountains for hours, we’d be so happy when we’d hear Momma tell 

Daddy,  “Stop! Stop! Pull over there and park by that bubbly creek.” Daddy reluctantly would pull 

over and park. 

Then he’d get out and put his hand under the seat and take a few slugs of whiskey he had hidden 

under there, and put it back and go to the back of the car and open the galvanized ice box, strapped on 

the luggage rack. He’d get a bottle of cold beer and drink it down and get another, and Momma 

would remind him, “You could arrested for having that whiskey and beer.” Because it was during 

Prohibition, but he didn’t want to hear that, and he would ignore her.  

He was never interested in eating, he just wanted to drink. After Momma spread an old blanket on the 

grass, she’d slice the big smoked ham she baked with pineapples and cherries on it, Daddy would 

take a piece in his hand, and go sit under a tree eat it and fall asleep.  

Momma would sigh and filled our plates with the ham and potato salad, and tiny sweet pickles and 

have me carefully, pour the ice tea from a big gallon jug in our cups, then she cut the one layer 

chocolate cake with chocolate icing on it, still in the baking pan and covered with wax paper and 

we’d loved that cake. 

We had about another 8 hours to go and we  hated to get back in the car, and sit on those boxes. We 

sat on them from 4 in the morning and we usually got there around  8 o’clock at night.  

It was 211 miles from New York City to Towanda, and  it took 16 hours to get there ,because there 

were no highways or roads like today. It was one lane in ech direction, and detours and detours and 

dirt roads and the dirt road had w lots of yellow mud and big mud holes and there was no way of 

knowing how deep they were until you were in the middle of it.  

When one of the wheels on the car got stuck in a mud hole, Daddy had to get  out and find a way to 

get it out. We were  glad to get out of the car and walk around with Momma and stretch our legs 

again.  

There was usually another car in front of us with the same problem and the men would help one 

another and used cardboard boxes, and pieces of wood ,someone else had used to get their cars out. 

After they got the cars out, they had to find something to wipe all the mud off the windshields, that 

other cars had splashed on them going by.   

It was no wonder, it took 16 hours to go 211 miles from New York to Towanda.           

This was how a lot of the roads were...Internet Life in the US during the 1930’s. 
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                                 .  

CITY COLLEGE, NYC…EASTER 1931 
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Turning the pages of the album, seeing pictures of my mother and father and the three of us in 1931, I 

got so choked up.  

Momma and Daddy, my brother Sonny and Mary Jane were gone, and they all died from cancer. 

Seeing pictures of Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry and my cousins on their farm in Pennsylvania, 

knowing they were a gone too, was a very strange feeling.  But it brought back so many wonderful 

memories of when we were there with Aunt Vina, and the carefree happy life we had being on their 

farm.  

How we loved to run around and we would laugh and play and no one ever yelled at us or hit us, like 

Daddy did at home. No wonder we loved being there  

But we were too young to realize, the extra work we must have caused Aunt Vina, having to feed and 

wash for 3 more children, when she had Uncle Henry and herself, 4 children of her own, her sister 

Lily and Aaron. they were both mutes and they lived with her and they really did help her around the 

farm.  

Like I have said before, I never heard Aunt Vina complain. She had the most wonderful disposition, 

and was always so kind and loving.  We knew she loved us and we loved her.  

I don’t think she realized we were so glad to get away from Daddy, and not have to be home with him 

and  see him drunk night after night and be afraid he was going to hit us for no reason.. He had all the 

whiskey he wanted,  because he made his own in our bathtub, starting in 1928, like many other men 

did then.  

 

When they did away with Prohibition in 1933, the shelves in our hall closet were lined with bottles of 

whiskey and beer. We couldn’t take our baths on Saturday night. The tub was filled with all kinds of 

paraphernalia he used to make the whiskey and beer, and there was always that horrible sickening 

smell of sour mash in our house, and from some of the apartments upstairs too.  
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For years Anna had to bathe us, one at a time, in the stationary tub in the kitchen where she did the 

wash. There was no door and since it was next to the front door,  we’d panic when we took off our 

clothes and had to climb up on the chair to get in the small tub with a slant, so we couldn’t sit down 

in it. Our biggest fear was… ‘God forbid if anyone should walk in the door, and see our naked 

bodies.’ Anna put a string across the opening and hung a sheet on it, so no one would see us, Yet, on 

the opposite wall of the kitchen was a big tall window that faced the back alley where everyone could 

look in and see us. wi.  

When Daddy stopped for gas, we suddenly had to go to the bathroom. The only way we could get out 

was for Momma to hold of our hands and pull us over the top of boxes, and out the open window. We 

couldn’t open the back doors, because of all the rope and twine she had wrapped around the handles, 

ropes that held down the boxes on the roof of the car. I will never forget how that car looked with the 

white oilcloth with big bright orange poppies on it that she covered the boxes with on top of the car 

and Daddy had a fit when he saw it.   

When we finally arrived at Aunt Vina’s, it would be around 8, and they would have had supper, and 

our supper was waiting on the back of the wood stove. After we ate, Momma opened the boxes and 

everyone would be sitting there anxiously waiting to see what she had in the boxes. Dorothy, John, 

Shirley, Roseanna, Lily and Aaron, Uncle Henry and Aunt Vina, even Uncle Leo and Ervin was 

there. They couldn’t wait to see what Aunt Myrtle brought them, even if it did come from thrift shops 

and were hand-me- downs, those boxes were filled with all kinds of things she had lovingly wrapped 

with colorful crepe paper and tied with ribbons and flowers and even several oil paintings she had 

done that she framed with what she found in one of the thrift shops. There was such excitement, while 

they waited for Momma to hand out the packages to that it was like, CHRISTMAS IN JULY. 

Momma would be so happy everyone liked what they got, and  she’d go in the parlor and sit down 

and play the old piano. They couldn’t get over all the things  she could do, and they’d sit there and 

listen to her play then Johnny would get his guitar and sing, “The Red River Valley” and “You are 

My Sunshine.” AuntVina would sit there and the tears would be running down her face, because she 

loved Momma and Momma loved her, and they were so happy to have that time together every 

summer.   

ELECTRICITY CHANGED OUR LIVES 

When I think of the life our grandmothers and great-grandmothers had, when they were raising 

children, and the little time they had for themselves, because of all they had to do everyday, when you 

compare it to the lives we have now, and even with all they had to do,they were happier than most 

women are today.  

They did not have the stress that women have today, bringing up children. They have cell phones, 

tablets, knowing how many kids are using drugs, and the shootings that have gone on in schools, and 

teen-age boys and girls driving cars, becausethis was unheard of back then, and yet , it is the norm 

now.  
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I cannot even image what it must have been like to raise 8, 9, 10 children, like most families had then, 

before birth control.  They didn’t have  electricity or running water, yet,that is how mothers had been 

raising children for hundreds and hunderds of years, with no electricity or running water.   

 When you think what was involved just to do the wash every Monday, and the clothes had to be 

rinsed and wrung out by hand. I used to watch my aunt, how she had to pump water up from the 

cistern that collects all the rainwater, into a pail and she would dump it in the 2 big washtubs sitting 

on the wood stove because they boiled the clothes to get them clean. The white clothes went in one 

washtub and the colored clothes went in another one, and the mens’ coveralls, were washed 

separately, and all the clothes went in wicker baskets and was hung outside on the lines to dry in the 

sun.  

The next day all those clothes were starched and ironed with old fashioned irons, heated on the back 

of the wood stove, and lined them up and rotated, as one iron cooled, they took the next one and they 

never burned the clothes.  

We never stop to think what it must have been like for our grandmothers and greatgrandmothers, 

because we’ve always had electricity and it was electricity that changed all our lives. It made life so 

much easier, in so many different ways. Then came the TV’s, computers, printers, cell phones, and 

tablets..that it makes you wonder, what will be like, 25 years from now?  

When we stayed with my grandmother or Aunt Vina, they didn’t get electricty until 1940, where they 

lived in Towanda. They were not the only ones, very few homes in rural areas had electricity. We 

went there every summer, so we were used to them using kerosene lights and no bathroom or running 

water. We used the outhouse during the day.. and there was a potty in every bedroom for the night. 

The wood stove in the kitchen, t went all day.  

In the summer it was so hot in the kitchen, they had noinsulation, and all the meals were cooked on 

the wood stove and they canned almost every other day  and twice a week they baked bread and pies. 

Canning was a very important part of their lives, because they had to live on what they canned during 

the winter and early spring and they made sure they canned as much as they could.  

The women knew no other life, because this was how they were raised and their mothers were raised, 

cooking and heating their homes with woodstoves was a way of life then. On Mondays they did the 

wash, Tuesdays they ironed with old fashioned irons heated on the back of the woodstove, and as one 

iron cooled down, they used the next one.  

Even in1940, they still didn’t have electricity, so they didn’t have fans or refrigerators, like we had at 

home in New York City.  Most of the people where they lived, had wood stoves in the kitchen and a 

parlor stove to keep warm, especially when it was below 0 and they had 4 and 5 feet of snow. The 

mailman didn’t deliver mail at Aunt Vina’s for six weeks at a time, because it was on the side of a 

mountain on Saco Hill, Towanda, Pennsylvania 

Yet, when my mother was married in 1924, she lived in an apartment in New York City, they had 
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electric lights, a radio, toaster, electric coffee pot, and even a vacuum cleaner.  

Such appliances were unheard of at Aunt Vina’s house. They lived in a big old farm house that was 

200 years old, then, it had no insulation, and no heat in the although many homes had fireplaces to 

keep warm, they had a wood stove in the kitchen and a parlor stove to keep warm, They knew how to 

dress to keep warm, and that was how people had been living for thousands of years.     

When they did get electricity, they didn’t have thermostats like we had, so they could to push the heat 

up or down. They no longer had wood stoves, they had kerosene heaters and kerosene stoves to cook 

on.  

My grandfather, David Squires, was born in a one room log cabin with a dirt floor, and they had a 

huge walk-in fireplace and his mother did all the cooking and baking in the fireplace. 

 In the summer, sometimes they had severe droughts, and they had to save the rainwater year round. 

When it rained and ran off the roof it was collected in the gutters that went around the house. Then it 

ran down the drain pipes into a big vat that was underground. A pipe was connected up to the hand 

pump in the kitchen and they pumped up the rainwater when they needed it. 

 The pump was in the corner of the kitchen by the door and next to it was a narrow table covered with 

oilcloth that had tiny blue flowers on it. In order to get the water to flow, we used to pour water in the 

top of the pump to prime it, then pump the handle up and down as fast as we could, until the water 

started to flow into the small white enamel basin, sitting on the table. We knew not towaste it, and we 

were careful of how much water we pumped in the  basin so it didn’t overflow, because there was no 

place for the water to run outside. We had to throw the water on the flowers that were growing around 

the back porch. After Uncle Henry came home from work, he would carry the cistern water to the 

barn for the cows and horses and another pail was for the pigs and chickens  

 We used to help water the vegetable garden…..…Interent, U.S. during the 30’s 

 

When they had a drought, Aunt Vina would fill a couple of pails with the rainwater and Aaron would 
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carry it out to the garden, that was on the side of the house. We liked to help to water the vegetables 

for Aunt Vina. She would show us how to use one of her white coffee mugs and we’d thought it was 

so much fun, going from plant to plant, pouring the water around the roots of the vegetables. They 

depended on those vegetables in the garden, because it was what we ate every day and what they 

canned during the summer for the winter. They rarely had meat. More than half of the vegetables they 

grew, were canned,  and that was why it was very important all those vegetables were watered 

because what they grew, was their only source of food.                                                            

It was always so hot in Aunt Vina’s kitchen, but I never heard my aunt or my grandmother say, it was 

hot, we were the only ones that complained about it.   

The water we drank came from a deep well that was built on the back porch. It was only used for 

cooking and making coffee and tea.  

To get it they dropped a pail down with a long rope on it and they’d wait until they heard it splash and 

it would fill up and they’d  pull it up. The dipper  hung on the wall, and it was the same dipper that 

hung there for years and when someone wanted a drink, the ladle wa there and the pail always had 

water in it. Even on the hottest day in summer when they brought a pail of that water up, it was 

always cold and so delicious. 

We knew not to waste the cistern water, when we washed our hands and face with it. It was used to 

mop the floors, do the wash, and every Saturday afternoon we took our baths in the washtubs,  

upstairs in the bedroom. There were 5 of us, tha  took turns to take a bath in 4 inches of water. 

Dorothy being the oldest girl, went first, then Shirley, Me, Lily, Roseanna and Mary Jane, and we had 

to use the same water with some hot water added from the big tea kettle.  

The children of today don’t realize how hard is was for women back then, that lived on farms. The 

men and women worked hard and had to feed and water all the animals, and the women still nursed 

their babies and took care of the other children. The men milked the cows and the cream was saved 

and churned to make butter, they baked bread and pies a couple of times a week, in the wood stove. 

No matter how tired they were, they had to can the vegetables when they were picked and they were 

always canning. Why they still call it canning, I don’t know, when they used pint and quart size glass 

mason jars?  

I can’t imagine what it was like every Monday mornings when women had to do all that wash and 

they usually had 10 or 11 people in the family. We liked to pump up the rainwater up from the cistern 

for Aunt Vina because she would fill two big round galvanized washtubs and as heavy as they were 

she would set them on the stove because.they boiled the clothes first, to get them clean,then they were 

scrubbed up and down on a washboard.  

Aunt Vina madethe brown soap with lye and ash,. And she’d cut into little pieces and throw it the hot 

water. All the white clothes went in one tub, and the colored clothes went in the another tub and she’d 

stand there and stir the soap in with a big wooden spoon. After the clothes were boiledm she had to be 
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very careful when she lifted the steaming hot washtub off the stove and we’d run and holdthe screen 

door open, so she could set it on a backless chair on the back porch that was the same size as her 

kitchen. .  

When the water cooled down, the clothes were rubbed up and down on a washboard and she would 

squeezed the water out by hand into a third washtub, and that was used to wash the men’s coveralls 

in, that belonged to the men, Uncle Henry, Aaron and cousin Johnnie. 

I remember my aunt saved the money she made, when she sold butter to some women in town and 

she put that money in a mason jar up on the shelf,  When she had enough, she got a money order and 

mailed it to Sears & Roebucks, for a hand operated wringer.  

There was such excitement when the postman tooted the horn to let her know, s a package came in 

the mail. Her son Johnny attached it to the washtub, and she would push the wet clothes into the 

wringer and turn the handle, and was so glad, she no longer had to wring out all those clothes by 

hand, like she had been doing for years.   

There was law and order in the way they lived. Each day of the week they did certain jobs and 

Sunday was their day off . They would get all dressed up and so did we, Roseanna, Mary Jane, Sonny 

and me, we climbed in the back of Uncle Henry’s 2-door grey-blue Ford and he’d go down the road 

about a mile to the Baptist church. While they went inside, we sat in the car under the trees, being we 

were Catholics, we were not allowed in a Protestant church. If we did, according to the nuns in 

school, we would be committing a grievious sin. 

When we went back home, after church we kept on our good shoes and dreses  because it was Sunday 

and  Aunt Vina would put on a pretty starched apron on over her ‘good’ dress. On Sundays we ate 

dinner at 3 o’clock, but on week-days we ate when Uncle Henry came home from work around 5 

o’clock. Very early on Sunday mornings, if Uncle Henry was lucky he would catch 2 woodchucks 

and they would simmer on the wood stove, before we went to church and after we came home, and 

we couldn’t wait to have them for dinner. 

Even with all those women had to do bringing up 8 or 9 children, they did not have the stress that  

women have today. Today’s women can accomplish in a few hours, what used to take women all day 

to do .But, the women back then, did not have to work, or get in the car and drive to work, and on the 

way home, pick up the children from daycare or school, do the food shopping and go home, and start 

making dinner. The dishes are put in the dishwasher and put away in the morning, because after 

dinner they help the children with their homework, while the washing machine is going they bathe the 

children and put them to bed and kiss them good night. This is what goes on in the majority of homes 

today.  

Week-ends the house gets vacuumed, bathrooms get cleaned and the floors are mopped. For a lot of 

women, going to church on Sunday is no longer a priority, they are busy changing sheets and washing 

and drying them, and they are put in the linen closet for the following week.  I know, I’ve been there 
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and done that..because I worked and I had five children.  

When our mothers and grandmothers had their children, the men were never involved with taking 

care of babies or the children. It was considered ’woman’s work’whether the woman worked or didn’t 

work!  

That is how it was and has been down through the ages..because that is how men were brought up, 

generation after generation, they just assume it is woman’s work to take care of the children, not 

them. It didn’t matter whether they worked or not, taking care of the children was still woman’s work. 

This is how it has always been.  

It is rare that a man offers to help their wives, wives that are working, just like they are, working to 

help pay the mortgage, rent, food bills, vacations, credit cards, new cars?  Most men whenthey come 

home, they sit down and eat dinner, then they sit in the den and watch TV, relax and go to bed 

and….!   

I do think this generation of husbands and wives are beginning to change that, they are working 

together and sharing the chores that comes with having children. And that is the way it should be, 

instead of the workload the woman has to face every day.  

For centuries it is a known fact, that the men sat and were waited on by women, because that was how 

it was, but it doesn’t make it right and it’s not fair. I hope the next generation realizes a husband 

should  help with all the work that is involved with raising children, especially, if the women works 

too.  

When I think of the hard life my grandmother had, like most women had raising children then,  before 

they got electricity in their homes. It was discovered and put in homes around the Turn of the 

Century. Yet it is hard to believe my aunt and grandmother that lived in Pennsylvania, didn’t get 

electricity until 1940. 

 My grandmother, was Rose Vanderworker and her father was John Vanderworker. He was born in 

Hornell, New York in 1855. and was an officer and an engineer, and served with Company I from 

Hornell.  

He married my great-grandmother,  Elizabeth around 1873, and their first child was Rose and she was 

born in 1875, Jake in 1882, and Anthony in 1883, and when Vine was born in 1884, their mother died 

in childbirth.  

Rose was only 9 and in the third grade, when her mother died She could no longer go to school 

because she had the responsibility of taking care of the new baby, and her two brothers because her 

father had go to work so he could support his motherless family.  

 

As  young as she was, Rose had to learn to cook and make bread with the help of caring 
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neighbors.that came in and showed her how to take care of the baby, to cook and do the wash and 

ironing.  For her to be able to do those things, she had to stand on a backless chair to knead the bread, 

make dinner, do the wash and ironing,. and her father helped her as much as he could, when he came 

home from work.    

Whenever Momma and I questioned Gramma about what her father, John Vanderworker, was like, 

for some reason, she did not like to talk about her father. She did praise him and say he was a very 

good father, that he never hit them or raised his voice even when the boys did something he didn’t 

approve of.  Being an officer and an engineer, it was important to him that the house was kept neat 

and clean.and he saw that things got done, by assigning certain duties to Jake and Anthony. and 

hwould check to see it was done properly, and he praised them, if they did it right. He was very strict, 

and he let me know I made him very proud and he was happy  how I was taking care of the baby and 

the boys. He saw we had plenty of good food, and would take us to town and made bought us nice 

clothes and shoes. On Sunday he’d pile all of us in the horse and buggy, and take us to the Baptist 

Church.  

But, when I married Grandpa at 16, my father did not approve of him, because he had no trade and all 

he knew was how to chop down trees for the wood stoves, and he said he had no job to support a 

family and called him a sawyer.  

When we got married we lived along the railroad tracks,because that was all we could afford, and 2 of 

our houses burned to the ground, from passing trains. I was pregnant every year, and rarely saw my 

father, he kept his distance from us.  

Then Jake and Anthony got married and when Vine got married, she told me  she couldn’t have any 

children, I was always pregnant,  was why I let her adopt our Vina. It was around that time, I heard 

my father had left lHornell, and moved to Towanda, of all places and he never got in touch with us 

when we moved here around 1909. I heard he married an Indian woman named Priscilla, and they 

lived somewhere in Towanda and that is all I know.”  

My mother told me, she could never figure out why her grandfather distanced himself from her 

mother, when they moved to Wysox, just outside of Towanda, for some reason her mother would 

have nothing  to do with her father when she heard he married Priscilla and they lived in town. My 

mother said, she figured her mother was still angry at her father because he didn’t approve of her 

father.    

“That she didn’t think it was because Priscilla was an Indian, when her best friend was an Indian,and 

he happened to save her life, when the hospital sent my mother home to die. He was an old Indian 

Medicine man, in his late eighties that lived in a tepee on the side of the mountain near us My mother 

would look out the kitchen widow and see him go in and out of his tent, and catch fish in the creek in 

the back of our house. If she didn’t see any smoke coming out of the top of his tepee she would send 

me over to see if he was alright, because he lived there alone, and was quite old.”   
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“His tribe and family were gone when he came back from the Civil War, when he served with Gen. 

U.S. Grant as one of his scouts. He never stopped searching for information about where his family 

went or if the government had send them somehwere, and he died not knowing what happened to 

them.”  

My mother told me, she was 12 years old, when she helped the old Indian save her mother’s life, by  

using herbs he had picked along the creek and in the woods  and he would hang them upside down to 

dry. When my mother was dying from a terrible infection, after she delivered a still born baby by 

herself. Our neighbor Mildred walked in and when she saw my mother, she said she was in a coma. 

She got her husband and my father to take her to the hospital in Towanda, in their wagon. The doctor 

examined her, and refused to admit her and told my father, ’We can’t help your wife now, it’s too 

late. Take her home, she will probably die before you get her there.’  

They put her back in the wagon and took her home and they carried my mother in a sheet back in the 

house and put her in bed. They left and sat in the parlor talking and  I stayed with my mother.  I saw 

her open her eyes, and she took my hand and could hardly whisper, ‘Go get Cree, I know he can help 

me with those herbs he has. Tell him I have a bad infection and to use those herbs he used on the 

those soldiers that were dying.”    

Seeing my mother close her eyes again, I ran out of the room and told my father what my mother 

said. He  got up out of his chair and he was angry when he told me, “I do not want Cree to come here 

and start boiling those herbs of his. No, I am not letting him put those hot poultices on her. ‘If it’s 

‘God’s will she should die, there is nothing Cree or anyone else could do for her.” He sighed, and sat 

down crying and saying, ‘We all have to die sometime.’ I kept looking at my father because I 

couldn’t believe, he was willing to let my mother die, when Cree might be able to save her.  

I didn’t know what to do. I loved my father.I didn’t want to disobey him. I felt I had to do what my 

mother wanted because she believed Cree could save her .’   

“I put my hat and coat on, and left. My father ran after me and yelled, “Myrtle, you come back 

here.”.I hurried down the hill and made it across the big flat slippery stones in the creek covered with 

snow and walked through the snow up to his tepee.. He was an Indian, so he heard me coming and 

was waiting by his tepee in his moccasins and tribal clothes and long braided hair. He asked 

concerned “Something happen to your mother? Did she have the baby? “ 

“I panted, “Yes, she had him too early, and he died and my father buried the baby. Mildred said, she 

is in a coma and that my mother was in trouble. They took take her to the hospital in Towanda, and 

they said, she was dying and they sent her home to die.” They put her back in bed and she just opened 

her eyes and whispered, ‘Go get Cree, he can help me.’ and she fell back to sleep again.”  

Cree never said a word, and asked me, “And your father, where is he?”  

I told him, “He’s home, sitting in the parlor. But, he said he doesn’t want you to try and help my 

mother with those herbs,. But she wants you to help her.” 
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 “Cree shook his head, “Hmm…Your mother, she is not awake?” I shook my head, no, and he 

gathered all the dried herbs he had hanging around and got what he was going to need and put 

everything in a big leather bag.  

He wore no coat and when I saw him pick up his drum and take it with him, I couldn’t imagine what 

he was going to do with his drum, when my mother was dying? We hurried down the path and made 

our way over the frozen creek.and hurried up the hill, and I was wondering what my father was going 

to say.  

“When we walked in, I could tell he was angry. He walked over to  Cree and told him. “It’s not that I 

don’t appreciate your coming Cree, I do. But, you can’t help her now. It’s too late. The doctors told 

us she is going to die, and if that is what the good Lord wants … I have to accept .. she is going to 

die.’  

“The tears were running down my father’s face and he shook his finger at Cree, ‘I am not going to let 

you torture her with those hot poultices you told me about and I am not letting you cut into her and 

try to drain that infection out of her either? No. I won’t let you do that to her. Let her die in peace.’ 

“Cree picked up his leather bag and the herbs and got his drum and he left, closing the door behind 

him. I stood at the window and watched him go down the hill and all of a sudden, my father opened 

the door and yelled down after him, “Cree! Come back. I’m sorry. Please come back’.  

Cree looked up surprised, turned around and he came back.  

Dad stood there with the door open, waiting. He put this hand on Cree’s shoulder and apologized and 

told him, “I can’t go against what Rose wants. If she wants you to help her, then do whatever it is you 

need to do.”   

“My father was so distraught, he slumped down in his chair and rubbed his hands over his face and 

sat there and cried.  Cree knelt beside him and told him, “I understand how you feel, David, but you 

must realize I am a Medicine man.I have been doing this for years and years for the women in my 

tribe. Now I will do what I is best for your wife and she will live.’ Hearing Cree say that, my father 

cried all the more, because he was convinced she was going to die.”   

“I was only 12 years old, and Cree asked me to hold the enamel basin. He had sent several hours 

putting  those hot poultices on my mother’s stomach and taking them off, and when he felt it had all 

come to a head, he was going to cut into her, to release all the poison.  He somehow managed to get 

enough whiskey into my mother to knock her out, and my father was so against him giving her 

whiskey, and he got angry at him again, and Cree tried to explain to him,  he had to knock her out and 

my father sat down, and kept moaning.  

When Cree cut into my mother, I was holding the enamel basin and I threw up in a pail and almost 

dropped the basin when I saw all the blood and infection coming out of my mother. Hour after hour 

he kept washing the open wound with the hot syrup he made from the plants he had cooked.  
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When she woke up and was in a lot of pain. He had her drink all the herbal tea he made for her and 

she slept through the night and was fine the next morning. 

”During the Civil War, Cree was a scout for Gen. U. S. Grant and being he was a Medicine man for 

his tribe, he was able to save so many soldiers’ lives by using hot poultices soaked in the herbs he 

boiled for hours until it turned into a thick syru., Hour after hou rhe  kept applying it to their wounds, 

when hundreds of them lay dying on cots, not from bullets, but from the infection they got afterwards. 

The doctors were amputating their legs and arms,because it was the only way they knew how to save 

them. 

After seeing  so many of his men dying, General Grant knew there wasn’t enough doctors to go 

around, and he was desperate. He knew he had to do something to save so many of his men from 

dying such a horrible death. 

 He had a long talk with Cree, knowing he was a Medicine man ,that he decided to let him use the 

herbs he told him he had used for  members of his trible when they had infection to see if it would 

help save his men from dying. 

 He wanted to know where he could get them, and was amazed when Cree told him the plants he 

needed, grew wild right there,around the lakes and woods.He sent the soldiers with pails to pick as 

much as they could, but they were grumbling between themselves saying,‘what makes that old Indian 

think these weeds are going to save those men’s lives’,when you can see they are dying.and that upset 

Cree. ‘He boiled certain plants separately in huge pots over an open fire, and it took hours for them 

to boil down and  turn into a thick syrup, he needed to soak the towels in and apply the hot poultices 

on the men, over and over. With so many men to tend to, General Grant ordered the other soldiers to 

help, and they were able to save those men from a horrible death.  

General Grant thanked Cree and told him, because of what he did, those men were able to go back 

and fight, and he hoped after the war, they would home to their familes.” 

My mother reminded me, “Of course, my father was convinced my mother was going to die and the 

next morning, she was sitting up in bed, and asked me to bring her a cup of tea and to make sure I put 

alot of butter and jam on the bread.  

A couple of months after that, the following year she was pregnant again and my sister Dorothy was 

born in January of 1914.  

By then, I had already left home and was working for the Egglestons, and in the went with them to 

New York City in the fall. Vina got married in February, and1 took the train to Towanda and the 

wedding reception was held at my mother’s house”                              
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EARL PIPHER    

 

Earl Pipher, was Leo and Ervin Squires best friend, ever since they went to the one room school 

house in Wysox, and they remained the best friends the rest of their lives.  

They lived on the same dirt road and every morning Leo and Ervin would wait for Earl, so they could 

walk to school together, and Myrtle would tag along behind them. Ole Gib, was Earl’s father, he 

owned the General Store up the road from where they lived.  

Earl had 2 older brothers, and he was the youngest but he was always with the Squires boys, either in 

the house or back yard.  When Gramma gave them cookies and milk after school, Earl was included 

because he was like one of the family.  

He knew Gramma hated his father, Ole Gib, but, he also knew, that no one liked him,  but everyone 

liked and admired his mother, Mrs. Pipher.  Earl went to the Baptist Church every Sunday with his 

mother, and was very close to his mother.  

Earl told us, that his mother was related to the well-known Remmington family in  England, and she 
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always dressed in the best of clothes, that the women would  admire her when she passed by, when 

they were going into church. 

 When Earl was 16, he came home one afternoon and found his mother had committed suicide. He 

found her slumped over in the chair, and she had shot herself in the head with his father’s gun. Earl 

never got over losing his mother and she committed suicide. bothered him the rest of his life.  

When Earl was younger, his father took him along in his horse and buggy, whenever he went to town. 

After his mother died,he could not get along with his father like he used to, but his 2 older brothers 

got along with him real well.  

As the years went by, Momma and Earl got older, Momma and Earl fell in love, and she was working 

for Mrs. Eggleston, and she spent the winters in New York City, and the summers in Wysox and the 

home they had on Sports Island, near Canada. So the summer was the only time they had together but 

they got engaged and were planning to get married in June of 1922.   

Mrs. Eggleston knew and liked Earl, and she went with her to look for a wedding gown that she was 

going to pay for it. But, while she was looking for her wedding gown, her girlfriend Helen wrote and 

told her that Earl had married Alta, a girl that was in their class and he never told her  Momma was so 

heartbroken  she cried and cried, to think that he would do such a thing to her..  

The girls where she worked insisted that she go out and forget Earl and she went with them to an Irsh 

dance hall, where she  met Thomas Mc Arow and his twin brother Michael. When she told Mrs. 

Eggleston, she met this Irish fellow, at an Irish dance, and was going to marry him, and become a 

Catholic and she was going to live in New York City.  

Mrs. Eggleston pleaded with her not to do such a foolish thing, just because Earl had jilted her, 

because she found out, from the Irish maids, he was a heavy drinker and a gambler, but his twin 

brother wasn’t, but she didn’t take her advise  and she became a Catholic so he could be married in 

his church, and she married Tom in the Caholic Church in Towanda, in November of 1924. 

The years went by, and they never saw one another again. But, Earl still remained friends with Leo, 

Ervin and Vina, and would stop in to see Gramma..  Earl moved to Newtn, New Jersey,during the war 

andwould often go back and visit his brothers and when he was in town, and always stopped to see 

Leo and Ervin. Sometime  he’d meet Aunt Vina in town, and they’d stop and talk. because she still 

liked Earl, even though she disapproved of what he did.   

In July of 1957, Aunt Vina called Momma that Gramma had a stroke and was in the hospital, that she 

was dying. Momma drove up, hoping to get there before her mother died. She called and told me, she 

was sorry she couldn’t wait for me, that I should go and take the train and I could go home with her.I 

took the train, and brought Freddie with me.he had just turned 2. I decided it was best I brought him 

with me and everyone recognized him from being on the TV show, “I’ve got a Secret’. because he got 

his first hair cut on that show.  
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Fred took care of Rosemary 4and Diana 4 and 6. Momma called to let me kow she got there just in 

time and Gramma died and that she was 82.   

Earl happened to see Gramma’s obituary in the Townada Daily newspaper, because he had the paper 

mailed to him ever since he moved to Newton. Being Leo, Ervin and Vina were still his best friends, 

but not Momma. he decided, he would go and pay his respects to the family, because of all Gramma 

had done for him as a young boy, but, of course, he knew Momma would be there.   

Earl stayed with his brother, like he usually did He went to the funeral parlor, took off his hat and 

walked in, Aunt Vina was sitting in the first row, and saw him and she got up and hugged and kissed 

him, butMomma ran and hid in the back of the funeral parlor.  

Aunt Vina invited him to come her house for dinner after the funeral, as a tribute to her mother, for 

her friends and relatives. Momma was furious that Aunt Vina invited Earl and she ignored Earl at the 

dinner. He realized, he was making Momma uncomfortable being there. He decided to leave, and not 

wait for coffee and cake. He told Aunt Vina he was leaving and going back to New Jersey.  I had 

Freddie in my arms, to keep him out of trouble, and was standing with Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry, 

and they were thanking Earl for coming. Earl leaned over and gave me a big kiss and whispered 

something to me, as he ruffled Freddie’s hair. When Uncle Henry walked Earl to his car, I asked Aunt 

Vina annoyed., “Who was that man that just left?  Did you see how he gave me a big kiss like that? 

And do you know what he whispered to me, ”I could have been his daughter.” He had some nerve he 

had to kiss me like that when I don’t even know him.”   

Aunt Vina was laughing and asked, “You mean you didn’t know who that was Why Rose, I thought 

you knew that was Earl Pipher. They went to school together and she was engaged and she was going 

to marry Earl. That was almost 40 years ago. But he married Altha instead. Yes, he could have been 

your father because your mother never went with anyone else but Earl. Then she married your father 

and lived in New York City.”  

Then she leaned over and whispered, “What happened was, Earl married Altha, while he was still 

engaged to your mother. He was wrong for not telling her before he married Altha.. Your mother was 

working in New York City and was looking for a wedding gown, when he married Alta. I wasn’t 

about to write and tell her and break her heart, I felt Earl should tell her.  Well, they hadn’t seen one 

another since 1923, and when she saw Earl walk in the funeral parlor, she almost fainted when she 

realized it was him.”  

“She was sitting in the first row and she started to cry and ran to the back back of the funeral parlor 

and hid in one of the rooms back there.” 

I looked at Aunt Vina and was so confused and told her, “I never knew Momma was engaged to 

someone else before she married my father She never mentioned Earl to me.” 

Aunt Vina shook her head, “Your mother got very upset at me yesterday, and you know, she has 

never been mad at me before, not ever. When I was in the funeral parlor, I was going around and 
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asking certain people to come to the dinner I was having at my house and I had to invite Earl, because 

he was standing there, and afterall, he as very fond of her since he was a young boy . You did notice, 

your mother would have nothing to do with him at the dinner table, that is why Earl left, he realized 

he was upsetting her, by being there.”  

I put Freddie down, and was stunned by what she was telling me and let her know,  “I am 30 years 

old, and Momma never told me a thing about Earl or that he had jilted her” Then I told Aunt Vina, “I 

saw Uncle Henry take out Momma’s green business card out of his wallet, the one for her flower 

shop, and he gave it to Earl. I did wonder why he gave him Momma’s card?” Aunt Vina just 

shrugged and laughed saying, “Maybe he thinks Earl will go see her.”    

We left the next day and as we were driving back to Long Island, I questioned Momma about Earl, 

and she just said that she would rather not talk about it. But, it was the way she looked at me, I could 

tell it still hurt what he did, and so I dropped it and never asked her about it again.  

The following month Earl and his son Rodney decided to drive to Valley Stream, Long Island and go 

see Momma in her flower shop. When she saw Earl standing there, she pushed Earl and Rodney out, 

slammed the door in their face and pulled the dark green curtain down. They had to choice but go 

back home.  

But, that didn’t discourage Earl, he kept calling and writing her letters, and we found out later on, 

there had been a lot of phone calls going back and forth between them. Earl went to see her again 

with Rodney, when he read in the Towanda Daily, that Myrtle Squires Mc Arow of Wysox, husband 

died May 17, 1961. When they came the second time, she knew they were coming and she had a nice 

dinner waiting for them, and they somehow got back together, not that she mentioned it to any of us. 

Not only did they get back together, Earl moved in and lived with Momma for the next 15 years. Earl 

told her he was separated from Altha, but they never got divorced.  Momma looked 20 years younger 

because she was never so happy, as she was when she was with Earl. 

Momma and Earl liked to come and stay at our house for the week-end, and one day in 1971 we were 

sitting in the dining room talking and Earl started telling Momma about her great-grandfather, John 

Vanderworker. 

 Momma looked at him because she didn’t believe him, she thought  he was kidding her.  Earl asked 

Momma, “You didn’t know I met and knew your grandfather?”  

Momma laughed at him again and Earl insisted, “I mean it  I was around 8 or 9 years old   I used to 

go to town with my father in his horse and buggy every chance I got. When my father would see John 

Vanderworker in town,  my father would stop and get out and they’d stand there and talk a while, 

then go about their business, while I’d be sitting in the buggy waiting.”  

 Momma looked at Earl surprised. “How would you know who my grandfather was, bedause I never 

saw him in Towanda. I used to love to be with him when we lived in Hornell, before we moved to 

Towanda in 1909.” 
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.Earl sat there telling her, “My father  knew John Vanderworker and he said, he was an officer and an 

engineer in Hornell, New York. Then he married an Indian woman and they lived in Towanda, is 

what my father told me. When he would see him in town,. he had to stop and talk to him.” 

“ Maybe they  knew one another, because my father owned the General store. Being I was the 

youngest  my father would take me with him, and I was always ready to go. One day we were going 

down Main Street, and my father pointed to John Vanderworker and told me, “See that man walking 

with that Indian woman, he is Rose Squires father, Leo and Ervin’s grandfather. He is married to her 

and her name is Priscilla. He likes to bring her to town every Saturday night and he parades her up 

and down, so everyone can see her and all the jewelry he buys her,  because she is a good looking 

woman.’  

Earl sort of laughed, “I often saw them walking down the street together, looking in the store 

windows, She was pretty and always wore a long black dress with lace up around her neck and had on 

some very expensive jewelry  my father said.  My father used to laugh at her, when he’d see her with 

that black silk parasol she always carried, when  she was with John Vanderworker.”  

Momma was so surprised to hear what Earl was telling her. She thought about it and said.“Now that 

you mentioned him, I do remember my mother mentioning something about her father getting 

married again, but she was not happy about it, but it was only gossip she heard from one of the 

women in church.” 

When I’d ask her about him, she’d say, “He was a very good father to us when we were growing up. 

He saw we had nice clothes, and he was strict, and he made sure we went to church on Sunday.”  

When she questioned Earl about him again, she said, ”What I don’t understand is, if you knew my 

grandfather, how come you never told me. I was 9 years old when we left Hornell, and I remember 

my grandfather and I know he was very upset that my father was moving us so far away, to Towanda. 

He never cared about my father, because he didn’t have a real job or any money. It is still a mystery 

to me, how he ended up in Towanda and he never came to see us.”  

 Earl was quick to correct Momma, “I didn’t say I knew your grandfather, I said my father knew him.  

I would see him walking around in town with his wife, Priscilla. When I was with my father, they 

would stand there talking, and I used to like to hear what they were talking about. He would nod to 

me and run his hand through my hair and acknowledge I was standing there.  

“He was really quite the gentlemen, well dressed and his beard was trimmed nice, but I don’t know 

whatever happened to his wife, Priscilla, or where she ended up, because she wasn’t buried with him 

in Laceyville. 

 I remember he died around 1910. I was 9 when my father told me, “I just read in the paper John 

Vanderworker died, and his son Jake is burying him in Laceyville that is about 50 miles from here. 

What I would like to know, is why  he burying him there for, when he should be burying him beside 

his wife, Elizabeth, in Hornell. That is where he was from and all his children and his grandchildren 
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were born there, His roots are there, not in Laceyville.”  

Earl sat back and sighed, “A few years ago, when I was living in New Jersey, I was going to see my 

brother in Towanda and I was driving along route 6, I realized I was passing through Laceyville and I 

happened to think about my father and I tried to figure out where John Vanderworker was buried in 

Laceyville,, because I remembered my father telling me, he was buried there and I wondered if I 

could find where he was buried.  

I stopped at the Baptist crch and talked to the minister and he looked in a book and wrote down where 

Jake and his father were buried. The grave was nearby and I found it. I was surprised when I saw the 

size of the tall stone monument that was on the grave with the name ‘VANDERWORKER’ engraved 

at the top of the arch. Further down it said, John Vanderworker, date of birth 1855, died 1910. and I 

noticed Jake was buried there, and he was born in 1882 and he died in 1950.” Earl looked at Momma, 

“ Did you know Jake died?”  

Momma nodded that she did, and he told her, “I met your Uncle Jake when I was with Leo and Ervin. 

We were walking home from school, and he was visiting your mother and I still remember what a 

beautiful car he had because not many people had cars like that, then. I know he was very good to 

your mother because she was so proud of the pump organ and the treadle sewing machine, he bought 

her.  

One day  I was with Leo and Ervin andw were chasing one another in the back yard and I ripped the 

back pocket on my pants.  I panicked becaue I was worried what my father was going to say when he 

found out. Your mother said she would fix it for me, and had me step in her bedroom, they didn’t 

have doors, she had cotton curtains hanging there that I had to pull close, and I handed her my pants. 

She fixed it so fast on that treadle sewing machine and my father never noticed where she had 

mended my pants for me.”   

JAKE VANDERWORKER 

Uncle Jake liked Momma, and he would tell her she was her facvorite niece, when she was growing 

up. He would take her to town, because he had no children and he would pick out and buy her the 

best of clothes, and shoes and beautiful thick sweaters and hat and gloves for when she went ice 

skating  Lily was a mute and couldn’t talk, and she would hide when he came. and Vina lived in 

Hornell, with Aunt Vine, and Aunt Vinawas Jake’s youngest sister. .Momma used to tell us. he was to 

everyone and that he was a very busy man building houses from Scranton to Towanda as if we knew 

what she was talking about. We never saw a house being built, we lived in the city. 

  

 

Momma always talked about Uncle Jake, and when she was young, he’d take her shopping and buy 

her  nice clothes and shoes, when he’d stop in to see his sister Rose. Jake was Gramma’s brother and 
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she brought him up because their mother died in childbirth o 1884, when her little sister was born. 

One year Jake surprised Rose and had Sears & Roebucks deliver a pump organ for the parlor and a 

treadle sewing machine for her, and she cried when she saw what he did.   

It wasn’t until 1939, we met him. He wrote Momma to tell her his wife Mabel died from an infected 

tooth. When Momma read it, she made a face and said, “No one in our family liked her, and he knew 

it. When he invited anyone in our family to go to his house, they wouldn’t go because of her. But, 

whenever he was in town on business,  he always stopped to see my mother and father.”  

The end of June in 1939, I graduated from the 8th grade and Momma got a letter from Uncle Jake, 

shortly after Mable died. He invited her and the three of us to come to Laceyville, for the 4th and 

wanted us stay with him for a few weeks.  

Momma had never been to his house, but she wrote him back, “Thank you for inviting us, as much as 

I would like to come, I can’t because Tom and I take our week’s vacation together and we already 

made plans to be with Vina, like we do every year. Maybe you forgot, Vina has the Vanderworker 

reunion at her house every year on the 4th, and when we leave,  the children  with her the rest of the 

summer. Tom has to go back to work, and I have to go toConnecticut. I am not home all summer 

because I work for Mr. and Mrs. Hardon,since 1931, and I am at their home in Connecticut, 6 months 

of the year.   

Momma sealed the envelope saying, “As many times as Vina invited Aunt Mable and Uncle Jake, 

they never came to any of the Vanderworker family reunions, and you would think he would go. Just 

because she wouldn’t go, he never came and being his name is Vanderworker, you would think he 

would want to be there with his sisters and brothers “ 

Uncle Jake wrote back, “I didn’t know that you worked, Myrtle. Then send the kids to see me, since 

you can’t come. I’d love to see them. I’ll show them the houses I’ve built, and take them around. 

They’ll have a good time here.’  

Momma thought it over, and was concerned since he never had children, he wouldn’t know the first 

thing to do with 3 children for 2 weeks. and seeing houses he built, would be the last thing we would 

want to do. She doubted he knew what to feed us or if he could even cook, and there would be wash 

to do, because, we didn’t have enough clothes, socks and underwear to last 2 weeks.’    

So she wrote him back, “I think it is wonderful that you asked, but honestly I don’t think it would be 

a good idea. I feel the children would be better off staying with Vina,on the farm because you realize 

what it is like to feed and take care of three children.”    

He wrote back.0 “What makes you think I can‘t take care of 3 kids? You send them here and they’ll 

be fine and I will keep them busy. I’ll take them swimming at the lake. I have a housekeeper that is a 

good cook, and  she will be here to help me. After the 4th, you will go home, and in the meantime, I 

will send a check to Vina and Henry so they can put the kids on the Black Diamond train, or they can 

take the Greyhound bus, they might enjoy that better  because it stops in Laceyville, and runs along 
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route 46, the same road where I live. It would be very easy for them to get here.’  

We decided we would like to take the Greyhound bus and Uncle Henry and Aunt Vina put us on the 

bus in town, and we sat in back of the bus driver. We we were very nervous leaving Aunt Vina kissed 

each of us ‘good-bye and told us she would miss us, and we would be there in about an hour and a 

half.’  

When the bus stopped in Laceyville, the bus driver got out andheld our hands as we stepped down off 

the bus, and there were people in back of us watching us and smiling at the 3 of us, looking like we 

were lost. We stood there and looked around and the busdriver gave us our suitcases and the ther 

people were met by friends and family and we stood there wondering what if Uncle Jake didn’t come, 

what would we do. We had no money and we didn’t even know Aunt Vina’s phone numbr, they had 

no address other than  RFD, Saco Hill,Towanda.  

We didn’t know what Unce Jake looked like, and we saw some men standing there, and wondered if 

it was him, but tthey hurried over to the couple that was  getting off the bus  Then we saw a car pull 

up in back of the bus, and we assumed it was Uncle Jake because he was running towards us with 

open arms and grabbed us and he hugged and kissed us, and we didn’t know what to say.  

He took us over to his car and opened the door  and had us get in, and he lived right there. All he had 

to do was pull in the driveway that lead up to his house. We got out and took our suitcases with us, 

and we stood there eyeing one another, while he opened the front door. His housekeeper came from 

the back of the house, wiping her chubby hands on her apron, to greet us and the two of them seemed 

so excited to have us there. Then he introduced us to his Irish housekeeper Mrs. Grady, and she 

hugged us and told us, “So you are Irish too, sure and with a name like Mc Arow, you can be sure  

we’ll get along just fine.”   

We stood in the foyer,  holding our suitcases, afraid to move when we saw how beautiful the inside of 

house was.  Everything looked so clean and shiny. There were oriental rugs on the floor and gold 

framed oil paintings on the wall like Mrs. Hardon had. Then I looked at Uncle Jake, and asked, 

“Excuse me, but where is the outhouse? Or do you have a bathroom?”  

He looked surprised and laughed, “Why, yes ,yes, of course, we have a bathroom. It’s right down the 

hall. He showed me where it was and asked, “What made you think we didn’t have a bathroom? ”  

 I stammered, “Because you live in Pennsylvania like AuntVina and Gramma,  I  thought you would 

have an outhouse like they did.” 

We were in  strange house and very uncomfortable being there. I was 13, Sonny was 12 and Mary 

Jane was 11, and I was beginning to wish, we had never gone there We felt so awkward being there, 

not knowing anyone  I kept thinking, and we’re going to be stuck here for 2 weeks. I was wishing we 

were back with Aunt Vina, where we were free to run around and play, go in and out of the house and 

we made sure we closed the screen door, so the flies would go in.  
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We were hungry and wondering if they were going to give us anything to eat, because I could smell 

something cooking in the kitchen. Uncle Jake suggested we had go upstairs with our suitcases and he 

showed us the room Mary Jane and I were going to stay in, it had pink ruffles and lace curtains and a  

bedspread to match. and the room where Sonny was going to stay, looked like the library, with all the 

books that were on the shelves and big wood radio. He told Sonny he could sleep in there on the  

brown leather couch, that Mrs. Grady would bring in a pillow and some sheets, later on.   .   

Finally Sonny spoke up and asked Uncle Jake, “Can we have something to eat?  I’m hungry.” Uncle 

Jake got all flustered and took Sonny by the hand and told him “Come on downstairs, dinner is ready. 

The table is all set in the dining room and you can sit wherever you want.”  Mrs. Grady put platter 

with the chicken on it in the middle of the table, we smelled garlic on it. We looked at one another, 

when Mrs. Grady was putting some of the chicken on our plates, not knowing how we disliked 

anything with garlic, but we didn’t say anything. We helped ourselves to the mashed potatoes and 

buttered corn, but when Mrs. Grady went to ladle the chicken gravy over our mahsed potatoes, we 

could smell the garlic and we held our hands over the potatoes and quickly said , ‘No thanks.”. She 

looked at us, and we confessed, “I’m sorry, but we don’t like garlic. Our mother is a French Chef, and 

she always uses garlic when she cooks.  But Anna,the lady that takes care of us, she is from Ireland 

too, and she only uses salt and pepper on our food.” Mrs. Grady looked  at us and laughed,saying, 

“Does she now? You ar right, the Irsh don’t use garlic, it’s your Uncle Jake that like it. He sat up 

straight in the chair and said, “ I like garlic it is really delicious, that is if you like it, but of course alot 

of people don’t like it.” He sat there and  didn’t say anything about our not eating the chicken. but we 

ate all the vegetables and potatoes.  

We thought he was going to scold us for no eating the chicken, because at home, if we left anything 

on our plates, Daddy would make Anna give it to us for supper the next night, and if we didn’t eat it, 

we didn’t get supper that night.  

The next morning, Mrs. Grady made toast, eggs and bacon for breakfast. Then Uncle Jake put us in 

his car and took us shopping at the A&P and told us to we could buy anything we wanted to eat. We 

ran around and got peanut butter,  jelly, Silvercup bread, hot dogs, baloney and American cheese, 

mustard, mayonnaise, eggs,Wheaties, and he added several boxes of cookies and a jar of Boscoe, a 

chocolate syrup to put in our milk on the counter.  

He was laughing as the clerk lined up what we wanted to eat, and I saw him wink at the clerk, who 

probably knew him for years, when he paid for what we got. As we were going out the door, Uncle 

Jake told us to get in the car and he went back in the store and put his fingter up in the air telling the 

clerk, “Good Lord, we forgot the most important thing of all…. ice cream.” He got a half a gallon of 

vanilla, strawberry and chocolate and was laughing carrying it out to the car.  Suddenly, we no longer 

felt strange being with him. We saw that he enjoyed being with us and we liked that he was so much 

fun to be with. He was like a little kid, always wanting to buy us something to make us happy.  

He was very tall and had red hair and freckles. Heloved to take us for rides up in the mountains. He 

would stop and show us how beautiful the waterfalls were, and take pictures of us,  so we could have 
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them to go home with.  He took us swimming at a lake, but it waws so cold,  but had to first buy us 

swimming suits in  and he let us pick out whatever we wanted, and we each had our own big towel. 

We thought we had died and went to heaven!!! 

 After we were at Uncle Jake’s house in the summer of 1939, that fall Daddy was fired from Sheffield 

Farms, after working for them for 25 years, for using company money to pay off his bookies, they 

forgave him once, and he had to pay it back, but not when he did it again.  

Momma wrote and told Uncle Jake, Daddy was laid off, when he wa really fired, was why he and 

couldn’t find another job. She didn’t tell him why he was fired or what he had done and he gladly told 

her, he would give him a job,.but it would be only be for a couple of months because, he needed help. 

He was starting to building tourist cottages along route 46, if he could use a hammr and nail, send 

him up,  at least it would help her out for awhile.  

 

 

 

1940.. Uncle Jake standing in front of one of the cottages he was building for the summer tourist trade 

on route 46.   

Daddy took the Greyhound bus to his house and he lived twith him, but, it didn’t take long before he 

sent Daddy home, because he was drinking too much and  gambling and that he did not tolerate any 

drinking or gambling on the job.  

He assumed we would go back the following summer, and stay for 2 weeks,  but we didn’t want to 

go, we  preferred to be with Aunt Vina on her farm where we could to run around with no shoes on, 

and she was worried because he lived by a busy highway Route 46,  and down below was the 

Susquehanna River in back of his house, and there was no place for us to play or run around, and we 

were not that comfortable being there with what we considered, two old people. place to play or run 

around . 
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He wrote Momma, some time later, around 1941 he decided to sell his house and business and move 

into the Sterling Hotel permanently. Then Momma got a letter, she was going to marry a lady in 

Chicago, that she was a concert pianist, and he would be be travelling with her towhenever she was 

giving a concert.  

This was a man you couldn’t help but  love. All his life, it seemed he tried to make everyone happy, 

he always kept in touch with Momma, with a phone call, but usually it was with long letters what he 

was doing and what he saw and liked, and always wanted to know when ‘the kids’, as he called us, 

‘were going to come back and see him?’  I never forgot the day  he called and I answered the phone 

asked me how would I like to come up and spend the week end up there.with him. I was more than a 

little surprised and I asked him, “And exactly what would we do or where would we go?”  He 

convinced me he would make a list of all the things we could do,and  I took the train and he picked 

me up, and when I stayed at the Sterling Hotel, it was a nice feeling to know, I was no longer afraid to 

be in the room all by myself. When I thought about it, I had to laugh because I realized  I I had never 

been alone in a room by myself.  I was always with my sister Mary Jane at home and when we were 

at Aunt Vina’s. 

A couple of week ends during the summer, I’d take the train after work to go see Uncle Jake, when he 

would write and as, ‘when are you coming up again, so we can have breakfast together again. If you 

are tired of eating at  the hotel,  we can go to Howard Johnson’s.’ 

 He really was so much fun to be with, he had the imish sparkle in his I and was always in such a 

good mood. I think what amazed me about him,  more than anything else, was his love of people. I’d 

watch him and he just loved to stop and talk to people and he laugh and tell them a joke, he just told 

somebody else and I used to think, he would have made a great politician, because everyone loved 

him and he always found time to talk to people, and he had a way that he made them feel good about 

themselves .  

 

 

 

 

 

It was during the war, and I was on the train going homne one Suncday, when the word was going 

back and forth that the war was over. People were running through the train screaming, THE WAR IS 

OVER, THE WAR IS OVER, and everyone on the train, it didn’t matter they were strangers, were 

huygging and kissing me and everyone else and were saying over and over, THE WAR IS OVER, 

then some of them sat down and were crying, unable to move that the war was finally over.  

When I got to Pennsylvania Station, it was wild, absolutely wild with people shouting the war was 
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over.and I took the subay home, and met my girlfired and we went down to Times Square a midst al 

the excidetemtn that was going on, an dyou couldn’t move…I don’t think there were ever so many 

people crowded into Times Square, like that night, passing around bottles of champaign and drinking, 

hugging and kissing everyone there. 

Uncle Jake was a very interesting man to talk to and for a man his age, he so full of life, that when I’d 

go back home on Sunday afternoons, I’d feel so happy, because I had such a good time. It seemed no 

matter where we went, everyone seemed so happy to see him and they stand there and had to talk to 

him about the good thing s and bad things going on in their lives, and we would listen to everything 

they said.  

When I went home, after having such nice a week-end, I’d walk in and Daddy would be drunk as 

usual, with his face down on the Sunday paper asleep, with empty beer bottles lined up in front of 

him. It was so depressing to see him sitting there like that. Momma was dressed, but resting her legs 

on the bed, reading the Sunday paper. She worked 6 days a week, and her legs ached from standing 

on her feet all week and Sundays was the only time she could rest.   

Momma often talked about going with me to see Uncle Jake, but she was working for Judith Garden, 

a top florist in the city and she couldn’t take the time off to, because Friday nights they made the 

bridal bouquets and corsages for the big weddings that took place on Saturdays.because they always 

had big weddings to do on weekends, and the rooms in the hotels, and all the tables for for the 

reception had to be decorated with fresh flowers. 

About once a month I would let Uncle Jake know in advance, I was coming. He was always to hear I 

was coming. He would reserve a room for me down the hall. The first time I went there, I had never 

been in a hotel before, and I was so scared being there alone, but, I got used to it.  

We’d have a nice big breakfast in the dining room then go for long drives out in the country and he 

sure liked to talk, and he’d show me some of the homes he  built, here and there as we drove by.  

Then take me see some of the beautiful homes that were on a lake that he liked.  and let me know, “I 

didn’t build any of these homes , but I like to come here and see how some people enjoy their lives 

living on the lake. They have boats and the kids jump off the docks and go swimming.  

They always look like they are having a good time and sometimes I get the crazy notion, I would like 

to build a house on the lake here, but, at my age, I know I am better off living at the hotel, where 

everything I need is right there.”  

 

When he was driving along the road that ran around the lake,, he told me he had to be careful  

because there were always families out riding horseback together,  unconcerned about the traffic, 

when they were headed for a trail up further, that went up the mountain.  

 I enjoyed everything he showed me. and I liked how it felt to sit there and the  waitress would greet 
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Uncle Jake, and she would hand us the menu and say “Hello, your uncle told me you live In New 

York..Wow, that must be so nice.’  and I could order my meals in a such a lovely dining room in the 

Sterling Hotel. I had never been in a hotel before or had such service, the bed was made and new 

towels.. it was such a different life for me, to be  where everyone was dressed so nice and the couples 

were having wine with their dinner, and all the waiters knew his name, and called him, ‘Mr. 

Vanderworker, and it was so funny to hear them call me, Miss Mc Arow.”  

Uncle Jake was around 75 when he decided to live there. He was quite tall, medium weight and bald 

and he always wore a white starched shirt and tie, and his suit was pressed  and leave his shoes 

outside the door, to have them shined.  

Needless to say, when we walked around in town or in and out of the hotel,  he had to stop and tell 

almost everyone he met, ‘This is my grand-niece from New York City, isn’t she beautiful?’  I’d laugh 

and was constantly amazed me to see how many friends he had. It seemed no matter where we went, 

someone would go by and say, ‘Hi there Van’…. not Jake and  he had to stop and talk to them and 

he’d go on and on., while I waited I would see how he loved people and he love to laugh and he really 

was so much fun to be with.  

 I think it was his sense of humor that was made hime who he was, as for me, coming from a home 

like I did, where no one laughed and to live with a father who was drunk night after night, it was good 

for me to be with someone like Uncle Jake, because he had a way that made me always made me feel  

good about myself, because I had never known that feeling before. It seemed as though, he just 

couldn’t do enough for me, he had to buy me this and that, whatever he thought I was looking at 

something, he’d want to buy it for me.  He was never through praising Momma and telling me he was 

very proud of the way she brought me up, because he knew the kind of life that she had when she was 

growing up,’  I thought about what he said, about Momma didn’t bring us up, but she didn’t Anna 

did, but he had no way of knowing that. Momma didn’t live home with us for 13 years, it wasn’t until 

the end of 1944, She came home to live, and by then, we were all grown up and working.   

He would often say, he thought the world of Momma and tell me, ‘Your mother was always my 

favorite niece, because she was different from the others. She was the only one that lived in New 

York City, all the other stayed in Towanda. 

 When he asked me, “Why does your mother have to work? Your father’s working, doesn’t he make 

enough money to support his family?”  

I felt if I tried to try explain to him, what her life was like at home with Daddy, he just wouldn’t 

understand that Momma always had to work in order to pay the rent and the grocery bills because of 

Daddy’s drinking and gambling, but I guess she never let on to him what went on at home.   

The war was over in 1945, and in 1946, when Uncle Jake came to pick me up at the train station. He 

took my overnight bag and as we walked out to the parking lot, he stopped in front of a shiny black 

car and asked me, “How do you like the new car I just got?” I looked at him, then at the car, but cars 
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didn’t mean anything to me.  

He smiled as he touched it, “Well, aren’t you excited? I just picked it up today. It’s a brand new 1946, 

it’s a 4 door Black Buick… You know they stopped making cars during the war, and this is one of the 

first cars to come out of the GM factory.”  

I looked at it and could see it was new and l shiny and new, and I could see he was thrilled he had that 

new car. We never had a car. So one car looked the same as all the others to me, except for big fancy 

cars that wealthy people had.   

The first thing he wanted to do was take me for a ride in it, way out in the country. He rolled down 

the windows and we went by farm after farm, and he would point and make sure I was looking at the 

fields of oats and buckwheat growing, and see how the farmers were bringing in the hay to the barns, 

pulled by 2 horses. He had to stop and take a picture of them, so he could mail it and send it to me 

when I got home, thinking since I grew up in the city, I didn’t know what farmers did.  

He didn’t realize, or forgot we spent every summer on AuntVina’s farm and we used to help bring the 

hay in. and he was enjoying himself, showing me what life was like on the farms in the country 

because I grew up in the city. 

 He kept insisting, ‘Don’t you want to learn to drive?” I’d shake my head that I didn’t want to. It 

bothered him and he’d say, “I think it’s important you know how to drive. What are you so scared 

of?”  

I told him, ‘That I am going to hit someone.”   

 Saturday morning we had breakfast, and we were going to go for a ride in the new car again.  It 

seemed like a long ride because he was going to Laceyville so I could see the house where I stayed 

when I was 13, in 1939, when he lived there,  but he had sold it I remembered the house, as soon as 

he pulled in the driveway,. Uncle Jake knocked on the door. and the new owner shook his hand and 

insisted we come in. Uncle Jake explained, he only stopped to say ‘hello’. That hello tookalmost an 

hour. before we were back on the road, so he could show me to  Whipple Lumber yard he once 

owned. He waved to so many people, going by that I wondered how could one person know so many 

people? 

 One day we were driving through Scranton, and as we looked around he shook his head and showed 

me what the coal mines looked like and the poor living conditions the people that worked there, had. 

It was so depressing, that it looked like something you would have see in a movie.  It was heart 

breaking to see how the kids were dressed and the long flights of wooden stairs on the outside of the 

buildings, where people were sitting on the steps talking.   

He apologized, “I think it is good you see how some people have to live, not everyone is as fortunate 

as you, to live in a nice apartment in New York City.” Then he drove to a nicer section of Scranton to 

show me houses he built and said he was renting 25 of them, and he goes there once a month to 
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collect the rent. I was wondering what made him think I was so lucky to live in a nice apartment in 

New York City? He had never been to our house, and Momma never let him know what her life was 

like and I was not about to tell him.He never asked and I never discussed what my life was like at 

home.  

 By 1946, I was 21 and Uncle Jake insisted I should learn to drive. 

\                        

                                Uncle Jake and Rose in Wilkes-Barre 

I decided I would try. He parked in a near empty parking lot and had  me sit me behind the wheel. I 

was so scared because I had never been behind the wheel of a car before. He had me drive in the back 

of the parking lot where there were no cars, and had me turn around, and the back up,  I was surprised 

that I did it. Then he suggested, I pull out in traffic in the right lane and I panicked. He sat there, 

watching me and poked me to go ahead, andfound myself out in the fast moving traffic, and I was so 

nervous.  Then he told me to stick my hand out the window and that was a signal, I was going to 

make a turn, and he had me turn into the next road up ahead.  I found myself driving up and up, and 

realized I was going up the side of a  mountain, and he telling me, “I could see you were so nervous  

driving in traffic, I thought it would be better, iyou took this road where there is hardly any traffic.” 

Going up the side of the mountain, when I saw how far down the valley was, I started to shake so bad, 

I pulled over on the side of the road, I was so scared I told him, “ I’m sorry, I’m too scared to drive. I 

don’t want to drive anymore.: The look on is face showed how disappointed he was that I just gave 

up. He sat there shaking his head, and patted my hand and said very calmy,”You cannot  be scared 

when you drive. You have to have your wits about you at all times, because you have to be in control 

and anticipate what the other guy is going to do. Learn to conquer your fear, and don’t let it get the 

best of you.  I would think a young girl like you would want to know how to drive.”  

He was very disappointed and I felt bad and I reminded him, ”I told you I don’t want to learn to drive. 

Will you please drive back, because I can’t.’ He shook his head and we traded places and he got 
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behind the wheel. It was the way he  looked at me, I knew he didn’t understand when he H said, 

“Tomorrow, I want you to get back in the car and get used to being behind the wheel and you will 

drive and no longer be afraid.”  I sighed,” I’m sorry, I can’t do it.”  

I could not make him understand I was afraid to drive up in the mountains where the houses were so 

far down below. He had no idea what it did to me, whe I saw how far down that mountain went. 

While he was driving back, he changed the subject and it was the first time he talked about his wife. 

He said they had been separated for some time, but they were still the best of friends and they called 

and wrote one another a couple of times a week.’ I listened and didn’t say anything. I assumed all that 

traveling must have been too much for him. I couldn’t imagine having to go to one city after the 

other, and get on the train and go to another hotel, and do another concert. What I couldn’t understand 

was why he never talked about her or had any pictures of her in his room and wondered were they 

separated because she was much younger than him? But, neither one wanted to get divorced and I 

thought it was wonderful he was willing to take the train back and forth to Chicago to see her. He 

showed me a pile letters he had on his desk,  she had written him. He smiled and picked up a funny 

card  and showed it to me, saying he was going to send it her, and I thought what a strange 

relationship they had.  

I only went to Wilkes Barre in the summer and continued going, and knew I had broken up with 

George when he came bgack from overseas, even though we had been engaged, he felt so bad and 

wondered if I had done the right thing, and I assured him I did and when I told him why, he totally 

agreed with me that I had done the right thing. When I told him, that fall, I met someone I liked very 

much and his name was Fred. and we were going to get married on May 2,1948.  He hesitated before  

hugged me and said was so happy for me, and insisted, ‘are you sure you want to do this, right after 

breaking up with George?” I told him I was sure. He wanted me bring Fred so he could meet him one 

weekend. We went and I could tell, Uncle Jake really liked him a lot and the two of them got along 

just great. He hugged me and told me, “I am  so proud of you that you are going to marry such a fine 

young man like Fred, and yor mother must be too.”  

 

Before we left,  I felt I had to be honest and tell him, “Well, Momma is very upset that I am marrying 

Fred and she isn’t talking to me because she doesn’t approve of my marrying him and said she wasn’t 

going to go to my wedding..” and I told him why. 

 He gasped,,”What? Your mother isn’t going to your wedding. First of all, she has no right to tell you 

who you can marry.You are 22 years old, and you love Fred and you marry him and be happy and I 

will be there the day that you do.” 
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       Uncle Jake standing there, as I was leaving to go to the rectory. 

 

The week before the wedding, I received a expensive wedding present Uncle Jake sent us.  A big 

beautiufl sterling silver coffee set, a heavy serving tray, a coffee pot, tea pot, sugar and creamer. I 

couldn’t believe he sent me something as beautiful as that set was as  I opened the box, and 

carefully set it on the dining room table. I kept staring at it and called him immediately  to thank 

him. He laughed, “I knew you would like it.” And he let me know, he w had already made 

reservations in a hotel downtown, but was concerned how he was going to find his way up to where 

the rectory to the church was. So and I drew a map and sent it right off to him. 

I was so happy that Uncle Jake was able to come to my wedding. He was 81 and he drove from 

Wilke-Barre Saturday stayed at a hotel downtown that night, found his way uptown and went to the 

wedding on Sunday, May 2,1948, bound his way back downtown tad drove back to Wilkes-Barre 

Monday.  
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Fred and I were living with his mother before we got a house on Long Island, and Uncle Jake called 

us there. He wanted us to come and spend the week-end with him at the Sterling Hotel. We were so 

surpised when he said  wanted to talk to us about something important but he would explain why, 

when we got there. Fred and I didn’t know what to think. We got settled in our room and had 

dinner, and Uncle Fred sat Fred and I down in his hotel room and explained to us in his will, he was 

leaving me 25 houses he had built and was renting them out, and collecting the rent every month to 

families in Scranton, and I was not to sell them, because it would always be a source of income for 

us.. He also told us he was also leaving Aunt Vina, Momma and Dorothy some real estate too, and 

was leaving the bulk of his estate to me. We there there only for the week-end, and Sunday 

afternoon, before we left, he wanted Fred to see the beautiful waterfalls and scenery nearby, that he 

loved so much. 

 

               

 

             1948 September  Fred and Rose in Wilkes Barre visiting  Uncle Jake  

We always stayed in touch, and he would write how he missed my visits, and hoped Fred and I would 

still come see him. He was thrilled when I wrote and told him in 1949, we bought a new house on 

Long Island and were moving in soon. We  took pictures of it and sent them to him and he probably 

laughed, because it was a little ranch house in a development of many, compared to the two stories 

houses he built.  

In 1950, having had several miscarriages,I wrote him I was pregnant and finally everything seemed to 

be going well this time. Uncle Jake wrote wrote that he wanted to come see us and the new house, 
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and would call when he got back from Chicago, that he was going to see his wife.  

When he was coming back on the train, he had a heart attack and died. Because of the history I had 

when I was pregnant, the doctor did not to travel to the funeral in Laceyville. Aunt Vina went and 

said she saw his wife at the funeral.  

We never heard anything from Uncle Jake’s lawyer or anyone else. and neither did Momma, Aunt 

Vina or Dorothy, and we decided not to pursue it, since there was nothing in writing about what he 

told us about the houses he said he was leaving me. We didn’t know the name of his lawyer in 

Wilkes-Barre, or in Laceyville, or what his wife’s name was, or if he was still married to her. For all 

we knew, he could have changed his will and left everything to her.  

There was something about him I loved, perhaps because he enjoyed life so much and loved people. 

He was always smiling and was a joy to be around. I have often wondered why he asked us drive to 

go see him, so he could talk to us about the houses he was leaving me in the will, and tell us what we 

should and shouldn’t do with them. We were both young, 23, and didn’t realize how important it was 

that we ask question and know what  he was telling us, when he was showing us what was written in 

a cloth ledger book he had. Since Momma, Aunt Vina and Dorothy,  never heard anything from 

anyone either, we never knew what happened to Uncle  Jake’s estate.  

At least we have nothing but wonderful memories of a man. who greatest joy was always trying to 

make everyone happy. 

 

     

 

.DAVID AND ROSE VANDERWORKER SQUIRES 

We know little about my great-grandfather,except he fought in the Civil War, and when the war was 

over, he came home and got married. He cut down trees an built a log cabins around Delaware Gap, 

Pennsylvania. He had a son David, who was born in 1865. David his younger brother grew up on a 

mountain and played with the Indian children that lived on the same side of the mountain, in tents 

with their familes . He never went to school, and neither did the Indian boys, and they played 

together, and when they went hunting David refused to go, he could never kill any animal, and he 

never did. 

 The log cabin his father built, was one big room, with a dirt floor and a walk-in firelace. There was a 

loft on one side where they kept the hay for the horses and cows. That was where David and his 

younger brother slept on the hay, no beds, the hay. To get up there, they had to climb a straight 

wooden ladder nailed to a main beam. To keep warm in the winter they had heavy quilts  their mother 

made, and their their pillows were made with chicken feathers, their mother gathered and saved, year 

round from the chickens they had.  
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The walk-in fireplace was where their mother did all the cooking and baking in big black iron pots 

that hung over the fire. His parents bed was at the far end of the room, with a screen in front of it, and 

they had 2 large bureaus to keep their clothes. At the other end was big round oak table, four chairs 

and a kerosene lamp that sat in the middle of the table.  

David never learned to read or write, but his mother taught the boys passages of the Bible, like her 

mother taught her. David’s father madea living being a sawyer, cutting down trees and building log 

cabins. David learned the trade, by working with him. When he was 28, his father told him it was 

time he went out on his own, and gave him some money, a blanket, a rifle which he refused to take, 

and he gave me one of his horses.  When he said ‘good-bye’, David would never see his parents or his 

younger brother again. He rode north thinking he would find plenty of of work,  up through 

Pennsylvania with no luck.  

He stopped in Towanada, and fould his mother’s cousins, she told him about, and stayed the night, 

and found he had another cousin, not too far away in Athens. He stayed with them overnight, then 

contiuned up through New York  only to find no one wanted log cabins anymore. Along the way he 

did odd jobs in exchange for something to eat, slept in their barns at night, they gave him hay and 

water for his horse, because that was what people did back then 

When he got as far as Hornell, in the middle of the state, he gave up and decided he was going back 

home. He was so disappointed having traveled for months, no one wanted a log cabin, when he was 

sure he was going to make some money, he had nothing. He couldn’t read or write, and the only thing 

he could do was cut down trees and build log cabins that one one wanted. 

 Life looked very bleak to him, and he was about to turn around and go back, because women wanted 

houses with lots of windows,and  a front door and a porch. That was when he happen to meet Rose 

Vanderworker, in Hornell. She was l6, and he fell in love with her and she fell head over heels in love 

with him .He had no work and no money, when he wanted to marry Rose,   John Vanderworker, 

disapproved of the marriage, being an officer and an engineer, ahe was concerned Rose wanted marry 

David, because he had no job or money.  

David made little money cutting down trees for the wood burning stoves, and it was not enough to 

support a family or the life style Rose had been accostomed to. They were in love and they got 

married and  found a house along the railroad tracks, because that was all David could afford. He rode 

around town  looking for work and asked who needed wood, for their woodstove,, Not having a 

wagon, he had to borrow one of the neighbors to bring the wood down off the mountain and stack it 

up in the woodsheds for them. He was busy in the winter, but, had to wait until someone needed more 

wood, before he could make anyh money again. Rose was pregnant every year, she lost as many 

babies that lived. and it was a hard life, but, still they were very happy together. 

In the summer he made a little money when someone needed an extra hand to bring the hay in or hoe 

their garden. David could never get ahead. They were too poor to own a horse and buggy let alone an 

open wagon to haul the wood down off the maintain and they had to walk to wherever they had to go.  
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Rose’s father felt since she was married, it was not his place to tell her that she  made a terrible 

mistake marrying David. Rose was having miscarriages and still borns, and lost several babies that 

lived and then died.  Eventually, she would have six children that survived Vina, Aaron Leo Myrtle, 

Ervin, Lily.  

When her youngest sister, Vine got married when the doctor tole her, she wasn’t able to have 

children. Rose cried with her, being Vine was her youngest sister,the baby she had raised, she decided 

she would let her adopt her Vina, who was 9 at the time, because she named Vina after her.  She was 

always pregnant and having one baby after the other, and she let Vine adopt Vina.  They lived in a 

lovely home in Hornell and she kne she would have everything a little girl would want. Shesent her to 

a Catholic School, and with all she did for her to make her happy, all Vina wanted was to go back 

home.  

When David told Rose he was moving the family to Towanda, Pennsyalvania, she cried,”But, I don’t 

want to leave Hornell.”  

 David wanted to leave because he was convinced his luck would change if he did, they had two 

houses that burned to the ground from passing trains and when the traveling doctor took Aaron and 

Lily’s tonsils out, the had become mutes, and he told her, “I havenever had any luck in Hornell.”  

In 1909, he borrowed an open wagon and two horses from his neighbor next door and he moved the 

crying family to Towanda, a l00 miles south of Hornell,  He always wanted to live there, because 

several years ago, when he was on his horse, going through Towanda, he stopped in to see his cousins 

and he was impressed how well they were doing. They owned a big dairy farm, had hired help and a 

beautiful house. He tried to convince Rose, when they moved there, she was going to have a big 

house and a farm like they had.   

His cousins were not too happy they had to follow David all the way to Hornell, so he could return 

the horses and wagon, but he had no way to get back toTowanda if they didn’t. They found a house 

for them, in East Towanda, but it was along the tracks again. That house burned down shortly after 

they moved in, when a red hot coal landed on the roof, from a passing train.  

Then they moved into a house a couple of miles up the road, in a small town called 

Wysox/Myersberg and Rose was very happy to see in back of the house, there was a creek  instead of 

railroad tracks, not realizing that creek flooded sometimes in the spring.  Wysox was where Momma, 

Leo, Ervin and Earl Pipher went to a one-room schoolhouse together.. Aaron and Lily couldn’t go, 

being they were mutes, they had to stay home. Lily helped her mother in the kitchen and David 

helped his father do odd jobs here and there.   

Meanwhile, Rose was still getting pregnant and had 3 more babies, after they moved to Wysox. 

Raymond lived 2 weeks, and little Eva lived 9 months, and Dr. Brown told her, they both died of 

pneumonia.,.The following year,  she had a still born baby and as a result of her delivering her own 

babies, she almost died of a very serious infection. She got pregnant again, and had Dorothy, a premie 
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in January of 1914, and she only wieghed 4 pounds, but she did live.  

 

The summer before,Vina was 15 and she visiting her mother for 2 weeks, in Wysox, when she met 

Henry Hardenstine, that lived up the road in Eat Towanda.. They fell in love and when she went back 

to Hornell, they wrote one another every day and he asked her to marry him on her 16th  birthday, 

March 9th, 1913  and she wrote right back,  yes, we’ll get married in June.   

Vina wanted  to be married in Henry’s Baptist Church in Wysox, the same church that her family 

went to every Sunday, even though Aunt Vine raised her as a Catholic and sent her to a Catholic 

school, they wanted to be married in the Baptist Church, and Henry bought a house for her, in East 

Towanda. 

                                           *                     *                     * 

The little Baptiat Church in Wysox, was where Myrtle first met Mrs. Emily Eggleston in 1909, after 

they moved there  Their father saw they all went to the Baptist church every Sunday. When Mrs. 

Eggleston met Myrtle, she  asked her what her name was. she told her “Myrtle Squires, and my 

mother’s name is Rose and my father’s name is David and I have 3 brothers and 3 sisters, but my 

oldest sister was adopted, she doesn’t live withus.” Mrs. Eggleston raised her eyebrow and sort of 

laughed, and wondered why. S he would look for Myrtle after services on Sunday, because she found 

she really enjoyed talking to her.  

Myrtle would smile and tell Mrs. Eggelston, ‘Did you know we just moved here from Hornell, New 

York?” She nodded that she did. “Well, my mother is really mad at my father for making her move 

here, because she did not want to leave Hornell. She told him that her father and her brothers and her 

sister Vine, live there that is why she didn’t want to leve. My mother let her sister Vine adopt my 

sister Vina, because Aunt Vine can’t have any babies. When my mother did that I was so upset and so 

was my father, because we love Vina, and we miss her so much. But, we write each other all the time, 

she lives in a ver nice house in town, and you wouldn’t beliee all the dolls and toys she has. We live 

along the railroad tracks. Where do you live? Do you have any children?” 

Mrs. Eggleston laughed, “To answer your first question, we live just up the road and yes, we have 2 

grown children, Richad and Helen. Helen is about 10 years older than you. They live in the city and 

have busy lives of their own.”  

Myrtle had no idea how wealthy the Egglestons were or they had 9 in help. Mrs. Eggleston usually 

looked for Myrtle after services, and they would talk ahwile before she walked home with her family. 

She liked how she talked on and on and was so curious about so many things, and the funny questions 

she asked. 

 She had to laugh when Myrlte bragged to her, “Do you know I can climb a tree faster than any of the 

boys in school, and you should see how good I am at catching snakes, because I know how to hold 
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them in back of their head, so they can’t bite me or get away’. 

Mrs. Eggleston gasped, “But, Myrtle, I really don’t think you should be doing that.” and she 

cautioned her “There are a lot of poisonous snakes around here. I hope you realize that. Myrtle just 

shrugged,, “I know, but I’m not afraid of them, I’m really not.”  

Mrs. Eggleston rolled her eyes up telling her, “You should be afraid, because if one of those rattle 

snakes ever turns around and bites you, you do realize they can kill you.Oh Myrtle, your poor mother 

must have her hands full with you.’ Myrtle laughed, “She does,because I don’t obey her  is why she 

keeps beating me, and I have black and blue marks all over me. “Just so you know, t’s not that I do 

anything bad, she just likes to hit me, because she never hits my brothers, its always me. ” Mrs. 

Eggleston was surprised to hear that.  

 David Squires, was a very quiet but religious man, but Rose was was just the opposite. It hurt him to 

see Myrtle get a beating, he loved her, and would try to make her feel better by talking to her,not that 

she ever listened.  The first thing he did when they moved to the house in East Townada, was join the 

Baptist Church and every Sunday, the entire Squires family walked up the road to church, rain or 

shine, because he never could own a horse and buggy and they were used to walking wherever they 

had to go. 

One Sunday, Mrs. Eggleston was laughing, while she was listening to some of the outrageous stories 

Myrtle was telling her, about the kind of life she had at home. She would raise her eyebrows thinking 

she has to be exaggerating when heard her say, her mother beats her black and blue. She was looking 

to talk to her mother, having heard from some of he women at church, that Rose Squires does 

flawless ironing, was why she wanted to hire her to their laundry. After they chatted, she tol Rose that  

every Monday morning,  one of the maids would drop off about 2 baskets of laundry at her house.   

After talking to Rose, she realized the stories Myrtle had told her were true, because her mother told 

her that she was always in some kind of  trouble and  as many times as she beat her black and blue, it 

didn’t do any good, and she seemed very proud to tell her, I never have to hit my boys, they never get 

in trouble like Myrtle does.”  Mrs. Eggleston began to wonder about Myrtle, was she the sweet girl 

she thought she was, becayse she wasn’t so sure after talking to her mother.  

When Mrs. Eggleston came back to Wysox the following summer,,she heard that Rose Squires ,was 

teaching the women how to make quilts on Wednesday afternoons over at the church.  Mrs. Eggleston 

decided she would like to learn because she was a little tired of doing the red roses, in different 

shades of red, byt the needlework for the pillows came out nicer than she thought, because she had 

several pieces of lovely red silk with different designs on it, that she always wanted to try and make a 

small quilt with it, to keep on the love seat in the parlor.  After she went ti the qullting bee a few 

times, she was enjoying  making the quilt, but it did bother her that she had to cut up all those 

beautiful pieces of red silk into squares and rectangles, and it was taking a longer than she thought it 

would because she found it was not that easy to sew them together and keep them in a straight row, 

and not let them buckle or pull the thread too tight, but she was very pleased how it was turning out.  
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Myrtle considered Mrs. Eggleston her friend, seeing how she liked to talk to her after church every 

Sunday, but what she didn’t know was that Mr. and Mrs.Richard Eggleston were very wealthy.and 

they ownd 3 homes, a brownstone house in New York City, the house in Wysox and a big summer 

home, on Sports Island, one the Thousand Islands, in Alexander Bay.  

Emilie Eggleston first husband Robert A. Packer, died at 41, in1883.They had no children, and Emilie 

became a widow at a very young age of 23, when her first husband Robert died from kidney failure, 

while other records say p;neumonia, while they were at their winter home in St. Augustine, Florida 

.Robert was very successful man, and ran several of his father’s railroad companies. 

 He was the 5th child out of 7 that died and the following year his brother Harry died at 34, leaving  

Mary, she was the only one that survived. and she died in 1912, thirty years after Robert. Their father 

Asa Parker died in 1879, four years befor Robert.  

They named a hospital The Robert A. Packer Hospital, and it opened in 1885 in Sayre, Pennsylvana 

and it has since grown and become affiliated with the Mayo Clinic in Minnesota, that started out to be 

a hospital just for the employees of the railroad company and it grew and grew into a huge modern 

hospital. 

Robert’s father Asa Packer was a remarkable man. He started with nothing and  when he died in 

1879, he was richest man in all of Pennsylvania.  

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          85 

 

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

Asa Packer (1805-1879) was born into humble circumstances to Elisha and Desire Packer on 

December 29, 1805 in Mystic, Connecticut.  He left home when he was seventeen and set out on foot 

to Brooklyn, Pennsylvania where be apprenticed as a carpenter to his cousin, Edward Packer. In 

1827, Asa traveled to New York seeking employment, but to no avail. He returned to Susquehanna 

County within a year.   

 

On January 23, 1828, Asa married Sarah Minerva Blakslee (1807-1882). They rented and tilled a 

farm  belonging to Sarah’s father.  The crops where poor, and the markets distant, and by the end of 

four years, they were just as poor as when they had first started.    

  

"The other day, Asa Packer died, the richest man in the Commonwealth, and second to  

none in grandeur of achievement and measure of influence.  His whole career is another example eof 

what young men in this country may accomplish through keen intelligence, dauntless energy and 

unyielding integrity." 

 

Harper's Weekly, June 4, 1879, Volume XXIII 

 

Humble Beginnings 

Coming To Mauch Chunk 

 

In the winter of 1832, hearing men were needed to captain coal barges on the Lehigh Canal, Asa 

traveled to Mauch Chunk, Pennsylvania.  Once there, he made an engagement to hire out for the 

summer, and later, returned home to settle his affairs.  In the spring of 1833, the Packer family set 

out for Mauch Chunk.   

 

The canal system had its drawbacks and a faster method of transportation was needed to move coal.  

In October of 1851, risking financial ruin, Asa purchased nearly all the controlling stock and interest 

for the unfinished Delaware, Lehigh, Schuylkill and Susquehanna Railroad.  By November, 1852, he 

expended the railroad from Mauch Chunk to Easton, Pennsylvania, in exchange for the company’s 

stocks and bonds. And on October 16, 1861, the Packers settled in their Italianate Villa in Mauch 

Chunk, Pennsylvania. 

In October 2011, we celebrated the 150th anniversary of completion of their new home. This Fall we 

will be celebrating the 100th anniversary of Mary Packer Cummings's generous gift to the town of 

Mauch Chunk. Check back for more details! 

On January 23, 1878, Asa and Sarah celebrated their 50th Wedding Anniversary. The Packers were 

married for fifty-one and a half years, their life together was marked by tragedy.  Daughters, 

Catharine, Malvina and Gertrude all passed away before the age of three.  Lucy Eveline (1832-

1873), Robert Asa (1842-1883) both passed away from pneumonia.  Harry Eldred (1850-1884) 
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passed away from cirrhosis of the liver and Mary Hannah (1839-1912) passed away peacefully in her 

sleep.  In Remembrance 

 

Asa never fully forgot his humble beginnings, and his generous deeds spoke for him.  

A philanthropist throughout his lifetime, Asa gave 33 million dollars to the town of Mauch Chunk and 

the Lehigh Valley.  At the time of his passing, Asa retained an estate valued at 54 and a half million 

dollarsm un 1879.   

 

In 1912, Mary Packer Cummings, who held the same philanthropic ideals as her father, willed the 

family’s home and all of its contents to the Borough of Mauch Chunk where it would remain as a 

memorial to her father and his accomplishments.  

 

 In 1954, the Bear Mountain Lions Club (now Jim Thorpe Lions Club) was interested in sponsoring a 

community project, and approached the Borough about opening the Mansion’s doors, and the 

Mansion has been open to the public since Memorial Day 1956. 

 

 

Mary Packer 

Cummings\++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

 
 

 
 

 

 

U.S. National Historic Landmark  

U.S. NATIONAL HISTORIC LANDMARK 

 

 

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/National_Historic_Landmark
http://www.nps.gov/nr/travel/delaware/cen.htm
http://www.nps.gov/nr/travel/delaware/car.htm
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The Asa Packer Mansion, 

built in 1860, sits high 

above the town of Jim 

Thorpe. The mansion was 

the home of Asa Packer 

(1805-1879), a prominent 

Pennsylvania industrialist, 

philanthropist and public 

servant, who began his 

career making canal boats. 

Asa Packer came to town as 

an apprentice boatbuilder. 

He died 57 years later as a 

millionaire, after founding 

boatyards, construction and 

mining companies, the 

Lehigh Valley Railroad, 

and Lehigh University. His 

three-story Victorian 

Italianate building has a 

center hall plan, though at 

each end of the house is a 

one-room extension with a 

bowed end. Several stylistic 

details ornament mark the 

exterior, including an 

Italianate roof and elaborate 

wooden brackets, Gothic 

window arches, and Gothic 

gingerbread trefoil motifs 

trimming the verandah. 

Interior detailing and furnishings reflect the wealth and 

influence of the owners. The Main Hallway features fine 

woodcarvings by European artisans. The Gothic motif is used 

throughout, and is particularly dramatic in the woodcarvings in 

the Main Hall and stairs and the bracketed ceiling and stained-

glass windows in the dining room. The Asa Packer Mansion 

has been preserved, complete with original furnishings, and is 

open to the public.   

 

Exterior and Interior 
photographs of the 
mansion  
Photographs by Sue 
Pridemore and the Asa 
Packer Mansion Museum 

 
Portrait of Asa Packer 
Photograph courtesy of the 
Asa Packer Mansion Museum 
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MR. AND MRS. RICHARD EGGLESTON 

Richard and Emilie Eggleston primary home was in New York City, where they lived 9 months of the 

year, and they traveled back and forth in their private railroad cars, equpped a kitchen and dining car, 

and all the help they needed, going to either their summer home in Wysox or on Sport Island, one of 

the Thousand Islands.   

 My mother loved to tell us when she was on the train with them,  from 1914 unil 1923 that all the 

head rests, bed sheets, towels, linens, napkins were embroidered with her name, “EMILIE’ on them, 

even all the dishes had her name on them. The Eggleston’s had 2 grown children Helen and Richard, 

and they often came to visit their parents.. 

 Emilie enjoyed being in their summer home in Wysox because she grew up there and she was the 

only daughter of the Hon. Victory E. Poilette, who was also in politics and was well-known in the 

local newspaper in1881, and traveled back and forth to Washington D.C.   

Mr. Eggleston favorite place was their summer home, on Sports Island..Their home there had a long 

pier to accomodate their big yacht, that had  2 captains and a crew aboard because. Mr. Eggleston 

enjoyed deep sea fishing. He liked to invite his friends from the city to go deep fishing and they’d be 

gone for 2 or 3 days, with a cook, and maids and a butler aboard.  

Their primary home was a brownstone house in New York City. It was on Riverside Drive aound 80th 

Street and the windows faced a spectacular view of the Hudson River . During the  winter months 

they liked to entertain,and they had 9 in help and an English butler called George.Momma was Mrs. 

Eggleston’s personal maid and was with her for 10 years, and she always told us, that Mrs. Eggleston 

was unbelievably good to her and how she loved to travel back and forth with them  in their  private 

railroad cars.. 

Mrs. Eggleston made sure she was always dressed nice and bought her clothes in the same stores on 

5th Avenue, where she bought her own clothes. Once a week she paid for her to go to the beauty 

parlor, to have her hair done, so she would look nice whenever she was out with her, being she had 

given her the title of, ‘personal maid’. My mother never forgot what she done for her, and would say, 

“I didn’t realize it then, because I was too young,  but what a wonderful thing she did to take me in 

her home like she did. But, every penny I made,  my mother got, because she demanded that Mrs. 
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Eggleston send my entire pay to her.  and Mrs. Eggleston would send her money orders, but she 

always saw that I had spending money for myself. She really worried about me and taught me so 

much  and that is hwy every night I a say a prayer for her and for Mrs. Hardon, before I go to sleep.  

  

 

LIFE AT THE TURN OF THE CENTURY 

When my grandmother married my grandfather in1891 it would be quite different life for her, 

compared to the life she had at home,  even though she had the monumental job of bringing up her 

sister and brothers, when their moher died, she was so young. Her father saw the children  were well 

taken care of, and they had a nice home and a horse and buggy and he saw they all went to church on 

Sunday.  Rose was 16 and David Squires, was 27 when they got married and  lived along the railroad 

tracks in Hornell. David had no job or work and the only way he could make money was cutting 

down trees for peoplewho needed wood for their wood stoves. She was  pregnant every year, and had 

miscarriages and still born babies, which was not uncommon back then. to be pregnant every year.  

My grandmohter had 6 children that lived andt she delivered them by herself, Vina, Aaron, Myrtle, 

Lily, Leo and Ervin. When they moved to Wysox, Pennsylvania, she had 3 more babies, a boy that 

lived 2 weeks, and little girl that lived to be 9 months. And when she had a still born baby, she almost 

died from infection,.as a result of that birth. In December of  I913, she was pregnant again and had 

Dorothy, a  preemie,  and she lived. Two months later in February 1914,  Aunt Vina married Uncle 

Henry, but they did not expect the new baby, Dorothy to live.being she only weighed 4 pounds, but 

she did.,and , she out lived  her sisters and brothers, and was 88 when she died in 2002, in East 

Towanda.  

Being my grandfather, David Squires,was a sawyer and that was all he knew how to do, was cut 

down trees whenever someone needed wood. He could not read or write, or count money when they 

paid him.and so all their married lives they were poor and they had all those children, and they never 

could not afford to own a horse and wagon to haul the wood down off the mountain and bring it to the 

house that needed the wood, he always had to borrow a neighbors wagon, but he always gave them 

some wood to return the favor.  

Life was hard. It was a constant struggle for them to have enought eat. They had to depend on having 

a big garden every year. Gramma canned everything and anything she could put her hands on, 

because she made sure they had something to eat during the winter months.  

At night, she sat next to the kerosene light and would make  all the children’s clothes by hand and 

their father resoled their shoes with cowhide their neighor tanned. And he turned the deerskin he gave 

him,  inside out and made warm winter boots for all the children and sewed the souls on with waxed 

thread to made them waterrproof. That is how it was how it was, when my grandmother raised her 

children, at the Turn of the Century. 
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When my mother married my father in 1924, he worked for Sheffield Farms delivering milk. It was a 

good job, but a milkman did not make a lot money. What a different life she had compared to her life 

at home,  they lived in a walk up apartment in New York City that had steam heat,an ice box,  hot 

water, gas stove, they had a washing machine with wringers , a big wooden radio, and a wind up 

RCA wooden phongraph about 4 feet high, and most of their wedding gifts were electric appliances a 

vaacum cleaner,  toaster, electric coffee pot. When you compare what her mother’s life was like, with 

only 15 years difference. it doesn’t seem possible so much had changed in so little time, all because 

of electricity. 

Twenty five years later, when I got married in May of 1948. My life was so different compared to my 

mothers . We had a new house, heat was in the floors of the house, an electrolux vaacum , a washer a 

dryer, waxing machine for the floor, an RCA TV,  electric stove,  electric phonograph and the records 

changed themselves  an electric mixer , LPs, portable radios and a dishwasher. We went to drive-in 

movies, and the children fell asleep on the back seat with pillows and blankets, and we had the car 

heater going.   

When our daughter Rosemary got married in 1971, her first daughter only lived one day, then Barbara 

Rose was born1975, a hundered years after my grandmother. She grew up with computers, printers, 

color TV’s and cable TV, internet, CD’s, cell phones, and we went to the moon in 1969 and almost 

every child had their own cell phone. 

 Barabara was always independent. Her mother was divorced and she put herself through college and 

graduated as a nurse, then went back to college at night, and became a Nurse Practioner. Barbara has 

her own house, bought her own furniture, traveled through Greece ,Italy, Switzerland and gone to the 

Carribbean islands, to California, even done the rapids, has a car, and two cats.Fifty years ago, you 

rarely heard of a woman doing that on her own.  

Todays’s children cannot even imagine what it was like for their grandmothers and great-

grandmothers ,when they were raising children with no electricity, let alone having to use an 

outhouse, and potties and chamber pots in the bedroom at night.  

We take everything for granted, when we slide our hand over the switch to turn on the light and run 

hot water in the tub or take a  shower, We take the clothes out of the washer and throw them in the 

dryer, we hang them back in the closet, when it took our grandparents all day to do what we do in 

little more than an hour. 

 I often wonder, what do we do with all that extra time we have, when they had so little time for 

themselves, and yet they accomplished so much more, at night they crochted and made scarves, hats 

and mittens, they cut up old clothes and make quilts for their beds, they mended clothes , while we 

think nothing of throwing them out and buying new!   

                                               *                   *                    * 

 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          91 

 

The children of today do not know the meaning of  war,  or how many times our boys and men have 

been sent to countries all around the world to fight  wars we never started. 

In 1914-18, our boys were sent to France and Germany during WWI , the war that was to end all 

wars. Then we had the Depression from 1929 until 1941, and it ended with WWII. And that war 

lasted  from December of 1941until August of  1945. It took something so horrible las the Atomic 

Bomb to end the war with Japan.  

 Then we got involved the Korean war in 1950,then theVietnamese War, the war in Iraq in the 80’s, 

Aphganistan and Pakistan, in the 90’s and the war is still going on in 2013. It seems we are always 

sending our men and boys to fight another war. 

 

I will never forget the daythe war was over…how people were screaming in the streets and out the 

windows, repeating the words over and over, the war is over, the war is over. Then the boys began 

coming home from overseas, and while everyone else was rejoicing, there were so many mothers and 

wives at home, weeping for their sons and husbands that would never come home again, and the 

heartbreak they suffered would never go away.  

Once the boys were back home, there were big celebrations in the streets and in the towns. They had 

parades up Fifth Avenue and block parties in the different neighborhoods in Manhattan,  the 

Bronx,Queens, Brooklyn and State Island. People wer blowing their horns everywhere.they were  so 

happy the war was over.  The boys were coming back and they were going to be with their families 

again. 

 It was a slow process before they got all the boys home, and  month after month they were arriving 

on troop ships, from Europe and Asia and little islands in the Pacific. Many of them married the girls 

they left behind and with the G.I. Bill, they bought new homes, with no money down and low 

interest, they could go to college with living expenses, they could open their own business.  Life was 

good  again and there was peace in the world.  

And before we knew it ,in 1950, we we When the boys came home, jobs were plentiful and life was 

never so good as it was in the Fifties and the Sixties. People were happier and kinder to one another 

because they had gone through the Depression for 13 years, then the war, People were beginning to 

enjoy their lives, and families were back together and were sitting down at the table as a family and 

they talked and  laughed together. Unlike what goes on today in most homes with teen-agers. 

re at war with Korea and then Vietnam. After so many of our boys died in WWII. There was no doubt 

it was a terrible thing we had to do, to end the war with Japan, but Truman was brave enough to make 

that decision, to drop the bomb.  

In 1950, less than 5 years, we were involved in another war, and our boys were being sent to Korea, 

and they were there for three years, until 1953.  Then they were sent to Vietnam and what a horrible 
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war that was, they were fighting there from 1962 until1973, again, in a war we didn’t start. The 

stories they told when they came back about the inhumane acts that took place, innocent children 

were strapped with bombs, and sent om the American barracks, and our boys seeing a child, would 

rush to it’s aid and they were blown up and killed.  

We lost thousands of men in the war in Korea and Vietnam,  and for what? It didn’t change anything, 

except all the men and boys that died. Then there we were involved in Iraq and there is war going on 

in Syria, Israel, Palestine, Egypt. Why? 

The people that start these wars, are never the ones that are out there, fighting the war.  It is the 

fathers and sons on both sides that give their lives, while their wives and children at home suffer with 

them being gone, and always wondering, if they will ever come back home?  

 

Meanwhile, the manufacturers and the factories that make the aircraft carriers, battleships, bombers, 

surveillance planes, ammunition,  uniforms,  jeeps, radar systems, rifles, missiles and high tech 

bombs,ambulances, antibiotics,  to name a few,  profit whenever there is a war. 

I don’t think we will ever see the kind of family life we had during the Fifties and the Sixties, again. 

Today most mothers work, and are under so much stress, because they need 2 incomes to pay the 

mortage and the bills, and there are divorced and single mothers that struggle to put food on the table 

and have to pay for their children in day care so they can work.The family life as we once knew it, is 

far and few between, teen agers come and go as they please with no mother home to lay down the 

rules of the house, it reminds me of that old  song……  “Those were the days my friend, we thought 

they would never end!.” But, they did end! 

                                             *                       *                       * 
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THE TWO WEDDING DRESSES 

The third part of the book is about Momma and me and the two wedding dresses.  

What she put me through when I told her, I was going to marry Fred and we decided itwould be on 

May 2, 1948. She was furious that I would marry Fred, when he was a Protestant, and I was a 

Catholic.  

For the next 4 months, until the day before I got married, Momma fought and argued with me and 

made my life so miserable. She ignored me and would only talk to me if she had to, thinking it would 

make me change my mind. After weeks of not talking,  she realized, I was going to marry Fred, 

whether she wanted me to or not. 

One night she came home from work and told me, “I decided as long as you are going to marry ‘him’,  

I am going to make your wedding gown, the way a wedding gown should look. She showed me 

several pictures she had of Princess Elizabeth’s wedding that took place in London, in November of 

1947, just a few months ago. She held up one of the pictures up for me to see and smiled as she 

pointed to the Bridesmaid’s dress Princess Anne was wearing, “Look at the lace in that dress, don’t 

you see how similar it is to the lace curtains I have been saving since 1919, and I have enough to 

make Mary Jane’s a Bridesmaid dress too.:  

I couldn’t believe what she said,  and asked her annoyed, “Why are you talking about making me a 

wedding gown for, when  I have the dress I am going to wear and so does Mary Jane. What makes 

you think I’d ever wear dress made from those dirty old curtains,?”  

It was the way Momma was smiling at me, I knew she was up to something. She took a deep breath 

before she said, “Well, I don’t care what you say. I am going to make them whether you want me to 
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or not, and  you are going to feel so proud when you  put that dress on,,when I am finished with 

them., those dresses are going to be so beautiful.  ”  

 I was gasping when I heard what she was saying and kept asking myself. What is wrong with her, 

why  would she even suggest such a thing?” My heart was pounding to think she  would want her 

daughter to wear  a wedding gown made from those disgusting old things. I remembered  how my 

sister and I used to hate when Momma would drag that box of curtains out into the dining room,  so 

she could look at them.  

She would tell us what we already knew by heart, because she had told the same thing so many times, 

‘These curtains were very expensive, because they were hand made by nuns in a convent in France. 

and when Mrs. Eggleston redecorated, she gave them to me when I was 19, beause I had always 

admired them, nd I made sure nothing ever happened to them.“ They had been been in that  3’ X 3’ 

cardboard box for 30 years? So why couldn’t she see how they had yellowed and oxidized over time, 

and they stank, they were so old.  

The last time I saw her take them out, they were black from all the coal dust that had accumulated on 

them, year after year, from all the soot from the chimneys in the back yard, would find it’s way down 

in the box because Momma insisted on leaving the window open a little at the top…, and  that soot 

somehow found it’s way into the box year after year..  

My sister and I both knew Momma loved those curtains and she saved them all those years because to 

her they were ‘so beautiful’. They sat in that box because she could never hang them up at any of the 

windows where we lived. They were always too big and too wide, and they would lay on the floor. 

Then she’d fold them back up and stuff them back down in the box, and be so disappointed..   

When it rained on Momma’s Sunday afternoon off,  we would be so disappointed because we had 

waited all week to be with Momma,  and we knew she was  going to drag that box with the curtains it, 

out of Anna’s room, just to  look at thm. She’d stand there and hold one of them up because they 

were  huge, and want us to look at the roses on them that the nuns had crocheted on them and the 

sprays on wheat that were on it, and show us the unusual borders that were on them , that looked like 

the Greek key, and she tell us, ‘I don’t think you girls  appreciate how beautiful these lace curtains 

are,  but, one day, when you get older, you will. ’ My sister I would try not to giggle when Momma 

would be putting the curtain back in the box, and we didn’t dare let Momm know we were laughing at 

her and those old curtains.   

When she’d come out of Anna’s room, we could tell she was a little annoyed at us,when she’d  tell us 

again,  “ I worked for Mrs. Eggleston, from 1913 until 1924, and I only left because I married 

Daddy..Those lace curtains used to hang in her front parlor. And so many times, I would stand there 

and admire them. when Id watch the big ocean liners go up and down the river. I was so happy to be 

there that, I used to wish that some day I could live in New York City.”  

Then she’d sigh, “ I have such wonderful memoires of when I was there with Mrs. Eggleston.  I was 
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very lucky to be with someone like her.” We’d sigh and listen and we didn’t say a word, because 

hearing that  didn’t make us like those drty old curtains any better.. 

The day of the wedding was getting closer, I was so happy everytime I could mark off another day off 

the calender, I kept in my drawer. Being in the same house with Momma, became more and more 

difficult, and it hurrt to know, I didn’t dare mention my wedding to Momma. Not only did she not 

talk to me, when we passed one another downstairs in the hall, she put her back up against the wall 

and look at the floor, to avoid any eye contact , until I passed by. At night I cried myself to sleep 

thinking, I should be so happy I was getting married, and I wasn’t,because of Momma. 

 One night I had to ask her, “Why do you keep fighting with me, when you should be so happy I am 

marrying someone as wonderful as Fred is. You are not being fair saying those mean things about 

him when you don’t even know him and for you to keep saying, you don’t want to know him that 

hurts me, because I love Fred.. We should be making plans for the wedding and looking for a place 

where we can have the reception.” And the look she gave me , seeing how she was drawing her 

breath in and letting it out, I didn’t say another word.  

I started to cry andlooked her in the eye and told her, ‘Momma you know I love you and I love Fred 

too. and I am going to marry him, and you are just going to have to accept that we are going to get 

married on May 2nd, ” Momma  pushed me out of her way and stomped out of the room, and the look 

she gave me, was so unlike her.but it was her way of letting me know she didn’t not want to hear 

anything about the wedding.   

The days were turning into weeks and the weeks were turning into months, and the day of the 

wedding was getting closer and I had no desire to do anything for the wedding. When I came home 

from work I stayed in my room and looked forward to the week- end, so I could be with Fred We 

didn’t see one another during they week, but he would call me. because it didn’t cost anything, 

because his father worked for the telephone company. He had to get up early in the morning and drive 

from Yonkers, to La Quardia Field, where he worked at TWA.  

What made me happy, was how we got along so well, that I hatged to have to go home and leave 

him.We both  liked the same music, and we enjoyed drawing.  Fred would make funny cartoons of 

Donald Duck and send them to me with a funny  saying on them.  

We would sit together in his mother’s loiving room, in  a big comfortable chair in front of their new 

big wooden RCA phonograph player, and listen to the the records he had, the plays that were on 

Broadway, and he had several records of George Wright playing the pipe organ at Radio City Music 

Hall, that he liked to sit and listen to every note, wishing he was playing that big organ. I was 

fascinated by their new record player and I’d watch Fred put several records at one time, and the 

records would drop down automatically, as one record finished, the next one played, without touching 

it.  

I had an old fashioned RCA record player in my room that was about 4 feet high and U had to wind it 
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up and it played one record at time.Sometimes we’d go over to Howard Johnson’s for ice cream, then 

take a ride out in the country. For  me it was a big treat, but not for Fred, since he lived in Yonkers, 

the suburbs, but he knew I enjoyed it, and he’d laugh and ask, “  

When Fred and I got engaged at New Years,, his mother suggested  I stay over on Saturday nights, 

instead of having him drive me all the way home and go back Sunday morning to pick me up  and go 

back to his mother’s house.  I thought that was a good idea, to save him from all that driving, 

especially when it snowed, it would take him almost 2 hours to get home. When I told Momma, 

Fred’s mother had invited to stay over on Saturday nights,, I could tell she was horrified at the 

thought, hat I would dare do such a thing,  but, she didn’t say a word,she just breathed in and out and 

glared at me and that was that.  

 I stayed at Fred’s house on Saturday nights and on Sunday, his  mother made a nice dinner. I’d set 

the table and help with the dishes. and felt very comfortable being there.  I loved hearing Fred play 

the Hammond organ, even though he was still learning to play it because he had just bought a few 

months ago. His Momma let me know, she did not approve of mim buying it, because it took up half 

her living room and it had a separate chest for the Leslie speakers. I was not about to get in the middle 

of it, but she was right, it was too big for their living room. When I tried to tell Momma how 

beautifully Fred played the organ, hoping she would realize what a good person he really was, she 

ignored me.     

One night I came home from work and was sitting on my bed, making a list of the people we were 

going to invite to the wedding, on Fred’s side of the family and mine.  I noticed Momma standing in 

the doorway, leaning against the door watching me.  Seeing the look on  her face, I knew she was 

going to start in on me again. She cleared her throat a few times then said, in a very angry tone of 

voice, “I hope you  realize what you are doing Rose, because I don’t think you do.  Becauseif  you 

marry Fred, you will not be allowed to walk down the aisle in church or hear the pipe organ play the 

“Wedding March”, like every bride looks forward to, and you are going to have to be married in the 

rectory. Is that what you want?  Be married in one of those rooms in the rectory?”   

I wouldn’t look at her and wished she would just go away and leave me alone.  Momma started to cry 

and was sobbing so hard,that it really upset me to hear her cry like that and I got up and quietly told 

her, “Momma, what makes you think I don’t know that?”  

Her eyes got real big and she walked out in the dinding room, sobbing, then she stopped and looked 

back at me, as if I had committed a crime, saying,“You are going to regret that you  are not getting 

married in church the way you should.” I let out a long tired sigh, because it was beyond me why she 

thought it was so terrible I was getting married in the rectory!   

My mother hurt me more than she ever realized. Especially, since we had always been so close. When 

I suggested to her, “You should really try to  get to know Fred better, then you would see, he is 

everything I said he is.” Momma looked daggers at me that I dare suggest such a thing, and I 

continued to tell her, “He is very intellegent  and has a lot of integrity which is very important to me, 
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,and he is sincere and honest. He is shy but that is what I love about him.”  

Momma grumbled at me, “I am not interested in what you think about him.”   

The first time I introduced Momma to Fred, we had been going together for ab 6 weeks, and we met 

downstairs in the hall. Momma was coming home from work, we were leaving to go to a big gun 

match. Fred usually did not see me during the week, but that night he wanted me to go with him to 

Riverdale, because they were having a special a NRA competion show, between his gun club and the 

gun club in Riverdale. I happily introduced Fred to Momma and she was so rude to him, she walked 

away and left the two of us standing there and went upstairs.. I was so embarrassed, I didn’t know 

what to say. Fred just laughed it off, but I didn’t, I thought it was a terrible thing she did to him. 

Momma was crying in the dining room, and I decided to let Momma know how I felt about not 

getting married in church and I asked her, “What does it matter whether I walk down the aisle in 

church or we get married in the rectory Momma? Msgr. Quinn is going to marry us and he is going to 

say the same prayers he would say in church,  when he marries us in the rectory. He had a long talk 

with us about what it means to be married and we had to promise to bring the children up Catholic. I 

told him you did not approve of my marrying Fred because he was not a Catholic, and he sighed and 

shook his head.  

When we were leaving, do you know what he said Momma, “I will be only too happy to marry you 

and Fred in the rectory.” And he patted Fred on the back and smiled and told me, “You are going to 

marry a very nice young man. Your mother will get over being upset. I’ve seen this happen again and 

again.”  

Momma looked shocked when she heard we had been to see Mgr. Quinn. She asked me, “You mean 

you went to see Msgr. Quinn and made plans to be married in the rectory, and that is all he said to 

you?”   

 

Momma ran out of the room and was hysterical crying. I think that was when she finally realized, I 

was going to marry Fred, whether she approved of him or not. She obviously, did not like to hear, 

Msgr. Quinn didn’t disapprove of my marrying a Protestant, and that he actually said, ‘he liked Fred, 

which made me feel so much better, knowng Msgr. Quinn would never say it unless he meant it.  

It was almost the end of March, instead of things getting better between us, it was getting worse. I 

wanted Fred to elope and I would never go home again. Fred refused to listen to me. He said, “Your 

mother is not going to ruin our wedding. We will get married in the rectory the way we planned, with 

our friends and family there.”  

 I could not figure out why Momma was so against my marrying Fred because he was a Protestant,  

when she was a brought up a Baptist before she married my father , and so was her mother, sisters 

and brothers Baptists. It didn’t make any sense.. 
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I was crying and talking to Aunt Vina on the phone about the way Momma was so against Fred being 

Luthern, and she told me, your mother only became a Catholic to please your father, because he 

couldn’t get married in the Catholic Church unless she was a Catholic too. That was the only reason 

she converted. Your mother wanted to be married in her own Baptist church, where she had gone 

since she was a little girl. and your father said, “No, that he couldn’t… because it would be a mortal 

sin if he put his foot in a Protestant church.’  

As I listened, I thought to myself, funny Momma never mentioned that to me.       

One night I came home from work and Anna told me, “Your mother called!  She won’t be home for 

dinner, she has to work  late tonight.”   

I was thrilled when I heard that, because I wanted to put on the wedding gown and the rhinestone 

tiara and veil to see how I was going to look the day I got married..  I was so excited I couldn’t wait 

to open the big white shiny box the dress was in. I pulled off my skirt and blouse, and carefully lifted 

the long heavy satin ivory dress out of the box, making  sure it didn’t hit the floor and I hugged the 

dress to me and kissed it and threaded my hands through the long sleeves and the gown slithered 

down over me but when I tried to button the tiny little buttons in the back, I couldn’t reach them and 

did as many as I could. 

I ran and stood in front of the small mirror in our room, and  Iwas shaking when I looked at myself, 

but I could only see the dress from the waist up but. it fit perfectly in all the right places. I grabbed the 

tiara and veil, and slipped the ribbon over my wrist to prevent the train of the dress from dragging on 

the floor 

.My heart was pounding when I ran in my mother’s room and stood in front o fher big three-way  

mirror. I stared at myself, I couldn’t believe that was me in the mirror, and  placed the sparkling 

rhinestone tiara on my head, and fluffed the long veil in back of me. I stood there admiring myself, 

turning to the left and to the right, and was so happy  Iwanted to cry. It was what every girl dreamed 

of, to get married in a beautiful ivory satin wedding gown. I never knew I could look so sexy, until I 

saw myself in that dress, and the rhinestone tiara sparkled as I moved,  while I stod there under the 

overhead light that hung down from the ceiling and, I couldn’t remember being so happy as I was at 

that moment and wishing Fred could see me.   

When I looked in the mirror again, I almost fainted I saw Momma was standing in back of me and 

she had been watching me. I whirled around and we stood there, looking at one another, and neither 

one of us said anything,  Momma just kept looking at me and eyeing the dress up and down. Then she 

ordered me, “Take that dress off! You look terrible in it. I am going to make you the kind of wedding 

gown you should wear the day you get married, with  those beautiful had made lace curtains I have. I 

measured them and there is more than enough for a wedding gown for you and a bridesmaid’s dress 

for Mary Jane. To think of all the years I have been saving them, and I am going to turn them into 

gorgeous wedding dresses for you and Mary Jane.”  
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I thought I was hearing things, and my head was spinning,  listening to her go on and on what she was 

planning to do  and she went on to say. “You know I have been saving those curtains since 1919. You 

don’t want to wear that dress you have on, it is clinging to every curve of your body.” Then she sort 

of whispered, “That  is ‘not’ how a bride should look the day she gets married I got so choked up 

thinking to myself,  ‘And why not?  I knew I look beautiful in that dress. I saw how it fit me,, it was 

almost as though the satin was poured over me, it fit me so well.  I didn’t care what Momma thought. 

This was the dress I was wearing. What mae her think I would ever wear a dress made of of those 

filthy drity curtains? Then I heard her say, I am going to make those dresses whether you want me to 

or not, I know how they are going to look, you don’t.”   

 I couldn’t help bub wonder, why would she want to do such a thing, when she knows I have the 

gown I am going to wear. Why would she want to make me  awedding gown out of those  old 

curtains, just because she always liked them? I was so hurt and angry I could hardly breathe because, 

I realized, it didn’t matter what I thought, she was going to make them.I finally asked her , “Why 

would you waste your time making those dresses, when I told you, I am not wearing it. I love the 

dress I have, and I love how I look in it. And for you to say,  you are making them, whether I want 

you to or not, when I am the bride, Momma,  and it’s up to me to decide what I will wear when I get 

married, not you. Right?”  

The way Momma stood there biting her lip I could tell she was angry, “Well, I am going to make 

them and you will be glad I didn’t listen to you. when you see these dresses, when I am finished with 

them. Then tell me  you don’t want to wear them.” 

 I couldn’t believe what she was planning to do, copy the Bridesmaid’s dress Princess Anne wore at 

her sister, Princess Elizabeth’s Royal Wedding,.a few months ago? What makes her think she can 

possibly make us dresses like that, when she works 6 days a week, and is on her feet all day and the 

wedding was less than 4 weeks away. So I stopped worrying. 

My head hurt so bad, from crying so much.that I was so glad to see Momma go in the kitchen to 

make herself a cup of coffee. She would not drink the coffee Anna made. she called it ‘dishwater’. .. I 

was tired of arguing  with her, and now she had me all upset because she wanted to make me a 

wedding, when I already had one, and make fromthose dirty old lace curtains. My headache was 

getting worse. It was pounding so hard, my head hurt and the room started  going around and round. I 

didn’t know what was happening to me,  I was so dizz that I didn’t dare move and stayed where I 

was, until that feeling left. I realized I had to calm down, because of Momma and the dresses.  I ran  

somecold water on a washcloth and held it to my head, wishing we already married, and I would 

never have to go home again. 

 I thought how Momma and I should be planning my wedding together, lik e mothers and daughters 

usually do. But of course, I knew that was not going to happen, Mary Jane said she would help me  

make a list of the food we were going to have at the reception, that  she knew a nice clean deli, and 

help me order whatever I wanted, and help me because she knew what was served at most weddings, 

because of all the weddings she had been to. I kept putting it off and 3 months had gone by and I had  
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done nothing about ordering the food, or getting things ready for the wedding, except get the dress 

and veil, and Mary Jane had her dress. 

 I was late getting the invitations out, I had them, but I couldn’t sent out until I found  had to find a 

reception hall, and put in the address and directions how to get there. I began to worry whether my 

aunts and cousins that lived in Yorktown and Brooklyn, would go to the wedding”  Being Irish 

Catholics, when they found out Momma’s wasn’t going because Fred is a Protestant, and we are 

going to be married in the rectory, maybe they won’t come. It would put them in an awkward 

position, being Momma is so againt my marrying Fred. 

Things got so bad, I  didn’t think I could take 6 more weeks of being in the same house with Momma. 

I never thought my wedding would to turn out to be such a nightmare. The tears Momma and I have 

shed during these past couple of months, just because Momma did not approve of my marrying Fred.   

At least Mary Jane was trying to see me through it, but I was surprised and hurt that Sonny felt the 

same way as Momma did,  he didn’t think I should marry Fred, and he never even met him. After the 

way Momma treated Fred and was so rude to him,  it was no wonder he refused to go in my house 

with me, not tht I could blame him.  He would walk me to the door, say hello to Anna who was 

always sitting in the kitchen, kiss me and leave. 

                    The next night, when Momma came home she came in my room, holding a small paper bag from 

Bloomingdales. She stood there smiling at me, and as she opened it she was telling me  “Wait until 

see the pattern I bought this afternoon in Bloomingdales.. It looks like the dress Princess Anne wore 

at the Royal Wedding, and this is exactly how your wedding dress is going to look and I an making 

Mary Jane’s dress just like yours, except her dress will have short sleeves and yours will have long 

sleeves. I am going to TINTEX her dresss a sky blue and the blue against her blonde hair, is going to 

look gorgeous.” 

                    I took a deep breath and looked away I wa sgasing.  I did npt want to see the pattern, and she kept 

putting it in front of  me saying, “Please look at it, because I’m so excited that I found this pattern, see 

how similar it is to Princess Anne’s dress. The other night,  I measured the curtains again and there 

are 2 pairs and 2 huge valances, and according tothis pattern, I have more than enough for both 

dresses.” 

                    I couldn’t take listening to Momma go on and on about the dresses/ I thought ,  she doesn’t even 

care I have the dress I want to wear. It is all about what she wants, not what I want.’ I was surprised I 

had the courage to say,“What is wrong with you Momma? You are upsetting me and yourself  over 

those old lace curtains. I don’t want to hear about the dresses you want to make anymore, How could 

even think I’d ever wear a dress made of those old things.”   

 I had had it and didn’t care how mad she was at me, I was not going to be intimidated by her 

anymore. I was beginning to think, maybe it wasn’t because Fred is a Protestant, she doesn’t want me 

to marry him,  maybe she doesn’t want me to ever get married,does she think I should stay home with 
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her?  

Momma left and came back and stood there before she said, “Just so you know, I am not going to go 

to your wedding. I will not sit in the rectory and see you marry him. Not when I brought up a 

Catholic.and sent you to a Catholic school. You made your Communion and  Confirmation in the 

Catholic Church and now you are marrying a Protestant and get married in the rectory when you 

should be walking down the aisle in church where you belong!”    

Momma stomped out of the room and sat down at the dining room table and put her head down on 

her arm and cried like I had never heard her cry before. I hated to see her cry like that, even though 

she had just hurt me, by telling me she was not going to my wedding.  I started to cry, I just coldn’t 

believe she would do that to me. I do think she was so disappointed that, she could not make me 

change my mind , when she was so used to me doing what she said, Was she punishing me by saying 

,’she was not going to my wedding’.  

The days were going by, and I should have been ecstatic, knowng I would be married soon, but I 

wasn’t.  I was so miserable in my own house that I dreaded going home after work. I’d eat out, before 

I went home. Not only was Momma mad at me, Mary Jane said, she wasn’t going to to be my 

bridesmaid, because she knew it would upset Momma, and then she changed her mind after she met 

Fred, and found she really like him, but that it upset her too, to see Momma crying so much..  

My brother Sonny had been stationed in Germany, after WWII, and he had just come back home. He 

let me know, he did not like seein  Momma so upset, because I insisted on marrying Fred. What really 

surprised me,was when he said, ‘You should listen to Momma and wait a year. then maybe you 

would change your mind about him, after what Momma told me about him, You know Momma is 

always right.’  I couldnt’ believe Sonny said that, but he did. He never met Fred, or knew anything 

about him.. The shame of it was, he believed everything Momma said about Fred, and she didn’t 

know the first thing about him. 

Momma told Sonny, Fred was a gangster because he carried a gun, and I was still going to marry him. 

The one time she did meet Fred, he did have a gun in his holster We had been seeing one another 

every week-end for 2 months. Momma had never met Fred because he was at work when he came to 

pick me up on Saturday mornings, an asleep when he came to pick me up on Sunday mornings.  

We told her we were  leaving to going to Riverdale to a gun match. Momma met Fred that one time, 

downstairs in the hall, when he came to pick me up that night.  We were on the way to a gun club in 

Riverdale because his Tuckahoe gun club was in competion with the Riverdale gun club, and it was 

posted in the NRA magazine and they handed out trophies to the best marksman. When I suggested 

that we invite Fred for dinner, so she could get to know him better, she froze, and shook her head and 

threw her hands up in the air and told me, “Rose….Stop….I am not interested in getting to know him 

.”   

I thought perhaps she would change her mind about Fred, if I told her, he has a very good job with 
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TWA at La Quardia field and he got his job back  when he got our of the Army.and he just bught a 

big Hammond organ. I wish you could hear how beautifully he plays it. Momma gave me one o fher 

looks and walked away and did not want to hear what I had to say.  

At least Anna listened to my woes and tried to comfort me, She had been with us since I was 6 years 

old.  When she’d see I’d been crying. she’d make me a cup of tea, and a piece of toast broil with 

cinnamon and sugar on it and bring it in my room to me, with a big smile. I’d thank her, but all the 

years Anna was with us, she never let us hug or kiss her, for reasons we never found out, but I wanted 

to hug her, but, I knew she wouldn’t like it.  

 

Meanwhile I was being treated like an outcast,in my own family. Night after night I’d lay in bed and 

hear the sewing machine going into the wee hours of the morning, because Momma was determined 

she was goingto make those dresse. nI told her, she was wasting her time, becayse I was not wearing 

any dress made from those old curtains, and she saw I already ha the dress I was gong to wear, is 

what I cold notundertand.  

 I didn’t tknow what was wrong with her, or what was motivating her to the point ,that she acted like 

had to make them. Was it to prove to me that she could and would.  I’d get up in the morning, and 

she’d was gone. We used to go to work together every morning because. he worked 2  blocks up from 

me at 55 the N Madsison and. I worked at 53rd and Madison Avenue.  If she wasn’t working 

overtime, I’d wait for her, and we would go home together, tyat was until she heard I was going to 

marry Fred.  

It was a very hard thing for me accept my mother was not going to my wedding, especially when we 

had been so close. We went to the movies together. We went roller skating at the rink on 59th Street. 

She went bowling with me and my friends,and they enjoyed her company, and to think how she is 

avoiding me and won’t talk to me at a time like this, she has to know how she is hurting me, because 

she refuses to get to know Fred, and realize what a wonderful person he reallyis, and then she would 

understand why I love him so much. 

.n the morning when I’d  get up, I’d see bits and pieces of white lace on the linoleum floor, and the 

following week, it was bits and pieces of sky blue lace. It was so obvious what she was doing,  

making those dresses and hiding them in Anna’s room. I didn’t care. I had no interest in seeing them 

or sneaking a look to see what they looked like, I found it all so unecessary what she has been doing 

to me and to herself. 

I was so glad when Mary Jane met Fred, and she said, she really likes him. She showed me the 

bridesmaid’s dress she borrowed from her girlfriend Theresa, it was perfect. A dusty pink satin gown 

very similar to the gown I was wearing. As we looked at it, the two of us laughed to see how similar 

they were and I asked her, did you try it on to see if it fits. She said ‘No, but we are the same size, 

“Theresajust bought it last last month , to be in her sister’s wedding. I have to get silver shoes to go 
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with it, we don’t take the same size shoes” She put it on, she was right, it fit her perfectly and she 

took it ff and put it on a hanger and hung it on the back of the French doors in Momma’s room, and it 

made me nervous seeng her do that.  

Mary Jane kept reminding me, ‘Rose, I wish you would stop worrying about those dresses. You 

knowthe seams are going to fall apart after she sews them together, because they’re so old. They were 

made around 1885.” I agreed that was what would happen to them.  

Mary Jane asled Sonny to help us find a reception hall, and at first he hesitiated, because he really 

didn’t want to get involved, because of Momma. But, he did . He borrowed a friend’s car and took us 

uptown on Broadway and 208th St. When I saw it was so far uptown,. I asked Mary Jane, “I don’t 

know, do you think people will want to come way up here? “  

 

She laughed, “You kidding, of course they will.” It was a nice reception hall, and I put a deposit on it. 

and thanked Sonny for finding it for me. He was definitely,  not his usual self, and he let me know, he 

still felt I was wrong the way I was hurting Momma, just because I wanted to get married to someone 

Momma didn’t like. He didn’t argued with me about it, he continued to act very cool towards me, and 

that was not like him.  

Mary Jane whispered to me, “Don’t say anything, just let him alone, He’ll come around. H e loves 

Momma, and you have to understand, he was overseas for a long time..and it upsets him seeing how 

Momma’s been crying and  maybe he feels he wants to protect her.”  

When we went home, Momma was in bed resting so he could get up later on and start sewing the 

dresses in the middle of the night. Mary Jane helped me put the address and the directions in with the 

invitations and sealed them and I asked her, “I wondered how many people will come, when they 

hearr Momma isn’t going.”  

She looked at me surprised and continued to put the stamps on the return envelopes and on the 

invitations and told me, ‘I don’t know, but I am putting these invitations the mailbox tonight, because 

you know, these should have gone out weeks ago..”  

As she started out the door, I asked her again, “Do you think  Momma will change her mind and go?. 

She shook her head,“No, I don’t think she will Rose,  because she hasn’t even looked for a gown to 

wear to the wedding.” It was a horrible feeling to know as I slumoped down in the chair, to know 

Momma wouldn’t be at my wedding and I stard to bawl.   

When Aunt Vina received their invitation, she called to let me know how happy she was for me, but 

that it upset her to hear Momma was still not going to the wedding.’  She asked me, “What is wrong 

with your mother, when everyone in her family are Baptists and so was she. until she married your 

father.”  

“You just be happy, because from what you told me,  Fred sounds like he is a wonderful young man  
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and keep thinking  in a few weeks you will be married and all of this will be behind you, and you will 

be on your own. 

 I called, because I  wanted you to let you know,  we are all coming to your wedding, Uncle Henry 

and I, Dorothy, Shirley, Aunt Ruth.  Uncle Jake, will be coming from Wilkes-Barre, the Saturday 

before the wedding.and he is going stay in a hotel , because he is 83 and he said, there is going to be 

so much going on at your house, that he would rather rest, because he is going to be tired from 

driving,  and he will drive up to your house Sunday morning, before the wedding he wants to take 

pictures.” 

When I hung up I was so happy to hear they were coming. Then I thought, if they all go to the rectory 

to be there for the wedding, I doubt very much Momma would stay here by herself, because Anna is 

going and Daddy is going to be giving me away. I think it is ridiculous tradition that a father has to 

give his daughter away. after what he put me through all my life. I kept hoping when Aunt Vina gets 

here, she will change her mind and get her with them, then I remembered, but, she didn’t even get a 

gown. 

                                                 *                         *                           * 

 

THE 200 YEAR OLD FARM HOUSE 

 

Before Uncle Henry married Aunt Vina, he bought a house in East Towanda, on a small piece of land 

in town, and worked on it, it would be ready when they got married in February of 1914, and they 

could live there.  Eventually their four children were born in that house, and in 1924, Aunt Vina had 

Momma’s wedding reception there, and in 1928, Mary Jane was born there, a few minutes after the 4th  of July.. 

 Uncle Henry kept saving his money soth ycould have a bigger house with lots of land and a farm, and, by 1930, they 

bought a farm with 18 acres and a200 year old farm house, with an outhouse, a big barn for the cows and stalls for the 

horses,  a pig sty, and a big chicken coop for the chickens and ducks. It was was several miles up the side of the 

mountain, off route. 6, in a section called Saco Hill, with other farms, a Baptist church and a one room school house. 

We spent every summer there for 17 years, and they were the happiest years of our lives.We loved Aunt Vina and she 

loved us, that Iot was no wonder we never wanted to go home in the fall and go back to school.  Momma had to work, 

and she worked all her married life to pay the rent and the grocery bills, because didn’t help her pay the bills, he drank 

and was drunk every night and gambled.. He used his entire pay to drink and gamble, and always owed the bookies a 

lot of money, and years later, it got him fired from Sheffield Farms, years later, after he hadworked for them for 20 

years. He kept using the money he collected on his milk route to pay off the bookies, and would replace it, until it 

caught up with him, because he couldn’t keep up what he borrowed and what he had to pay the bookies.  

Why Momma worked so hard and had to be away from us when we were growing up, while Daddy continued to live 

there all those years, without contributing anything to hvinga roof over his head and he ate there , was something we 

could never figure out. Momma always paid the bills, and as young as I was, I can still remember how Momma argued 

with him to help her out, when Mary Jane was 2, they discovered she had cancer on the upper part of her leg and she 
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was going to need 2 years of radiation treatments. Daddy still would not give Momma any money to cover the doctor 

and hospital bills.  

Momma worked 7 days a week with only Sunday afternoon and evening off, to be with us,and that is how it was for 

the next twenty years.. I often think of the Sunday afternoon,  d the parrish priest came to our house and asked to talk 

to Momma. Momma was a Baptist and only became a Catholic,  because my father couldn’t be married in the  

Catholic Church, unless she was a Catholic too.. When she married him, she knew that he drank and gambled,, but he 

promised her…once they got married he’d stop!   

Father Costello,was one of  the parish priests, and he came to our house, which was very unusual for one of the priestst 

to go to anyone’s house.. He knocked on the door, and we had a long hall in our apartment, and the 3 of us ran to open 

it. We stood there looking at him , because we were so surprised to see Father Costello standing there. He took off his 

hat and asked, “Is your mother home, I understand she usually is ,on Sunday. afternoons.”   

He was looking in past me and could see Daddy asleep at the dining room table, with his head down on the Sunday 

paper, with an empty liquor bottle in front of him. He ushered the three of us into another room, as Momma came out 

of the kitchen. He nodded and told her that said he needed to talk to her. We were  peeking out between the crack in 

the door and  heard Father Costello, tell Momma, “We have been having a lot of your neighbors coming into the 

rectory Mc Mc Arow, complainng about your housand, and he treats the children. You must leave this man for the 

sake of your children.”  

Momma leaned up against the sink in the kitchen and told him , “I can’t. When I got married, I took a vow before God 

in church, it was for better or for worse, and I got the worse.”  

He looked down at the floor and shook his head , ‘ Surely, God will forgive you. It is up to you to take care of your 

children. How can you leave them with a man like that. The neighbors have been coming to the rectory, telling us how 

they hear them crying,  he is always drunk, and heb eats them,  and you’re not here to protect them..”  

 Momma told him, “I am sorry but I can’t, I am afraid  God would punish me if I ever left him’. He grabbed his hat off 

the chair and left, and closed the door behind him and we heard his footsteps hurrying down the stairs.. 

Daddy and Momma took their one week’s vacation together, around the Fourth of July.  Probably, because Aunt Vina 

had the Vanderworker family reunion at her house, always on the 4th of July. It was during the Depression, but the 

families always got together on the lawn and they would bring so much food, and they had such a good time, there was 

never any beer or liquor at those reunions, they had pitchers of  green tea  with no sugar in it and lemolnade, bt they  

had no ice, it was warm.and as many times as she had the reunion, it never rained.  

The Vanderworkers, were Gramma’s side of the family, and they were from Hornell, New York, about 100 miles 

north of Towanda and they never missed the family reunions. It was strange how Daddy liked to go there year after 

year, because,for some reason, he loved being on the farm, and it amazed us, to see what he was a different 

person,when he was , when he was with Momma’s family. 

The days of Prohibition was from 1919 until 1933, and Daddy had been making his own beer and whiskey in our bath 

tub, since he learned how, in 1928.  Even though, it was illegal, almost every neighborhood had ‘speak easies’ where 

they sneaked the men in so they could get a drink of whskey or beer. They would first knock on the outside door, and 

they had little windows in them, and the bar tender would look to see who it was before they let them in.  

On the trips to Aunt Vina’s in the summer,Daddy would hide a couple of bottles of whiskey under the front seat of the 

car, but he knew never to bring any liquor in Aunt Vina’s house, Because he got so drunk,the day before he married 

Momma in 1924, she told him, that  he would never be welcombed in their house again, because Daddy bought six 
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quart bottles of whiskey in the local speak easy in the city to have for the reception The wedding party arrived 

Saturday, and the wedding was Sunday, Momma was there all that week getting ready for the wedding.  After 

everyone went to bed, including Momma, Aunt Vina told the bridal party they would have to sleep on the couch or the 

floor . 

With all she had to do, and Momma was helping her get the food ready and bake the wedding cake ready for the 

reception, the last thing she expected was to put up 4 extra people in her 2 bedroom house. She let them know they 

could stay,byut they had to sleep on the courch or the floor…and they didn’t mind.  After everyone went to bed, 

including Momma, the wedding party  decided to open the whiskey and they all got drunk, and the morning of the 

wedding  Aunt Vina found Daddy, his brother Mick who was the best man, Brigetta, the bridesmaid, and two of their 

good friends that came with them, passed out on her  parlor floor the morning of the wedding..   

My mother used to laugh and tell us,that her father never would allow any liquior in their house, but her mother would 

sneak over to their neighbor Mildred, and have have a glass of whiskey with her once in a while, and her father never 

smoked, but her mother did  She would buy the little white  papers and small white bag of tobacco up the road at Earl 

Pipher’s father’s General Store.and  she’d roll her own cigarettes and smoke them, and her father knew it.byt e would 

never tell her what to do, but she respected him enough, that she only smoke, if he wasn’t home. 

                                                   *                    *                       * 

ANNA FURLONG…WHO LOVED AND CARED FOR US 

When Momma came home, it was also Anna’s afternoon off too. She would steill hav eon her good dress on with ah 

apron over it, having gone to Sunday mass earlier., She’d take the trolley downtown and go visit her Irish lady friends 

every Sunday.. They were the women she used to work with,during the Twenties, when they were the maids for a 

wealthy family, out in the Hamptons, Long Island. After the Crash on Wall Street in 1929, so many people lost their 

money, and had to let their help go and Anna and her lady friends lost their job, and her lady friends found work in the 

city and they stayed good friends through the years. 

Anna came to live with us in 1931,when I started first grade and she was with us, until she died in 1960. I don’t think 

my mother ever realized how kind and good Anna was to us all thse years because  I was 19, when Momma came 

home to live with us.. 

So all those years in between, it was Anna that was there with us,  and saw us through our teen age years, and when we 

got married and she got to know and loved our children. Momma left again in 1956, when she had her flower shop in 

Valley Stream. It had an apartment in the back and a back yard, and she loved it there. She paid the rent so Anna  cold 

continue living there.  It was Anna that called Momma at her shop, to tell her that they took Daddy away in a straight 

jacket, that morning.  How Anna ever put up with Daddy’s drinking like she did, I don’t know, I do know she was so 

scared of him that she used to shake and tremble an dhide in her room, because he was violent and yelled. Daddy was 

put in the Veteran’s Mental hospital,  and was there for 6 years, no knowing any of us us, because he had with 

cirrhosis of the brain from all the drinking he had done, and he died there in  May of1961, a week before his 65th 

birthday.  Anna continued to live in the apartment on Amsterdam Avenue, and she died suddenly in December of 

1960, at 63, of stomach cancer 

  

Mary Jane hardly knew Momma, because was still in a high chair when Anna came to us, and  Momma didn’ live at 

home with u. We only saw her on Sunday afternoons for the next 13 yers.. We were at AuntVina’s, while she was 

working every summer from 1940 until1956.  Starting in 1931, she was at the home of Mr.and Mrs. Hardon, inWilton. 

Connecticut, where they lived 6 months of year for tax purposes,and the other 6 montths they lived in their apartment 
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on the eastside. 

 When Mr. and Mr. Hardon, died in 1939, every summer she went to Lake Placid. First with Mrs. Kolman, then when 

Judith Garden, when she bought  Mrs. Kolmans a summer home. It  was on one of two islands, in the middle of Lake 

Placid, 300 miles north of New York City  She was there every summer from 1941 until1956,  

We grew up with Anna. Momma never knew what it was to get us up and get us ready for school. She was never home 

when we came home from school,.It was always Anna that was there for us and listened to our childish complaints and 

tried to soothe our hurt feelings,  She washed and cleaned our scraped knees and painted them with red 

mercurochrome, and it was almost like ‘a badge of honor.’ and we’d run back over to the park,a block big, that was 

across the street from of our house, and Anna could look out the window and see us  

THE BOXES AND OUR TRIPS TO PENNSYLVANIA    

I don’t think I will ever forget the excitement the three of us felt, the week before we were getting read to go to 

Pennsylvania for the summer.   

The Sunday before, Momma would  line up the cardboard boxes n the hall, and fill them with the things she was 

bringing to her family in Towanda,.She filled them with what she had saved during the year, clothes she thought 

would fit one of them, she’d find in thrift shops along Second and Third Avenue, and clothes that people gave us, that 

we didn’t like or want, and clothes my cousins had grown out of and Aunt Rose would give us, an some of them fit 

and some of them didn’t and  Momma would give whatever she could find, to her family.   

I remember how happy she was, knowing we were going and she would be sitting on the floor and wrapping what she 

had for them in colorful crepe paper, and tie a ribbon around each one and made sure she put a pieceof paper tag with 

their name in it. It was during the Depression and times were very hard,  people would be lined up otsideof soup 

kitechen waiting for a bowl of hot soup and a piece of bread. They did not throw things awaymthey gave it to whoever 

they thought could use it. 

Momma made sure she had something for everyone in her family, and when she’d open those boxes, she had in front 

of her maked with just an initial so she would know who got what. It was like Christmas in July when Momma opened 

the boxes that were in front of her and she’d take package after package to who’s name was on it, Aunt Vina Uncle 

Henry, Dorothy, Shirley, Johnny, Roseanna, Aaron and Lily and she’d find some things she didn’t wrap in another 

box, that she thought they could use, and they were thrilled to get what Aunt Myrtle had in the boxes, while Daddy 

was grumbling to himself, and go out on the back porch,  knowing he couldn’t have any whiskey or beer,while he was 

in Aunt Vina’s house, because she had warned him, back I 1924m he would not be welcombed in her house if he ever 

did..  

Being it was the Depression, they were grateful for everything Momma gave them. They didn’t care if it was used or 

came from a thrift shop. Momma knew what they needed and brought them winter jackets,  mens suits, wool 

skirts,wool scarfs, sweaters, gloves, galoshes, men’s heavy work shoes and some beat up pots and pans she’d find in 

different thrift shops.They were thrilled to get what Aunt Myrtle gave them and what didn’t fit them, or what they 

couldn’t use, they’d give to someone in their church that could use it. 

The next day they untied the twine and rolled it up, an d had to open the knots to get the clothesline off the handles of 

the car, and rolled it be opening the boxes, Daddy would sit on the back porch, reading the New York Daily News, he 

brought with him, he wasn’t interested in seeing, what he had, he called it, ‘junk’. 

 He went out on the porch to smoke, and he smoked one Camel cigarette after the other, that 2 of  his fingers were a 

bright amber from all the smoking he did. Daddy died from lung cancer years later)  There was a narrow window in 
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the living room that looked out onto the back porch and I sat there watching him, while Momma opened the 

boxes.When he’d finish the cigarette, he’d drop it in an old tin can to get rid of it, then go  to the car parked by the 

chicken coop, and look around before he reach underneath the front seat and get the bottle of whiskey he hadthere, 

take a few gulps, push the cork back in and go sit back on the porch. 

 I will ever forget those trips used to take to Pennsylvania.  Every year Daddy and Momma argued about the same 

thing, the boxes she had lined up in the hall and he would get mad and yell,  “Those boxes are not going in the car with 

us .”  She’d defy him and tell him, “Oh yes they are!” And those boxes went with us to Pennsylvania. 

The car was parked under the street light, so they could see when they packed the car. Daddy insisted on leaving at 4 

in the morning, and it would be pitch black out when we were helping ti carry down the  boxes for Momma. Then she 

lined them up on the back seat, and she never left any room for us to sit. Seeing there was no more room for the boxes 

sitting on the sidewalk. she decided to put them up on the roof of the car and tie them down.  

She looked in one of the boxes on the back seat that had some things in for Aunt Vina, and there was a big  ‘V’ on the 

top of it. She took out a big long clothesline and a couple of balls of twine/ Then she rolled the back windows down 

and let us know, , she was sorry but she needed the back seat for the boxes, and as usual,  we had to sit on the boxes 

and we dreaded that, because our rears ends were going to get numb. .  

The cars didn’t have trunks they had chrome luggage racks with straps to hold the suitcases on, and covers that 

snapped on if it rained. Or they had a place for a spare tire in the back of the car and the spare tire on the car Daddy 

borrowed, was suppose to be in the front fender, but it was empty!  Momma decided to stand on the chrome luggage 

rack and one by one she put the cardboard boxes in the middle of the roof and there were 4 of them all different sizes.  

Then she took the end of the clothesline, and tied it and knotted it to the handle on the inside of the car door and threw 

the rope over the boxes so it landed over on the other side of the car, and she’d pick it up and pull the clothesline real 

tight and it was up against the top of the open windows and it went over and in front of us and we couldn’t open either 

door to get out, Momma had to slide and pull us over the boxes and lift us, one by one,  out the window.  

After we had done that again andagain, she’dhand us the rope and we’d give iti to her on the other side, tshe’d throw it 

over the boxes, and made e it went over each box a coupleof times before she was saitisfied. Then she stood there and 

asked me, ‘ Look in the box the clothesline and balls of twine were in on the back seat and give me the old white 

tablecloth that’s in there. I need to cover the boxes so they wouldn’t get wet in case it rains 

.I handed it to her the big white oilcloth that had big orange poppies with black centers all over  it, and she managed to 

cover all 4 boxes with it, and she did the same thing with the ball of twine as she did with the clothesline, and made 

sure those boxes were covered and had to tie the ends together and use the second and the third ball of twine before 

she got finished.  Then she smiled and told us, “I’m so glad I tied down real good, because I don’t want that tablecloth 

flapping in the breaze when we’re going up and down the mountains.’ We didn’t care, All we cared about was that, we 

were very unhappy we always had to sit on those boxes everytime we went to Aunt Vina’s, instead of being able to sit 

on the back seat.   

Then she took  the clothesline and tied on the indside of the back door handle, and threw it over the car, and it landed 

over on the street side of the car and she would hand in to us,and she would run around to the other side and throw it 

over the boxes again, and again it was us against and it was up against ceiling of the car, and there was way we could 

open the doors to get out. She had to slide us and pull us out through the window when we needed to get out. After she 

felt she had the boxes secujred so they wouldn’t fall off, she wrap the clothesine around the handles of the doors and 

knotted them. Then she got back up on the luggtage rack and flipped a big iece oilcloth over the boxes to make sure, iit 

was centered and none of the boxes would get wet, before she got the ball of tand made sure they didn’t get wel,  all 

covered and it was centered, before she had us tie the end of the twine to the handle of the inside of the car,and give it 

back to her, and we watched her take the ball of twine and throw it up over the car, and she did the same thing, she 
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would hand it in to us, and we passed it to one another, while Momma hurried around to the other side of the car, and 

we’d hand it to Momma, and when she ran out of the twine, and out the other window to Momma, and she sighed, now 

it won’t be flapping in the breeze when we were going up and down the Pocono mountains around Scranton. 

What wonderful memories I have of Momma, and how happy she was when she would be packing the car, knowing 

we were going to Pennyslvania. Daddy would stand downstairs on the sidewalk,grumbling about all the boxes 

Momma was taking and she would bea running back and forth up a5 flights of stairs and back downstairs, with 

suitcases, flashlights, and the boxes and, the food,.  Daddy used the straps, to hold the big galvanized ice box on the 

luggage rack , and was chipping the ice off a half a block of ice that he had sitting on a piece of burlap, and putting the 

ice around several bottles of beer, Momma stopped and she looked in and told him. “You’r nott bringing all that beer 

with you, it’s was illegal and besides you left me hardly any room to put all the food I prepared,and it has to be on ice, 

your beer is taking up too much room, you can put some of it in later.Daddy ignored Momma and walked away  and lit 

a cigarette and and leaned up against the lamp post,smoking and watching her.,   Momma was trying to move his beer 

around, and make some room  so she could  put in the cooked chicken and sliced ham she made, in and she had a bowl 

ofthe potatao salad and ice tea to get in, so she took out all the beer except for 4 bottles.  

Daddy got so mad his face was beet red, andshe told him, “I’m putting them on the floor in back of the seats. I left 4 in 

and when you drink one, you put one of the warn ones in and you will always have a cold beer,  because the food has 

to be on ice in this hot weather.       

Daddy always wore a vest, summer and winter, andhe  kept a shiny silver pocket watch in the front pocket of his vest 

and he would stand by the car looking at his watch saying,” Its 4 oclock, it’s time to go.” while he is eyeing the boxes 

on top of the car with the white oilcloth that has the orange poppies on it, and sniffling and shaking his head back and 

forth, letting Momma know he didn’t like what she didm and ask her, :How come this timeyou have 4 more boxes, 

like ou didn’t have enough…I am never driving a car          with those darmn boxes on top again, let me tell you that 

right now.” 

Momma woyld lift us and put us in thrugh the back window and we’d sit on top of the boxes. We’d get in the car 

and.Daddy would get in and we’d go down 131st Stree, and.it was spooky out at that time of the morning, when we 

turned  onto Broadway and 125th Street, we were the only car on the road. 

 We got on the New Jersey ferry and once we were in New Jersey, Daddy rollo23e Route 46 through New Jersey and 

when we crossed the Delaware River Bridge, we would shout, ‘Yeah…we’re in Pennsylvania.” but, we were still a 

long way from Towanda, because we knew we wouldn’t get to Towanda, until around 7 or 8 at night, Daddy stopped 

at the same gas stations along the way, that is if we didn’t get lost with all the detours they had, and Momma woujld 

ull us out the back window so we could run in the one and only bathroom.  

There was a certain gas station around Delaware Gap, that had a young black bear chained outside, to lure the tourists 

to stop at their gift shop, buty scenic post cards of the area, and souvenirs, and they had a soda fountain.  and you 

could buy the little black bear outside a soda for 5 cents. He was chained and the tourists would stop and stand there 

and stare at him, surp;rised to see a real live bear, that was very tame, standing there grunting and crying, that he 

wantsyou to buy him a bottle of soda, that you paid for in the gift shop. They were very tame, and when you gave him 

the soda, he’d take ut and drink it down so fast, and want more, of course, we loved to see him do throw the bottle 

away and want more. 

 To get us out of the car, so we could go to the bathroom, Momma had to slide us one by one,  over the boxes, and pull  

us out the back window, because like I said, we couldn’t o;en the doors, being they were tied with ‘lots of rope’. When 

Momma put us down, we could hardly walk out our rears ends hurt so bad and they were numb and we’d have to run 

to the bathroom. Momma would find two dimes in hr change purse, being I was the oldest she gave me the money to 

pay for soda, one for the bear, and a soda the 3 of us. Momma cautioned u leaving,, ‘the bear only gets one.’  Momma 
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would watch us and pour herself some coffee from the thermos, and watch Daddy drinking another cold beer, knowing  

it was illegal,but he didn’t care, and she’d turn away because it upset her, seeing him always needing to drink .  

We’d run in the gift shop and give the lady the two dimes, and tell her, one soda for the bear, and 3 sodas for us.  

She’d smile and tell us, that we sounded like we were from New York City. We’d be so surprised that she knew that 

and Momma would come in to check on us and buy some post cards while she was there, she would tell us to wait, 

until she was with us..  

Since I was the oldest and the tallest, I would lean down into the old rusty red Coca-Cola ice box that sat outside, not 

too far from the bear, and I’d  dig around in the melting ice and get the sodas, and find, 2 bottles of orange and 2 

bottles of cherry soda.  

Momma let Sonny hand the bear, that was a little taller than me, and he took  that bottle of cherry soda from Sonny 

and threw his head back and drank it down so fast, and stood there looking around  grunting  for another one, and we’d 

be laughing at him and  Momma would pull us away because he would be begging the soda we had, and they were 

empty and we we put them in the wooden rack on the side of the building. Then Momma had to lift each of us up and 

get us over the boxes and we’d sit there, knowing how miserable it was going to be. n 

When we Daddy stopped for gas, outside of Scranton, while the man was filling the tank, Daddy stood there looking at 

all the boxes Momma had tied on top of the car. and the man would be laughing seeing what she had done. Daddy was 

furious that he had to drive a car with boxes on top of it like that.and Momma would remind him, , “Well, since I am 

paying for the trip not you;, and I gave your friend $10. so we could borrow the car and I am paying forthe oil and gas, 

not you, Ithink I am entitled to put those boxes on top of this car?.  

 Daddy’s face was white, not red, when he got back in the car and Ttey wouldn’t talk to one for over an hour. Momma 

ignored him and sat there drnking her coffee from the chrome cup, that was the cover for the quart thermos, .and look 

out the window unconcerned, because she was happy she was going home and Daddy would tell her angrily. “It is 

ridiculous that you keep bringing all that ‘junk’ to your family, when they probably don’t even want it.”  

Daddy was a man who never knew what it like, to give anyone anything, His whole life the most important thing to 

him, was he had his whiskey and beer, He never bought us an ice cream cone, let alone a birthday gift or something for 

Christmas, all he ever thought about was himelf, while his twin brother Mick, who used to live with was, was was the 

opposite, he couldn’t buy us enough and liked doing things that would make us happy , take us for aride of the Fifth 

Avnue bus, take us to the Yankee Stadium, or to City College to see them play in the bit ball park they had on Convent 

Avneu and 138th Street.  

Dadddy  had no idea how happy it made Momma that she could do that Autn Vina and her family, and while he kept 

referring to it as nothing but junk,  they were thrilled to get what he considered, ‘junk’.  One time, we had just gone 

through Scranton, and Daddy pulled off the road and turned to Momma and he looked at her, and his eye were wide 

open and he screamed at her, “Do you know we look like a bunch of God damned Gypsies, with all those boxes you 

have tied on top of this car. People are stopping  and starring at us when we go by? “ Momma shrugged, she could 

have cared less, she was just so happy she was going home and was going to see her family again, but, Daddy never 

experienced those kind of feelings, so he really had no way of knowing what it meant to Momma, to go home,to a 

family that loved her and couldn’t wait to see her, and she couldn’t wait to see them.  

When Daddy stopped by a brook up in the mountains, he’d get a bottle of beer while we took off our shoes and 

socks,and put our feet in the water. It was so quiet there because it was in the woods and no houses around and 

Momma put down an old blanket and have us come eat. and put our dinner on some old plates she brought along.  

She made the most delicious potato salad and fried chicken and a big Virginia ham she had sliced. The cake she made, 
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was left in the square baking pan with bitter chocolate icing and covered with wax paper held up with tooth picks, so 

we would.enjoy on our picnic, on our trips to Pennsylvania Then we’d help put the food back in the ice box,and she 

would lay down and stretch out and fall asleep for a few minutes, and be wide awake again.  

Momma would sit up and tell us, ‘ Listen to all those birds singing, isn’t that beautiful.” We agreed and we would 

stand there and listen to them, and quietly show her how the squirrels up in the tree, were stretching their necks and 

looking down at us and she’d laugh, ‘Oh, they’re hoping we dropped some food, so they can run down and get it once 

we leave.”  

The trip to us seemed so long, but it was only 211 miles from New York City to Towanda, but it took 16 hours to get 

there, and today it only takes 4 hours on the highways that have been built since then.  It’s funny how I remember so 

well, how miserable it was for us, to have to sit on those boxes for 16 hours.. When it rained, an dif often did, Momma 

and Daddy could close thier windows, but we couldn’t close ours,because of all the ropes and twine that Momma used 

to holding the boxes on the roof of the car and the rain would blow in on us.    

We went through town after town , and we liked going up and down the mountains, and seeing the fields with different 

colors, that we learned to recognize from being at Aunt Vina’s. that we knew which field had corn, hay, wheat, 

buckwheat or rye. Seeing the rolling mountains that seemed to go on and on. and the farms with cows grazing, we’d 

laugh to see their tails whipping back and forth, chasing the flies off themselves ten there were all the her farmers 

bringing in the hay and the horses pulling the wagons,  heading towads a barn. When we were on a dirt road, we hated 

how the dust would fly up in the air and in the windows, whenever a car went by,and we’d cough and choke for a 

while and wish we had some water. 

The roads had so many detours. Most of them had big holes in them, and when I rained they became mud holes. There 

was no way of knowing how deep they were, until Daddy drove through  them, then it was too late. We’d be stuck in 

the mud hole and se the car ahead of us was stuck too. The drivers would help one another get their cars out, using old 

cardboard boxes or some flat pieces wood to give the cars some traction, and get going again. 

 We were always hungry it seemed andMomma kept her eye out for another brook, where Daddy could park. She 

would pull us out over the boxes and we’d run in the woods, hoping no one could see us sitting on a fallen log and 

looking around, hoping  there were no snakes slithering around that would bite our bare behinds. Daddy would put his 

hand under the front seat and get the bottle of whiskey, drink some of it, then shove the cork back in, then go get 

himself a bottle of cold beer out of the ice box, drink it down, and take another one and sit under a tree, telling 

Momma, he didn’t want anything to eat and go to sleep..  

Momma would be busy fixing a plate of cold chicken and potato salad for us .After we ate and helped put the food 

back in the ice box,  being it was July, it was so hot, we’d take off our shoes and socks and wade in the shallow water 

that was crystal clear and so cold, coming down off the mountain,.and the round rocks were covered with green algae 

made them so slippery it made it  hard to walk on them. We hated to leave and have to get back in that hot car and sit 

on those boxes 

 

 

 Once we were back on the road, we’d get a flat again and again, and the borrowed car didn’t have a spare tire. Daddy 

would sit there and curse and pound the steering wheel wit his fist, he’d be so mad.  He’d order us out of the car and 

look in the iback of the front seat, and get the jack and a red tin box he needed to patch the inner tube with.  

Meanwhile, we were sitting on the grass with Momma and the gnats were eating us alive and we were so miserable, 

siting there , waiting to see the wheel go back on the car, and we could get going again...  
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We’d be so glad to be going down on the road again. With so many  detours, even though Daddy took the same roads 

every year, he’d still get lost and have to follow the signs in and around the towns, until we were back on route 6 

again.  

When we were about 30 miles outside of Towanda, Daddy would stop for gas at the same gas station he always 

stopped at. Momma would get out and call Aunt Vina from a pay phone. To  let her know where we were and she 

could expect us around 7 or 8 that evening,  while Daddy stood therem the man filled the gas tank, checked the oil and 

washed the bugs off the windshield, When you think of the service you got then, compared to today!!!00 

When we pulled into Aunt Vina’s  driveway, Momma’s brothers and sisters would be there waiting with Aunt Vina on 

the back porch. It always amaze dme to see how  happy they were to  see one another again.. They’d be crying and 

hugging one other, not having seen one another since the year before. Then it was our turn to get hugged and kissed, 

and they’d tell us, they were so glad to see us again, and ‘how big we got’.  

 Momma and Daddy stayed the week and had to go back to work. We stayed until it was time  to go back to school, 

around Labor Day. Their schools started in the middle of August, and Dorothy, Johnny, Shirley and Roseanna, walked 

4 miles to school.They didn’t have school buses. We didn’t realize how lucky that we didn’t have to spend our 

summers on the hot sidewalks of New York City, like most of our friends had to do. We were running around on the 

grass in our bare feet. and our cousins Dorothy and Shirley, never could understand,  why anyone would wan tot take 

off their shoes and socks and run around in their bare feet.  

Momma’s younger brothers, Uncle Leo was divorced and Uncle Ervin were married . They often  came to Aunt Vina’s 

for Sunday dinner and there would have 13 of us. The adults ate in the dining room, and the children ate in the kitchen, 

Roseanna, Mary Jane, Sonny and me, and Aaron, and Lily were both mutes, but  Lily was in charge of looking after 

us..When we finished eating, everyone sat outside on the back porch.  

We couldn’t wait for Uncle Leo and Ervin to start telling us stories, about where they were born and grew up in 

Hornell, New York,.They seemed to enjoy telling us what it was like when their father, David Squires moved the 

family to Towanada, Pennsylvania, in 1909. Then, later on they moved further up the road and lived in Wysox.. They 

moved because their father was convinced his luck would change if he moved to Towanda, and lived near his mother’s 

cousins because they were so successful and owned a big daity farm. 

He felt he never had any luck ever since he lived in Hornell. Two of their houses burned to the ground, because they 

lived along the railroad racks and it caught fire from passing trains. When Lily and Aaron had their tonsils taken out, 

they could never talk again. Being he could not read or write, the only work he could do was cut down trees for fire 

wood.and he never could afford to own a horse and wagon all his married life.   

He felt life would be so much better in Towanda, because he never forgot when he visited his cousins, before he got 

married, and saw the nice house they hadm he awas hoping one day he would have one like that too.  

 

But, it didn’t happen. Things got worse instead of better when he moved to Towanda.Soon after they were there, Rose 

had two more babies,a little boy Raymond and a little girl Eva, and they both died of pneumonia.Then Rose had a still 

born, and was pregnant again, She was 40 years old when she had Dorothy in1914. She was be premature and only 

weighed 4 pounds, and they din’t expecther to live, but she out- lived all of them, and lived to be 86.   

One afternoon when Uncle Leo was  sitting on the back porch telling us,  what a long trip it was for them, when his 

father moved them to Towanda from Hornell, how they traveled in an open wagon pulled by two horses. When they 

finally did arrive in Towanda, several days later, the cousins helped their father find another house along the railroad 
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tracks again. They moved in and just got settled when that house burned down, when a red hot coal landed on the roof 

of their house,  from a passing train. 

 Their mother refused to live in another house along the railroad tracks and they moved to another house up the road, 

that had  a creek in back of it, in Wysox, where Momma, Leo and Ervin went to a one-room school house.  

Uncle Ervin would bend over laughing when he’d tell us about all the trouble Momma used tgot into when they were 

going to school and how their mother beat her black and blue, and that it didn’t mean a thing to her, why she’d go out 

and do something far worse. Poor Pa,would try to console her, when Ma beat Myrtle real hard,  he’d tell her if she 

would only obey her mother and didn’t do those kind of things, she wouldn’t have to beat her” 

They would shake their heads saying,  “Your mother was only 12 years old, and she almost got killed 3 times, because 

she did such dangerous and daring things? It was no wonder Ma beat her so hard, sometimes she couldn’t sit down for 

a week,  her hehind hurt so bad.”  

We didn’t believe them when they told us Gramma beat Momma black and blue. We loved Gramma and could not 

imagine her beating Momma so hard, that she was black and blue. We began to doubt some of their stories, only to 

find out they were true because Gramma told us the exact same stories about what Momma did when she was growing 

up  .  

Uncle Leo and Ervin would take turns, telling us stories how they walked to the one-room school house through snow 

drifts that were 4 and  5 feet high, and in all kinds of freezing weather and  waited for their good friend, Earl Pipher 

that lived up the road..  So the four of them could walk to school together . 

 Uncle Leo used to wink at us and say, “Your Mother was real sweet on Earl. Did she ever tell you about him?”  We’d 

laugh because we didn’t know who Earl Pipher was. Uncle Leo would go on. “When we went to school, you can’t 

imagine the snow we had, and the four of us walked through ot andnever missed a day of school, and we got a 

certificate to prove it.” 

 Their best friend,  Earl Piper, lived up the road from them in Wysox. His father. Gib, owned the General Store up the 

road for their mother’s house.  We heard what they said, but didn’t pay any attention to what they said about Earl. 

They never told us what an important role Earl Pipher played in Momma’s life. I only found out in 1956. I was at my 

grandmother’s Gramma’s funeral, and Aunt Vina noticed I didn’t recognize the man who leaned over and kissed me 

and how I backed away from him, all the more becauseI had seen my mother run and hide in another room, when she 

saw Earl walk in.    

That was when Aunt Vina told me, Momma had been engaged to Earl for four years, before she met and married 

Daddy. That they had been planning to get married, while she was working in New York City for the Eggleston’s. 

Around 1922, Mrs. Eggleston took her shopping and helped her look around and find a wedding gown she liked, and 

she was going to pay for it. When she got a letter from her girlfriend in East Towanda, that she hated to be the one to 

tell her, Earl had married Altha and never told her, a girl they had gone to school with.., Of course, the shock of it hurt 

her terribly and it took several months before she got over it, she had never with anyone else, and they had goneto 

school together all those years, she couldn’t believe he did that to her.  

What she didn’t take into consideration, she was gone and in New York City workingfor the Egglestons, 9 months of 

they year, and he probably got very lonely.because they only got to see one another in the summer. It seems that same 

year, she met Daddy at an Irish dance in New York City, and everyone know thathe drank and gamlbed, andshe still  

married him on the rebound,and had the wedding in Towanda, in November of 1924, They lived in New York City 

and even though Earl moved to New Jersey, he was still her brothers, Leo and Ervin’s best friend and often went back 
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there to see his brother in Wysox and always droopped in to see them.them, even though he married Altha, it was fine 

with them.  

Momma never saw Earl again until 1956, when he lived in New Jersey, and read her obituary in the Towanda 

newspaper he always had sent to him. He decided to go Gramma’s funeral, knowing Momma would be there!  And it 

didn’t end there. When Earl decided to attend Gramma’s funeral, when Momma saw him walk in the funeral parlor she 

ran and hid. He said he and Althat had separated, but they did not get divorced. When he heard Daddy was in a Mental 

Hospital for several years, he tried to get back with Momma again, and drove down to see her with his son Rodney, 

when she had her flower shop in Valley Stream, Long Island, she slammed the door in their face, she wouldn’t let 

them in.  . 

 In1961,when Earl read a small article in the Towanda Daily, that a local girl, from Wysox, Myrtle Squires Mc Arow 

husband died, he called Momma to offer his condolenses. Then he called her again, and again, then he was writing her 

long letters and  they got back together and Momma would never  say how, but they were so happy together, until Earl 

died in the spring of 1976, when they operated on his head,to stop the seizures he was having.  

                                        *                    *                   * 

As I sat there, turning the pages and seeing the faces of all those people that had meant so much to us, I got so choked 

up, because they were gone.Momma, Aunt Vina, Uncle Henry,  Dorothy, John, Roseanna,  Uncle Leo, Uncle Ervin, 

Gramma, Daddy, Anna, Earl, Sonny, then Mary Jane in  2002 and John in 2006.   

 

I closed the book and cried, but Iwas glad that I had looked through it and experienced all those wonderful, happy 

memories again and sat there hthinking about when we were young an dhow we spent our summer with her..It seemed 

like such a long time ago, because 75 years  ago, is a long time ago.   

It was hard to believe Momma she did such daring things, when she was only 12 years old, and  almost got killed three 

times andlived to tell about it. Not that sheever told us what she did, it was her brothers Leo and Ervin that enjoyed 

telling us what a dare-devil she was. When we would question Momma about the stories they told us about her, she’d  

brush it off saying, “Oh! Don’t listen to them, they’re only making up those stories to make you laugh.” She didn’t 

want to admit, she ever did such dangerous things, when she was growing up .  

 \               

         1913 … THE ONE ROOM SCHOOL HOUSE IN WYSOX, PENNSYLVANIA  

                      Myrtle, plaid dress, Ervin and Leo front row, two boys on the end. 
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According toUncle Leo and Uncle Ervin, they were so good when they were growing up,  their mother never had to hit 

them, It was always Myrtle that got in trouble and their mother used to beat her so hard, she;’d black and blue. That 

was what really upset Mrs. Eggleston When she invited Myrtle to come over and play with her seamstress’s daughter, 

she’d see arms and legs,and gasp knowing her mother did that to her. Myrtle found ways to talk Helen, into doing wht 

she wanted her to do, and she would end up getting in as much trouble like she did, when,Helen only did  it to please 

Myrtle, because she was her best friend. When her mother found out how the to wo f them were almostt killed,no once 

but twice, she  forbid her to go off the property with Myrtle again. Helen had no one else to play with, while was 

working for Mrs. Eggleston’s, she kept a close eye on Myrtle, and saw they stayed on the back porch with their dolls 

or swing back and forth on the tires .    

It was almost ten years later, that her food friend Helen,  wrote her and hated to have to tell her that Earl went and 

married Altha, and he didn’t let her know. She knew Myrtle  was working in New York City, and that Mrs. Eggleston 

was helping her to look for a wedding dress, that she was going to pay for it, and felt she had to write and let her 

know.. 

1927.. in front of their house in East Towanda. Uncle Henry it bought before they got married, in1914. They saved 

their money and bought the 200 year old farm house in 1933.  
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1927 ..Back row…  Ervin, Leo, Uncle Henry, and Aaron. Next row.l. Momma. Aunt Vina,  Rosie Mc Cann, Rose,  

Daddy smacking Sonny, Johnny, Shirtley standing next to Dorothy 

Seeing those awful dresses so wrinkled and dirty on Dorothy Hardenstine, Aunt Viina’s oldest girl, and Rosie Mc 

Cann, with the long black stockings, is unbelieveable.  

Rosie’s mother was Daddy’s oldest sister Rose in New York City. Look at me, with my pants hanging down. Momma 

is 27, standing in back of Daddy and next to Aunt Vina was 30. 

Then there is the picture of us on a horse, 1938, It is front of Aunt Vina’s house and you can see their front porch. 

Sitting on the horse, is Marion Mc Cormick, Mary Jane, Rose and Sonny, making a funny face. Johnny Hardenstine is 

holding the reigns of Queenie and Alice Mc Cann is standing there wearing shorts. Momma thought nothing of 

bringing our city cousins to Aunt Vina’s, so they would know what it was like being on a farm, as if she didn’t have 

enough of us there to feed and look after. She was always so gracious and welcombed then in her house, and hug and 

kiss them. It was no wonder everyone, and I mean everyone just loved Aunt Vina. They didn’t stay, they’d go back 

with Momma and Daddy to the city.  
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                              PICTURES FROM THE OLD PHOTO ALBUMN 

July 1927      Aunt Vina’s house in East Towanda 
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                      Back row,  Ervin, Leo, Uncle Henry, Momma, Aunt Vina, Daddy  

                       Sonny, John Hardenstine, Rosie Mc Cann, Rose 2, Sonny 1,Shirley,Dorothy 

 

July 1929       Uncle Henry and Aunt Vina just bought the house and farm  

                       John,  Shirley, Aunt Vina, Roseanna, Dorothy,  Rose 4, far left   

 

July 1929       Aunt Vina’s  farm  Rose 5, Mary Jane, 3  chicken coop in the back     

                            

July 1930       Rosie and Alice Mc Cann, cousins,  Rose 5, Mary Jane 3, Sonny 4 

  

July 1929        Haying, Aunt Vina, John and Aaron, Lily, Rose,4 Mary Jane 2, Sonny 3, top L 

 

May 1938        Amsterdam Ave. Park, Cassie Mc Aleer cousin fron Ireland, Daddy, Helen                  

                         and Betty Mc Guinty,  Rose, 13,  Mary Jane, 11, Sonny 12   

 

July 1937         Aunt Vina’s driveway, Johnny Hardenstine, standing next to Betsy the horse 

                         Marion Mc Cormick 4, Mary Jane 12, Rose, 13, Sonny 12 ,cousin Alice 14  

 

April 1930       Top of hill, at St. Nicholas Park, where we always went sleigh riding 

                          Rosie and Alice Mc Cann, Rose, 5 Sonny 4, Mary Jane 3 

 

 

  

   

 THE DEPRESSION YEARS   

When we were at Aunt Vina’s, we looked forward to Sunday afternoons, because it usually meant  Uncle Leo and 

Ervin might come for dinner, Not that they ever let her know, they  just arrived, and she was always glad to see them. 

They’d be laughing and hugging her and they nevr came empy handed, they always brought her something, baskets of 

berries, ice creamm we had to eat aright away before it melted, because they didn’t have a refrigerator.   
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After we had dinner everyone liked to sit outside on the back porch. It was cooler ther, being it was so hot in the house 

with the woodstove in the kitchen going from early morning until night. The adults carried out their own chair from 

inside and Roseanna, Mary Jane, Sonny and me, sat on the porch steps and we waited for Uncle Leo and Ervin to 

begin to telling the stories. We liked when theytold us  about what is was like when they were young and lived in 

Hornell, New York. and when they moved to Wysox.  

We loved hearing about all the trouble Momma used to get into when they went to school together, around  at the Turn 

of the Century, around 1909. Aunt Vina didn’t have any electricity, so they didn’t have a radio. There were times we 

missed hearing the hair-raising stories, we heard on the radio when we were home. We sat on the linoleum floor in 

front of a big wooden radio. We were not allowed to talk when Daddy had the radio on. During the day he listened to 

nothing but Irish Music, and we couldn’t stand it. At night he put on,“ Gang Busters”, “The Lone Ranger”, “Inner 

Sanctum”, “Jack Armstrong, the All American Boy”, “Buck Rogers of the Twenty- fifth Century.  

Being Aunt Vina was adopted by Gramma’s youngest sister, Vine when he was 9,  she loved to hear the stores Uncle 

Leo and Ervin told, because didn’t grow up with them, so she had never heard most of the stories Uncle Leo and Ervin 

told. She lived with Aunt Vine and her husband, was not a farmer, he worked in the bank in town. They had a very 

nice house   andVina had her own room, pretty dresses and ribbons in her long red hair, and lots of dolls everything a 

little girl could ever want. But as good as they were to her, all she ever wanted was to go home.  

Being Vina was Rose and David’s first child, her mother named her after the sister Vine, that she loved, because their 

mother died,  she raised Vine, since she was a baby and she loved her, like she was her own. When she heard Vine 

crying that couldn’t have any children, knowing she was pregnant every year and already had 5 children, since she had 

named Vina after her, she let her adopt Vina. But, David, her father did not approve of what their mother had done, 

letting her sister adopt Vina. When he heard she was sending to a Catholic School and raising her as a Catholic, when 

she was brought up a Baptist like the rest of the family, he got so upset, because she was his favorite child,  

When she heard her family had moved toTowanda, Pennsylvania, in 1909 her heart was broken, she thought she would 

never see them again. She was 14 before Aunt Vine took her to Wysox, so she could see her family and let her stay for 

2 weeks. The follwing summer, she went back on the train and stayed 2 weeks again, and she met Henry Hardenstine. 

They fell in love, when she was 15 and they wrote back and forth once a week, 

W hen she was going to turn 16, March 9th, Henry sent her a Valentine and asked her to marry him. She left Aunt Vine 

and went back to her family in Wysox, and Aunt Vine gave her her blessing, and was there when she married Henry in 

the Baptist church in 1914. 

When Uncle Leo would start to tell the stories, Aunt Vina would ask him, to wait until she sat down because she  

wanted to hear the stories too, being she didn’t grow up with them.. We probably heard the same stories over and over 

about them going to the one room school house in Wysox. When Uncle Leo and Ervin would tell us what it was like 

when theyn had to walk through snow 4 and 5 feet high. We were amazed they didn’t plow the roads like the did in the 

city, but it sounded so exciting, to grow up in the country and go  to a one room school house where all eight grades 

were in one room, and to hve a pot belly wood stove in the middle to keep warm in the winter.  

But we could not imagine all eight grades being in one room. When we heard they had eight grades in one room, it 

didn’t seem possible, because there were 50 girls in every classroom, from first grade to eighth grade! But, we lived in 

the city, where there were far more children, compared to the living in the country where there were acres anda acres 

of land between each farm, and most of the children went to public schools, not Catholic schools, and they often had 

double classes.  

1939. This picture was taken of my eighth grade graduation, twenty six years after the picture of Momma’s class, 

taken in 1913. . I am in the last row, second from the end. 
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       ANNUCIATION GIRL’S SCHOOL, EIGHTH GRADE GRADUATION CLASS 

          

 

We liked hearing Uncle Leo describe how they walked through snow 4 and 5 feet high, to get to school because some 

the stories they told us, sounded like what we saw in the movies. During the school year, Saturday mornings we went 

to the movies at the Delmar Theatre on 137th Street and Broadway. We’d wait for our girlfriends, and Mary Jane 

would go with us and to the movies and Sonny went with his friends, but didn’t sit near us. 

 Anna gave each of us ten cents each, and gave us our lunch in a brown bag, it was always  peanut butter and jelly 

sandwiches wrapped in wax paper. Then we’d be so thirsty after we ate them and we had no money to buy a soda. 

We’d go in the ladies room, and run the cold water and hold our hand under the faucet and slurp up as much of the 

water as we could, into our mouths, and we’d be laughing, and get the water all over the front of us.    

We were there before they opened and stayed until 5 in the evening.  When we’d see a real scary movie, it would be 

dark when we got out and we’d  be so afraid to walk down Broadway, and up the long hill on 135th  Street, We’d run 

home as fast as we could and be so glad when we were back in our house, especially the time we had seen 

‘Frankenstein”. We  really panicked because we thought he was hiding in every doorway we passed, waiting to grab a 

hold of us. I still remember how scared I was when I saw that movie, I was afraid to leave my house, and had Sonny 

walk me downstairs or upstairs.  

I think we liked hearing the story about the trip they made with their father, in an open wagon in 1909, when they left 

Hornell New York, and moved to Towanda.  We found it amazing that they travelled a 100 miles in an open wagaon, 

that was pulled by 2 horses,Because we envisioned them going along, like the pioneers, like they did in the movies, 

when they travelled out west in covered wagons, except they didn’t have Indians chasing after them. We could not 

imagine it took three days to go100 miles to Towanda.  

They tried to explain what it was like for their father to find his way from Hornell, to Towanda over roads he wasn’t 

familiar with, because we they were just starting to build roads, now that cars had been invented, and they travelled 

over horrible dirt roads for miles and miles, that were bumpy and had big holes in them filled with rainwater.  

When one of the wheels of the wagon got stuck in one them. they all had to get out and help their father, push and get 
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the wheel out of the mud hole , with the help of the horses that knew exactly when to stop and go.   

They couldn’t travel at night, because none of the roads had lights on them and neither did the wagon. The only light 

they had was a kerosene lantern their father used sparingly, so not to use up the kerosene, because it was all they had 

to see with.   

When it started to get dark out, their father pulled the wagon over on the side of the road, and they stayed there for the 

night. He let the horses graze in a nearby field, and gave them water, then they had their dinner, which consisted of 

stale bread sandwiches their mother had made a few days before,with blackberry jam.and a shoe box of sandwiches 

their neighbor made to take on their trip, with sugar and butter, They were never without water, because their father 

filled the bottles with water, whenever they passed a creek or brook. 

Their father made a fire so their mother could set an old enamel coffee pot in it and she make boiled coffee that they 

drank black once the milk went sour. Then they all climbed back in the open wagon with their mother and father, but it 

was so crowded that Leo and Ervin took some quilts and slept on the ground and made sure they were not near the 

horses. 

To us, it sounded so exciting that they had a fire and slept out in the open like that, but they didn’t think it was 

exciting.. We told them, ‘when my father drives to Towanda, it only takes16 hours to go 200 miles miles, so why did it 

take three days to go 100 miles?’ They sat there and sighed and decided, they weren’t going to explain how fast a 

horse goes!      

Uncle Leo and Ervin were always clowning around, and I am sure that was why Aunt Vina liked having them come 

for dinner. They liked to sit in her kitchen, and talk about different relatives, and they had a habit that she didn’t like. 

They liked to tilt her chairs back on two legs while they teased her, about what she missed by not growing up with 

them  because she was adopted. She’d laugh, and they reminded her she was the oldest one in the family, and they 

were 10 years younger than she was.  

She would walk over  and snap the dish towel at them and they’d  pretend it hurt and they’d have a good laugh and she 

would stand there and sigh,” Will you boys ever learn, will you please put those chairs back down on the floor where 

they belong.”  And  go back to whipping the cream and cutting up the peaches we were going to have for dessert, 

shaking her head and glancing back to see, they did what she asked. 

 

Our being there every summer, was the best thing that could have happened to us. We got to see what a loving family 

Momma came from, and we were among people who were always laughing and seemed so happy to be with one 

another, compared the life we had at home , being with a father who thought nothing of beating us and fall asleep 

drunk every night. 

That was one thing Aunt Vina was very strict about, and she didn’t care who it was, she let them know, she did not  

allow any liquor or beer in her house. Daddy knew it, and he always respected what she said and he never brought it in 

the house. So did Uncle Leo and Ervin, because they like to drink and get drunk, but they were never like Daddy, 

wanting to fight with everyone. They were so funny, they always came with something for her, andwould be knocking 

themselves out laughing.   

So many times, they would come late at night, and be pounding on the back door, but they never had any liquor with 

them. They’d wake everyone up, and we wouled hear them laughing downstairs, and we’d hear Aunt Vina get up, and 

we’d sneak down the stairs and see her in her night gown, and her hair hanging down her back, in a long braid, while 

was opening the latch on the door to let them in. They’d be standing there laughing, and comein and be hugging and 
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kissing her, while she’d be preaching  to them, “One of these days,you boys are going to kill yourselves or someone 

else, driving that car when you are so drunk.”  She never got mad at them, she’d go get a couple of pillows and  tell 

them, “ Go in the parlor and sleep if off.” It was a big room and there were two black leather sofas in there. and they’d 

lay down and go to sleep with their clothes on. When we came downstairs in the morning, we’d look for them and 

they’d be  gone and Aunt Vina would laugh and say, “I don’t think they will ever grow up.”   

All the years Daddy went there, he never brought any liquor or beer in Aunt Vina’s house, he respected her wishes, 

since the day he married Momma,  in Novemeber of 1924. Because, the night before the wedding, Daddy and the 

wedding party came up from the city.being it was during Prohibition,from 1919-1933, they brought several bottles of 

illegal whiskey with them. Mamma didn’t drink, but the entire wedding party from the city got so drunk, they passed 

out on the floor in Aunt Vina’s house, in East Towanda, before they had the farm. That was the night, she warned 

Daddy, he was never to bring any liquor in her house again, and he never did. It is hard believe, all those years Daddy 

went there, he still respected what she said and  henever brought any whiskey or beer in her house, but he had it under 

the front seat of the car though, on the drive up there. For one thing, he loved being on their farm. and spent his 

vacation there every year.   

Daddy was born in Ireland, in 1896, and both his parents died when the twins,  Uncle Mick and Daddy were babies. 

The Mc Aleers were his cousins and they raised Daddy on their farm, and his twin brother Michael, was raised 

different, he was rasied by a family in town. Yet, the two of them loved going to AuntVina’s, and walk through the 

fields and liked be around the farm animals and enjoyed using pitch forks and help put the hay in the barn.  

During the war when you couldn’t get gas, Daddy would take the Greyhound bus, and go by himself because he loved 

it there.The only time he drank was when Uncle Henry went to town, he’d go with him, and while he did his errands 

Daddy go in the saloon for a few drinks. 

In the country, gossip was quite common, being they had party lines. Each house had a wooden phone on the wall, and 

there were just so many rings for each house, and everyone would  hear it. and knew exactly who it was for.  

They thought nothing of  picking the phone up and  listening to who they were talking to on the other line. The main 

switchbard  was in one of the women’ house, and she knew everyone’s business. Many a time we’d hear Aunt Vina 

get annoyed and scold someone who was listening in on her conversation, and she had no problem telling them, 

‘Would you  please get off the line so I can hear what they are saying.’   

No wonder we loved being there. Life was so different, with so much laughing always going on because there was no 

laughing in our house. We rarely had company, and there was alwayscompany dropping in to see Aunt Vina, a 

neighbor or church member would stop by and bring a homemade cake or pie.and they’d sit have a cup of boiled 

coffee in her kitchen and hear the latest gossip on the hill, especially old Fred, who lived all alone for year., He lived in 

the house up from Aunt Vina, and we would run when we passed his house, becaue he would be at the window, and 

move the curtain and watch us go by.  

                                            *                   *                   * 

During the school year when we were home, we couldn’t wait for Sunday afternoons, so we could be with Momma. 

Because we only saw her a few hours each week, from 1931-1944. And we loved being with ther. She always took us  

towhere she knew we’d have fun, and we hated when it was time to go back home.  

We knew it meant Momma and Daddy were going to have another big fight and Momma would end up crying. She 

would get mad seeing Daddy drunk and she’d argue with him about all the money he spent on whiskey an beer and he 

never gave her any money towards the food and rent. He’d scream at her ,”Who do you think you are telling me what I 

should do with my money, It’s mine! I earned it! you didn’t! I can do whatever I want with it?”  
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It was no wonder Momma used to lay on our bed and sob into the pillow, knowing how hard she worked, with only 

had Sunday afternoons off,,and Daddy had every Sunday off. The  three of us would climb on the bed, seeing how 

Momma was crying, we would lay next to her and put our arms around her, trying to comfort her, while she continued 

to sob and sob. Then she’d get up, and her eyes would be all read. She’d wash her face with cold water, and dry it, 

then powder her nose and put some red lipstick on. She’d look at us and get her pockebook and kiss us, telling us 

quietly, she was going back downtown to where she worked. We’d watch her get on the trolley and bewaving to us, 

and she was gone until the following Sunday, sometimes we’d cry seeing her leave, and sometimes we didn’t.  

I often think of the fear the three of us had to live in, when we were growing up. because we were so afraid of 

Daddy.When Momma was home on Sunday nights, they would be arguing and fighting, that we used to hide behind 

our bedroom door and peek outbetween the crack  so we could watch Daddy, because we were afraid he was going to 

hurt Momma. We had seen him do it to her before, when hd hit her when she was in the kitchen, and she fell in 

between the gas stove and the wall and had a hard time trying to get back on her feet.  

When she did, she grabbed her pocketbook and kissed  us and left in a hurry and went  back downtown. We always ran 

to the window so we could wave and see her get on the trolley. She’d  look up at us and be biting her bottom lip, and 

waved and the door of the trolley would close, and we’d feel so forsaken seeing the trolley go down the hill, knowing 

Momma was going back to Mr. and Mrs. Hardon, and we wouldn’t see her for another week. 

We hated when Momma left and we had to be there with Daddy,  still be ranting and raving like a crazy man, like he 

just did with Momma. He’d  start yelling at us for no reason, and little did we realize,  that several years later, they’d 

take him away in a straight jacket and be  in mental ward for seven years, not knowing us and he die there, when he 

was 60 years old. 

So many times, I would wonder how we ever survived, and were able to get on with our lives, after living with a man 

like that.I do feel, the way he beat and hurt Sonny when he was growing up, tha tit makes me wonder if that is what 

drove him to be an alcoholic like Daddy was, except Sonny was so kind and warm compared to Daddy, because 

Daddy had no feelings whatsoever, except, I will say, he was kind to animals, he really was. The strange thing was, 

Sonny died at 61, from the  same cancers as Daddy and Daddy died at 64. 

                                                        *                *                 *   

Sitting at my computer that day,  remembering the good and the bad days we had when we were growing up. I started 

to write and couldn’t stop writing what I remembered fast enough.  

I thought of the time, in 1937, Momma had been writing to Aunt Vina and begging her to come visit us, and she’d 

always write back and say she couldn’t, that she had too much to do on the farm.  When it was because she was too 

afraid to come to New York City.  

 Momma kept reminding her,  we went to see her every year. She would write back, she knows it and she loves seeing 

us, but, to be honest, she finally told her, she was afraid  having read in the Towanda Daily, again and again, about all 

the murders and robberies that goes on in the city. Momma couldn’t deny it didn’t happen, but, no one had ever been 

robbed where we lived, and she assured her, it never happened where we lived.  

Finally Aunt Vina decided she would come and bring Gramma with her.. It didn’t cost her anything on the train, since 

Uncle Henry worked for the Lehigh Valley Railroad since he was 14 and they had a Lehigh Valley Railroad pass that 

they could go anywhere with. It was true, they had the farm, and all the animals to look after, was why they could 

never go anywhere, because the cows had to be milked and the horses fed, twice a day.   

I will never forget how excited Momma was when she got that letter saying,  she was  coming. She sent Aunt Vina a 
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money order to to pay for Gramma’s ticket and asked that she buy her a new dress, hat and shoes for the trip , and she 

let her know, Mrs. Hardon gave her the week off, so she could enjoy her sister’s long awaited visit.  

The very night they came, we were robbed.  

 I heard someone trying to break in our house and I woke Momma up .We went to the front door , and we saw a man 

in a black overcoat, suit and hat, stood there holding a crowbar. 

That he used to force our door open. He held a gun on Momma, bytshe was not afraid of him. She got down on her 

knees and asked him not to hurt us, and he said he wouldn’t. 

In all the years we lived there, we had never been robbed and neither did any of our neighbors. There were five of 

them, and they had robbed all three apartment houses. They had it all planned ,and worked together, they had a look-

out man on each corner, and a man downstairs on the stoop,  while the other two robbed and went through all the 

apartments.  

The cops came and there was a shoot-out, in the middle of the night,  right under our windows Gramma and Aunt Vina 

almost fainted.  But ,the cops captured all five of them, and what a story it turned out to be in the newspaper.  

It seemed the man that robbed us, was the leader of the gang, and the police had been after him for years. They shot at 

the police and were ducking behind cars, like in the movies, and the cops nabbed them and when they tried to get 

away, they used their billy sticks on them when he fought with them and tried to get away, and they wer a bloody 

mess. 

 The next day there was a big piciture of the man who broke in our house, on the front page of the Daily Mirror, and 

his head was all bloodied and blood running down his face. 

Momma thought Aunt Vina was going to have a heart attack,  she got so upset that she wanted to leave with Gramma 

that night, and.Momma pleaded with her to stay. The next morning, Momma was heart broken when she  took Aunt 

Vina  and Gramma to Pennsylvania Station in a taxi  and they couldn’t get on the train fast enough  and go back home. 

Daddy’s family never came to our house, because they didn’t like to see Daddy’s drinking, and he always wanted to 

argue with them. None of his family drank, he was the only one that did, not that they didn’t take a drink now and 

then, at parties and on the holidays, and neither did his twin brother Michael drink,  that went back to Ireland. They 

were ashamed of Daddy and the way he treated Momma and his children, and they were always so good to us. 

Daddy and Uncle Mick came to America in 1912, because Aunt Rose paid their way, and she worked and paid for her 

brother Bernard, and sister Florie to come too.  They  lived with her awhile, and they’d get a job and leave. Uncle 

Mick worked for the Fifth Avenue bus, right up until he went back to Ireland in 1931. When Daddy came to America, 

he joined the U.S. Navy for 4 years, even though he was not a citizen of America yet. War broke out in 1914, and after 

the war was over, Daddy moved in with his brother Mick, and lived with him, even when he married Momma in 1924.  

I was born in that apartment, and soon after Momma was pregnant with Sonny.they had do move to a bigger  

apartment.  

hey moved to 162nd  Street and.Uncle Mick was very lonely, he didn’t like living alone. He asked Daddy, if he paid 

half the rent, the electric and grocery bill,  if he could find a bigger apartment, could he live with them?  Uncle Mick 

found an apartment on the corner of Amsterdam and  131st  and he moved in and they were together again. Uncle Mick  

lived with them  and was very generous with his money. 

 Uncle Mick still saved enough money, so he could,buy a house an a farm, and he went back with his new bride Mary, 

in 1931 and were both very happy being back in Ireland again.  
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 Aunt Rose tried so many times, to talk to Daddy about his drinking, and he’d promise her faithfully, he wouldn’t 

drink anymore. He’d go home and drink all he wanted because he made all the whiskey and beer  he wanted, in our 

bathtub since 1928 and.he had the bottles  lined up on the shelves in the hall closet.  

When the Prohibition law was repealed in 1933 he continued making it..But, to be fair, so did a lot of men in the 

neighborhood that drank, but they still supported their wives and children and didn’t get drunk and beat their 

children,like Daddy did.  

Daddy’s family loved Momma.and they were well aware that Daddy didn’t give Momma any money towards the rent 

and food, was why she had to work and could not be home with us, not that she ever complained to them about it. It 

wasw a nice feeling whever we went to their house, because we could tell they really liked Momma. 

Aunt Rose was married to Uncle Barney Mc Cann, she was Daddy’s oldest siser and they had a boy and 4 girls. They 

lived down on the eastside,  82nd Street inYorktown, and we loved to get on the trolley and go to their house, they 

lived in an apartment that was called railroad flats…and the rooms were like walking from one train into the next. 

Aunt Mary was married to Uncle Barney Mc Arow,  Daddy’s oldest brother. They had 6 children, 3 boys and 3 girls. 

They lived in Brooklyn. andowned a 2 story brick home with a nice back yard. 

 Aunt Rose and Aunt Mary always invited Momma and the three of us to come for Sunday dinner, but, they 

neverinvited Daddy. Not that he cared, whenhe had all the whiskey he wanted at home. We loved going to their 

houses, they’d hug and kiss us when we walked in and were always glad to see us and make a big fuss over us, and it 

made us feel so good. They had huge platters of food on the table, and pile so much food on our plates, that we wee in 

all seeing  all the food they had. and we liked that we could sit with the adults.  

Whenever Momma tried to reason with Daddy, and ask him not to use his entire pay for drinking and gambling, he 

would get so angry at her. He’d yell at her that he needed his money to pay off his bookies. Yet, he demanded steak for 

dinner every night,and we were not allowed steak, because it cost too much, and we got hamburgers.Of course, it was 

Momma’s fault. that she let him get away with whatever he wanted to do and he knew it. All that mattered to him was 

he had his whiskey and beer. 

Yet for some strange reason, Momma never did anything about Daddy refusing to help her with the bills. He lived 

there and ate there, and even bought him his clothes and shoes.. It was because of Daddy, we had to grow up without 

Momma being home with us for 13 years, and we only saw her on Sunday afternoons. Never in the summer, after the 

Fourth of July, even though we did spend every summerswith Aunt Vina, we did not see Momma. .because she was 

working in Wilton Connecticut, 6 months of the year,  from 1931-30. And she worked in Lake Placid, from 1940-57, 

from Memorial Day to Labor Day. 

 Momma was very fond of Mrs. Hardon, and she was very good to us. She would send her chauffeur Chris, to pick us 

up after school on a Friday and bring us to Wilton, for the week end, so we could be with Momma. She was  86,  when 

she died in 1939, she left money in trust fund for Momma, so that she would get money every other month for the rest 

of her life.  When Mrs. Hardon died, Momma took the summer off then she worked for Hazel Kolman and her mother 

Mrs. Becker, from 1940 to 1944. After a man sexually attacked Momma in their tenth floor  Penthouse, an dleft her for 

dead on the floor, Momma could never got back there again. She came home and life was very different for us when 

Momma came home to live. We were no longer children. I was 19 and working,  Mary Jane was 16 and going to 

busniness school..  Sonny had enlisted in the Army, and we wer not used to Momma being home and telling us what to 

do, after being on our own for so long.  

 Momma never knew what it was  to get us up and  send us off to school in the morning or be home when we came 

home from school. It was always Anna that gave us milk and cookies and made sure we did our homework, before we 

went roller skating with our friends..  
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When Momma came home to live, after the terrible thing that happened to her, she stayed in bed and was afraid to 

leave the house for almost 6 weeks. Mrs. Kolman and her s good friend, Judith Garden, who knew Momma well, 

would call every morning to see how Momma was. One morning Judith told her that she would like her to come work 

for her that she would teach her to be the florist she had in her elite shop. Momma was afraid, and she finally got her to  

work for her and she loved working there, and it was from 9-5.and Judith  taught her to be a fabulist florist, and she 

was so proud of the work Momma did.  

The following year, Judith Garden and her husband Ben Wyker bought Hazel Kolman’s summer house in Lake Placid, 

when Mrs. Becker died. Momma spent every summer there with Judith and her husband,  from 1944 until 1956. They 

had a cook and a maid and Momma ‘s only job was to put the flowers arrangements in all the rooms and  guests rooms 

and write the menus for all the meals, being she was a Certified French Chef, and Judith and her husband entertained a 

lot. I remember Ray Bolger went there often with his wife, and they liked to sit out on the big deck that overlooked the 

lake and watch the boats go by. 

 In 1956, Momma had her own flower shop in Valley Stream, Long Island and was very successful..We were  married 

and had children of our own, when Momma left the apartment on Amsterdam Avenue and lived in Valley Stream/ 

Daddy was in the Veterans Mental Hospital and  didn’t know any of us.and Anna continued to live in the apartment on 

Amsterdam by herself, and died suddenly of cancer in 1960. The following year Daddy was 65 when he died in May 

of 1961. 

 Momma would always argue with Daddy that it was not right,that  she had to work and be away from the children , 

when he was the one that should be paying the bills, not her. That she belonged at home, like all the other women in 

the neighborhood.   

He’d  leave and go downstairs and stay in the saloon, until he saw Momma get on the trolley and go back to work. 

When Daddy saw Momma get on the trolley and leaves, he would go back upstairs. He would line up the three of us in 

the dining rom and start fighting with us, and he’d stand there and yell at us that he wanted to hear the three of us say 

… out loud , ‘that he was the boss in the house, and not Momma.’   

Mary Jane and Sonny would say it, because they were so afraid of him, but he couldn’t make me say it. He’d get so 

mad because I wouldn’t say it ,that  he’d wallop me across the face, But he still could not make me say it. He’d finally 

give up and lay down on the bed with his clothes on and pass out, and wed wait awhile, to make sure he was asleep, 

before the three of us would run in our room and hide underneath the blankets, hoping and praying he wouldn’t wake 

up and start in on us again..  

 Being with Aunt Vina every summer, we would see Uncle Henry hug and kiss Aunt Vina, and he’d  lift her up in the 

air, and dance around in the kitchen with her, and the twofof them would be laughing. We never saw anything like that 

in our house, it was such a different life for us when we were there with people that loved one another, and we did  not 

have to be afraid of Daddy waking us up and yhelling at us and hitting us or burinng us, by holding us up against the 

hot radiator, because no one realized his mind was going from all the drinking he had done over the years.                        

1943 …AUNT VINA, UNCLE ERVIN AND MOMMA 
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Aunt Vina told us ,Uncle Ervin was married in the late Twenties, to a girl in Towanda. but we had never met his wife 

or daughter. When  they got divorced, it was Aunt Vina that stayed in touch with them. Recently, Aunt Ruth told me, 

she read in the paper that Uncle Ervin’s daughter, had become a doctor  in Towanda. 

Uncle Leo was a Pennsylvania State Trooper, in the early Thirites and was stationed in Harrisburg. While he was 

there, he met Virginia, a school teacher and. they went to New York City to get married on a week-end, in 1936.  

Being it was on a Sunday, Momma was home. and he had their wedding dinner at our house. and made a three tier 

wedding cake with them, with a big bell on top. We stood on chairs and decorated the dining room with white paper 

bells and twisted white crepe paper streamers all around the room, and they were so surprised when they walked in, 

but for us it was so exciting. They kept thanking Momma and let her know how much they appreictged what shehad 

done for them. Then lived in Harrisburg and had a son Rodney and they got divorced soon after and Aunt Vina stayed 

in touch with Virginia and their son Rodney, and we heard he died from cancer. 

Uncle Leo and Ervin were always together and thought nothing of dropped in to see Aunt Vina, any time of the day or 

night. They always brought something, mostly ice cream and they brought enough so everyone could have some. They 

would go upstairs laughing and pull us ou of our beds and have us go downstairs and getsome of the ice cream they 

brought before it melted.. We thought they were so funny, but Shirley and Dorothy didn’t think the were, they ‘d  

would be complaining about them and say, ‘those crazy fools’. If Aunt Vina  saw they had beent drinking,  she made 

them stay the night and sleep it off, and the dirty dishes would be washed in the morning, and we’d all go back to bed.   

We could never figure out, why they always came  to Aunt Vina’s,to have dinne, when they were married and had a 

family of their own when  she had many of us to feed,  even though Lily and her two oldest girls helped her. There 

were eleven of us and when they came, she had 13 of waiting to have dinner,, Aunt Vina, Uncle Henry, their 4 
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children, the three of us, and she had her sister Lily and brother Aaron living there too.  

 Lily and Aaron were mutes. They could talk, until a traveling doctor took their tonsils out when they were very young 

and living in Hornell, New York. Hornell was where Gramma was born, and all Gramma’s children, except for 

Dorothy,  she was born in Wysox, in 1914. 

 When they lived in Hornell, once a year an old country doctor made his rounds to the same familes for years. He 

decided to retire and train eda young doctor to take over, and gave him the name and addresses of his patients, and 

they traveled from town to town, and explained that lived a t the end of the day, the traveling doctors would exchange 

their services free, for one nights bed and board.  

The following year, when the new doctor came around, he stopped at he Gramma’s and asked if he could stay two 

nights, with  his room and board and some hay and water for his hourse, that he would take out all the children’s 

tonsils, and counted 5 of them. The next monring he put them on the kitchen table,  and one by one, he knocked them 

out with ether, and took all their tonsils out.  

While all the others were fine later in the day, Lily and Aaron who were 7 and 8, could never talk again and the 

schools refused to take them in.  They lived all their lives with their parents, because.no one could understand their 

unusual grunts and groans, in fact some peope were afraid of them.Their father died in 1928 and their mother married 

Mr. Beckwith, around 1937,and he didn’t want to have to feed them, and Gramma moved to Wellsboro with Mr. 

Beckwith, and tAunt Vina and Uncle Henry came and go them, and they lived with them.  

In the fall, Leo and Ervin and Uncle Henry, went hunting together and.they’d catch a big black bear or a couple of deer 

and would have their pictures taken next to their trophies. Aunt Vina had the pictures enlarged and framed and those 

pictures hung on the wall for years.  

Uncle Leo had dark red hair and freckles,  and so did our  Great-Uncle Jake Vanderworker, and Aaron. Ervin had dark 

brown hair, and olive skin like his mother, Momma and Lilybut Aunt Vina had snow white skin and beautiful shiny 

auburn hair she wore in a bun.. 

Uncle Ervin lived in Wysox with Laura and they had a son they called Junior, he was around our age and we often saw 

him, because Uncle Ervin would bring him to Aunt Vina’s.  

 

Evvin lived with Laura,  in Wysox, the same house he grew up in. He bought for back taxes.  Because,  Gramma 

married Mr. Beckwith, and moved to Wellsboro with him, and just walked away from the house and she never paid the 

taxes.  

The house went up for sale for back taxes and Uncle Ervin bought it.  He put in electric, and plumbling and hot water, 

a bathroom and a kitchen, new carpeting throughout the house. He built a big garage and fixed cars, across the road on 

the property he owned and did very well.  

After two years being married to Mr. Beckwith, Gramma left him and never told him, because she insisted he worked 

her too hard and never gave her any money. So with the hop of a neighbor,  she got on the Greyhound bis and went 

back to Wysox, thinking all she had to do was walk back in her house. This was around 1941, and Uncle Ervin had no 

intention of letting her have the house back, and he didn’t want her  to stay there, because, he argued  she walked away 

from it and he put all the money he had put the house and it was his.  

 Momma and.Aunt Vina were very upset when Gramma told them how he treated her,,  and Aunt Vuna and Uncle 

Henry came and got Grandma and brought her home with them, and they already had Lily and Aaron living with them.  
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 It didn’t last, they could not get along and Momma had Gramma come live with us. and she was living with us for 

awhile, and before we knew it, Momma sent Gramma back to Aunt Vina. Momma paid the rent for a cottage for 

Gramma to live in and Aunt Vina brought her eggs, milk and butter and they split the money  for her food. When 

Gramma wanted Lily to live her she refused to go, but Aaron went, he always got along with his mother. In 1950, Lily 

died form a tumor on her brain, and in 1955, Aaron was killed when he got it by a car, and Gramma died of a stroke in 

1956. 

With all the work Aunt Vina had to do,  I never heard her complain. She was always in a good mood and never 

hollered at us and.there were times, we should have been punished,but  she’d sit us down and talk to us and make us 

realize what we done was wrong.\ 

 I remember the day I decided to sneaked look inside the old Mac Moran’s house that was, across the road from Aunt 

Vina.The old house belonged to their neighbor, Jim Mac Moran, he lived on the same side of the road as the old house, 

but way down under the hill. It was his parents house and they died there in 1918 and he wanted it left it just the way it 

was.  Jim  mowed the lawn over there every week, and kept the place looking nice. He owned a dairy farm and he had 

a huge big black bull, and we were scared of our lives of him. When we walked down the dirt road , to go see his wife, 

because we liked her us and she liked ys becayse we were from New York City.  She would give us a dish of ice 

cream, because she knew we would enjoy it, because they were one of the few homes that had electricity and they had 

a big wooden refrigerator with a freezer in it, and she liked to make ice cream. 

We were there one day,  enjoying the ice cream and we heard that big bull bellowing  in the barn, and we had every 

reason to be scared of him, because he was huge, black and shiny..  He had a big brass ring in his nose so they could  

lead him around and put him a different different stall, because he was notorious for  kicking his way of his pen.  

We were in Jim Mac Moran’s kitchen, talking to his wife, having some ice cream, when we heard a lot of commotion 

going on, out in the barn. One of the men ran in and told her tha thet bull got out again and had gored one of the hired 

help, and he was bleeding and he was taking him to the doctor in town.  

Welooked out the window and saw the bull running up the road towards Aunt Vina’s house, and all his men went after 

him on horses and pick up trucks,  His wife made us staye in the house with her,, and when they fianlly came back, 

they  told her they had roped him , and managed to get him up the ramp and in the \pick-up truck and he was back to 

the barn but they put him in a different pen, because he demolished the slats in his pen again.  

When we heard that, we thanked Mrs,. Mac Moran and ran as fast as we could, back up the hill  and in Aunt Vina’s 

house and closed the door, breathlessly telling her what just happened down at Mac Moran’s farm. She smiled and told  

us she had seen the bull, because he was in her driveway, when they finally caught him, and we all but wilted, when 

we heard he was in the driveway.When I think of the nightmares I used to have, thinking that bull was chasing me, no 

one will ever know how scared I was, laying in bed wondering if he was going to get loose again.    

The Mac Moran’s were always very good to us, .and we heard Jim tell Aunt Vina, he wanted his parent’s house left 

exactly the way they left it. We were told again and again, not to go over there and there were signs on the lawn ,that 

said,  ‘NO TRESPASSING’.  

I decided to just walked up the driveway, and look inside. I wasn’t going totouch anything.  aI saw an old barn to my 

left  that was falling down, and I could see insidethere was a big black sleigh they hitched horses to, when it snowed, 

and there was a big leather strap with big sleigh bells hanging there. I was more curioius to see what the inside of the 

house looked like.I cupped my hands andtried to look through the old blurred window. I could see the table was still 

set, like someone was going to sit down and eat.  On each side of the old front door there were beautiufl red roses 

blooming and fruit trees all around, and the apples and pears were on the tree and on the ground, but we know not to  

touch them. 
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 I just turned the knob of the door and was surprised it opened and I looked in. I could see the living room, and oval 

frames with old fashioned pictures of his mother and father I assumed, still hanging on the wall  and a black leather 

couch that had horse hair and springs coming out of it, where the leather had rotted way.  

I looked back, and saw Mary Jane, Sonny and Roseanna, looking in but they were too afraid to go in the house, like I 

did. I was the only one that dared to go in  I was in awe of what I saw,  how everything was still there, untouched. even 

several old fashioned Valentines with lace on them, were opened and still  sitting on the shelf. There was a vase with 

withered and dried roses,  cups and saucers and plates sitting on the table, and the tablecloth had disentergrated and 

was falling apart and hanging dpwn. I was curious to see what was in the living room, when I suddenly felt myself 

going down through the floor and I landed down in a wet smelly, stinky cellar, and found myself sitting t in the cellar 

that was full of  dirty green water and I was gagging.and wiping the slme off my face and eyes. 

 I saw the wooden stairs werefloating in the water, so it meant I had no way to getting out of there. I realized, I wasn’t 

hurt when I stood up , but I was soaking wet and coverd with green algea and I was so scared there were snakes in the 

water, and I looked around and didn’t see any. Mary Jane and Roseanna had no choice but go in the house to see what 

happened to me. They started to cry, seeing me in that water and I couldn’t get out.  Sonny ran, saying he was going to 

get Johnnny. They came back with a ladder and I was able toclimbe out of the ugly green mess I was in. 

Then I had to face Aunt Vina and tell her what I did, even though she probably knew already, because Sonny would 

have told her. When I walked up on the porch, she was sitting there waiting, and I could tell from the exression on her 

face, she was hurt her to think,  I had disobeyed her.  It was the only time I can remember Aunt Vina getting upset 

with me, because I dared do such a thing, when we were told not to go there. 

 She had Lily help me wash all that green tstuff of me,  and get some clean clothes for me,  and she made me, not her, 

walk down the hill and tell Mr. Mac Moran what I had done. I was so embarrassed, because he and his wife were so 

good to us.   

When I told him what I had done, he got very angry and raised his voice and yelled at me, “You city kids have 

absolutely no respect for other people’s things. What made you think you had the right to walk in my mother’s house, 

when there were signs on the lawn that said, “No Trespassing”. 

 I cried and told him how sorry I was, and he rna his hand thorugh his hair and  walked away and left me standing on 

his porch, and Icould see his wife, peeking out from behind the white starched curtains. But, he was never was the 

same towards us, after that and we were never invited in his house for ice cream again. Uncle Henry and Johnny 

repaired the floor for him, and he let them know he appreciated it and shook their hands and thanked them, but he 

glared at me when he left.. 

The only other time Aunt Vina got upset with me, was really an accident. It was the day after the Fourth and Momma 

and Daddy didn’t  leave yet, to go back to the city. Roseanna, Mary Jane, Sonny and I asked Aunt Vina, could we hold 

the bunnies that were in the  hutch.’ 

 The hutch stood on four legs and was three feet off the ground.and itI had a little wooden house for them to stay out of 

the rain, and a wooden floors they could run back and forth. The hutct was covered with chicken wire, and it had a 

hinged door at one end, so they could be fed and cleaned out, and it had a slide bar to keep them in.  

At first, Aunt Vina hesitated then she said, “Well, if you are careful and make sure you don’t let them get away, 

because we will never find them if they run in the woods, Especially the grey fluffy one, that Dorothy got me,for 

Mother’s Day, he is so beautiful.” Being I was the oldest and tallest I opened the door and handed one of the  white 

bunnies to Mary Jane, and one to Roseanna and another one to Sonny. I held the beautiful grey, fluffy angora rabbit, 

but it was bigger and heavier than I thought and I loved how it felt, it was so soft. As I leaned over to kiss it on the 
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head, he jumped out of my arms and ran under the hutch. 

We put the other rabbits back in the hutch quick and closed the door,. All three o fus got down on our hands and knees 

and tried to see where he was, and saw him way under the hutch.  We couldn’t reach  in far enough get a hold of 

him,and we knew we had to gbetg him  before he ran in the woods  I panicked because I knew he was Aunt Vina’s 

favorite rabbit. 

 Sonny said he could get him. He reached in as far as he could but he couldn’t reach him.. I got down on my stomach 

and reached in as far as I could.I could feel his tail, but I couldn’t grab a hold of him because he had his back to me. I 

got a hold of his tail and was slowly pulling him towards me,  he was so heavy and big, his tail came off in my hand. 

 We all gasped when we saw what happened. I never thought it would kill him. I was  so glad Igot him  and put him 

back in the hutch with the other bunnies, and closed the door and locked it. l stood there with his tail in my hand, and 

when Mary Jane and Roseanna looked at it, they were horrified at they saw. I started to cry when I realized what I had 

done. We decided we were not going to say anything, because he had so much fluffy fur, no one would notice his tail 

was missing.  

The next morning when Dorothy went to feed the rabbits, she discovered the beautiful grey rabbit was dead. Momma 

and Aunt Vina heard her screaming because were sitting on porch talking and having coffee. They looked around to 

see what happened and we didn’t know what happened. We stood there looking at one another and 

saw.Dorothy,crying and telling her mother,‘That beautiful Angora rabbit I gave you, is dead, Someone pulled his tail  

off.” When  I heard what she said, I couldn’t believe the rabbit died, because I pulled his tail off.  

Momma looked at the four of us standing there and asked “ Which one of you pulled the tail off that beautiful rabbit?”  

No one answered her. Momma demanded, ‘I asked you, which one of you pulled the tail of that poor rabbit?’ We 

shrugged and said together, “We don’t know.”  

Momma looked at me,and knew I was the guilty one.S he said, “You did it, didn’t you?” I nodded that I did and I 

started to bawl. I tried to explain to Aunt Vina how it happened and. as bad as she felt about her beautifu  rabbit dying,  

she understood how it happened. She did not get mad at me, but Momma did.  She was upset, because I was the one 

that did it and I lied . She got a switch and started beatiing me with it so hard that Aunt Vina took a hold of her hand 

and told her,  “Myrtle  stop it. She did not mean to do it. Don’t you ever beat her like that again, not while she is in my 

house because I won’t let you.”   

Momma  glared at me, and Aunt Vina had me go inside while they talked and tried to smooth things over, because 

Momma and Daddy were leaving the next morning. It was very quiet at the dinner table that night.. No one had 

anything to say because veryone  felt bad that the rabbit died. But, nothing more was said about it and Momma and 

Aunt Vina were talking again, but I couln’t look at anyone., I felt so bad knowing I was the one that did it.  

The next morning, after Momma left, Aunt Vina had me go across the road to the woods with her.and  had Johnny dig 

a deep hole so we could  bury the poor rabbit in a carboard box. She had me place the box in the hole. and she patted 

the dirt down with the shovel and smoothed it over with the shove and Johnny placed a heavy flat stone where we 

buried the rabbit .  

 When we were home in the city, we had meat every night for dinner, but when we were on the farm, we only had 

meat on Sunday, if Uncle Henry was lucky enough to catch two woodchucks. Or when some the old chickens could no 

longer lay eggs,they became chicken stew with dumplings, but only on Sunday.  They didn’t have an ice box or a 

refrigerator like we did to keep meat in,  and it wasn’t until 1940,  electric was brought in to where they lived. . 

 Every fall and winter Uncle Henry went hunting with Uncle Leo and Ervin and they would have meant because they 
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woulcatch a bear, or a couple of deer, and a few rabbits. What they didn’t eat Aunt Vina canned it, so they could enjoy 

some other time.. 

In the summer was when we had woodchuck for Sunday dinner. Uncle Henry would get up early in the morning,  and 

his faithful dog Fido would go with him, , and he’d carry his rifle on his shoulder and he usually came back with two 

big fat woodchucks. Sunday morning was the only time he could go hunting because he worked six days a week and 

left at 5 in the morning, sometimes at night, if he wasn’t too tired, he catch one or two.   

We’d stand back and watch Uncle Henry hang one at a time, on a big nail on the back porch. He’d put a pail under 

them. Then cut and skin around their four feet,then down the middle and around the neck, and we’d scream and run, 

even though we had seen him do it so many times before, and he would gut it and we’d close our eyes and be gagging 

seeing  him pull the skin off in one piece, and we couldn’t look anymore.   

Aunt Vina would soak the both f them in a big pan of salt water before she put them in a big pot and let them simmer 

the back of the wood stove, while we went to church, that was just  up the road. When we came home, she left her 

good Sunday dress on, and put a pretty apron on over it, and let the woodchucks boiled another two hours, and she’dd 

have a cup of hot tea, while her girls were busy making  2 chocolate, one layer cakes in a square pan, and make a bitter 

cocoa butter cream icing with confectionary sugar to put on it. 

 Every night after dinner we had either a berry pie or chocolate cake. After she finished her  tea,  she poked the 

woodchucks with a long fork with a wooden handle to see if they were tender and they usually were, she’d stuff them , 

then roast them in oven until they turned a golden brown, while she made the white gravy with the broth. We couldn’t 

wait to eat that wood chuck with mashed potatoes, covered with her delicious gravy with black pepper in it, and the 

ears of corn from the garden, dripping with butter that she made every Tuesday.  

 If they were going to have chicken for Sunday dinner,  we would stay on the porch so we could see Uncle Henry catch 

two old chickens, he had his eye on  that had stopped laying eggs  He’d stand there and watchthem walking around , 

clucking and pecking at the grou he’d quick grab two of them  by their legs and  hold them upside down  and they’d be 

squawking and  flapping their wings as if they knew what was going to happen to them, while all the other chickens 

were watching what was going on.   

Uncle Henry put their heads on an old tree stump and chopped their head off, and we’d run away screaming at the 

gruesome sight, of seeing howh e let them run around in the yard with no heads on, and he would  be laughing at us 

when he’d grab them and clean them out, before he handed them over to Aunt Vina to put in big pan. She would get 

the big tea kettle and pour scalding hot water over all their feathers and we would help her pull the feathers off the 

chicken, while she was busy using a small sharp knife to dig out the stubborn pin feathers from under their skin.Then 

she soaked them in salt water, and put them in a big pot,  and they’d cook while she went to  church and when we 

came back, she let them cook until they were tender, being  they were old chickens, was why we chicken stew with 

dumplings.   

We loved to see Aunt Vina get ready to go to church. She would put on a pastel flowered dress and a pair of white 

beads and earrings to matc,. Then stand in front of her vanity mirror and adjust her navy blue straw hat with one pink 

rose on it, and carefully pull down the delicate veil over her nose. Then she’d pull on her white crocheted gloves and 

put a big navy blue pocketbook over her arm, that only had a neatly folded hanky in it, that she had crocheted pink lace 

around the edges and a sturdy envelope where she kept her railroad pass in,  a pass she could go anywhere in the 

United States with, but had never used it.” 

When we asked her, ‘Home come you and Uncle Henry don’t go on the train and go soemwhere?’ She ‘d sighed , 

“Because of all the work that needs to be done on the farm every day, we can’t just go away.whenthe cows have to be 

milked, the milk has to be seperated so I can make butter, and all the animals that have to be fed and watered twice a 
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day, the cows, the horses, chickens, pigs and geese.” “And we have those ferral cats that live in the barn, they have to 

get milk every morning and night.We need them to keep the rats and mice out of the barn.” 

 I thought about what she said, and and told her, “I an never going to marry a farmer, and have to do all the work that 

you do..” She couldn’t stop laughing, and told me, I shouldn’t say that, because we love what we do.’ Hearing her say 

that, did not change my mind. 

We went to church with them every Sunday and wore our good dresses, white socks and patent leather shoes. We’d 

climb in the car, and sit in the back seat of Uncle Henry’s two door 1936 slate blue Ford, with Roseanna, who was our 

age.  Shirley and Dorothy were in high school and they were older that we were  and they always stayed at home  

The church was down the dirt road about two miles, on the corner, where the two roads crossed. Uncle Henry parked 

under a tree, and they’d get out and move the seat forward so  Roseanna could go with them but we stayed in the car, 

because we were Catholics. We were not allowed to go in a Protestant Church, because we were told. Aunt Vina felt 

so bad knowing we had to sit in the hot car while they were inside, not that their church had electricity or fans,  it 

broke her heart to thinkt we had to sit out there in the hot sun, but she understood,  being she was raised a Catholic by 

her Aunt Vine, who became a Catholic, when she married her husband, and she sent Aunt Vina to a Catholic school, in 

Hornell. Yor 

The irony of it was, Aunt Vine married a Henry, and our Aunt Vina married a Henry, so it was very confusing for us, 

to know exactly who they were talking about when they came to the Vanderworker Family Reunions.  

When Aunt Vina married Uncle Henry in 1914, even though Aunt Vine brought yher up as a Catholic  she went back 

to being a Baptist like she was and Henrywas, and they were married in the Baptist Church, her family belonged to.  

When Aunt Vina told us she felt so bad, that we had to sit out there in the hot sun, we’d tell her, ‘We don’t mind, 

because its better than committing a mortal sin and going to hell.  The nuns in our school told us, that is what would 

happen to us if we went in a Protestant Church.” Aunt Vina would sigh and walk away shaking her head because it 

bothered her, we thought such a terrible thing. Even the minister’s wife felt sorry for us  and  would bring a pitcher of 

water and three glasses to have while we sat there. I have since wondered,  why Aunt Vina didn’t leave us home with 

Shirley and Dorothy?  

After church, Aunt Vina put a clean starched apron over her good dress, and started to make dinner, which we had in 

the middle of the day on Sundays, instead of at five o’clock on week days, we always had dinner when Uncle Henry 

came home from work. After church,  we went home and the  first she did was sit down at the kitchen table and have a 

cup of hot tea, or a glass of cool green tea, before she dragged out the big cloth sack of flour from the pantry and the 

big can of baking powder, then two big heavy mixing bowls she made the dough in for the dumplings.  

 She’d poke chickens with a long fork to check if they were tender, before she took the boiled chickens and put them 

on a platter and kept them in the oven to stay warm while she made the thick yellow gravy with the chicken broth that 

she cooked the dumplings in. She always made enough dough to fill the two big bowls, knowing how everyone loved 

her dumplings.   The gravy went on the table in a big bowl with a ladle in it. The chickesn were deboned and the meat 

put on the platter. With 13 hungry people, all eagerly waiting to get some of that chicken and dumplings, because it 

was such a treat, and I’d sheepishly pick out the carrots, but Aunt Vina knew I never liked carrots, and she’d just 

smile.  The three of us loved her chicken and dumplings so much, that we’d lick our plates when we finished, even 

though no one in the family would do such a thing. We’d see Dorothy and Shirley eyeing us and shaking their heads, 

because we had such terrible table manners. For us it was such treat to have chicken and dumplings, because we never 

had it at home. Anna was Irish and we always had Irish stew every week, and Anna always let me take the carrots out.   

With so many of us to feed every day, I oftgen think of all the wash Aunt Vina had to do every Monday morning.  I 

don’t know how she did it. Especially in the summer being in that hot kitchen with the wood stove going all day, and a 
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big pot of starch simmering on the back of the woodstove.  

She believed in starching our dresses,slips shorts and tops, because she felt it kept them cleaner longer ,and they it did 

look so much nicer. I can still see her standing in the kitchen and lifting the bottom  of her apron up m so she could 

wipe the sweat off her face, and carefully reach underneath her glasses, and wipe her eyes it was so hot in that kitchen.   

The ironing was done every Tuesday morning, and it was unbelievable all the clothes that had to be sprinkled, so they 

would be damp, when they were ironed with  old fashioned flat irons that wer elined up in the back of the stove.  

Dorothy,Shirley and Lily did most of the ironng, because on Tuesdays Aunt Vina churned the butter. 

They had big brown and beige ceramic crocks with the sour cream in them, sat on the wide stone steps,  at the top of 

the stairs that lead down to the wet, cool cellar where it was always cool.The cream was separated from the milk every 

morning , and every Tuesday morning Aunt Vina made butter with it.and it kept at the head of the stairs, being their 

cellar was always wet and cool. The sour cream was dumped in a big tall wooden barrel, and we liked to take turns and 

help her to churned the butter.  and it seemed to take such a long time before it started turned into butter. 

 Meanwhile, the girls did the ironing and had 6 or 7 irons lined up on the back of the wood stove, and as one iron 

cooled down, they just stuck a shiny wooden handle into the next hot iron. I don’t remember any of our clothes being 

burned or scorched from those hot irons.  

During the school year, when Dorothy and Shirley went to high school, they walked 4 miles each way,  in all kinds of 

weather, through deep snow and heavy spring rains. Their high school was in the next town, Ulster, and they never 

missed a day of school. 

 Dorothy was nine years older than me and Shirley was  five years older than me. When I got a little older, I would  sit 

in one of the rockers on the porch, I used to wonder what they thought about our being in their house  every suumer 

and all the extra work they had  with the three of us being there, year after years..They never had much to say, and 

were very quiet compared to their brother Johnny. He was always laughing and teasing us because we were from the 

city. Johnny liked Sonny, and he took him along, wherever he went. 

 During the week no one sat outside on the back porch.  It seemed the only time they did was on Sunday afternoons, 

after dinner .The adults  would bring chairs from inside to sit on, and Roseanna and the three of us  sat on the wooden 

steps and we knew to be careful where we sat, being the wood was old and dry, we often got a splinter stuck in our 

rear ends. It was so much cooler on the porch when there was  a light breeze blowing in the late afternoon. Inside it 

was so hot with the hot woodstove going all day for all three meals that by late afternoon, the kitchen was like an oven 

it was so hot, but it never seemed to bother them. 

 The\old farm house they lived in was over 200 years old when they bought it in 1930 for $300, I think I remember 

Momma saying that. It had18 acres of land, a big barn, and chicken doop. The property went down the side of the 

mountain. except for the two acres on each side of the house, The had several fields of hay for the animals,oats and 

buckwheat, alfalfa for the animals.. The rest of the land went down, down, down to Buttermilk Falls where we went 

swimming, once in a while. We didn’t go too often because it took so long to get there. 

We had to walk down the side of mountain that was very steep, in order for to get down to where the waterfall was. 

Once we were there, we loved standing in the water,  with the water cascading down over us while we stood there. We 

had to be very careful climbing down over all the rocks, so we could  get to the bottom of the waterfalls and go 

swimming.  

The falling water had made a big hole, and we’d stand there and let the cool water fall down on us and it felt so good, 

after the long walk we had in the hot sun, to get there.  
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 We couldn’t go unless Shirley went with us, and she really didn’t like going there that often,  because it was such a 

long walk to get there and even harder to climb back up the mountain to go home, in the heat of the July or August 

sun. We’d be sweating and wishing we had some of that water we were swimming in to drink.  We’d be exhausted by 

the time we got back to Aunt Vina’s house, and that was why we only went two times in the summer, unless Johnny 

too us in a friend’s pick up truck, and we all went and brought potato salad and sandwiches and cold tea and we’d have 

a picnic,  then, it was a lot of fun to go there.   

  Sitting on the back porch, you could look out over the field of hay and alfalfa.and see way off in the distance.where 

there were beautiful rolling green mountains that seemed to go on and on and then disappear somewhere in the mist. If 

you were standing, you could see the cars way down in the valley going by and they looked like ants crawling along 

on State Route 46, we were up so high on that mountain.  

  Roseanna, Mary Jane and me, slept together in a big old fashioned white iron bed,exactly  like the bed next to us, that 

Dorothy and Shirley slept.in  My sister and I would giggle when we’d  see.the ropes hanging underneath the beds, 

because the ropes went back and forth and around the frame of the bed,  to hold up the sagging mattresses, but that was 

how they did it.  

 The room we slept in was huge, and the door to the attic was in our room to the left of our bed.  Many a night, I would 

lay there wide awake, so scared. I couldn’t sleep because my cousin Johnny told us that ghosts that lived in the attic.  I 

would lay awake, thinking I was hearing ghosts moving around in the attic and heart would be pounding, because I 

thought any minute they were going to open that door and grab us. until Shirley told me, not to listen to Johnny, what 

we heard, was only some mice running around in the attic.   

When Uncle Ervin and Leo would sit outside on the back porch, they’d light their cigarettes and we’d sitthere watch 

them blow the smoke up in the air, while we were waiting for them to start telling us some more stories about what 

Momma did, and what it was like when their father moved them from Hornell, New York, to Towanda in an open 

wagon, pulled by two horses in 1909. We coldn’t imagine five kids,their mother and father sleeping in an open wagon, 

along the side of a dirt road, and they tgravield a hundred miles with no lights.They made a fire in the morning to have 

boiled coffee with the stale bread with homemade blackberry jam, for breakfast .We thought what fun it must have 

been, that they were camping out like that, not realizing how uncomfortable it must have been for all of them.    

  Uncle Ervin would sit there thinking  and sigh, “It sure was a long ride before we got to Towanda. We traveled a 

hundred miles over bumpy dirt roads, that had big holes filled with rainwater in them. Sometimes the wheel of the 

wagon would get stuck  in one of those holes because there was no way you could tell how deep they were, until you 

went through them. We’d all get out, except for Ma, and try to help Dad get that wheel out of the mud hole/ with    

 “The reason Dad moved  to Towanda, was because he felt he never had any luck living in Hornell, New York  For 

some reason, he seemed to think if he moved to Towanda, like his cousins, his luck would change.  But that never 

happened, year after year it only got worse.”  Years ago, around 1895, it was before Dad met Ma, his mother asked 

him to stop in to see his  cousins in Towanda, when  he left his family in Delaware Gap, Pennsylvania He was 28 years 

old then an he wanted to go out on his own. His father gave him a horse and a blanket, and he refused to take the 

rifle.he wanted him to have with him. He headed north, thinking he’d surely find lots of work cutting down trees and 

building log cabins like his father had done all his life, but no one wanted log cabins anymore. 

 He found where his cousins lived in Twanda, and they le thim stay over night. After seeing how well his cousins were 

doing, that was where he wanted to live. they had nice house and a dairy farm with hired hands. When we were 

leaving Hornell, he assured Ma they were going to have a nice house and a farm too, ince they got settled in 

Towanda.” 

 “When we finally arrived in Towanda, Dad knocked on his cousins’ door. They didn’t know who he was, they didn’t 
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recognize him. and we stood there while he toldl them who he was. They invited us in and fed us, but they were a  

bewildered, as to why they hadn’t seen or heard from him in over ten years. They could read and write, but he 

couldn’t, then they didn’t realized why, they never heard from him.They found a house for us the next day, but it was 

along the railroad tracks again and Ma had a fit, she did not want to live along the railroad tracks again. They were 

good people.because they took the time from their dariy  to follow Dad back to Hornell, so he could return the horses 

and wagon to his neighbor, and have a way to get back to Towanda.”  

 While Uncle Leo would tell us, how they travelled a 100 miles in an open wagon, and we had no way of knowing 

how far that was or what it meant to be in an open wagon for a couple of days, because we always went to Towanda, 

in a car that Daddy borrowed . 

  It seemed everytime, Uncle Leo and Ervin would sit there smoking , they’d tilt Aunt Vina’s good chairs back on two 

legs, and she’d come out, wiping her hands on the dish towel and scold them,  “How many times do I have to tell you 

boys, not to do that to my good dining chairs.  Will you sit up in those chairs the way you should, before you go 

ruinin’ the backs of my chairs on me!”  

 They’d always do the same thing, look at her and smile and hang their heads down and apologize and we’d see the  

chairs go back down where they belonged..Then they’d go  back to telling us about what Momma did,/“With all the 

beatings your mother got, you would think she would learn her lesson, no, she     never get in trouble again, but it 

didn’t stopped her, She drove Ma crazy because  she never knew what Myrtle was going to do next.” 

“When your mother was 12 years old, so you know she almost got herself killed three times?    Ma really beat the 

daylights out of her that time. Ma was always yelling at us kinds, but Dad never did. He loved us kids and it would 

upset him the way Ma beat Myrtle. He would put his arms around her and she’d be crying, he’d tell her she should not 

be doing such dangerous things, when you know how it upsets her mother.“ 

 Uncle Ervin couldn’t wait to tell us his story about Momma. He sat there and slapped his knee  saying, “ Ma never hit 

Leo or me, it was aways Myrtle that she hit  Ma would get so mad at her, she would take a piece of wood from the 

woodbin and wallop the daylights out of her with it, that is what used to make her black and blue.  I never forgot the 

summer Myrtle talked her friend Helen in to going fishing with her in the Susquehanna River. You know what a big 

and wide that river is. There were  a couple of small piers along the shore where people would fish. Neither one of 

them had a fishing  pole so Myrtles takes our brand new fishing rods we worked to get them.and we had never used 

them yet. We had them up in the rafters on the back porch. No one was home. We were working with Dad and Aaron 

at our neighbor’s and Ma was down at the church, teaching the women to make quilts.  

Myrtle takes Helen home with her  and takes our new fishing poles and our can of worms, thinking she’d put them 

back and we’d  never know it. They go over to the river and  the fish aren’t biting. Myrtle tells Helen,”Lets get up on 

the bridge because I heard that is where you can get really big fish.”  Helen does not want to go because there were 

signs all over that say, ‘NO TRESPASSING”  They saw several men walking off the bridge with lots of fish. so she 

convinces Helen they should  go out to the middle of the one-way railroad bridge to fish.”  

                 “Well, it happened to be a very windy day and the wind was howling through the rafters of the wooden 

bridge when Myrtle and Helen sit down.They drop their line down and are sitting there awhile and. Myrtle happened 

to turn around and she screams. She sees a long feightg train is coming right at them and they jump  up and  our new 

fishing poles go down  in the river. They realized there is no place for them to run, the can’t get out of the way of the 

train. and Myrtle screams at Helen, “Get down and hang on the railroad tie while the train goes by and then we can 

climb back up, and that is what they did, and the freight trains were going over their heads, and they are hanging on to 

the railroad tie, under the tracks.  

                  The engineer on the train kept blowing the whistle over and over, because when he made the turn onto the 
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railraod bridge at Wysox, he saw the girls on the tracks fishing. He shut down the engine on the train, knowing it 

wouldn’t stop for at least another two miles over on the Towanda side of the river. He kept blowing the whistle to alert 

the town something terrible happened. The girls are looking up and hearing the wheels screeching as train hurries by, 

and they are hanging in mid -air with the river down below them and it was the noise of the trains going over their 

heads, and the wooden bridge rattling and shaking, that was scaring them.  Helen is hysterical and crying. as they hang 

there,  knowing any minute they are going fall down in the river below. Their arms hurt so bad that it feels like their 

arms were being pulled out of their sockets from hanging there.  

                  The caboose finally goes by, and they go to swing their legs up so they can wrap them around the railroad 

ties that us covered with creosote, when they realize they can’t swing them up high enough.. Helen was crying and 

Myrtle was trying to figure out how they were going get out of there. When the train finally came to a stop, a farmer 

gave the engineer and his crew a ride back to the bridge. They made their way out on the tracks to where he had last 

seen the girls but with the wind howling, they never heard them calling to them. because they were looking for pieces 

of what was left of them..” 

                  When the train finally comes to a stop, a farmer gave the engineer and  crew a ride back to the bridge. They 

made their way out on the tracks to where the engineer had last seen the girls but with the wind howling, they never 

heard them calling to them. because they were looking for pieces of what was left of them..They had no way of 

knowing Myrtle and Helen were able to hang down underneath the tracks while the train went over their heads. 

Somehow, they had tmanaged to go  hand over hand, and made their way down the big wooden beams where they 

could sit in the ‘X’ section of the bridge and wait for help.”  

                  The wind was howling so loud, no one heard them calling  up to the engineer when they saw him looking 

down at the river. When he stood up, he thought he heard someone crying and he got down and looked again, he saw 

the two girls sitting in the “X” section of the wooden railroad bridge, and almost fainted.. He told his men the only 

way they were going to get the girls down from there, was by using ropes. The crew helped lower Myrtle and 

screaming Helen down off the bridge and into the waiting rowboats of the men that had been fishing there, and they 

brought the girls back to shore . We never found our new fishig rods. Someone went and told Ma,  and she came back 

with a green switch and made Myrtle walk all the way home and with every step she took, she beat her so hard with 

that switch that she had the biggest welts you ever saw all over her legs and backside, she could sit for a week.”  

 “The second time was when Myrtle climbed up on the back of a caboose that was taking on    water for the steam 

engine. Helen didn’t want to get on it, she was afraid. Myrtle shamed her into doing it ‘for her’, so she wouldn’t be late 

getting home for supper. When she left,Ma had warned her, if she came home late again, she would beat her so hard 

she wouldn’t be able to sit for a week, and she had to eat her meals standing up.”  

They were hanging on the back of the caboose and the train started going, and Myrtle loved the thrill of it. Helen was 

so scared. The train was going faster than Myrtle thought it would. When they got near our house, where they were 

going to jump off, even Myrtle was too   scared to  jump off.  But, she knew the train was headed for the one-way 

railroad bridge, that they were very familiar with, and they she did not want to land over in Townada. So Myrtle 

decides they better they jump off before the trains turns on to the railroad bridge, and she pulls Helen off with her and 

Helen is screaming and crying at the same time, , and they hit the ground so hard, they bounced and started rolling 

down the long embankment. It is covered with crushed stones the Lehigh Valley Railroad  put there, when they built it 

up  where the train makes a turn onto the bridge, They hurt so bad after rolling over the stones, that they could hardly 

walk. They sat there bawling. when a church member happened t go by that section, where nobody ever goes, and 

found them sitting there bleeding and crying.”  

He is in his horse and buggy  and he gets Ma and Helen’s mother, and takes them there and back home. Ma beats the 

living daylights out of Myrtle again, ande with all the beating that girl got, it didn’t mean a thing. It never stopped her 
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from doing such daring things,  that no  girl in town would ever try to do. The problem with her,  she was never afraid 

to try anything and still to this day,  she is that way.. Last last Chirstmas, when she was here, we all decided to  went 

sleigh riding downhill, but not the long hill towards Ulster. Most people wouldn’t attempt to  go down that hill, but she 

did .  

Uncle Ervin sat there shaking his head, when he remembered what Momma did when they were kids that. almost  

caused the three of them to drown, He ran his fingers through his dark brown hair saying,”It was because Myrtle didn’t 

do what Ma told her. We were up on the roof fixing a leak and we heard Ma warn Myrtle that morning,  she was not to 

go gishing down at the creek that morning because it was flooding so bad it was half way up the hill.” 

 Uncle Ervin leaned way back in Aunt Vina’s good chair again and was balancing himself on the two back legws and 

he saw Aunt Vina looking at him, he slowly let the chair go back down, and gave her a big smile and went on to tell us 

the story of Momma did and he was, ssort of laughing that she caught him. “We had no school that moring, being it 

was Saturdayand it was about the first week in March. It was still cold out, and that winter we happened to have a lot 

of snow, and it was melting and running down off the mountains everywhere. The Susquehanna River was flooding 

real bad and the creek in back of our house,being we were up on the roof, we could see the water was so powerful and 

moving so fast, it was taking  downtrees and barns  with it, as it headed towards the Susquehanna River, that was a 

mile from our house. “ 

“ Myrtle usually wnet fishing with Ma, and we fished over in the river because the fish were cjuh bigtger over there  

Saturday was the only day she could go fish, and she wanted to go by herself and not with Ma., When she saw Ma 

wasn’t looking, she grabbed one of the old sheets Ma had there, that shehad poked holes in, because that was how Ma 

caught all the fish she wanted, by dragging it along in the crreek..  Myrtle would wear our waders and she’d be on one 

side of the creek and Ma on the other, and they’d walk along and scooped up as many fish as she wanted for 

breakfast,but we didn’t like fish because of the bones, but we knew Moma love the big one that we’d catch. She and 

Myrtle wer the only ones that enjoyed having fish fried in lard for their breakfast with lots of fried potatoes on theside. 

” 

“Well, that Morning, we were hammering awayh and utting some tar paper ober the hole in theroof, and we saw 

Myrtle bent over and sneaking  past the kitchen window so. Ma wouldn’t see her,seeing how  she was busy making 

bread.  Myrtle had the sheet rolled up in a ball and hurried down the hill to  the creek. but she didn’t get far. because 

she saw the water was coming up  the hill and  the spot where they usually went fishing was all under water and I 

know she was surprised to see how fast the water was going by.  

Myrtle decides she gbettern turn around and go back. and we see this big tree coming downstream, and before we 

knew it, one of the branches knock her over backwards and.she can’t get back up on her feet, because her coat is all 

wet and so are her gloves and scarf and  she lost her hat. The water is ice cold and she tries to get back on shore and 

she can’t. 

 The weight of wet clothes are pulling her down and  we see her grab a hold of one of the branches, and and she hangs 

on to  it and the tree is going downstream. We saw it move out into the middle of the creek, where the water was 

moving the fastest and we looked at one another and knew Myrtle was is some real serious trouble, because she 

wasgoing to end up in the Susquehanna River..We knew if we had do something fast,or Myrtle would drown or be out 

in the middle of the Susquehanna River, and we would never get her if that happened.”.  

As young as we were, we knew the only way we could save her, was to swim out and get her off that ree..  Now Ervin 

was 10 and I was 11. But,  I was a good swimmer, and Ervin wasn’t. He was a skinny kid that never liked to swim, but 

I was into swimming and was very muscular compared to him, he was skin an bones.. Wewent down the ladder and 

we opened the door and told Ma what happened and we took off.  
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We jumped over fences,and sloshed through fields filled with flood water,and we ran along the shore keeping an eye 

on where Myrtle was. Suddenly we saw the tree got hung-up on  one of the big rocks,  It couldn’t move. We knew that 

was our chance to swim out and save Myrtle.  We dived in the ice cold water, thinking all we had to do was swim out 

and bring her back to shore. We had no idea how cold that water was, and we had our coats on too. We were 

swimming against the current that was so strong, we did think we weret going to make it to Myrtle, .because we were 

struggling and  trying to swim against the force of the water that was going downstream.  

We finally make iit out to where Myrtle was and we grab a hold of one of the branches to catch our breath because we 

were exchausted, and we were shivering. I thought Ervin was going to go under and he was not doing too good, but he 

ehld on to the branch next to me. I grab a hold of Myrtle, so we can  swim back to shore with her. and she won’t let go 

of the tree, She is crying that she is afraid if she lets go, she is going to drown.  I yank her off the tree and she starts 

clawing at my face like a cat and starts hitting me in the face, that she wants to stay there.. As I pulled her off the the 

tree , the tree started to move and it going downstream again and the three of us  left there  floundering with nothing to 

hold on to. 

 I am trying to hold on to Myrtle and she is fighting me, and she was bogged down with her wet coat and scarf on, 

while I am trying to get her to  swim and take her back to shore and I am having a hard time to swim too, because  

have my coat on too, but I don’t’ let go of her.  Ervin was exhausted, he said he  could swim anymore,that  the current 

it was too strong. We were numb from being in that ice cold water, and luckily, we saw a  piece of a barn coming our 

way.Ervin and I managed to get a hold of it, as it was floating by  and the three of us had someing to hang on to, but 

we were still going downstream fast.  

Our neighbor Bill and his son were standing on shore looking at how the creek was flooding, and they spotted the 

three of hanging on to the piece of barn. Bill waved to us to let us know he saw us and ran to his wagon and got some 

ropes and he and his son run down to a small wooden bridge, keeping an eye on where we were. We saw the water 

could no longer go under the bridge,  because it was running  over the top of it, and there were trees and pieces of 

wood piling up against it.because nothing could go underneath it anymore. We saw Bill and his son standing in the 

middle of the bridge that was about to go down,yelling to us.  

“Grab a hold of these ropes,and we’ll pull you in, and we have to  hurry because the bridge is going to go down any 

minute.’ They threw the ropes to us and pulled us in as fast as they could and we could hear the way the bridge was 

creaking, we were scared it was going to go down with us on it. We ran as fast as we could, through the water that was 

running over the tops of our shoes, and we were so cold. We were so glad to get off the bridge in time, and we and 

made it back on land just it time. Because when we turned around , the bridge collapsed and what a  noise it made 

when it let go,,and we watched how sections of it was going downstream fast. We were numb with the cold when they 

walked us back to their wagon,  and Ma was there waiting for us, sobbing because she thought all three of us were was 

going to drown. We got in Bill’s wagon and he drove all of us home, and Ma was yelling at Myrtle for not listening to 

her,  while we sat there shivering so bad, that our teeth wer e chattering. “ 

“Our neighbor and his son saved us, because we would have drowned. We were so cold ant.  But, none of it would 

have happened, if Myrtle had done what she was told.  Ma had warned her not to go near the creek, but she wanted to 

go fishing. “ 

“Ma beat her so hard, that we ran upstairs and hid in case she came aftter us. Myrtle was black and foot from head to 

foot that time, and her rear-end hurt so bad she couldn’t sit to eat, she had to stand.. Dad did not approve of the way 

Ma beat Myrtle and Lily.he would put his arm around her and try to talk some sense into her head, but he never could. 

The minister in our church told Ma, ‘You are not going to change Myrtle. She is one of God’s children that was born 

with an adventuresome spirit, and that is the way she is and will always be.”    

“What I could never understand, through the years, is why Myrtle and Vina never could get along with Ma.  Ervin and 
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I never have a problem with her,  She never hit or beat us. Well for one thing, Vina didn’t grow up with us. Our Aunt 

Vine, adopted her, when she was nine years old.  Ervin was 3 and I was 5 years old when she left, so.we rarely saw 

Vina. Aunt Vine didn’t like to let her visit us, because she would cry want to go with her, she’d want stay with us.  Not 

that they weren’t  good to Vina, they were very good to her. They lived in a real nice house in  Hornell, and gave her 

everything a girl would want.. When she was 15 years old, they finally let her come to Wysox, and stay 2 weeks with 

us in the summer.” 

“I don’t like to think aboutDad being gone. He died when a big hickory tree fell on top of him. back in Februjary of 

1928. He was I his early 50’s and this was a man who was so kind and good to us and he never hollered at us, like Ma 

did. Too bad you kids never got to know him., you would have loved him.  He was very religious, and before every 

meal we had to say grace  Dad couldn’t read or write, but he could quote passages from the Bible that  his mother 

taught him when he was a boy. He grew up in a log cabin with a dirt floor, in Delaware Gap,where New Jersey ends 

and Pennsylvania begains. His father chopped down all the trees, and he  built their house when he came home from 

the Civil War.”  

  “We moved from Hornell,New York, back in 1909  Ma was so upset, because she did not want to leave Hornell, 

because her family was there. Well we moved to Townada, they got another house along the railroad tracks again, and 

Ma cried over that too, because two of our houses burned to the ground in Hornell, because of passing trains spewed 

hot coals intothe air and they landed on our house..He had no job and it was all he could afford.  had. “The only way 

he made any money was when he helped some of the farmers bring in the hay, and he worked a lot  for ole Gib, 

digging up his potatoes, and putting them in burlap bags, so he could sell them him in his General Store up the road, 

Dad worked hard, from early morning till supper time for 50 cents a day. And he made a bit of money when someone 

needed wood for their  woodstove or fireplace. He’d take Aaron with him and  cut down a big tree and haul the wood 

back to their house and stack it up ifor them, n their wood shed. He always had to borrow a neighbor’s wagon and 

horses, because he never could afford to buy a horse and wagon.  Being he was so well liked, his neighbors gladly 

loaned him their horse and wagon.whenever he needed it.  

     “ Whle Dad never went to school, Ma onlly went to third grade because her mother died when she was 9 years old 

and she had to take care of the family. She could read and write a little,she understood it,  but no one else could.  She 

always made a little money doing wash and ironing for people that could afford to have it done..   

      “Shortly after they moved into the house along the tracks in East Townada, it burned down when another red hot 

coal landed on the roof, which was common then. With no running water, they would grab what they could and have 

to stand there and watch it burn down.”   

   “I remember how Ma cried when Dad said, we were moving to Towanda, Pennyslvania,     that it was a hundred 

miles south of Hornell..That sounded like the end of the world to us. I think that was the only time they ever argued. 

Ma got so upset when she heard Dad was going to leave Hornell, that she told him, This is where I was born and my 

sisters and brothers, and father live here. I  met you here and married you here, and we had all our children here. No, I 

am not leaving Hornell,,’ she cried.. Dad listened and didn’t say a word and all her crying It did not change Dad’s 

mind one bit/ He very quietly told her,‘”Rose, you are my wife and we are moving to Towanda. And that was that.“ 

“Ma had no choice but go. She was bawling her eyes out when she was packing what little we had and put it in the 

open wagon, Dad had borrowed from our next door neighbor. When we left, we were all crying when we went down 

the dirt road and headed for  Towanda. It  took a couple of days for us to get there, and his cousins helped him find a 

house right away, the first thing Dad did, was join the Baptist Church,  down the road from the house we moved into.  

The minister and his wife, knew the cousins and they helped us get settled. We had nothing left, afte r two of their 

houses burned to the ground.  

The minister and his wife asked around and collected used furniture,blankets and quitls, clothes, dishes,  pots and pans, 
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and lots of food, when they saw we had nothing. Later on Ma made them some of her  black berry p;ies, to show her 

appreciation for what they had done.”  

That was when Myrtle met Mrs. Eggleston and her daughter, over at church. Her daughter Helen was just visiting her 

parents, and told her she was ten years older than Myrtle. They seemed to enjoy talking to Myrlte, and every Sunday 

after that Mrs. Eggleston would look for Myrtle and stop talk to her. Not too long after she met Myrtle, she hired my 

mother to do the laundry, not knowing the Eggleston’d had nine in help. She had all those uniforms and aprons that 

had to be wahed and ironed too,, but she paid Ma well and liked her work..  

Every Monday mornings while they were there for the summer, one of the maids came in a horse and bugg and would 

drop off the laundry and come and pick it up  when it was ready. One Sunday after church, Mrs. Eggleston stopped to 

talk to  Ma,‘and she asked her, ‘Would it be alright if Myrtle came over to my house and played with my seamstress’s 

daughter, Helen, they know one another from school. Her mother is my seamstgress and works for me,andt she doesn’t 

want to leave Helen home alone, so she brings her with her every day and she has no one to play with, she sits on the 

porch day after day and plays with her dolls.”  

Ma let her know,, “Well, I don’t  know. I really don’t think Myrtle would behave herself.” . 

Mrs. Eggleston thought  about it. “Let her come and I’ll watch and see how they get along..”  

Rose told her as she was leaving,  ‘If she doesn’t behave, you send her home to me.’ 

“Myrtle was thrilled when she heard, she could go to Mrs. Eggleston’s  and play with Helen. 

School was out and her house was down the road. When  Myttle first net Mrs. Eggleston at church, she had no idea 

how wealthy the Egglestons were or that they had  9 in help and owned three homes. Myrtle assumed they lived there 

all the time, like everyone else did  She liked going to their house and  playing with Helen because they had  alot of 

fun together, and they had lunch there, that was until Myrtle started getting Helen in trouble with her mother.   

Helen would go with Myrtle knowing she would find something adventuresome  for them  

To do.Then Helen began to  backed away from what Myrtle wanted her to do, knowing it was too dangerous,   but 

Myrtle had a way of shaming Helen into doing what she asked. and the two of them almost got killed, two times in a 

row.  

When Helen’s mother heard what she dared to do, she forbid Helen to leave the backyard with Myrtle again,When 

Myrtle came over, to play with Helen, they had to stay on the back porch and play with the dolls or take turns on the 

tire swing,  

.Mrs. Eggleston took Myrtle inside and had a ong talk with her and told her, “Why are you always in trouble with your 

mother, Myrtle?  You will soon be a young lady, and you don’t want to be doing things like that anymore, it is not lady 

like.” She confided to Helen’s mother,  ‘I wish I could understand why Myrtle finds more ways of getting into trouble. 

She know it gets her mother all upset and that is why she beats her the way that she does  When I  see her arms and 

legs with new black and blue marks on them again, I shutter to think that any mother would beat their child like that.’  

 Helen’s mother nodded and agreed, and hung he rhead tsaying, ‘That is why I really don’t like Helen playing with 

Myrtle, you never know what she is going to do next, But Helen likes being with her, and as long as they stay in the 

back yard, I don’t worry because I can see them and they are having such a good time,,playing with their dolls and 

they play a game of checkers now and then. It is nice to see how well the two of them get along./’  
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When Vina turned sixteen, her Aunt Vine na her husband,, brought Vina tohermthers house, because she wanted to be 

married in her mother’s church, and it was also the church that Henry went to. It was Juen and they wer to be married 

in two weeks.when their second house in Wysox, with the creek in the back of it had a big fire, and they couldn’t stay 

there.  

The member so ftheir church took the famil uin but no one wanted to take  Myrtle and Vina wouldn’t go, unless they 

took Myrtle too.  Mrs. Eggleston took Vina and Myrtle home with her, and they were there several weeks, while their 

house was being repaired by neighbors..  

While Vina was counting the days she could leave and be married, Myrtle loved being there, because she liked being 

away from her mother.and that was when she decided  she was going to leave home and not go back home to her 

mother..  

    Mrs. Eggleston was very kind to then, as were the maids and cook while they were there           When Myrtle told  

Mrs.Eggleston  what she was going to do, she told her that was a terrible thing to do.  She sat her down in the parlor 

and had a long talk with her and  let her know, she was much too young and it was far too dangerous for a young girl 

like her , to be on her own  But, Myrtle was determined, she was going to leave home, no mater what anyone said.’ 

     After four weeks went by,the house was finished and a neighbor brought her mother to the Eggelston’s, so she 

could take Vina and Myrtle back home.,and thanked her for taking such good care of them. Myrtle refued to go with 

her mother, and her mother grabbed a hold of her arm and yanked her out the dpor.  Myrtle was crying , ‘I don’t want 

to go home with you, I want to stay here, with Mrs. Eggleston. Somehwat surrpried, she  asked her, “And exactly what 

do you think I am going to do with you, Myrtle?” 

     Myrtle looked very disappointed when she heard her say that, and she ran over and put her arms around her and  

cried, “If you let me stay here, I will work for you for nothing. but I don’t want to go home and be with my mother 

anymore..”  

     Mrs. Eggleston let out a long sigh and  looked at her mother, and tried not to laugh, and wtold her “Its just a passing 

thing, she will get over it.”.  Rose pushed her towards the door and as she was leaving she thanked her again and  she 

git in the wagon and left with  Myrtle and Vina, and the maid ran after the wagon handed them  the bag of clothes Mrs. 

Eggleston bought them while they stayed there, Mrs. Eggleston  stood in the doorway,  w watching the girls leave. She 

overheard Vina telling Myrtle, all excited “I can’t believe, we  are going  hone and I am going to marry Henry. I can’t 

wait for us to be married, and  move in that house he bought for us. You will come and see us, won’t you Myrtle?” 

Seeing the tears rolling down Myrtle’s face, she assumed it was tears of happiness for her, when it was because she 

was so disappointedt she had to go home and Mrs. Eggleston didn’t want her . 

                Aftter  they left,  Mrs. Eggleston went back in the parlor and pushed the curtain aside and watched them go 

down the dirt road towards home. and thought about Myrrtle and how her mother beat her. She was concerned  what 

would happen to her,if she did decide to leave home,  and wondered if she should take her in. While she was there, she 

never got in trouble or disobeyed her like her, like her mother said she would.and the maids liked her They did say, she 

was always asking and wanting to help them and the more she thought about her going off on her own,  she decided to 

talk to her husband Richard  to see what he thought. He assured her,’I see no reason why she couldn’t find plenty of 

work to do around the house, here .” Raising hee eyebrows, “With nine in help;, I doubt it. Richard.”  

                  It bothered Mrs. Eggleston, espeically since Myrtle was only 13 years old. she had no idea what she could 

possibly do, to keep her busy. She disregarded what the women in church had to say about Myrtle, when she took her 

in, when their house went on fire. They tired to colnvicr her she would be sorry, and it allworked out just fine.” 

                  The next day when Myrtle  came over to play with Helen, she sat her know and let her know, that she had 
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thought it over carefully and that  she would let her work for her,under certain condtions, and is he wanted to, she 

could  she start the next day. That she would pay her a small salary to start off with, but now that she was working for 

her, she could no longer play with Helen, she would have certain work to do, like all the other maids have certain jobs 

they have to do..   

                  She was rather surprised when Myrtle threw her arms around her and hugged her and thanked her, but it 

only made her all the more  frustrated,  because she still wondered if she had done the right thing by letting her work 

for her. 

                  Mrs. Eggleston told her, “I want you to know, the only reason I changed my mind is  because I don’t want 

something to happen to you, being alone and out there on your own “ 

                  There was something about Mytle she liked and she enjoyed having her around and hearing some of the 

silly questions she would ask. She realized Myrtle was young and  full of life, and she was very intelligent and she had 

a very curious mind. She kujed how she loved to paint and draw, and asked about the different things she had in the 

house and where they came from, and she didn’t even know where New York City was.’   

                  The next day when Mrs. Eggleston saw Myrtle walking up the driveway. she opened the door and  asked 

her sit in the parlor, so she could let her know what she expected of her, now that she was going to work for her.  

Myrtle sat down and Mrs. Eggleston sat opposite her, and  looking at her uncombed hair and her badly worn shoes, 

while she sat there, she was telling  her, what she expected if she was going to work for her.  

                 She made her understand, “You can work here,  but only under certain conditions. You have to do what you 

are told. and she can no longer do any of those foolish and dangerous things, like you have been doing lately with 

Helen.”  

                  Myrtle sighed, “But, we didn’t get hurt and nothing happened to us. ”  

                   Mrs. Eggleston rolled her eyes up and told Myrtle, “That is not the point, you cannot do those kind of 

things anymore. And if you don’t do what you are told,  you give me no choice but to send you back home to your 

mother.”   

               

                  Myrtle sat there unconcerned,  jigglling her foot and staring down at the pattern in the Oriental rug on the 

parlor floor, thinking  about what she said.  Then she told her, “I am not going back to my mother, I will run so far 

away no one will ever find me.”  

                  Mrs. Eggleston sat there looking at her,  and was very concerned and told her. “Come I will you upstairs 

and show you the room you will be sharing with Bridgetta, sunce she is the youngest girl here. I thought you might 

like to stay with her. Of course, you do understand, you will not be staying in the guest room , you will be staying in 

the maids quarters, each room has two bed and two bureaus and every room has a chamber pot.”  

                 Myrtle walked in the room and looked at the nice caroet and the two single beds with bedsporeads on then. 

Then she noticed  it had two  bureaus with drawers and she snuked, and told her, “This room is almost as nice as the 

guest room we stayed in. and then she turned to Mrs. Eggleston, “I like it and I like Bridgetta because. she was very 

good toVina and me, when we stayed here. She told us stories about when she grew up in Ireland. “  

                  Mrs. Eggleston sort tof laughed, and made a face and asked her, “Where are your clothes Myrtle?  Didn’t 

you bring them with you? Well, I get Bridgetta to find something for you to sleep in tonight.” Myrtle shrugged 

uneasily and explained to her,“The dress I have on, is the one you bought me when we stayed here and the other dress 
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you got me, is toI go to church in, and I didn’ bring my other dress, because it’s too tight on me and it has so many 

patches on it, I didn’t want to bring it with me..”  

                   Mrs. Eggleston stood there looking at her, “Well, tomorrow we will go into town and I will get you some 

dresses and underwear, and whatever you need, and you are going to need a couple of nightgowns. And don’t forget 

you are going to needa couple of pairs stockings and the proper garters  because, I don’t want you wearing those tight 

rubber bands on your legs. it will cut the circulation off  in your legs..and you’ll have  all kinds of problems later in 

your life.. You will need a pair white shoes for during the day and black ones for the late afternoon and evening. 

Bridgetta will find you a white starched uniform and an apron, and you will wear a black silk one for the evening. It 

didn’t surprise Myrtle, she had to wear a uniform  because when she stayed there she noticed  all the maids wore white 

uniforms in the morning and black ones in the evening.  

                  Myrtle looked at Mrs. Eggleston and she giggled, she was so happy saying, “You mean you are going to 

buy me all those clothes,  just so I can work here?”  She nodded, and was glad to see how happy Myrtle was, “And I 

am going to have a bed  and a bureau with drawers..like when we stayed in the guest room. That means I won’t have to 

sleep on the floor anyore, on those pine needle mattresses my mother always makes ”    

                  Mrs. Eggleston could not imaginewhat it musthave been like, and took a deep breath and went to look for 

Bridgetta, so she could  help Myrtle get settled, and she was  worried, she was doing the right thing, or was she 

inviting a lot of problems, having Myrtle stay there At least the maids and the cook are fond of Myrtle, and are quite 

happy to take her under their wings, and show her what to do, but the wpmen in  church are convincd  she is going to 

be sorry for letting Myrtle work for her, knowing her reputation for getting in trouble.                 

                 The next day, she let Richard know she was taking Myrtle into town and, Mrs. Eggleston took her shopping, 

so get her some decent clothes to wear, if she was going to work for her.   Myrtle was so excited when she carried the 

bags in the house  telling everone once, Look what, Mrs. Eggleston bought for me.”.  

                  She asked Bridgetta to go with her and bring the bags upstairs and show Myrtle how to fold her underwear 

and nightgowns neatly, and have her put them away in the drawer hang up the dresses.  Bridgetta gladly showed 

Myrtle where to hang her dresses in the closet and Myrtle smiled and asked her, “You mean half this closet is mine? “ 

Bridgetta chuckled,  “ It is.”  

                  Looking  at the beds and bureaus she told  Bridgetta quietly., “I never had a bed or a bureau. or a closet  

But, Vina did because my aunt and uncle adopted Vina and she lived with them in a big beautiful house in Hornell. 

She had a pretty room all to herself,  with lots of white furniture,and  dolls, cribs and doll carriages and  pretty dresses.  

                 At home, we hang our clothes on nails that are hammered into 2 X 4’s , we don’t have closets. My mother 

and father have a bed and a bureau. The church gave it to them when we moved there. We have always slept on the 

floor, on pine needle mattresses my mother makes  In the fall, she dumps out the old needles  fills them with nice fresh 

pine needles. My father told her, he doesn’t like us sleeping on those mattresses, he is afraid, one day they’ll catch on 

fire because we kekep kerosene lamps, on the floor next to us.” 

                  Bridgetta assured her “Sure and  it was not that much  better in Ireland, when I was growing up, we were 

walloped almost everyday, and we had little to eat mind you.”  Hearing Bridgetta describe what her life was like, made 

Myrtle feel better, She liked Bridgetta, she was sixteen and the closest to her age. Little did either of them realize as 

they talked, they would become life long friends.  

                   Mrs. Eggleston had been standing there and overheard the girls talking. She took a deep breath because she 

found it hard to believe that was how Myrtle lived at home. She reminded Brdgetta,  “Be sure you show Myrtle how to 

fold all her new clothes and see  she puts them in the drawer neatly, since never had a bureau, she has to learn this is 
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how things are done, if she is going to work here. 

                  Then she continued down the stairs, and went in the library, and sat next to her husband Richard. He was 

reading a book and looked up at her/ She folded her hands in her lap and said quietly, “I don’t know.  hope I am not 

going to regret taking Myrtle in like this.”  

                  He put the book down and told her., “Yes, I am sure it was a difficult decision for you to make .but it was 

also a very kind one, Emily.. Who knows what might happen to her if she was out there on her own. She just might 

surprise you and behave herself.  She is very mannerly and I see how she is trying to please you.”   

                  Emily nodded as she sat there, with a concerned look on her face, knowing all too well, the daring things 

Myrtle  had done, just in the past year, she didn’tknow what to expect.                        

                  Mrs. Eggleston let a week go by before asked the maid Cassie, making sure Myrtle wasn’t around,  “Now I 

want you to tell me the truth, how is Myrtle doing? Has she gotten into any trouble, because I do worry what she might 

do, because as you iknow, she done some very dangerous things,this past year,  and  almost got heself and Helen, 

killed.”                                                                            

                  Cassie smiled , ”Indeed I heard what she did. But, you needn’t worry about Myrtle, sure and she’s a lovely 

girl, she is,  She always does whatever she’s asked to do, and with a smile no less. She helps me change the beds, puts 

the dishes away and sweeps the steps down. but, she does have one problem.”  

                  Mrs. Eggleston  waited to hear what it was “Sure and it is with James. the English butler,  she has a 

problem with.  You see, he doesn’t like sitting at the same table with Myrtle, and didn’t he have the gall to tell Myrtle 

to her face, ‘that she was brought up with no manners.’ Myrtle cried, not that I could blame her and Deliah the cook, 

hugged her and told her “To[pay no mind to what James says, he is a stuffed shirt and likes to put on airs. Because 

he’s English, he thinks he is better than the rest of us.’  

 Mrs. Eggleston laughed and assured her , “Well, in a way he is right, but she is learning. I will definitely talk to James 

about that. I do not want him hurting Myrtle feelings. The way she was boughtup, compared to her sister,Vina. She 

was adopted by their aunt and if you noticed,  she  had lovely table manners, compared to Myrtle. While they were 

staying here, I notifed Myrtle was beginning  to have better table manners. Now that she is no longer a guest, and she 

will be working and living here, she has a lot to learn, and she will, I hope.” She thanked Cassie and went outside on 

the back porch where there was usually a cool breeze blowing up from the river in the late afternoon.  She sat in one of 

the big green wicker chairs that had a comfortable pads on them, with red flowers on it, and wiped her browbeause it 

was so hot, and relaxed, and was admiring how beautiful the red roses were  blooming in the garden and she enjoyed 

sitting there,looking at all the ftowers in bloom.  .  

She sighed , “ I wish I knew what kind of  work to give Myrte, she is only 13. What can a girl her age possibly do?. 

She needs a specific job to do because. I can’t have her floating around the house aimlessly, with nothing to do when 

everyone else is doing their job. 

.     Bridgetta opened the screen door and walked out to where she was sitting. She handed her a napkin and tall glass 

of cold green tea with a spring of peppermint in it. She tanked her then asked her,”What is Myrtle doing?”  

       Bridgetta laughed, “Oh she is very happy, she is busy upstairs folding and putting her new clothes in the drawers. 

Shesmiled thanked her and sat back and sipped at the tea,  glad to hear the maids and cook were taking care of Myrtle, 

because they got to know her when she stayed there Vina in the guest room for a few weeks.  

       Seeing James go by, she took him to the side, and talked to with him about having more patience with Myrtle and 

to try and understand she was not brought up in England, like he was, and all the maids were from Ireland. He nodded 
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stiffly and left shaking his head.  

 Mrs. Eggleston shuddered at the  thought  that  Myrtle’s house caught  fire, just when Vina was to be married the 

following week and the wedding had to be called off. She set  the half finished glass of tea on the low wicker table, 

covered with glass. On it was a sparkling cut glass bowl filled with water and the pink roses and hot pink peonies, that 

acame from the garden . She let her head go back thinking about what she was going to do with Myrtle, when 

Bridgetta intereupted her thoughts. She came out with the watering can, and was watering the four big green ferns that 

were in big ceramic containers sitting on matching ceramic pedestals that were around  on the porch.   

Mrs. Eggleston mentioned to Bridgetta, ”When you go back inside,would you please give Myrtle, the box that came in 

the mail today. It is sitting in the pantry. It had the new white starched uniforms and aprons and black silk uniforms 

and white organdy aprons and headpieces,.and see that she hangs them up in the closet where they belong.” 

 

Bridgetta handed Myrtle the box of new uniforms and she couldn’t wait to put one of them on. She took off the other 

maid’s uniform and was smiling as she buttoned up the front of new one, only to realize, like all the other ones, it was 

big on her.  Bridgetta laughed as she looked at her, and told her, “Sure in notime, you will  grow into them. Hang them 

in the closet and put the lace aprons and headpieces in the drawer. Seeing Myrtle hanging them up, she reminded her, 

“You will remember, after the lunch you put on\the black uniform , you wear it in the late afternoon and evening with 

the white apron and headpiece that goes with it, and the white uniforms are for the morning and early afternoon.”   

  Myrtle nodded as she stood looking at herself in the mirror, Bridgetta could see the uniform was too big on her and 

Mrs. Eggleston walked in. She made a face and told Myrtle, “It is too big on you Myrtle, take itoff because they have 

to be sent back.” Myrtle was so disappointed and Mrs. Eggleston told her quietly,, “I will find uniforms that will fit 

you properly, you must learn to be patient Probably I will only find them in the city/”  As the days went by, Myrtle 

was kept busy helping the maids around the house, wearing  the uniform that was too big on her   

  Mrs. Eggleston was having her afternoon tea with her husband Richard on the porch  and she mentioned to him,  

“This is Kathleen’s last week here, she is taking the train to the ity and going back to her family in Ireland.”   

  He nodded unconcerned and continued reading the newspaper, and mumbled, “Have you contacted the employment 

agency in the city to see if they can find you another personal  maid?”  

  Emily shook her head, “Not uet. I planned to do that today.” She sat up straight in the      chair,  because she suddenly 

thought , “I was just wondering, maybe … I could teach     Myrtle to be my personal maid. I could teach her the 

clothes she needs to  put out for me to wear in the morning, afternoon and evening. The more I think  about it,  she is 

smart and maybe if I were to show her what Kathleen did everyday. she could do it too.”    

 Richard glanced up from the newspaper saying, “No, Emily she could never do something like that and you know it. 

She is much too young. Look at her, that girl is not aware of what you wear,  But, if you think she could, then  show 

her what she would want her to do and see what happens, she just might surprise you.”   

Emily sighed, “Why I think she could do it is, Myrtle knows her colors and what goes with what, because I have seen 

how she comopliments my different outfits. A fterall, she is very intelligent and she just might understand what I wear 

at different times of the day.” 

Seeing  Emily getting up, Richard laughed, “Did you ask her if she would even want to do that, because  she may not 

even want to get involved, in having to pick out what you wear.” 

Emily called Myrtle and brought her upstairs to her bedroom. She opened one of the closet doors and told her she was 

thinking about making her, hdf personal maid. Myrtle stood ther and just shrugged, since she had no idea what it 
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meant. She first asked her,  “I was wondering if you would like learn and do what Kathleen did for me everyday.’ as 

she had her followed her and began show her the clothes she had in the different closets/ She tried to explained to 

her,that she wore certain clothes in the morning, and took her to the other  closet to show her the suits and dresses she 

wore in the afternoon an Myrtle told her, “And Kathleen used to to lay them out for you with shoes that matched.”  

Mrs. Egglest nodded an dsmiled at her, “Yes, you noticed that, well, that is what I am thinking about having you to 

do? Myrtle stood there scratching her head, and told her, “I don’t think I would know how to do that.” c. 

 Myrtle took another look in the closet because she had never seen so many beautiful clothes. and when she showed 

her the long gowns that were lined up in another closet, Myrtle looked at them and her eyes go treal big saying,. “They 

are so pretty but. I never saw anyone wear a long gown before, except when I was here  before and you always wore a 

long gown when you had dinner with Mr. Eggleston and he wore a black suit and a white shirt.” 

 Mrs. Eggleston smiled and patted her on the head and told telling her, “ I think there are a lot of things you haven’t 

seen yet, Myrtle.  They she had her go back to the first clostet, to look at the clothes she wore in the morning, and took 

out a long white cotton dress she liked to wear in morning, and a thin cotton dress, with lace around the neck that she 

]referred to wear in the afternoon, when it was very hot out and she wasn’t going anywhere in particular..  

Seeing the expression on Myrtle’s face while she stood  looking in her closets,, Mrs. Eggleston realized it was an 

awful lot for someone as young as Myrtle to grasp. That she wondered if she would be able to learn how to pick out 

her clothes She seemed eager to learn, but could  a girl her age grasp what she was trying to teach her to put the right 

clothes out for her to wear, when she really didn’t know the first thing about clothes herself. ;It did not surprise Mrs. 

Eggleston, when she noticed how fast Myrtle was learning,  to put out the right clothes for her in the morning, and she 

decided to wait before she explained to her, she did not wear the same shoes and jewelry in the afternoon. She could 

see, Myrtle was fascinated by her long gowns and Mrs. Eggleston didn’t know how to answer her when she asked,, 

“Why does Mr. Eggleston always wear  a black suit and white starched shirt and those cuff links, when you wear a 

different color gown every night?”  

 ”.As the days went by, Mrs. Eggleston liked seeing the change in Myrtle. and that she was trying very hard to learn 

everything she could, and she picked out the right clothes and shoes for her, and she could see she wanted to do 

everything right. 

 It pleased her to see how she would stand in front of the closet, trying to figure out what went with what and for a 

girlher age she felt he did a remarkable job, lining up the clothes she wore everyday.did  On Fridays, she took her with 

her the beauty parlor in town , and asked her to wear one of the nice dresses she bought her, and she would check her 

out, and smile,to le the know  she like how she looked.. While was having her hair done, she had Myrtle get her hair 

trimned and styled, so she would keep it combed and out of her eyes.  

One day Mrs. Eggleston was sitting in the library with Mr. Eggleston while he was, going over some papers, when he 

looked up when he noticed Myrtle go by in the hall. He tried not to laugh, seeing her in one ofthe maids’ uniforms that 

was much too long and big on her. He turned tEmily and asked, “I hope you are not letting Myrtle  answer the  door, 

looking like that.”   

Emily shook her head and laughed. “Richard, you know very well, James is the only one that answers the door. Right 

now, it’s the best I can do for her. They don’t make uniforms her size,  and I am having the seamtress make  her 

couple of uniforms for her to wear,  she said they would be ready by the end of the week ” Richard looked at her and 

nodded unconcerned and went back to reading the paper.  

     Mrs. Eggleston was very pleased how well Myrtle was doing and would compliment her     and let her know it. The 

change in Myrtle, was very noticeable and told her huband,,she seemed ho happy and didn’t appear to get homesick., 

even though she talked about her sister getting married any day soon, after having so many delays, and she wanted  to 
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make sure she could go to her wedding.  Mrs. Eggleston told her to let her what day it was and she would see that she 

got there/   

Myrtle let her know, “ I never seen anyone wear long gowns like you do, except in bppl O jad on scjpp. of the books I 

read and my sister Vina’s wedding gown is long .”  

Mrs. Eggleston looked at her, and wondered how she was going to make it through life, because she was so naïve 

about the world around her, Then she wondered, if she should even consider taking Myrtle with them , when they go 

back to the city in the fall. She knew Myrtle would love to see New York City, but it was something she would have to 

think about.  

                   While they were hving dinner one night, Emily asked Richard what he thought about taking Myrtle with 

them.when they go back to the city in the fall. I must admit Iam suarprised how wlel Myrtle is doing. I was rather 

concerned, because you know the trouble her mother had with her at home.trying to make her o 

So far, she has behaved and has done everything she was told, and never wondered off, like her mother warned me she 

would do..”                      

       Richard thought about what she said, and asked Emily, “Why …are you having   second thoughts about taking 

Myrtle with us? You did say,you were surprised how well she is doing. Did you know if she would even want to go to 

New York City for nine months? She is only thirteen, and this is where her family is. Won’t she get homesick? “  

       Emily put ther napkin down saying,  “ I thought about it. and it’s too soon to tell if she will continue to behave and 

not get in trouble..  He nodded that he agree and she sort of laughed,  “Well, right now, of course  she is at her best 

behavior. I will wait before I mention going to the city with us, she will ger all excited about going. Don’t forget,, if 

she goes to New York City with us. ” Richard raising one of his eyebrows and smiled and told her, “True.” Then 

continued reading a book she was enoying  about deep sea fishing. 

  When the fall rolled aound the maids were very busy, closing down the house and Myrtle    was packcing the bag  

Mrs. Eggleston bought her. She was thrilled to think she was going   to New York City with the Egglestons, and going 

in their  private railroad cars, When she kissed Vina good-bye the day, they were leaving, the tow of them got so 

choked up, kowing Myrtle was going to be so far away. She made her ;romise she would write and be sure she was 

home for her wedding, that had been  postponed again. The hosue ws fianllly finished, but their mother was having a 

very difficult pregnancy, and she had to[[ut off the wedding again, and they were definitely getting married around 

Valentine’s Day.  

When she got settled and were leaving the train station in Towanda, Myrtle asked Mr. Eggleston, if she could sit sit by 

the window, so she could see the towns they were going by. He was delighted and had her sit by the window, knowing 

she had never been out of Towanda let alone New York City, an d he could see was very happy and excited she was 

going .  As the train made it’s way towards the city, Myrtle was in awe of everything she saw, as the train passed 

through town after town, and when they were in New Jersey and approaching New York City, he showed her the 

skyline in the distance, and she sat there staring at it and couldn’t believe all that she had seen.   

The chauffeur was waiting at the station,  to pick them up.  Mrs. and Mrs. Eggleston were waiting to see  Myrtle’s  

reaction, when she stood on the sidewalk of New York City, and was looking up at  the tall buildings that seemed to be 

everywhere, and she said,  “Look at all the windows that are in those buildings. How do they get to the top floors  in 

all those tall buildings, not knowing what an elevator was, or evr een one.” 

Mr. Eggleston told her thy had elevators, but of course she didn’t know what they were. Then she was in awe when 

she noticed how many cars were coming and going, and she watched them go by because she had never seen so many 

cars before. They tooted their horns, and seemed to enjoy scaring the horses that were pulling the buggies along, and 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          149 

 

they’d get so frightened that they would rear up in the air, and whinnie everytime they hear d an automobile horn 

blowing.  

Their chauffeur opened the door for them and waited for Myrtle to get in, and she sat down and never said a word. she  

kept looking out the window at all the buildings and apartment houses,  as they traveled up Broadway and turned west 

at 82st Street and over to Riverside Drive. The chauffeur  pulled up in front of Eggleston’s brownstone house that faced 

the Hudson River, and when Myrtle got out she was so disappointed, to see it was a 3 story house and not a big tall 

building they lived in. The maids were already there and opened the door and greeted the Eggleston’s and they hugged 

Myrtle, seeing how she looked  bewildred after all she had seen.  

The maid were very busy carring all the suitcases and bags upstairs and put them in Mr. Eggleston’s bed room, and the 

other bags went in Mrs. Eggleston’s. bedroom , and they were unpacked and put in the closet, where only her summer 

things went. and Myrtle helped hang them up.  dhungup the clothes to get them settled in.’, while the other maids Then 

Myrtle carried her bags upstairs and the maids gladly too her up t9othe third floor, where the maids quarters were  and 

she was thrilled, when she saw she had her own room.  

It didn’t take long for Mytle to find her way around in the city. but Mrs. Eggleston insisted that one of the maids go 

with her and show her where to get on and off the the trolley at Broadway and 82th Street. Then Sunday afternoons 

and evenings, being itwas her time off she  woukd get on the trolley and go downtown and get off andlook in the 

wondow of the big stores that were  closed on Sunday, and  would walk back to Broadway and wait for the trolley that 

was going uptown, and in notime she knew her way around the city.  

Myrtle was not afraid to get lost, she ahd the Eggleston’s address in her pockebook,just in case she needed it, but Mrs. 

Eggleston, let her know she worried about her  walking around downtowun being she was so young, she fobid her to 

talk to any strangers and warned her don’t think you can’t get lost, because you can.’ Myrtle assured her, “ I go 

downtown allthe time, and I’ve never gotten lost. I love being in New York City and one day when I get older,  I am 

going to live here.”  

    Mrs. Eggleston laughed at her, because downtown was where most of the wealthy people lived and it seemed absurd 

for Myrtle to think she could live in the city one day, unless she was fortunate enough to marry a  rich man, What Mrs. 

Eggleston did not realize was, being  a very wealthy women , she had no ide how the other half of the city lived 

‘uptown’ in low rent apartment houses, in the Bronx and upper Manhattan. 

  When they returned to Wysox, the following summer, they traveled in their private railroad cars and went  to their 

big summer home on Sports Island, and all the help went there on trains and buses..The house was on an island,  that 

was in the middle of the St. Lawrence River, that separates the United States and Canada. You could only get ther by 

boat, and  it had a long pier that jutted out into the river, and a big yatcht, and a  

      Myrtle  met Mrs. Emily Eggleston, had had no idea how wealthy the Eggestons were or thst they owned three 

homes., a brownstone house in New York City, and the one they had in Wysox, and a big house that was in the 

Thousand Islands, called Sports Island, that was in the middle of the St. Lawrence River. Momma used to showed us 

pictures of Sports Island, she had in a album she that had yellowed with age. Shewas there from 1914  until 1924  with 

the Egglestons and she showed  us pictures of  big yatch along sidethe pier that jutted way out into the St. Lawrence 

River. the captain and the crew, and the galley. They had a cook and maids aboard, because Mr. Eggleston enjoyed 

deep sea fishing, it was his favorite sport and he had a captain and a crew, because Mr. Eggleston enjoyed deep-sea 

fishing, he would invite hisfriends from the city and they’d be gone for 2 or 3 days.   

   When they were in the city, the chauffeur would drive Mrs. Eggleston over to Fifth Avenue and 57th Street. and she 

would take Myrtle with her, and go shopping in the same stores where she bought her clothes, and buy Myrtle 

sweaters, wool hats and wool coats, and boots so would  look  nice when she was out with her.  Mrs. Eggleston went 
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to the beauty parlor  every week with Myrtle, and get their hair done  When Myrtle got to be 16, Mrs. Eggleston 

suggested, she let her hair grow long and wear it up like most young ladies did  and s elet it grow long and liked that it 

made her look older, and it was so much easier to twist her hair and use hair pins to keep i piled high on top of her 

head. 

Every week she wuld write Vina to let her know. she was very happy working for the Egglestons,, and loved being in 

New York City, She would describe to her what ti was like to get on the trolley and downtown by herself, and she 

wished she cold be with her to see what the city waslike.  She let her know that Mrs. Eggleston was annoyed that their 

mother demanded she send her a money order, so she could get her entire pay every month, but Mrs. Eggleston made 

sure she had spending money for herself. Then she described to her what it was like traveling in their private railroad 

cars, when they went to Wysox or their summer home on Sports Island, but she loved being in the city the most.  

     Myrtle was 19, when Mrs. Eggleston gave her the lace curtains, that hung in the parlor of their  brownstone house. 

when her Interior Decorator, George, was going to do the parlor over, she told him, to make sure those curtains were 

given Myrtle. because she always admired them, because they were handmade by nuns in a convent in France. Those 

curtains were so big, the never fit any of the windows no matter where we lived.  They had been sitting in the sane box 

from 1919 until 1948.  Was it any wonder I cried when my mother said she was going to make me  a wedding dress 

with those curtains?  They had yellowed from age and were black and full all the soot that found it’s way down into 

that big box,because they had sat in the same box,, under the window for 29 years/ They smelled and were so  

disgusting to look at.  What upset me, was my mother saw the beautiful ivory satin wedding dress I had on, when she 

walked in that night. Then she demanded that I take it off, because she didn’t like it.  She told me ‘it was much too 

plain. that she was going my wedding dress and a dress for my sister  Mary Jane, from those old lace  curtains in that 

box.”  

 I shrieked, “What?  Not those old curtains Momma. Why? When I have the dress I am going to wear.  Besides, what 

makes  you think I would ever wear a dress made from those dirty old curtains?” Momma walked away in a huff 

saying, ‘Well,  I am going to make them, whether you want me to or not. I know once I am finished with them,  they 

are going to be so gorgeous, you will feel like a queen, when you walk down the aisle in church.” Then she  corrected 

herself, and said a little annoyed, “ I mean  when you walk in the rectory.” because she realized,  I was not allowed to 

walk down the aisle in our church, because Fred was not  a Catholic.. 

I stood there sobbing to think how little she cared what I wanted. It was bad enough all she had been doing was 

arguing with me, how wrong I was that I was going to marry  Fred, when  he wasn’t a Catholic. Then she decides she 

was going to make me a wedding dress out of those disgusting old curtains. ? It didn’t make sense.  

Night after night all we did was argue. Seeing how angry she was at me,  I had enough and quietly let her know, “It 

doesn’t matter what you think, Momma/ I love Fred and I am  going to marry him.  I wish we could elope and I would 

never come back here again.” Of corse, Momma got hysterical when she heard me say that, but I meant it.  

I  had the gown I was going to wear. Then Momma decided she was going to make me the kind of wedding gown, she 

thought I should wear and we should have been so happy and planning the wedding together, we were fighting and 

arguing over Fred and those dresses   

the wedding was in four months and those four months turned out to be a nightmare. Neither of us were talking to one 

another, and Momma would get up early to avoid me and go to work, yet I would hear the sewing machine going late 

into the night. I was so upset with what was going on, I would got to bed and count how many more weeks I ha dtostay 

there before I got married, then cry my self to sleep, night after night 

     When I think how many times wanted to give up trying to write a book about Momma,,  I am so glad that I didn’t. I 

knew so many wonderful stories about her, that needed to be told. Some funny and sad, but that was how it was. 
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     What an interesting life she had, even with all the ups and down, she went trhough. The The daring things she did 

wjemsje ws grpwomi[ amd se ;oved tp te;; abpit the,. , and the beatings her mother gave her,  because she would find 

so many ways to gert in rouble, not bad, just daring.  Then she met Mrs. Eggelston, a very wealthy lady that belong to 

her Baptist church when she was 9, Because she befriended her and was kind t her, she lisened and it was Mrs. 

Eggleston that changed her life. changed her life., when he aw young. 

     But she disn’tlisten to her when she warned her, what would happen to her if she married my father. in 1924, she 

tried to convince her, he drank too much and gambled his money that she would end up with nothing, little did sh 

eknow how right she was.  Momma had to work the rest of her life to  paythe rent and food bills, while Daddy drank 

and gambled his  pay away, week after week and gave her nothing/ towards any of the bills. 

                                                       *                *                  * 

 

MOMMA  and  FLOWERS 

 

In April of 1991, while Momma was living with us in Florida, she loved to paint pictures of Anomenes. The picture 

below was the last picture she painted. 

A week later she got deathly ill and was rushed to the hospital, they found she had ovarian cancer, and they operated 

right away on her and on September 12, 199I,  Momma died very peacefully, as I held her in my arms. 
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                              “ANEMONES”… BY MYRTLE MCAROW 

Another picture of anemones that momma painted in 1975 
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                      PICTURE OF ANEMOENES….CHRISTMAS 1975    

                      Momma was 75, when she was standing in her flower shop,  

                       In Valley Stream, New York, holding this picture, she painted  

                       and gave me for Christmas in 1975.                                       

                       

 

  

A VERY SPECIAL NOTE FROM MOMMA 

One day in 1987,  I received this note from Momma  It was stuck inside a hard cover black and white composition 

book, she had mailed me from New Jesrey. I reade it and as I opened the book, it was filled with bits and pieces of  
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stories she had written, now and then,  about when she was growing up in Wysox/    

 

  
                     

                                                                        Aug. 1987  

                               Rose Dear, 

                                                                     

                                I started this book for you a long time ago 

                               Now it’s up to you to finish it –  

                                I have collected all  that I know. 

                                It’s fun  to do.  

 

                                Have a happy day- 

                                Love you always, Mom,XXXI 

 

 

When I started to write this book, it was because my teacher Florence suggested, I  write a book about my mother’;s 

life and why Mrs. Eggleston gave her those lace curtains.  I could hardly remember some of the stories, Momma’s 

brothers used to tell us about Momma, and what she did when she was growing up, because her life was so 

interesting,. 

When I mentioned it to Momma, she sent me that note book, filled with a few lines hear and there and it was 

wonderful how fast I remembered  I kept writing, because the more I wrote, the more I remembered. But, the book 

kept getting bigger and bigger, because there were so many stories I felt needed to be told. About what Momma’s life 

was like, the kind of a life he had with her mother, and why she left home at 13. Some of them are so funny while 
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others are sad. but it was Momma’s life, and this is what happened to her, from the time she was a young girl until she 

passed away in 1991.  

As funny as it may sound, I think Momm had nine lives, just like a cat does. Why? Because I never heard of anyone, 

almost ’dying’  as many times as she did. Not just when she was growing up, but all her life, we were told,  she was 

not going to live. that.my siter and I counted nine times…since  1928, not including the 3 imes she was almost killed 

when he was only 12 years old!!!!’ 

 

It was Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin that loved to us stories about Momma, when they were growing up Hornell, New 

York and when their father moved the family to Towanda, and Wysox/ Myersberg in 1909, a few miles east of the 

Towanda Bridge. 

 

“It was in 1909, when Grampa, David Squires decided he was going to move his family to Towanda, Pennsylvania. 

because he  believed his luck would change if he left Hornell. But, Rose, Gramma did npt want to go and she cried and 

was very upset  to think he would want to do such a thing, because that was where she was born, nd her father and her 

sister and brothers lived there. and it was in Hornell, that they met and married  and.they had their five children there.  

He was going to go because he figured, his cousins moved to Towanda and they were very successful, when they 

moved from Delawar Gap to Towanda. They had their own dairy barn and hired hands and a big house and a farm,  he 

could do the same if he moved to Towanda.  

David loved Rose, there was no doubt about that. They never argued or fought, but, when he told her, he was going 

and so was she, Rose got so mad,  she let him know, “You can go, but I’m not going to no Towanda and leave my 

family. This is where I was born, and this is where I will die.” 

He may have been a man who never argued with her,  but he did tell her, “No Rose, you will come with me. You know 

what it says in the Bible, a wife must leave her family and cleave unto her husband, and go wherever he goes, and that  

means you will go with me to Towanda.” 

She argued back, “I never heard of any such thing being written in the Bible.”    

David asked their minister to talk to her. He convinced Rose that she was David’s wife, and that was what she had to 

do, was why she agreed to go. But, she let David know she not going to be happy there. She cried for days, that she 

was leaving her father, brother Jake, Anthony and Neal and youngest sister Vine being she had raised her, because 

their mother died when Vine was born. When.Vine was old enough to get married, and when they found  out, she 

couldn’t have children, Rose decided to let her adopt their oldest daughter Vina. and she grew up in a lovely house in 

town her heart was broken when she heard her family was moving to Towanda, and she wouldn’t be able to see them 

anymore.  

     David had Rose pack what she could, and they all got in the open wagon  David borrowed from their neighbor, Rose 

cried and refused to talk to David, because she  didn’t think it was right, he was taking her so far away from her 

beloved family. Rose had been more like a mother to her siblings when thir mother died,  because she was only nine 

years old, and.in the third grade. She had to leave school to take care of the new baby, Vine, and all the other children. 

She had to get them breakfast and off to school, being she was the oldest, so her father could go to work, and the 

neighbors wer vr good to her, they would come in and help her and show her how to take cdare of the new baby.  

     As young as she was, she had to get them off the school in the morning, cook, bake bread, do the wash and ironing for 

them, year after year. She was lucky they had a father that was very good to them.  He made sure they were  well 

dressed and tool them to church every Sunday.  
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So l eaving Honell, was very difficult for Rose. She had never been outside of Hornell, New York, and she was 

moving 100 miles away to Towanda, Pennsylvania. They said their tearful good byes and got in the open wagon, 

pulled by two horses David thanked  his neighbor again, and assured him he would get the wagon back to him, as 

soon as he could.  

He knew it was going to be a long ride, to get to Towanda, having been there several years ago, when he rode 

north looking for work. and stopped in to see his mother’s cousins.  They traveled on dirt roads in an open wagon 

with five children, and woul get lost at times, and it turned out to be a long and miserable trip, with Rose sitting 

beside him, crying, during most of the trip and having to sleep in the open wagon along the side of the road, night 

after night, until they finally reached his cousins house, inTowanda. Pennsylvania.  

David’s cousins hadn’t seen or heard from him in almost 10 years, and they were good enough to take him and his 

family in, when he knocked on the door one night. In no time they found them a house, along the railroad tracks and it 

upset Rose, knowing, two of their homes had burned to the ground from passing trains, and she said, she never wanted 

to live by the railroad tracks again. It was all David could afford, and he promised her that things would get better, 

now that they were  going to live in Towanda, but that never happened, it only got worse. 

The cousins knew the minister of the Baptist church, down the road, and asked if the members of the church would 

help them, and collect some used furniture, dishes, pots and pans, because they had nothing, because two of their 

homes had burned to the ground. The first thing David did, being a very religious man, was  join the little white 

Baptist church the following Sunday. The family attended the services and the minister asked them stand up, and 

introduced Rose and David Squires and their family from Hornell, New York, to the congregation. He asked, them if 

they would be so kind as to help the Squires family ,because they had lost everything, because two of their homes had 

burned to the ground in Hornell. because of passing trains, red hot coals hit the roofs of so many homes. Everyone 

sitting there nodded their heads, because they were familiar with that happening, with so many trains going by, and no 

running water to put the fire out, the houses burned down.  

Rose and David were very thankful, when they were asked what they needed, and they told them,  furniture, quilts, 

kitchen table and chairs, dishes pots and pans, and they desperately needed clothes ,Leaving the church, the minister 

stood at the door wishing his parishioners well as they left,  David shook his hand and thanked him again for what he 

was trying to do to help them, and let him know he was surey blessed that they moved to a town with such good 

people. But, Rose walked away, she did not like what he was saying. when she longed to be back in Hornell, where 

she felt she belonged, not in East Towanda/Wysox, in another house along the railroad tracks again.  

 David was born and raised near Delaware Gap, Pennsylvania. When he left home on a horse, he rode north and, never 

saw his parents or little brother again. The sad thing was, even though mail was delivered, no one in his family could 

read or write, so there was no way they could have kept in touch with one another, or the cousins, down through the 

years.   

It was in that little church Momma would meet Mrs. Eggleston and her daughter, Helen who was about ten years older 

than Myrtle., because she happened to be visitng her parents that week,  at their  summer home in Wysox.  They  both 

liked Myrtle, and would laugh because she was not a bit shy telling them, “I am 9 years old and we just moved here 

from Hornell, New York, and my mother doesn’t like it here. She wants to go back to Hornell.”   Every Sunday from 

then on, Mrs. Eggelston looked for Myrtle after services, because she enjoyed talking to her and hearing about the 

trouble she got into. She really didn’t believe her, when she told her that her mother beats her black and blue when she 

disobeys her.  Mrs. Eggleston assumed being she was a child, she liked to exaggerate, since her mother was, afterall,  a 

Christian woman who went to church every Sunday. She  would never beat her own child with a piece of wood from 

the wood bin, like Myrtle said. The truth was, her mother did beat her like Myrtle said, because she got to see her legs 

and arms all black and blue.   
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Of course, Myrtle had no idea who Mrs. Emily Eggleston was, when she met her or that she was the widow of Robert 

Packer.  Emily was married to Robert Packer, the son of the famous Aser Packer, who was the richest man in all of 

Pennsylvania, when he died. He financed and put the Lehigh Valley Railroad through. and Robert was president of 

several of his father’s companies, and ran them, until he died at 41, of a fatal kidney disease, in their home in St 

Augstine, Florida., Emily was so young when he died and she was devastated by his untimely death, as was his 

father,who  murned his death for a long time, He did everything he could, hoping to find a doctor that would help his 

son, and he died. Asa would see six of his children die, before he died. Asa Packer served in the senate for 12 years in 

Washington, D.C.,and financed and the Lehigh Valley Railroad when it was ;put through Pennsylvania, and SE New York.  

Asa Packer was a young man of 19 when he left New England, andwent to Brooklyn, New York as a carpenter, he 

then travelled to Pennsylvania, where he worked hard and became extremely successful.and wealthy.  

He ran for President against General Ulysses Grant and lost. Asa and his wife had seven children, but only two 

survived, Robert and his sister. Then  Robert died at 40, and onlyhis sister lived, and she turned the beautiful home,  

her father built on the side of a hill, into a museum, that can be seen in Jim Thorpe, Pennsylvania.  He gave lots of 

money to  chairites,and had colleges built and when Asa died, not only was he was the richest man in Pennsylvania, he was 

the fourth richest man in the United States, who was once a poor boywho started with nothing, and had no education.   

When Myrtle was 13, she decided she was not going to live with her mother anymore, because of how she beat her 

black and blue.  She had no idea how fortunate she was when she asked Mrs. Eggleston, if she could work for her? At 

first she suggested,  she go home, that she was much too young to leave home. Myrtle refused to go home to 

hermother and Mrs. Eggleston was worried something would happen to her, being on herown, that she took her in. 

But, she had no idea what she was going to do with a thirteen year old girl, when they already had 9 in help, and an  

English butler James. She was too young to be a maid, or big enough to serve meals at dinnertime, she didn’t know 

what she was going to dowith her.   

 What Myrtle didn’t know, was the Egglestons were very wealthy, and that was one of their summer homes in Wysox, 

a few miles from Towanda and they had a big summer home on Sports Island in the middle of the St. Lawrence River, 

one of the Thosand Islands, and their primary home where they lived 9 months of the year was a 3 story brownstone 

house in New York City.,  

Since Mrs. Eggleston knew Myrtle since she was 9 years old,  she invited her to come to her house, and play with the 

seamstress’s daughter, Helen, that she was a girl she went to school with, and while her mother was busy sewing. she 

had no one to play with or talk to, she explained to her. that But, when  the women in church heard wht she was gong 

to do, they, warned her  she would have her hands full if she did, didn’t she know that Myrtle was always in some kind 

of trouble? 

Mrs. Eggleston knew Myrtle’s mother, Rose Squires,, since they attended the same church and her maid would drop 

off the laundy at her house on Monday mornings.  It bothered her, to think that she beat Myrtle black and blue, when 

she didn’t do what she was told, when there were so many other ways to punish a child, without beating them. but,  

knew not to voice her opinion to Rose Squires. 

As the summer wore on, she was rather surprised that she never had a problem withMyrtle, and the girls enjoyed 

playing together. But, the following summer Myrtle was 12, and it seemed she was gettingt in more trouble that any 

girl in town and Helen was always with her. After the two of them , almost got killed on two different occasions, 

Helen’s mother forbid Helen to go off the property with Myrtle again.  It upset Mrs. Eggleson when she found out that 

Myrtle and Helen had gone fishing out in the middle of the one way railroad bridge, she almost fainted, then the 

following week, heard they had she hitched a ride of the back of the train’s caboose, and  jumped off when it was 

going too fast…she had to sit down. Not that what she done was bad, it was so dangerous, that they were very lucky 

the two of them didn’t get killed, and she sat Myrtle down and had a long talk with her.  
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Myrtle was almost  13, and she going to graduate  from the one room school. and couldn’t wait for her sister Vina, 

who was now 16, to come hoe because was going to get married in June to Henry Hardenstine, the boy she met up the 

road the summer before. and they were going to be married in the little church up the road she went. Vina wrote her 

thatAunt Vine was extremely disappointed that she was not going to be married in Hornell, because Vina wanted to 

get married in Wysox, because that was where her family and Henry’s family lived there, and  she did not wanted to 

be married in a Caholic Church, because Aunt Vine had sent her to a Caholic School, and brought her up as a Catholic,  

she wanted to be married in the church where Henry went and her mother and family went, and she was coming hme 

in a week to get everything ready for the wedding.    

 

Aunt Vine arrived with her horse and carriage and it was unloaded the big hope chest tied to the back,  she had bught 

her, and filled with all kinds of wedding presents, she had received before she left. It sat in the corner of the parlor, out 

of the way, even though Henry had bought a house, they wer going tomove into once they were married, she wanted t 

keep it there when she could see it.  

 It was while she was sewing the hem up on her wedding dress, she thought she heard a noise in the kitchen. She got 

up to look, and saw the chimney in back of the stove had collapsed and the kitchen wall and floor was on fire and the 

flames were spreading into the parlor, where she was using her mother’s new treadle sewing machine, and she quick 

shoved her wedding dress in the hope chest.   

Then Vina panicked, when she ran outside with most of the wedding presents lined up on the floor,  then she tried to 

push the heavy hope chest out, and a passing neighbor seeing the smoke, ran in and helped her push it out on the lawn, 

then they dragged her mother’ssewing machine out and went back to get the pump organ, because she knew how much 

they meant to her, because her Uncle Jake, bought them for her mother and had them sent to her from Sears & 

Roebucks.  

Vina was home alone, and Rose was over at the church, teaching the women how to make quilts, and she broke down 

and cried, while she tried to grab what she could and bring everything outside, but the smoke got so inense she 

coughed and the neighor, refused to let her go back in again, while the othr neighbors managed to throw pails of dirt 

and sand on the flames, and they were able to ut the fire out, but thre was a lot of damage done to the kitchen and in 

the parlor.    

When Rose got word her house was on fire, one ofthe men who heoped ut the fire out, came andtook her back in his 

wagon, and told her they couldn’t live thre until the kichen and floors were replaced and it meant they had no place to 

go. The minister asked the women for volunteers, to take in one member of the family. And one of the women who 

knew Leo and Ervin well, took them, and another lady took Aaron and Lily and when one of the women offered to 

take Vina, even though she didn’t know her. she was surprised when she heard her say, she wouldn’t go unless Myrtle 

could come too.’ The lady shook her head and let her know that Myrtle could not come.’and no one else, offered to 

take the girls in, and their mother and father was staying with their neighbor across the road. 

Seeing no one wanted to take them.  Mrs. Eggleston raised her hand and offered to take the girls home with her,They 

stayed for a few weeks and did little chores around the house for her and as usua, she injoyed Myrtle’s curiosity and 

company.  Myrtle liked being there but not Vina. she wanted to get married and  her wedding had to be called off,  She 

couldn’t wait for their house to get finished, so she could marry Henry, and move in their house but they were going to 

have the reception at her mother’s house, because they had no furniture in their house yet.Since it was the neighbors 

volunteer to do the work,  progress was very slow, and  it was taking a lot longer than sVina thought it would,  and she 

found out, her mother, who R was 40 years old, was pregnant again, aftr losing two babies the year before  this baby 

wasn’t due until the end of February .  
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With the stress of another house caching on fifre and the wedding, Rose got very sick and was in an dout of bed, she 

was having a difficult pregnancy, and ended up having to stay in bed, she had so many comlications Vina would walk 

up the road to see her every day to the neighbors were very good to her, they helped her, while the men worked on the 

house and tried to get it finished, so they family could go home and move back in. .  

When the repairs on the house were finally finished, one of the women from church drove Rose to Mrs. Eggleston’s 

house, to pick up the girls and take them home. She thanked Mrs. Egglelston for all she had done for them and Vina 

hugged and thanked her and got  in the wagon, to go back home,, but not Myrtle. she stood back and refused to go 

home with her mother and clung to Mrs. Eggleston saying,” I don’t want to go home  My mother beats me all the time.  

Can I stay here and I will work for you like your maids do?”  

Mrs. Egglston gasped , “Why Myrrtle, what in the world, would I ever do with you? You know we already have 9 in 

help. Besides, you are much too young to be thinking about working,”  Myrtle ung on her and pleaded with her, “I will 

work for you for nothing  if you will let me stay.”   

Rose got mad when she heard what Myrtle say that and yanked her by the arm and walked toward the door. aMrs. 

Eggleston walked with them and told Myrtle, t, “That was very sweet of you to say that,  Myrtle, but you belong home 

with your family. Go home amd play with your dolls and don’t be thinking about leaving home, you have no idea what 

a young girllike you will be exposed to.”     

As the days went by, Myrtle would come and play with Helen, and Mrs. Eggleston would ask her how the wedding 

was coming along, and she told  Mrs. Eggleston, “They decided, they better wait because my mother isn’t suppose to 

get out of bed, until she has the baby in February, and now they are planning to get married around Valentine’s day.”    

When Mrs. Eggleston would see Myrtle’s legs and arms all back and blue again, she would close her eye knowing her 

mother had beat her again and tt bothered her to think that she could do that to her. When she goes to church every 

Sunday, .Myrtle told her again, I am leaving home, I habe to, and Mrs. Eggleston   could see she had made up her 

mind,  she was going to leave, and she asked her, :Where in theworld will you go?” /and she just shrugged and walked 

back home.  

Thinking about what Myrtle said, she decided to let her stay, and she would try to talk some sense into her head, when 

and if Myrtle came to play with Helen.  The next day.she saw her walking up  the road, andshe asked Helen to wait 

outside and asked Myrtle go sit in the parlor.  She sat in a chair opposite her, and told her that she reconsidered her 

staying and working for her. She would give her 4 weeks to see if she behaved herself and did what she was told, 

because if she didn’t , she would send her back to her mother.” She wondered if she had done the right thing, because 

she was fully aware of how many times, Myrtle had gotten herself,  into some very serious trouble,  She looked at her 

and asked . “Myrtle, will you promise me,  you will not do any of those dangerous things you have done in the past?  I 

want you to understand, if you work for me, you will have to do what you are told. You will longer be a guest like 

before,  you will live here, but you will be working for me. and I will pay you once a month what you do, when I 

decide what your job will be.”  

Myrtle sat there looking at the design in the Oriental carpet, and was very quiet. Then she looked up  and said,  “I 

understand what you said. and yes, I promise you, l will do what you say, what makes you think I won’t?”  Mrs. 

Eggleston, sort of laughed and let her get up and go back outside, and wondered if she had done the right thing, by 

taking her in, but she was afraid if she didn’t, something terrible would happen to her, because she did enjoy Myrtle, 

and her curious mind was so refreshing, to hear how she was always asking questions, about the paintings on the wall, 

and who did them, and where did she get the pretty dishes in the china closet, and what country did they come from.    

Before she left she explained to her, “I am a little concerned  because as you know, around Labor Day, we will be 

going back to the city for the winter, and I will have to decide whether to bring you with us., because we will be gone  
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9 months, and we won’t be coming back to Wysox until Memorial Day, and I am afaid you might get homesick.”  

While Myrtle was thinking about what it would be like going to New York City, she told Myrtle, “I doubt you know 

how far New York City is from here.” Myrtle shook her head and asked, “If it is near Hornell, New York, I know 

where that it is, because we lived before we moved to Wysox.”  

Mrs. Eggleston shook her head and let her know, “Myrtle, Hornell is a l00 mile sto the north of here, and  New York 

City is 200 miles east of Wysox. She got up and looked out the window, knowing the reputation Myrtle had for getting 

in trouble/ When she spole to her husband Richard about it, he felt, “At least, give her a chance to prove herself, 

because so far she hasn’t done anything wrong.”  

As the days went by, she was surprised how well Myrtle was behaving and she did everything she was told to do. The 

only problem she had, was with her English butler, George, He did not like Myrtle, and let her know, he was appalled 

by her bad manners at the table, andt didn’t even know how use a napkin.”   

Seeing how well Myrtle was doing,  she talked it over with her husband Richard again, because for her to be away 

nine months, is a long time. Maybe they shouldn’t take Myrtle with them to the city, I still havn’et a specific job for 

her to do, she follows the amids around and helps them change the beds, or uts the dies away. Perhaps it would be best 

if she did go home. Her mother has demanded her entire pay every month, and  I see to it that Myrtle has spending 

money for herself.” 

Richard Eggleston sat there smoking his pie contentedly and told her, “Emily, I don’t see any reason why she 

shouldn’t go with us,  She certainly has proven to you,  she is doing everything you told her to do, and she is behaving 

herself and you have not had one problem with her.”  

Mrs. Eggleston smiled, “I guess you’re right.” I bought her new underwear, stockings, shoes, but I can’t find any 

uniforms small enough to her yet, I can probably get them in the city, but for right now  she has to wear the other 

maids uniforms,even though they do swim on her, “ and seeing Myrtl go by, with the white uniformhangin goff her 

shoulders, the both of them had to stifle their laughs.     

When Myrtle heard she was going to New York City in their private railroad cars, she was trilled.. The thought of 

going to the city was so exciting, because she had never been out of Towanda, except when they moved from Hornell. 

When the time came, Mrs Eggleston gave her a nice big trunk si she packed her clothes in it.   

When she boarded their private train, with the Egglestons, she asked if she could sit  by the window, so she could look 

out. She was amazed at what she saw, as they passed town after town, and loved being on the train, knowing she was 

going to see New York City, because she had only seen pictures of the city in books.    

The chauffeur was waiting at the railway station,  to  pick them up in their new car,  and when Myrtle stood on the 

sidewalk, she was amazed at what she saw and kept looking up at all the tall buildings and seeing hw many shiny 

windows they had, and Mr. and Mrs. Eggleston had to laugh. sShe was so excited  being in the city. that she never 

stopped looking around, as they were going up Broadway and they turn turned west at 82th Street. The horses would 

rear up in the the air on thier two back legs, when the cars would blow their  horns in back of them and they’d whinny 

and be so frightened by the cars that were on the road. The chauffeur pulled up in front of Eggleston’s brownstone 

house on Riverside Drive, and saw how itfaced the Hudson River .  It was the huge boats that fascinated her, and 

seeing the piers with huge ships docked along side them, fascinated her and so many boats going up and down the 

river, she was so happy she was in New York City. 

It was like a dream come true, that this was where she was going to be for the next 9 months,. She couldn’t wait to see 

the rest of the city and Mrs. Eggleston had one of the miads go with her,  the first time to show her where to get they 
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trolley and go around the city. All Mrs. Egglelslton’s maids were from Ireland, and Cassie gladly walked her to the 

corner of Broadway and 82nd Street.and they went downtown and she showed her where all the big stores were, and 

made her write it down, so she would remember the number of the trolly that would  take her back up Broadawy and 

to get off at 82d Street. From then on, on her Sunday afternoons off, she couldn’t wait to get on the trolley and she 

would sit there and ride to tne end and back, so she could see the city, but Mrs. Eggleston was concerned about her 

getting lost and made sure she had written down her address, in her pocket book, case she did get lost.  Sometimes 

would get off at 42nd Street and walked down to 34th Street and looked in the store windows, even though they were 

closed on Sunday.then that night, she  would write Vina, and tell her what she saw, and let her know she loved being 

in  New York City. 

While she was in the city, her parent’s house was finished by December, and her mother was deathly sick and went 

into early labor and almost died, and had the baby 2 months premature. They named the baby Dorothy.and she  only 

weighed 3 and a half pounds,  Vina took care of her mother and Dr. Brown warned her, not to get attached to the baby, 

being she was preemie, she was not gong to live.’ 

Soon  after, Myrtle got  letter from Vina that she was finally getting married in February and  she was so happy for 

her. She took the train and was there for her, and the baby was doing fine and the reception was held at their mothr’s 

house in February of  1914. Meanwhile Myrtle was traveling up t Sp;orts Island, and Wysox, and back to the city, and 

was having the time of her life. She had no idea how lucky she was, that Mr. and Mrs. Eggleston took her in and the 

were so good to her from 1913 to 1924. For 11 years she travelled with the Egglestons  in their private railroad cars, 

and had the best of food and went to the beauty parlor once a week. and all her clothes came from the same stores on 

Fifth Avenue where Mrs. Eggleston  bought her clothes and her daughter Helen’s clothes, Even though Helen would 

often bring them back  or gave them to Myrtle, her mother didn’t mind, that she didn’t like what she picked out, she 

enjoyed buying clothes for her daughter. 

The reason Myrtle left Mrs. Eggleston, because she married Thomas Mc Arow on November 19, 1924.. One of the 

maids, Bridgetta, took her to an Irish dance on St. Patrick’s Day, because she had been  depressed, because her 

boyfriend Earl, the boy she had gone to school with and was planning to marry in a few months, married someone else 

and never told her. Most all the maids that worked for the Eggleston’s were Irish, except the butler George, was 

English.  Every Saturday night after dinner was over, the Irish maids went to an Irsh dance hall, on 86th Street near 

Third Avenue. It was there that Bridgetta introduced Myrtle to the twins, Thomas and Michael Mc Arow, hoping to 

get her mind off  Earl, knowing her heart was broken because she had never gone with anyone but him.,  They were 

going to be married in June and Mrs. Eggleston helped her pick out a beautiufl wedding gown in a store on Fifth 

Avenue and was going to pay for it, but she wanted to still look around. Then she got a letter from her girlfriend 

Helen, telling her that Earl had gone and married Alta.  

Mrs. Eggleston was shocked when she heard what Earl had done to her because she knew him ever since he was a 

young boy. and to think he wnet and married Alta, a girl that was in their class. Her heart ached for Myrtle, to think he 

did noteven  break off their engagement to her, before he married Alta,  and not tell her. She realized how hurt Myrtle 

was and she  pleaded with her not to marryThomas on the rebound,  just because Earl had jilted her.  She let her know 

she did not understand why she went and change her  religion and become a Catholic so she could marry Thomas, that 

she was a brught up a Baptist, that she should have asked him to become a Baptist for her, instead of you becoming a 

Catholic.” 

Mrs. Eggleston was furious when she  found out from the Irish maids, that Thomas was a heavy drinker and gambled 

all his money. Myrtle refused to listen to her and married Thomas and regretted it the rest of her life.  Momma would 

often tell us , ‘When I was working for Mrs. Eggleston, those were the happiest days of my life. Every night   still say 

a aprayer for her and for Mrs. Hardon and I light a candle in church for them, because they were so good t to me.”  
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When Momma married Daddy,in 1924, they lived with Uncle Mick in a small apartment on Old Broadway and 125th 

Street, in New York City/ She did not like living in such a small apartment,  after living in big and elegant homes with 

the Eggestons for 11 yearss. He refused to move and let her know he was not about to move, and he wanted to stay 

there, where he could walk to work. They went to the Annuciation Church on 131st Street and Convent Avenue, and 

when we were born, we lived in the same neighborhood, and went to the Annunciation Catholic School and made our  

Communion and Confirmation there.   

Every summer, we went to Pennsylvania, for the Fourth of July, since we wer little. Aunt Vina held the Vanderworker 

Family Reunion at her house, and they came from Hornell, New York ,to be there, it was about 100 miles north of 

Towanda.  

My great-grandfather, was John Vanderworker,  an officer and an engtneer during the Civil War, and my great-

grandmohter died, when she was giving birth to our great aunt Vine. My grandmother was Rose Vanderworker 

Squires, and that was her side of the family. And Hornell, was where my grandmother was born and married David 

Squires when she was 16, and he was 28, and he was from Delaware Gap, Pennyslvania, and  five of their children that 

lved, were born in Hornell,  Vina  Leo Myrtle, Lily, Aaron and Ervin and Dorothy was born in Wysox, in 1914.. They 

were Baptists, but when Vina was adopted  by Gramma’s sister Vine, because she uld not have any children, she 

adopted her when she was 9, and being Aunt Vine became a Catholic when she got married, she had to bring Vina up 

Catholic too. and  she went to  a Catholic School. As good as Aunt Vine and her husband was to Vina, all she  ever 

wanted, was to go back to her own family.  

One summer, when Vina was 15, Aunt Vina let her take the train to visit her mother and family for 2 weeks. She met a 

young man that lived up the road, and they fell in love, and when she had to go back to Hornell. it broke her heart to 

leave him.. They promised to write one another every week and they did. The following spring, on March 9th,  Vina 

turned 16. Young Henry Hardenstine sent her a birthday car and in it he asked her to marry him, and she said ‘yes’. 

They set the date to be married when school got out. She wanted to be married in hermother’s church in Wysox, 

andAunt Vine and her husband had no choice but to drive her from Hornell, to her mother’s house, with a big hope 

chest tied to the back of their buggy, that was tied up and filled with gifts. 

Her wedding dress was too long on her, and while she was hemming the bottom of it on her mother’s treadle sewing 

machine, when she thought she smelled smoke. She ran in the kitchen she saw the brick chimney in back of the wood 

stove had collapsed, and the kitchen and the floor, then the parlor was on fire. The wedding had to be postponed until 

Christnas, because of all the work that needed to be done, before they could have the reception there, and the members 

of their church eadfh took a member of the family in for the duration.  \ 

Then Vina found out,  her mother was pregnant and Dorothy was born 2 months early, in December of 1913. It wasn’t 

until around Valentines’s day, Vina  was finally able to marry Henry, in the little Baptist Church,  in February of 1914, 

that was down the road from her mother’s house in Wysox, where Henry and her family went every Sunday.   

Henry had saved his money and already bought a house  in East Townada, thinking they were going to be married in 

June, and they moved in, in February.. Myrtle was only 13, but she had already left home by then and was working for 

the Eggleston’s in New York City, She had to take the train from the city so she could there for Vina when she got 

married..    

THE ANNUAL VANDERWORKER REUNIONS. 

BeIng ny father never owned  a car, he always had to borrow one from a friend at work, to take us to the 

Vanderworker family reunion that was held at Aunt Vina’s every year,  The Vanderworker’s were Gramma’s side of 

the family, and they were from Hornell, New York.  Hornell, was where Gramma was born, and she got married there, 

and  her children wer born there, Vina,Aaron, Leo, Ervin and Lily, but not Dorothy, shewas born in Wysox in 1914,  a 
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couple of years after they moved to Towanda.  

The reunion was held outside on the lawn and the cars were parked out in the open fields. Aunt Vina borrowed the 

tables from her church and neighbors, and put them end to end, and covered them with white sheets, so everyone could 

be together. They usualy had a drought every summer and a few thunder  storms, but  it seemed, it ever raining on July 

4th, the day they had the reunion. There was so much food lined up on the tables  because everyone brought something 

special they made. Different kinds of salads, potato, bean, elbow macaroni and bowls of  cole slaw, Lots of fried 

chicken and cooked hams with rings of pineapple and cherries, meat loaves with hard boiled eggs in the middle, when 

you sliced it.  

It was funny to watch how the kids walked back and forth, eyeing the food on the tables and as hungry as they were, 

they never asked for any or touched anything, until the grown-ups  sat down and start to eat. The men built a big fire in 

the field and cooked strings of hot dogs they bought in town. They used sharp knives to cut the ends of branches  so 

they would have a point and htey could slide the hot dogs on and slide them off onto the fresh buns.  

There was plenty of homemade sauerkraut in a bowl and jars of mustard sitting on the tables and pitchers of lemonade 

for everyone, but there was no ice….  The kids stood on line and waitied to get a hot dog, but not many older people 

wanted hot dogs, they wanted he ham and chicken and potato salad that was on the tables.. While we stood with the 

kids we could hear the hot dogs sizzling and we’d be salivating and waiting our turn to get one .The kids were more 

interested in having hot dogs than the grown ups were, and they were so good/ 

When everyone sat down, they passed the platters of food around, and they were busy talking to one another, while 

they were eating and remembering who was and wansn’t there the last time, and who had passed away, and how many 

generations had gone to the family reunion.  

When the bosy finished eating, they jumped up and wanted to help turn the handles on the  ice cream machines,that 

wer sitting on the back porch. Aunt Vina had filled the metal canisters with  vanilla custard she made, and Uncle Leo 

set them down in the wooden bucketsthat were filled with hot ice they got in town and they shook some course salt on 

it and the boys started to turn the handles but it didn’t take tii long before they got tired of doing it, and kept asking, 

‘Why is it taking so long to make this ice cream?’  

They gave up and walked away away grumbling to themselves and Uncle Leo and Ervin took over, while the women 

were busy cutting th cakes and pies and passed them around on plates.  Finally Uncle Leo announced,  “Whoever 

wants some of thi ice cream, come and get it, because it’s ready.”  Everyone wanted ice cream , after sitting in the hot 

July sun. It was so delicious, tha the ice cream was  gone in no time.  

The kids there were our cousins, but we didn’t know them, we only  saw them once a year, when they came to the 

reunion  We sat wth them and talked, and they told us the only time they had hot dogs cooked on the end of a stick was 

on the Fourth of July, that their fathers would never make a fire and cook hot dogs on a stick,Their mother boiled them 

in hot water.’ We bragged how our mother let us  cook over a fire on a stick when she took us hking.”  

They looked at us a little puzzled and we looked at them wondering, since they lived on a farm in the country and we 

lived in New York City, we wondered why they couldn’t cook hot dogs over an open fire like we did?  When we 

asked them, doesn’t your mother or father take you hiking?” They made a face and asked, “Hiking? What is that?” We 

explained it to them, and they shrugged and asked, “Why would we want to do that for, when we have to walk 3 miles 

to school everyday?” That answered our question, why they didn’t go hiking. 

We were very lucky to have had the kind of life we had with Momma working,, when we were growing up. Momma 

always made sure we did something that we enjoyed, ,when she was with us on her Sunday afternoons off, we would 

get on the subway andgo  to the end of Manhattan, and then we/d run to get on the ferry to go to Staten Island, becaue 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          164 

 

it was a long wait for the next ferry. Today, it is so different there, with one house after the other and not an empty lot 

anywhere, when we went threr, there were more emopty lots than houses. We loved to hike up and down the hills, and 

we’d be singing at the top of our lungs because we were so happy we were with Momma because she worked 

everyday and we only got to see her on Sunday afternoons, and it was a long wait from Monday to Sunday afternoon.   

While Momma walked along she would be looking for an empty lot, that away from the houses, and when she found 

one, we would run around and collect the fallen bramches so she would start a fire so we could cook our meat and eat 

it. 

Sometimes, Momma took us to New Jersey on the 125th Street ferry and we ‘d hike up the big long hill that went way 

up to Palisades Park. She’d find a place where she could make a fire. and we’d collect as many broken branches as we 

could. Once she got the fire going, we’d cooked our own meat on the end of a long stick.and we didn’t care if it was 

burnt black.  

Momma loved being there and she’d  put a blanket on the grass and sit there while we cooked our meat, amnd we’d 

tell her what went on at home and in school that week and she always listened to every word we said. We’d be 

giggling, hearng the meat sizzling, while we held the long stick in the fire. Then  Momma would take over. She  put 

the hot meat between two pieces of bread for us, so we woudn’t burn our fingers. and we enjoyed that burnt meat. 

Momma checked that Sonny put the fire out, and  covered it with dirt, while we hd some of  Momma’s chocolate cake 

she made with bitter chocolate icing. We were young, but we knew none of the mothers on our block did those kind of 

things with their kids, like she did and every Sunday she took us somewhere different. 

                                    *               *                *       

Those who have already read this book, said they couldn’t put it down. And I was glad to hear they really enjoyed 

reading such a big book.  

It was because of Florence constantly reminding me, ‘you must finish that book, because it is such a wonderful story.’ 

There were so many stories I heard from my mother, my grandmother, Aunt Vina, and Momma’s brothers, Uncle Leo 

and Uncle Ervin. They were the ones that liked to telling us stoires, that sometimes,  we didn’t know whether to 

believe them.  

When Aunt Vina was adoped by Aunt Vine, she lived in a beautiful house in town and she had her own room tht was 

filled with dolls and doll carriages, and they dressed her in beautiful clothes, the kind of things she could never have at 

home. They were so good to her,  but all she wanted,  was to go home and be with her own family.  

                             *                         *                        *                                       

MYRTLE LEARNS TO DRIVE AND GETS A CAR….1960 1980 

 I love the chapter about how Momma charmed the State Troopers in New Jersey and Pennsylvania and even the cops 

in New York City, She never got  ticket, because she had a way of talking them out of giving her a speeding ticket,  

when she really should have gotten one. Why,  because she loved to drive fast,and yet she never even got ‘one’ ticket.  

Well,that is  not until 1983, when she was 83. She lived in Rigefield Park and had been food shopping in the 

supermarket on Teaneck Road, in New Jersey. She was parked outside a busy supermarket, andshe parked near the 

front door because she was having a hard time trying to walk.  She had finished her food shopping and was walking 

towards her car. 

 She was with a young boy  pushing one cart and she was pushing the other cart that was loaded with groceries, when 

she saw a parking ticket stuck under her windshield wiper. She got so mad, she yanked it off and went home. She put 
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away all her grocieries first, then she sat down and wrote the Police Department a scalding letter and told them she 

was not going to pay for that ticket. I see you police officers have nothing better to do, than to get down and measure 

that I was parked 4 inches over the yellow line. Well, they had better go look and see what is going on with the kids on 

the corner where I live, because they are selling drugs in the park, right out in the open and not one cop is doing 

anything about it. 

Momma called me and I could tell by her voice, she was upset. Then she said, “Would you believe, I just got my first 

ticket today? Well,  I’ m not paying it, I sent it back to them and told them I am not paying it, that I’ll sit in jail before 

I pay for that ticket. “ 

Then she read me the scathing letter she wrote them. I couldn’t believe she dared to write a letter like that to the 

Ridgefield Police in New Jersey, and then she told me. she mailed it back to them, and  I told t them, their officers 

didn’t know how to do their jobs!   

It  is a very funny story and , no. she emded up, not paying for that ticket.  

For a long time, I wanted to write these stories about Momma, for her grand grandchildren and great-grandchildren so 

they would know what their ‘Nana was really like. But, I didn’t know how to write a book. That was when I decided to 

attend a Creative Writing Class in ne Northport.  I was 57, and I was the oldest one in the class, it was mostly young 

college graduates, and women with young children taking the course.   

When we  finished that class, there were four of us that decided to take turns  meeting at one another’s house, so we 

could continue to read and critique our work. We’d have coffee and cake one of the girls usually made and we had 

many interesting conversations while we were together. We got along so well, that one summer, Barbara, Eileen, 

Holly and I went way up in New York, 300 miles away, near Lake Placid, to a state college. We h ad read about the 

course, in the Writer’s Magazine, that they were offering a 2 week course on, ‘How to write a book.’  We decided we 

would go. and sent our money in.  Holly drove and we all chipped in for the gas and it was a much longer drive than 

we had anticipated.. 

The course was given by a two published authors who collaborated on a book together, that became a best seller. It 

was a very interesting class, and we had a lot of fun. In fact, they invited us to their summer home to have coffee and 

cake one nigjt, when the class was over. We really enjoyed talking to them, one on one and they sat tjere amd 

exoplained what was really involved in writing a book, We looked at one another,because we had no idea what we 

were facing, or what was really involved to publish a book.  

We stayed at Barbara Lowe’s parent’s summer cottage that was close  near the college and close to Lake Champlain 

and Vermont, and week-ends we did a lot of sight seeing. 

 

 

When I  the Creative Writing class in Northport,  one of the  assignments was to write a memorable time in our lives. I 

decided to write about what my mother put me through when I told her, I was going to get married.  

The tears and arguments we had, because Fred was a Protestant and I was a Catholic. When she realized I was going to 

marry Fred whether she wanted me to or not, without asking me, she decided she was going to make me the kind of 

wedding gown she thought I should wear on my wedding day.  

 She was going  to make my wedding gown, with dirty old lace curtains she had been saving since 1919, that had 

yellowed and were black with soot and they stank.  
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What hurt me most, was my mother knew I had the dress I wanted  to wear, a beautiful long, shimmering ivory satin 

gown. I loved how I looked in it. Even though I borrowed the dress from my Aunt Ruth, who was only two years older 

than me, that was the dress I was looking forward to wearing on the day I got married. 

Things went from bad to worse. Momma and I were longer talking to one another because she disapproved of my 

marrying Fred, and she was angry that I had refused to wear the dress she wanted to make me out of the dirty old 

curtains. Then she told me, ‘she was not going to my wedding, and I cried so hard,  I thought I was going to pass out 

because the room started  gomg roumd and round, while I stood there looking at her...” 

 For the next four months, my mother didn’t talk to me and I didn’t talk to her. I was 22, and she kept arguing with me, 

that Fred was not the man I should marry and she kept insisting, I didn’t  know what I was doing,  to please wait a 

year.. Momma made my life miserable. I would cry myself to sleep at night, and so did she, instead of her being happy 

for me,when I was so happy, and Momma was treating like  I wasgoing to do something wrong, tht it was so upsetting 

to me, because we had always been so close.  

The book is about is the lives of five women in our family all named Rose, and they were born 25 years apart and born 

in the state of New York . It is very interesting to see the difference that 25 years made in each of their lives. My 

grandmother, Rose Vanderworker Squires, was born in 1875, and a hundred years later our granddaughter, Barbara 

Rose, was born in 1975. What a different life she has compared to what her great- grandmother’s life was like, a 

hundred years ago.. 

My grandmother met and married David Squires in 1891, when she was 16 and he was 28, Her father, John 

Vanderworker,  was an officer and an engineer, during the Civil War, and he was from Hornell, New York where she 

was born.  

My grandfather David Squires was born in a log cabin, with a dirt floor that his father built on the side of a mountain, 

where several Indians lived in tents, and the Indian children were his playmates, in Delaware Gap, Pennsylvania.  

My grandfather,  left home when he was 28. He decided to go out on his own and his father gave him a horse, and he 

left looking for work as a sawyer,  cutting down trees and building log cabins, like his father before him had done  and 

he never saw his parents or the brother he loved, again. 

David was very disappointed when he discovered that women no longer wanted to live in log cabins, they wanted a 

nice white house with lots of windows. He kept traveling north, and got as far as Hornell, New York. and he was about 

to turn around and go back home, when he met and fell in love with a young girl named Rose Vanderworker.  He 

married her and stayed in Hornell and they soon had five children. But, there was little or no work for him in Hornell, 

an he made some money by cutting down trees for the wood stoves in the kitchens and parlor stoves in the winter,   

They really loved one another, but they were always very poor.and Rose was always pregnant. They had to live along 

the railroad tracks and two of their houses burned to the ground, because they didn’t have  running water to put the fire 

out, but that was quite common then. People that lived in houses along the railroad tracks biggest worry was.  the 

trains going by. Because so many times, because used coal to fire up the steam engines, red hot coals would land on 

the roofs of the houses and they would catch on fire and burn down.  

By 1909, David decided he was moving his family to Towanda, Pennylvania, because he felt he hae dno luck living in 

hornell, lily and Aaron could no longer speak, due to aq botched job by a traveling docotre, and two o f their houses 

burned to the ground.  

He decided to move his family to Towanda, Pennsyvania. YHE he stopped in to see his mother’s cousins .he had 

stopped into see them once before, when he left home nd was traveling north lived there, when he was riding north 
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looking for work. After seeing how successful, they were, because they had a big dairy farm, and hired help.  he was 

sure if he moved tp Towanda. his luck would change and he’d find plenty of work.cutting down trees for the 

woodstoves.  

Rose did not want to leave her father and her family. She realized she really had no choice, she had to go with her 

husband.  Again, they lived in a house along the railroad tracks, a few miles east of Towanda, in East Towanda and 

that house burned to the ground, like all the others. David’s luck never did change, he always had a very hard life, but 

he and Rose were very happy together, even if they  never could afford to own a horse and wagon, and they had to 

walk to wherever they had to go. They were as different as night and day, but they loved one another, and that was all 

that mattered to Rose. She was not religious, like David was. He made sure his family went to church every Sunday. 

They walked down the dirt road single file in snow and rain, to go to the little white Baptist church. even if they were  

sick and dying, David saw that they went to church every Sunday. 

Like most women then, Rose was always pregnant and would have still births and miscarriages.and delivered nine of 

her own babies herself. Vina, Myrtle, Leo, Ervin, Aaron and Lily were born in Hornell, When they moved to Wysox, 

she had Raymond, but he only lived for 2 weeks and died, The following year little Eva ws born and she lived to be 9 

months old, but they both died of pneumonia.   

The following year, 1912,  she had a still born, and that time she got a bad infection  and almost died. If it wasnt for  

an old Indian medicine doctor that lived in a tent, on the side of the mountain near her, she would have died. 

The hospital in Towanda sent her home to die, because she was in a coma.. He was old, but he saved her life by giving 

her herbs and teas he made for her, an dkept administering them to her, hour after hour, and David refused to belive he 

could save her.  He had been a scout for Gen, Lee during the Civil War. And was quite old and lived by himself, in a 

tent. He collected and boiled certain herbs that grew in the woods along the creek and he saved her life with those 

herbs he cooked in the stove an daookued then to her belly hour after hour, and she lived and she was fine..  

In 1914, Rose was 40 years old when she had her last child, Dorothy. She was b 2 months premature. and weighed 3 

pounds.  Dr. Brown warned her, the baby would not live, and not to become attached to it, but Dorothy lived to be 88 

years old, and died in 2002, and out-lived all of them, her 3 sisters and 3 brothers and my mother, who died in 1991.     

When David moved his family toWysox, Leo, Erin and Myrtle attended the one-room schoolhouse, but Lily and 

Aaron, were not allowed to go there, because they were mutes, They stayed home with their parents and helped around 

the house and in the garden.because David and Rose raised all the food they ate. They rarely ever had meat, and 

Gramma canned all summer to have enough food during the winter and spring.  

They had a every hard life. Rose sewed the chldren’s clothes by hand, until years later, her brother Jake Vanderworker 

surprised her and sent her a sewing machine and a pump organ from Sears & Rosebucks.  

At night she crocheted their wool sweaters, hats scaves and mittens by the light of the kereosene lamp, while she sat 

with David and the parlor stove.  

Gramdpa resoled their shoes with tanned cowhide a neighbor gave him and made their snowshoes from deerskin, with 

the fur on the inside, He used heavy waxed thread so it would be waterproof. He would sit by the light of the kerosene 

lanp and make gloves for the children, from the skin of the pigs they slaughtered in the fall. By rubbing the skin back 

and forth until it was soft and pliable, he could sew them. A brown paper bag was used to make the pattern, one size 

for the girls, and a larger size for the boys, and the glove and fingers were sewed on the outside, and using a wooden 

peg,with a round end on it, he would insert it in the fingers, and sew them together..     

                                        *                *               * 
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It is interesting to see what my grandmother’s life was like, being born in 1875, and a 100 years later, our 

granddaughter Barbara Rose was born in 1975. What a  different life Barbara has, compared to my grandmother, when 

she was  raising her children and washing clothes on a washboard and hanging them on clotheslines outside in the sun 

to dry.  

Barbara is very independent, she has a very good job, graduated from college, owns her own house, has travelled to 

Europe and the Caribbean islands, rode the rapids out west. Went back to college to continue her education and 

became a nurse practioner, votes, drives a beautiful car, has credit cards, a computer,  cell phone,  microwave oven and 

2 beautiful cats.   

When you compare what her life is like, to what it was for women 100 years ago, you can only shake your head. When 

they got married they were pregnant most of the time, and they worked very hard all day, They didn’t have  electricity, 

or running water, they did tne wash all day, and the ironing took all day to do,  They cooked and canned over a hot 

wood stove in the heat of the summer,  and worked out in the garden and picked the vegetables they canned, and still 

found time to nurse a bay and take care the other children. It was quite common for women to have nine and ten 

children, and it left si little time for themselves, it was workm work, work,  day after day. 

When you compare  today’s mothers, Most of them go to work ,yet the  can sit down after dinner, after they throw the 

clothes in the washer, and later on put them in the dryer, while she  watches TV, or goes on the computer, or talks on 

the cell phone after the children done their homework and gone to bed, depending on what age they are. She can get up 

between commercials and put the clothes on hangers, and not have to iron them.   

We tend to forget that women were not allowed to vote, write a check, buy a house, open a bank account. It took a 

long time before all that was changed. Today women go to work and get paid for it, back then women had no choice 

but have babies because there was no birth control. 

They had to work hard, because they didn’t have indoor plumbing 

I am sure they could never have imagined  a hundred years later, women would be driving their own cars, vote, use an 

ATM machine to make a deposit or take money out. have cell phones, own their own homes, have credit cards, and 

pay their bills on the computer instead of mailing them. 

  

FIVE ROSES…ALL BORN 25 YEARS APART  

1875 ,1900, 1925, 1950, 1975 

AND BORN IN NEW YORK STATE  

________________________________________________________________ 

 

Rose Vanderworker Squires       Hornell.     June 15, 1875 - July  1957  

Myrtle Rose Mary Squires McArow      Hornell,     June 12, 1900 - Sept. 1991 

Rose Mc Arow Eichhorn                 NYC         Sept.05, 1925  

Rosemary Eichhorn DeNicola Tayerle    Bethpage   Oct .09, 1950    . 
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Barbara Rose DeNicola        Manhasset  Oct. 07, 1975. 

 

 

My mother’s grandchildren and great-grandchildren loved her, but they have no idea the kind of life she had when she 

was growing up, or that she left home when she was 13. and the horrible life she had being married my father,  an 

alcoholic and a gambler, that didn’t care about her or his children...  

All her married life, she had to work to pay the rent and groceries,while Daddy drank and was drunk every night. He 

never helped her with any of the bills. The irony of it is, he was a horrible man that thought nothing of beatung and 

burning his children, and he never missed going to mass on Sunday 

My father and Uncle Mick were twins. They were born in Ireland on May 25, 1896 and both their mother and their 

father died the same year they were born The parish priest found homes for the 8 children, and no one watned to take 

carte oftwins, so they were separated, Uncle Mick lived in town, and Daddy lived out in the country, on his uncle’s 

farm. 

  In 1957, his mind went an dhe was taken away in a straight jacket when he was 54. He spent the next 7 years of his 

life in a Veteran’s Mental Hospital on Long Island,and was diagnosed with cirrhosis of the brain, and he died there  of 

cancer on May 19,1961, and would have been 65, a few days later, on May 25th. 

 Being they were raised by different families. Aunt Rose was Daddy’s oldest sister,  when she went to America, she 

worked and paid for sister Florrie, Uncle Mick and Daddy and  Uncle Barney to come to Ameica sometime around 

1914.  and  one brother went back, because he did not like living in New York City.  

                                  *               *             *’ 

Momma’s grandchildren and great-grandchldren don’t know who their ancestors were. Now they can read about the 

kind of lives they had in the early 1900’s, when ny grandmother was raising my mother, and my father being raised in 

Ireland.  

My mother’s parents were poor, but they never stopped loving one another , even though they were very different. My 

grandmother was loud, and loved to laugh and play jokes on people. She cursed and smoked and loved a drink of 

whiskey now and then. She was not at all religious like my grandfather.  

My mother used to say,  “her father was very quiet, that he never smoked, drank or cursed, but her mother did all those 

things, yet they got along. She loved him, and he loved her. They could never afford to have a horse and wagon.and 

they raised all the food we ate. We had little or no meat. except when the chickens got too old to lay eggs, my mother 

made chicken stew them. They killed 2 pigs in the fall, and my granfather put the meat in the smoke house he built for 

my mother, but he would not eat any of the meat because he felt it was cruel to kill any animal and eat it.”  

“When Leo and Ervin got older, they wanted to get hunting rifltes like all the other men. They worked in the summer 

helping farmers to bring in the hay, buckwheat and alphalfa. andsaved their money and sent away to Sears & 

Roebucks, and got the rifles and ammunition they wanted, so they could go  hunting. But, my father disapproved of 

them hunting and killing rabbits,  woodchucks and deer, and they had their hearts sent on getting them in the fall, and 

my father finally gave in and let them.” 

“My father could not chop off the heads of chickens, my mother always had to do it and she had to kill the pigs too.by 

using a very sharp knife. She’d straddle the squealing pigs, with her apron still on, and fast slit their throats. He 
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couldn’t watch, but he would skin and cut up the meat and smoke it for her, know how  she loved bacon and ham for 

breakfast,but he would not touch it. He would hang the meat in the root cellar he dug out on the side of the hill, with 

the help of my three brothers. That was one thing about those boys, they were always so willing to help my father no 

matter what he was doing, because they loved him. 

The children of today cannot even imagine what life was like back then, the hard work that was involved when women 

were raising children . They didn’t   have the luxury of running water or electricity. My mother grew up using 

kerosene lamps, and her mother canned and baked bread and did the wash and ironing by hand because that was what 

women did.   

My mother walked  a couple of miles to school with her brothers in snow 3-4’ deep. Still they got certificates every 

year for not missing a day of school. They didn’t close the schools because it was snowing out, like they do today and 

they had snow drifts 6 -7 feet high that stayed until the spring. 

Being we grew up in New York City, we had a radio, a toaster, a washing  machine, and a vacuum cleaner. But, my 

Aunt Vina in Pennsylvania didn’t get electricity until 1940.They said it was because they lived on up on a mountain, 

but  my grandmother lived 10 miles away, in Wysox, where it was flat, near the Susquehanna River. She still used 

kerosene lamps because she  didn’t have  electricity in 1936 when we were visiting her.    

Today we live in an electronic age, we take it for granted we  can fly and go anywhere in the world,  we have cell 

phones and we can talk in the car, or while we are shopping, we can call 911, if we  need help, we have computers in 

our homes and lap tops, , I-pads and I pods. The list goes on and on. that it makes you wonder, what will it be like a 

hundred years from now?   

When you think how the world has progressed in the past 100 years, it will continue to make greater advancements 

electronically, and I am sure it will be nothing we could  imagine, when you think will be discovered in the future. 

 

Today, with  a flip of a switch we turn the lights on, open the garage doors,  or gates,  we  have computers and send e-

mails, we write on facebook. have a hundres different stations onTV ,  oil burners instead of wood stoves, and A/C’s to 

keep cool in the summer..  

Little do we realize how hard the women had to work back then, when they were raising their children back then. They 

knew no other life except raising a lot of children, like all the other women did. The looked forward to the day when 

the children grew up, and could help around the house and with some of  thechores that had to be done everyday, on a 

farm.  

A lot of those men came from farms where they didn’t have electricty, they used kerosene la   mps and they dropped a 

pail down in the well on the back porchm to get water, just like Aunt Vina did.and they both had a cisterns where all 

the rain water was collected int the gutter when  it ran off the roof , then down the drain pipes into a tank that was 

underground. That water  was  used  for baths, the wash, the animals, and if there was a drought in the summer, it had 

to be used very sparingly when they watered the garden to water their garden.  

Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry had a big old farm house with 17 acres, on top of a beautiful mountain called Saco 

Hill..You could look down and see a valley way off in the distance, along ethe Susquehanna River They grew hay, 

oats,.wheat and rotated the fields every year to get better crops.. The garden was huge garden at the side of the house, 

where they grew all the vegetables they needed. In the summer.Aunt Vina canned almost every other day, so they 

would have food duirng the winter and early spring. 

They bought the old farm house in 1931, and then it was 200 years old, for a couple of hundred dollars.  We loved 
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going to Aunt Vina’s house. Her and the house seemed huge to us, being we lived in the city in a small apartment, and  

our bedroom had to be 9 X 9, only  big enioygh to hold the bunk beds and a small burea at the end, and a very tin y 

clothes closet. Their parlor was off the side and was 25’ X 25, with black sofas and a piano, and the door was usually 

kept closed, it was only for company The living room was not as big as the parlor and the front door was  right in the 

middle, with a wondow on eac side that faced the dirt road. They had a porch there, with rockers, but no one ever sat 

there, everyone preferred to sit on the back porch,htat lead into the kitchen. They rarely used the front door, only when 

someone knocked and was trying to sell something.  

Hanging on the living room wall, was a wooden phone, with a tiny little shelf, fir a place to talk into it, , and the 

earpiece was on a long wire, so you put it to your ear, and you hung it back on the side of the wooden phone. When 

Aunt Vine had to make a phone call , thee was a handle on theside and she wikd  wind it up, and that would alert the 

telephone operator that had the switchboard was in her house. Every one  had party lines and when someone called, 

the operator would ring, 2 short and two long or 2 shorts and 3 shorts, because it rang in everyone’s house and you 

knew how many rings meant it was your call.  

Some of the women thought nothing of, sitting down and  listening to someone else’s conversation, they liked to find 

out the latest news was on the hill, and many a time they weraksed to hang up.   

The huge kitchen was huge, it had no running water, a pump to bring the rain water that was in the sistern under the 

house that was saved when it ran off the roof.  They no ice box or refrigerator. There wasa cupboard in the corner, 

where they kept the dishes, cereal, regular sugar and powdered sugar, and Bakers bitter powdered cocoa, and all kinds 

of spices for pies and pickling.. There was a window that looked out at the back porch and driveway, where they 

would always sand to see who drove up. It had a long narrow table with two big dishpans, where they poured boiled 

water from the kettle over the dishes first,  then washed the dishes pots and pans, and the other one was to rinse them 

an dlay them on a thick  towel to drp dry.  

Upstairs were 4 big bedrooms  an attic.and the door  was in our bedroom, and  we were so scared because our cousin 

Johnny told us there werea couple of ghosts in it.  

The cellar had a peculiar smell, because the foundation with built with flate slate stone with no mortar between that, so 

water constantly seeped in and THEFLAT STONES wet,.. It had a dirt floor. When walked on the flagstones they 

squished it was that wet down there.The foundation of the house was made with flat flag stones, one piled on the other, 

and water constantly trickled down between them, and it was always  cool down there.. In the middle of the cellar 

were  shiney honey colored locust tress, that were so msooth, and all the branches had been sawed off They held up 

the floors of the  house for over 200 years.. 

Hanging from the rafters were basket where Aunt Vina kept apples and pears and hickory nuts that were used in her 

cakes and cookies, that was a bothersome job for her to do.  

While we thought it was fun hitting the nuts with a hammer to open them, andit was hard work to dig the meat out of 

them, and see how little we’d get to throw in the bowl. There were wooden shelves in the cellar where Aunt Vina 

stored the canned vegetables on one shelf and fruits and berries were on another shelf..  

The stairs to the cellar, were  wide slate stones instead of wooden steps and they kept the crocks of milk and cream 

sitting on them.and every Tuesday they churned the sour cream and made it into butter. It was interesting how we ‘city 

kids] would wait so we could take a turn pushing the wooden handle up and down in a tall narrow wooden barrel. Aunt 

Vina had us step back while she poured boiling water around the top of the wooden cover and it would wash all the 

cream back in the barrel, and soon the butter would become one big lump.. 

Then she used a big wooden flat spoon and patted the butter into a wooden form with a handle on it, and it was pushed 
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ionto a piece of parchment paper. Once a week Uncle Henry would go ito town, and she sold the butter and fresh eggs 

to to certain families in town. She  kept that money in a glass jar on the shelf in the kitchen and would  referr to it as 

her ‘butter and egg money, and she used it for the things that she wanted for her kitchen.”  

Uncle Henry would laugh and call us , ‘the city kids’, when we were there in the summer. He would made us 

understand there were certain things we were not allowed to do, and would have Aunt Vina remind us, just in case we 

forgot, that we had to be careful about certain things. We loved those horses, but we knew not to go near them, 

especially Betsy.  

Queenie was sweet, but Betsy was a mean horse. If we looked at her,  she’d show us her big ugly teeth, then lunged 

towards us and try to bite us. We’d run away laughing at her because  she had the biggest yellow teeth we ever saw. 

Aunt Vina explained to us, ‘that she was badly abused by the man that owned her , before they bought Betsy, was why 

she was so ’ornerie.’  

Betsy kicked anyone that went near her, but she never tried to kick Aunt Vina . When she saw her coming towards the 

stable, she would stand up on her back legs and whiney, and wait for her to rub her smooth velvety nose, and she’d 

stand there talk quietly to her. Sometimes she would bring Betsy some sugar in an old beat-up pie pan, and let her lick 

it out and her tail would be going back and forth, she liked that. But if she spotted any of us coming to watch, she’d 

stop licking and stand there and show us those big teeth of hers. No one else could put a saddle on her, but Aunt Vina. 

She would get up on her back and ride down the hill to  Mc Moran’s and back, but no one else dared to. When Uncle 

Henry and Johnnie, were hitching her up to the wagon, to bring the hay in, Queenioe was so sweet, but they knew to 

be very careful when they put the harness on Betsy, that she didn’t kick then.. 

Aunt Vina often remind us when we would go out to p;lay, ‘not to gp  near the old abandoned Mc Moran’s house, that 

was acoss the road and to the right of Aunt Vina’s house, and the other thing was, when we wentvisit the Jim Mc 

Moran’s and his wife, that had the dairy barn, down under the hill, on the same piece of propery as the abandoned 

house, but there wa couple of acres of woods between the two houses..   

We liked to go down there and look at the big ferocious black bull, thathad a big steel  ring through his nose so they 

could lead him around. He was beautiful  all black and shiny and extremely muscular. When he’d see us coming . he’d 

bellow so loud and scare the life out of us. Jim Mc Moran and his wife had no children, and we walk down and there 

his wife, she would give us a bowl of ice cream and some of her homemake sugar cookies,that we loved. What a treat 

it was to have ice cream, and they’d let us have some ice cubes to suck on,.because only a few people had electricity 

and they needed it to run their dairy. They had a big wooden refrigerator with several doors on it in the kitchen..where 

they kept the ice cubes and ice cream, and their cat liked to sleep up on the top of the refrigerator. 

We liked to sit and talk to Mrs. Mc Moran, and her husband Jim would shake his finger and warn us, “I don’t want any 

of you kids to go near  that barn, because that big black bull I have now..is one mean bull. and he is dangerous  The 

day before he kicked the slats out of his pen and he got away on us  and  when they got a hold of him, he tried to gore 

one of the hired hands, but he got him  in another pen. That bull  is so strong  he keeps breaking those big heavy chains 

we put on him. Last week he  got out again and  ran up the road, towards Aunt Vina’s house and they roped him 

andwere able to  get him back in the barn,, and they had to repair his pen, before they could put him back where he 

belonged.. 

We knew, because we saw what happened and ran in thehouse quick when we saw him running up the road. We  sat 

there, having ice cream and listen to what Jim Mc Moran was saying., and he had no diea how scared I was that bull. I 

used to be was so scared of him, that I had nightmares that he climbed up on the porch roof and came in through the 

window after me in my bed. At night, as I lay in bed, I would listen and think  I could hear him coming up the road 

after me. 
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One day we were playing ball on the front lawn. We didn’t know that bull had kocked the slats out of his en again,and 

was  kicked his way got out if his pen again and he ran up the road.m and we saw hin coming towards Aunt Vina’s 

house,.and we ran inside, we were so scared we were screaming at the top of our lungs. I quick locked the door and 

Aunt Vina stood there looking sort of bewildered, and we breathlessly told her the bull was coming up the road. She 

laughed and assured us, “For heaven’s sake, he’s just going to keep running until they catch him. He’s not going to 

stop here and go after you girls.” 

We looked out the window, and saw several of Mc Moran’s men go by on horses and then a pick-up truck went by 

with some  men in the back, with ropes in their hands. Being it was a dirt road, there was so much dust in the air from 

the bull the horses and the truck going by, thatwe could hardly see what was going on. Jim stopped  the turck and 

yelledto Aunt Vina, standing in the driveway,  ‘That damn bull of mine escaped again, he waved and left in a hurry, 

while we were peeking out from behind the curtains. 

 

Later on, he stopped by to let her know they found the bull running towards Ulster, the next town over,. that his men in 

the truck  got him with  a couple of ropes around him and were able to get  a rope through the ring in his nose, and lead 

him a ramp into the ick up truck, and by now he was probably back in one of the other stalls, because he broke the 

chain we had on him, and kicked the slats out. They have repair his pen again. Last month,  when he got uout, while 

they were trying to put him in a different pen, he whirled around and got awayand  gored one of the hired boys that 

works in the barn. He was bleeding, so we put him in the car took him to the hospital in Towanda. They stitched him 

up,an dput his arm in a sling.  After  hearing that  I had so many nightmares  about that bull. When I’d fall asleep, that 

bull was always chasing me up the road, and that fear never left me all that summer . 

                                *                     *                    * 

Momma and Aunt Vina were having a cup of tea, and we were going outside to play, and Aunt Vina reminded us,  

“Make sure you kids don’t go near that old house across the road.’ She turned to Momma and said, “You do know, it 

belonged to Jim Mc Moran’s parents, and from what I hear they died there suddenly in1918, he can’t talk about it. He 

grew u in that house, and they had all that land, and he has his house and dairy further down on the property,  and all 

those woods are between the two houses.  

 Momma said, “They probably died from the Spanish flu, like so many people in Towanda did that year and the 

following year. . If you remember, I left New York City to go help Dr. Brown, when I heard his nurse died from the 

flu , because. people were dying all over the world, and so fast.  I was working for Mrs. Eggleston in  the city, I was 

only 18 and I took the train to Towanda when Helen Ross wrote and told me, Dr. Brown couldn’t get a nurse to work 

for him because they were afraid tthey would get the flu and die. I knew him since we moved to Wysox, when I was 9 

years old. So,  I went with him on his rounds and sat in his eligh p;ulled by his horse, ovr the snow cobered roads, we 

went from house to house and  I helped him to take care of his patients, and fed and washedthe elderly and the babies 

that were so sick, and they were dying so fast, that the coffins were in empty lots, and in the fields, they couldn’t bury 

them fast enough. And it came back, with a vengeance, and yet, to think that no one in our family got it 

This was on internet. 

                             Historical Importance of the 1918 Spanish Flu Pandemic 

                             In three waves, the Spanish flu spread quickly, killing an estimated 

                            50 million to 100 million people around the world.  

                              Dates: March 1918 to spring 191  
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We often saw Jim Mc Moran stop at his parent’s old house, and mow the lawn and trim the bushes that were still 

blooming. That old house fascinated me when we’d walk by, but we’d run pas Old Fred’d house, we were so scared o 

fhim, he lived there by himself and always came out on the front porch and watch us until he was sure we had gone by 

his house.  

One day, we were stretching our necks when we walked passed the old Mc Moran house, so we could  see the old 

fashioned black sleigh they had, that was pulled by horses in the  snow, and we could see it  still had big sleigh bells 

on a very old leather strap, hanging on the side. The old barn was falling apart and looked like it was going to fall 

down, because the wood had warped and dried out and you could see between the wooden slats, that went up and 

down and not across.  

There were 4 of us walking together,  I was 10, Sonny 9,  Roseanna  8, and Mary Jane 7, an that day we decided to just 

to walk up the path to the old house, and just look in the windows. We sneaked up, scared that Jim Mc Moran would 

see us  because we knew we shouldn’t be there, because there was a big sign on the front lawn that said,’NO 

TRESPASSING’.  

We went around to the back byt we could hardly see in any of the windows they were so dirty. So I tried the door and 

got scared when it opened. We all looked in and I walked in, but the others were afraid to  go in, they waited outside. I. 

saw 2 old fashioned Valentine cards with lace on them, that had yellowed and they were open so you could read that 

one was for the wife and one for the husband. They were still sitting on the shelf of the corner cabinet, undisturbed all 

those years.  

The curtains on the windows had shredded and were falling apart and the kitchen table was set with plates, cups and 

saucers, silverware that had blackened, knives, forks and spoon, and the tablecloth had disintegrated and was hanging 

to the floor.  

 I looked in the parlor, and saw a black  couch, the leather had rotted and the springs and horse hair had popped out 

and was just sitting there. There was a red and blue Oriental rug on the floor, with holes in it here and there. there were 

signs of what had once been plants in fancy pots that had died a long time ago, in the front room.. 

I went to turn around got back, andI felt the floor give and the floor gave way and I landein the cellar that was filled 

with dirty smelly water and green algae. My elbows were bleeding but I couldn’t see my knees because I was standing 

in water almost up to my waist.  I could hear Mary Jane crying and I started to cry because. I was s afraid there were 

snakes in the water, and I had no way of getting out because the staircase had collapsed and was in the corner, floating 

in the water.  

 I knew I had to get out of there, and the last thing I wanted was for Aunt Vina to know, I  disobeyed her and went in 

the Mc Moran’s old house, after she had told us somany time not to go over there. Sonny left  ran back to get cousin 

Johnnie,  and they told Aunt Vina what I had done. Johnnie came back with a straight wooden ladder and put it 

through the hole in the floor, and it was in the water and he held it real tight, while I was sobbing and climbing up each 

step and so glad to get out of there. I smelled so bad and I was wet and covered all over with green algae and Johnny 

kept looking at me  laughing . and all I could do was cry.  

Johnnie and Sonny carried the ladder back, and I walked with Mary Jane and Roseanna. They disappeared fast, when I 

walked up on the back porch and had to face Aunt Vina.  looked at me saying,  “After I told you so many times, you 

were not to go over there…how am I ever going to explain what you did to Jim.” 

She let out a long sigh and asked me. “You know, I am verydisappointed that you would do such a thing, when that 

house is a shrine to his parents, and you have to know, he is not going to take this lightly, Honestly, I dread having to 

tell him, you went in and you fell through the floor and landed down into the cellar full of water!”.  
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I stood there and I knew I had done something terrible  and felt so bad and kept telling her how sorry I was. I could tell 

she was really upset because of the way she kept shaking her head, like she couldn’t believe what I did. She rolled her 

eyes up and told me,, : I guess I am going to have to go down and tell Jim what you did.” and she sighed again.   

While Lily pumped up some water and filled the washtub, while I took off my wet clothes off. Aunt Vina gave me a 

piece of brown soap and a wash cloth, and I stood in the washtub and tried to get all the green algae off, that was all 

over me. I washed my hair and Aunt Vina poured a pot of water over my head to rinse the soap off, and gave me a 

towel. Lily handed me some clean clothes to put on, and held a towel in front of me while I got dressed.   

As I was dryingmy hair, seeing the look on Aunt Vina’s face, I don’t remember her ever being mad at me, and she 

told, “I decided, I’m not going down there and have to tell Jim what happened,  I want you to go down there and you 

apologize and you tell Jim and his wife what you did.”   

It was the worst punishment she could have given me, for me to go down there and to tell Jim Mc Moran, what I had 

done,  when they were so good to us and always gave us a dish ice cream,  they would never invite us in for ice cream 

again.  

I slowly walked down the hill by myself, and walked up the steps to where Jim Mc Moran, was sitting on a rocker on 

the front porch,  in his overalls, smoking a cigarette. He smiled and asked me how I was and I I fidgeted while I stood 

there, and tried to get the courage to tell him.  He stood up and just stared at me, like he didn’t believe what I said. 

Then he sat back down and leaned over and put his face between his hands, and closed his eyes and slowly rubbed his 

face up and down, then looked at me again. I was shaking, because I felt so bad and I could tell,  he  was heart-broken 

when he realized what I had done.He had every reason to be angry that I dared to go in his parents’s house because 

that house to him, like what Aunt Vina said,  a shrine to his parents. He sat there scratching his head and yelled at me, 

“Can’t you read…there is a big sign on the front lawn that says, ‘NO TRESPASSING?” 

 I sobbed and told him how sorry I was,and he got up walked inside and left me standing there. His wife came out and 

kept looking at me, but she didn’t say anything to me, and she went back inside. I left and walked back up the hill to 

Aunt Vina’s house. She was still sitting on the porch waiting to hear what Jim had to say. I told her and let her know 

he was very angry. She just said, “He is right, you had to right to go over there and walk in that house.”   

I felt so bad I wrote him a letter and let him know how sorry I was, he never acknowledged it.  We didn’t go down the 

hll to his house again after that happened. The following week-end, Uncle Henry and Johnnie went over to the old 

house and put it in a new staircase for him and Johnnie complained how he had to stand in that smelly water, and 

hammered in some big nails to anchor it, and they repaired the hole in the floor where the wood had rotted   

Jim stopped by to thank Uncle Henry and Aunt Vina and insisted on paying them for what he did, and he wouldn’t 

take any money from him. Jim glanced over at me,and I quick looked at the floor, and he scolded me before he 

left,“You can be damn sure, none of the kids from around here, would ever walk on my property and go in my 

mother’s house like you did. It seems you city kids have no respect for what belongs to people.” He got  in his pick up 

truck and slammed the door and waved to Aunt Vina and Henry and left, and she wentback inside and never said a 

word to me, because she knew I really felt bad about what I did .  

Every other week Momma called from Connecticut on Sunday afternoons, to talk to Aun Vin and to us, and when she 

spoke to Sonny, he told her what I had done, and she never asked if I got hurt. I heard her say, “Oh my God, no,  don’t 

tell me she did that, when she knew darn well , she was told not to go over there.” The following week I got a scathing 

letter from my mother telling that she was so ashamed of me.”   

Every summer, when we went back to Aunt Vina’s for the summer, we had to get used to not having electricity or a 

bathroom again. We knew we were not allowed to carry the kerosene lamps upstairs at night, in case we ever dropped 
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it, the house would go on fire and they had no running water to put the fire out. Our cousins Dorothy and Shirley were 

older than us, and they carried the lamp upstairs when we went to bed.  Aunt Vina would come with us and hear our 

prayers and tuck the three of us in a big fancy white iron bed, the same as the one Dorothy and Shirely slept in. All 

their mattresses were held up with ropes and we thought it was strange because we had metal springs under our 

mattresses and we found out, it wasn’t only them, everyone around there did the same thing. 

 The 3 of us girls slept together, and Shirley slept with Dorothy,  Lily had her room and Aaron had his roomsand 

Sonny slept on a cot in Johnnie’s room. I remember I was around 13, there were times I couldn’t sleep and I’d lay 

there wide awake. and get up and kneel on the floor and look out the window . Iit would be pitch black not matter 

where I looked. We were way up on a mountain, and we could see the valley was below, ye there wasn’t a light to be 

seen in any the houses. I’d look up at the stars, and think they never shined that bright in the city.  It was unbelievably 

quiet, except for the hoot owl that lived in the barn. Where we lived in he city on Amsterdam Avenue, there was 

always traffic going up and down at all hours of the night, and trolley cars clanking, and automobiles going up and 

down the hill, but we were used to that, so it never woke us up, it was the sirens of the police cars and ambulances 

going by that would wake us up.   

We lived in a five story apartment house, and most of the men got paid on Saturday. At night they got drunk, in the bar 

downstairs. As the night wore on, they’d be drinking and want to fight andthe bar was  under our window, and they’d 

wake us up, arguing and cursing in the middle of the night.  

We’d jump out of bed knowing there was going to be a fight and wed hang out the window so we could watch them, 

an dout they’d come and be rolling around on the sidewalk, with bloody noses and their shirts hanging out, trying to 

punch one another in the eye or nose, and they’d be a bloody mess..   

The paddy wagon would pull up along the curb,  and  the cops would throw them in the back of the wagon, and being 

them up tp jail and let them sleep it off. They were mostly all Irish cops and they’d send them home in the morning to 

their wives, with their black eyes, so they could  get dressed and go to Sunday mass . 

 When we’d tell our cousins in the country, what went on underneath our window, they’d look so frightened and say, 

‘I‘d never want to live in New York City  because we read in the Towanda Daily, about  the murders and people that 

get robbed, and you have those drunks under your windows on Saturday nights, I’m sure glad we live in the country?”  

It seemed horrible to them, and we’d shrug because we grew up with that going on all the time. 

It was Lily’s job in the morning, to bring the kereosene lamps downstairs and reill them with kerosene and put them on 

the shelf in the kitchen, to be ready for the night. By nine o clock,everybody had to go to bed,  Fido followed Uncle 

Henry when he locked the kitchen and front doors, then  hetrot along side him and go in the bedroom  and the dog 

slept on an old quilt on the floor, but he had t be next to Uncle Henry..  

Aunt Vina would bring,  Roseanna, Mary Jane and me  upstairs and wait  for us toget in our night gowns and to hear 

us say our prayers, then she’d kiss us and tuck us in and leave. Shirley or Dorothy would turn the wick down on the 

kerosent lamp, then stand by their bed in the dark, so we wouldn’t see them getting undressed and get in their 

nightgowns.  

It was quie a different life for us, when we were there, We loved it but the hardest thing for us to get used to,  was not 

having a bathroom.  One summer my sister and I were  sitting in the out-house, there was no such thing as privacy, we 

were young and we thought  nothing of the 3 of being in there at the same time, sitting on a long board with 2 big 

holes and a smaller hole. When my sister and I would go om there, we’d giggle when we would tear a page out of the 

old Sears catalog, because they used it for toilet paper. We thought it was  funny, but our cousins didn’t think it was.  

Shirely and Dorothy let us know, we shouldn’t laugh at the way they did thing. It seemed to us, they enjoyed scolding 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          177 

 

us, because we were there every summer and we caused them a lot of extra work, not that we realized it. we were too 

busy running around and having fun. 

 We always had a hard time, getting used to having to g to the outhouse and use the potty at nigh and there were five 

bedrooms upstairs, and one downstairs and a potty in every bedroom  It was hard for us, at first to get used to not 

having electricity again,  and no bathroom,or running water and to get water to drink, we used the dipper that hung on 

the wall, for years,  like every else did whenever they wanted to take a drink of water.    

Before Uncle Henry went to work in the morning, he milked the cows,. and Aunt Vina had his  breakfast ready, fried  

potatoes 2 eggs and a couple of slices of bacon and homemake bread  He’d take his lunch pail and was gone by 5:30, 

and drive into town, Towanda, where he worked 6 days a week, for the Lehigh Valley Railroad, since he was 14 years 

old.  

After being able to go to Pennsylvania every year, when World War 11 started in 1941, we could not longer go, 

because gas was rationed.We took the Greyhound bus by ourselves,and Daddy preferred to go by himself, and we 

were glad of that, but what amazed me, was  to see how he looked forward to being with Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry, 

and he went every year until he was put away.  

The war continue for the next four years, Mary Jane and I took our vacations together,and  spent a week with Aunt 

Vina, and the other week with Momma at Lake Placid, New York, on one of the two islands.  She worked there every 

summer, from 1940-1957. First for Mrs. Kolman then her good friend Judith Garden bought the house.. It took 12 

hours to get there, with lots of stop ion between because it was 300 miles north of New York City. They always 

invited us to come and Mary Jane an di would take the night bus , curl up and go to sleep, and be there in the morning, 

and their chauffeur would be there to pick us up  

The years we spent with Aunt Vina, was the best thing that could have happened to us, to be t with her and Uncle 

Henry and not have to be home with Daddy, and seeing him drunk every night and wanting to fight and argue with us. 

 He thought nothing of  hitting us across the face,for as long as I can remember and it is still hard to believe what he 

did to us and no one cared  Even when we  were old enough to be working,  he hit us and burn my sister or me, by 

holding us up against the hot radiator. He was so strong, that we never thought to fight back,  because we were so 

afraid of him, we just took it, year after year. I don’t how we did, but we did..  

When I was 21, one night when I came home from work, I heard Mary Jane screaming, as I walked in. She was 19, she 

had graduated from business school and and working in an office in the Empire State Building. There was Daddy, 

forcing her arm up in back of her and burning her by hlding her up against the mad hot steam pipe. Seing wht he ws 

doing tohim, I put him to the floor so fast and sat on top of him, and punched him in the face with both my fists, and 

he made all kind of threats what he was going to do to me. But, he never touched either of us again after that night and 

when.he would threaten me what he was going to do to me, I’d stand there and dare him to try, he’d walk away 

sniffing and grumbling to himself..    

 

It was no wonder we loved being withAunt Vina,  We knew she loved us.and was so good to us. When Labor Day 

came around and we had to go home and get ready for  school, we cried we didn’t want to go home, and have to be 

with Daddy again..  Momma wasn’t there.  She lived where she worked from 1931 to 1944.We only saw Momma on 

Sunday afternoons. 

 

We were very fortunate we had someone like Anna to take care of us, year after year in that apartment on Amsterdam 

Avenue. She lived there after the three of us were married, and Daddy was in a mental hospital, and  she would be so 

happy when we wouldbring our children to see her. Then in December of 1959 it was such a shock for all of us when 
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we heard Anna died suddenly, from stomach cancer,  a few days before her 65th birthday.  

 

What a different world it was for everyone after the war. We didn’t realize how our lives would change, in such a short 

time. We would longer be living at home, Fred and I got married in 1948, and  we moved to Long Island in 1949. 

Sonny married Pat in1950,and Mary Jane married John in1952. Daddy was put in aVeteran’s Mental Hospital in 

1957,and died there in 1961. Momma had her own flower shop in Valley Stream, Long Island in 1956, in 1958, we 

moved to Pittsburg, Pennsylvania. Sonny moved to New Jersey in 1963 and Mary Jane moved there in 1964. In 1965, 

Sonny’s wife Pat died, when she was overcome by the fumes of a bug spray and choked to death, leaving 6 children 

from a year and a half to 16.  

   

Today, we live in an electronic age. we have cell phones, we can send videos from, tablets, cable T.V.’s, CD’s 

microwave ovens,and  almost every child has their own cell phone. What a different world we live in, when you think 

with just a flip of the switch the lights go on, we  turn on the washer and dryer,we have smooth glass top stoves to 

cook on,oven tht can turn themselves on and off,  computers that you can see the other person, correct spelling they 

are, loaded with so much information, we will never be able to read it all.  

 

We send and get e-mails  phones that has texting, car phones that can locate your car, if it gets stolen, tiny portable 

radios, garage door openers, outside lights that go on as you walk by,  Central A/C’s, electric gas or oil burners to heat 

the homes, and refrigerators, where you pushed a button and get ice cubes automatically,  and 911, to call the police or 

get an ambulance. We even sent a man to the moon in 1969. The cars have air condtioing and heat, and it is mind 

bogglimg the features they have, when you back up if someone is in back of the car, it beeps and if you are too close to 

the car a head of you, it lets you know, and it has a screen to shows you who you are calling and  the number 

Our grandmothers and great-grandmothers could not have imagined, even  in their wildest dream,the life women 

would  have,  compared to th elife they had, scrubbikng clothes on a wash board and wringing them out by hand,, and 

having to light kerosene lamps with a wooden match at night..  

 

My mother made sure we went to visit my Grandmother before she went back to the city and and we would sta a few 

days.  She had a creek in back of her that we liked, but she didn’t have electrity, or running water, nad an outhouse and 

hse had  kerosene lamps too, when she lived in Wysox, about 10 miles from Aunt Vina.We always slept on needle 

mattresses on the floor, that she made and sewed together by hand. she didn’t have beds and we hung r cothes on the 

nsials that wer ammeed in a piece of wood around the room, jus tlike my mother had to do..  Grmma’s bedroom was 

downstairs and she had a bed downstairs, but tne upstairs bedrooms never had beds, just the pine needle mattresses.  

My mother told us, every fall she threw out the old needles and  stuffed them with fresh pine needles. My mother new, 

because she grew up sleeping on those pine needle mattresses on the floor, with a kerosene light beside 

her….!!!!!.That was why  she was a nervous wreck when we stayed there, she always worried if Gramma ever had a 

fire, we would never get out alive. She was afraid, that was why she never let us stay there, unless she was with us.   

 

The children of today cannot imagine the kind of life their grandparents and great-grandparents had when they were 

bringing up their parents.  It was not that long ago  they didn’t have electricity in all the homes. Aunt Vina didn’t get 

electricity where they lived, until 1940, just before the war.She thrilled when she found out they were finally going to 

have lights, running water, and hot water, and a bathroom in the house, and a refrigerator with ice trays.  She was only 

too glad to give up her dinding room and turn it in a bathroom, with a tub, a toilet and a sink, and she became so roud 

of that bathroom, and crocheted lace around all the towels that were stacked on a shelf, as well as all the wash cloths.   

.  \.    

Every summer that had droughts and by saving all the rain water that ran off the roof into the gutters, it went down the 

drain spout  and into a big vat underground, that was called a cistern. That water was only used to do the wash, bathe 

on Saturday afternoons in the wsh tub,for the men to, wash and shave. When they watered the vegetable garden, they 

dipped a coffee cup in the pail,and pour the water around the roots of all the plants, because it was very important that 
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their garden didn’t dry up on them because they depended on it, that was their food all summer and what they didn’t 

eat was canned and put down the cellar on the shelf. They carried pails of water to the chickens, pigs, cows and horses, 

and the many cats that lived in their barn, whose job was to catch all the mice and rats. You could not go near them 

because if you did happen to catch one and pick it up, they were so wild they would claw and bite you and run for their 

lives. 

 

Their house had no insulation, no heat or a fireplace, and they just dressed warm There was a parlor woodstove stove 

in the living room and a woodstove in the kitchen, byt that was their only source of heat..The upstairs bedrooms were 

freezing, and they would heat flat stones in the oven and cover them with flannel,  warm their bed sfirst, then put their  

feet on them. 

                                             *                   *                  * 

Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry’s house, was an old farm house that was 200 years in 1930. They 17 acres of land but, 

only 2 were flat and the house was in the middle, with the dirt road in front o fi and a driveway to the back porch and 

the barn..  

 

The rest of the property sloped down the side of the mountain, where they grew fields of buck wheat, rye, alphalpha, 

and oats, It was so  peaceful there. You could stand on the back porch and see way down at the valley and the cars 

going by looked like little ants running along . Their vegetable garden was on the side of the house,that had to be 

weeded and hoed, by Aaron our Uncle Henry. We helped Aunt Vina to pick what was ripe every day, and she canned 

almost every other day on the wood stove  so they would have enough food for the winter months, but the heat from 

that wood stove made the kitchen so hot, and it never seemed to bother her, she just wipe her face with the bottom of 

her apron.  

 

Before Henry Hardentstine married Vina Squires in 1914,  healready bought a house in East Towanda for them, with a 

small yard, like most of houses in town had. Momma had her wedding in that house, and Mary Jane was born there on 

the 4th of July,1928, They had their 4 children there, and he kept saving his money to buy a big house with a lots of 

land. By 1930, he saved enough and  he bought the farm house, with a barn. chicken cop and a pig sty.  

Coming from a small apartment where the rooms were small, we loved being in that big house.. It had  2 huge 

bedrooms, and 2 small ones upstairs.and downstairs was the master bedroom. The three of us girls slept. upstairs in 

one of the big bedrooms and the door to the attic was across the room ,opposite of the bed where we slept   

 

Our cousin Johnnie loved to tease and scare us, and when he’d go to bed, he’d tell us, if we hear d any noise, it was the 

ghosts that lived in the attic, and I believed him. At night, if I heard the slightest noise, I’d think it was one of them 

running around.and I’d be so scared thnking they were going to opentht door come out and grab me. Until one day, 

when I told Dorothy what Johnny told us, she laughed so hard and she told me, “What you hear, is only the mice 

running around in there.”  

 

We went there around the first week in July, to be there for the 4th. Those were happiest days of our lives, we could run 

around on the grass in our bare feet. and take Aunt Vina’s hadn and with her ouy to the chickjen coop first thing  in the 

morning. She’d give each of  us a basket with a cloth in the bottom so the eggs wouldn’t roll around and break, and 

we’dgo to the hen house, and help collect the eggs, making sure we didn’t break any of them, as we reached 

underneath the warm feathers and take the egss from a chicken that would be eyeing us, and grumbling under it’s 

breath, watching us stealing her egg..  

 

There were certain things we were not allowed to do, one of them was, we could not carry the kerosene lamps upstairs 

at night, in case we tripped and dropped[ it, it would cause a fire and they had no running water to put the fire out. 

When we went to bed, our  cousins, Dorothy or Shirley carried the kerosene lamps upstairs but so did Lily, Aaron and 

Johnnie ,because they were used to being around kerosene lamps and we werren’t. 
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I remember when I couldn’t sleep at night because it would be so hot, and  I would lay there looking out the window. 

Coming from the city, where they were lights everywhere, it facinated how it could be pitch black not just outside, but 

as far as Icould see there wasn’t a glimmer of light anywhere, and that was why the stars seemed to be so much 

brighter up on that mountain. The only sound was the hoot owl that lived out in the barn, that competed with the cats 

to catch mice. We’d laugh theday,  one of the cats pounced on a mouse,  and was holding it down between it’s paw, 

And the owl would swoop down of it’s perch in the barn,  so fast and to the mouse and flew away it.  

 

The didn’t notice how quiet it  was, but I did, being we lived on Amsteram Avenue where it was noisey all the time, 

with trolley cars and automobiles going up and down at all hours of the night, and the sirens of police cars racing by, 

or an ambulance clanking as it hurried by.  

 

When we were there, everybody wento bed at 9 o’clock and Dorothy or Shirley always carried the kerosene lamp 

upstairs. Aunt Vina usually followed us and would hear our prayers, kiss us and leave, and Shirley turned the flame 

out. They would stand by their bed in the dark. so we wouldn’t see them getting undressed, heaven forbid we should 

see them getting into their long cotton nightgowns.    

It was Lily’s job in the morning, to get and bring the kereosene lamps downstairs, and fill them with kerosene oil , then 

line them up on the shelf, ready for the night. Before Uncle Henry went to bed he’d lock front door, then the kitchen 

door  and their dog Fido would trot off  to bed with him, because he slept at the foot of their bed.  

 

We were not accustomed to going to bed so early,.but we soon got used to it. Uncle Henry had to get up very early, to 

milk the cows,. and have a big breakfast and leave by 5:30. to go to work for the LehighValley Railroad 

 

We were there every summer, so we were used to going to the outhouse, and not having any electricity or running 

water, but it. was a very different life for us, compared to living  in New York City, not having a bathroom or hot 

water.to take a bath and at night we had to use the potty like everyone else, because there was one  in every bedroom 

and a big chamber pot in the hall. 

 

I remember my sister and I  were sitting in the out-house,  talking and sitting on a long board with 2 big holes and one 

small hole, and we were giggling as we tore  a page from a big old Sears catalog,  It didn’t bother them. that waswhart 

they used for toilet paper. We thought it was so funny, when we’d go home we’d tell the kids on our block about it, 

they  thought we were kidding.    

 

When we got older and working, Mary Jane and I took our vacations together and we would go see Aunt Vina. We’d 

spend a week with her and the other week with Momma, when she was in Wilton, Connecticut, when  Mrs. Hardon 

was there forteh summer,  or we went to Lake Placid, when she worked for Mrs. Kolman, because had a rsummer 

home there, from Memorial Day to Labor Day.  

 

Women worked very hard cooking on wood stoves and canning, the washing and ironing too all day, compared towhat  

the women do today, Even though they have husbands and children to take care of mos women work and still have to 

take care of the family. 

 They don’t bake bread, but they still have to cook and go food shopping. They wash and dry clothes. and, they do it in 

an hour when it  took my grandmother and Aunt Vina 2 days to do it.  

When women washed the clothes then, it was hard work to fill up the tubs of water and put them on the stove to boil. 

They had to  rub the clothes up and down on a wash boards, and wring them out by hand and hang them to dry, and in 

the winter, they froze stiff as boards.  

 

Today, all we do is throw them in the dryer and put them on a hanger and they can go back in the closet in less than an 
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hour, and we don’t have to be ironed. When you think hot the woman had to spend all day Monday, doing the wash 

.and they ironed all dayTuesday, After they churned the butter, the irons would be heating up on the back of the 

woodstove. As one iron cooled down they used the next on  and they  never burned or scorched the clothes, like I have 

done with an electric iron, when the children were young.. Wednesday she made bread, and it had to be made twice a 

week, and always couple of fruit or berry pies for supper, and it had to enough for 11 people, and  what amzes me, she  

never seemed to get tired, or had to sit down and rest  

 

Canning was a very important part of their lives. Every summer  they had to can as many vegetables so they could, 

tomakesure they had enough to eat during the winter and spring months.. They rarely had meat, except when Uncle 

Henry went hunting with Uncle Leo, they’d shot 2 deers and she would cook some of the meat and an the rest, just like 

her mother used to do. On Sundays, Uncle Henry, his day off, he would catch 2 woodchucks early in the mornings, 

and we would often have them for dinner. While we went to church up the road, Aunt Vina let the woodchucks cook 

on the back of the woodstove for hours, then she’d stuff them and put them in the oven until they turned a golden 

brown, and they tasted so good..  

 

 I often  think about Aunt Vina, when I throw the clothes in the washer and walk away, knowing what she had to do 

every Monday morming, to wsh othes  for 11 people. The work that was involved.  The water had to be pumped up 

from the cistern into a pail, to fill up the 2 big washtubs that were on the stove. The white clothes went in one and the 

colored clothes went into the other one, They were boiled to get them clean, and the brown soap she used, was the 

soap she  made, and cut up so it would dissolve faster. On the farm, they lived on a schedule and did the same things, 

on the same days and they never missed going to the little white church down the road, every Sunday. 

 

We were at Aunt Vina’s for the Fourth of July reunion every year, and Momma and Daddy would take that week off. 

Momma would take us to Gramma for a few days. Her kitchen was as hot as Aunt Vina’s was,  because the houses had 

no insulation, and they had to have the wood stoves going all day, for all the meals and especially when they were 

doing the wash,  because they boiled the clothes on the stoves first. We’d be so hot,we walked around with wet cloths 

around our necks, trying to cool off, yet it never bothered them. Aunt Vina’s kitchen, was as hot as Gramma’s  because 

neither one had electricity, so they didn’t have fans like we had in the city.. The stoves were going all day,because they 

cooked breakfast, lunch and dinner on them, canned every other day, baked bread, cakes and pies because they had 

dessert every night  We used to argue who was going to take the pail of ashes outside and dump them  because we got 

such a kick of doing it  Aunt Vina and Gramma never complained about the heat, they’d just wipe their foreheads with 

the bottom of their aprons, and continue with what they were doing. In the winter, the parlor and kitchen woodstoves 

were the only way they heated the house, so you can imagine how hot it was in their kitchens in the summer with no  

fan, when they were cooking and baking, when it was 100 degrees outside.  

 

When we were there, we had potatoes three times a day. For breakfast they were sliced and fried in lard, made from 

the pigs that were slaughtered in the fall, and 2 eggs, we helped to collect from the hens in the chicken coop that would 

eye us, and cluck softly,when we tooksthe eggs from underneath their warm bodies. For lunch we had boiled potates 

and 2  vegetables from the garden wand lots of homemade butter on them.and cold green tea and a piece of a one layer 

cake, cut from the square pan it was baked in, that had been iced with chocolate icing.  For supper we had boiled 

potatoes and a salad and more vegetables and a piece of blackberry or cherry pie we’d elp pick nd bring inside. There 

were always enough potatoes left from lunch and dinner,  to have for breakfast.  

 

We looked helping Aunt Vina pick the vegetables in the garden, and we 

D run round and collecting the eggs in the morning, and find some blackberries bushes, down the mountain, and end 

up with long scratches and our arms and legs would be bleeding, from the stickers on the long branches and keep 

picking and eating the berries we’d find  could and drpp them in an old pot with a handle,, and be ticked how many 

cherries we could pick off the tree, if they were ripe, and Lily usually came with us and helped  While it was a lot of  
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fun for ‘us city kids’,  Aunt Vina’s girls had a lot other chores that had to be done, While it was fun for us, it was very 

different for them when they had to it it, again and again, year after year. Her girls always helped to prepare a the food 

that had to be canned, and all the meals, and hr son Johnnie and her brother, Aaron helped with the haying and took 

care of  the horses in the barn and saw that the horses and cows had water, as well as the pigs and chickens. All their 

hildren went to the  one-room school house that was about 2 miles down the dirt road. When they went to high school, 

in all the snow they had to walk 4 miles up and down big long hills to get to Ultster,  the next town,  and they never 

missed a day of school,. In the girls’ bedroom they  had framed certificates hanging in their bedroom, that showed they 

had neve rmissed a day of school, they were never picked up by a school bus 

 

With all my aunt had to do , she never complained about all the extra work she had with so many of us being there.  I 

don’t remember her ever being in a bad mood, she was always so loving and kind, and would find time to sit with us 

and put her arm around us, because she seemed to enoy readung the bible to us , when she had a little extra time for 

herself. Because it was all new to us, because we never read from the bible in the Catholic school we went to. We were 

so lucky we could be there, and see how much Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry loved one another,   because when we 

were home  all we heard was Momma and Daddy fighting, and Daddy would hit Momma and shove her around,until 

one day, Momma fought back and hit him so hard, he ended up with two black eyes.   

It was good for us to be in such a peaceful enjoinment and see  Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry never fought or argued 

and. we were able to see, some mothers and fathers still loved one another, and they were married for a long time. 

 

We used to giggle when Uncle Henry would walk in the kitchen, and give Aunt Vina a big hug and a kiss. Sometimes 

he’d pick her up and dance around the kitchen with her and lift her up in the air and she’d  be laughing and pretend she 

didn’t like it and keep telling him, ‘Oh! for heaven’s sakes Henry, put me down.’  But we knew she loved it, everytime 

he would do that. They were married in 1914,  and  Uncle Henry worked for the Lehigh Valley Railroad since he was 

14. He saved his money and was able to buy a house in East Towanda, before he got married. They lived there for 12 

years. and their hearts were broken when their first two babies died, and then they had four children. They were very 

healthy and happy and they saved what money the could, so they could  buy a bigger house, and a farm with several 

acres of land, where they could raise their children. In 1933,they wer bought a big 200 year old farm house for $300 

with 18 acres. Soon after, they had several cows, pigs, 2 horses.and lots of chickens, and a collie named Fido, that was 

always beside Uncle Henry.  

 

Living on a farm was an entirely different and new life for the both of them. They never knew what it was to have a 

day off, every day withoutt fail the cows had to be milked, the opigs fed, as well as the horses,chickens, geese and pet 

rabbits  and the children always helped with the chores.   

. 
Aunt Vina’s life ,.was no different from her mother’s, at the Turn of the Century. They both did the same thing every 

day of the week. . Mondays they did the wash, Tuesdays they made butter and  ironed, Wednesdays they churned 

butter and baked bread and pies. Thursdays they cleaned and mopped floors and did the darning and sewing.  Fridays 

they picked what was ripe in the garden and most of it was canned. Saturdays we all went to town, and after the 

shopping was done, we always went  to a barn dance, and every Sundays they went to church, 

 

Whenever Aunt Vina went out to the garden, she put on a big straw hat on, with a wide brim and shewore a long 

sleeve shirt that belonged to Aaron or Uncle Henry, to keep the sun off her arms and back, because she had very white 

skin and dark red hair and lots of freckless. We’d go with her and she’d give each of us a basket and showed us how to 

pick only the ripe tomatoes and leave the other ones that were stll green. We’d get so excited when we’d discover a big 

yellow squash hiding underneath the huge green leaves, or find several cucumbers. We  pulled  string beans and peas 

off the vines and stuck them in the basket,  aware there could be a snake hiding under the leaves. 

 Especially, copper-heads and rattle snakes, because they were everywhere and poisoness.  If we saw one we’d scream. 

And Fido would come running and grab a hold of it and shake it back and forth until it woul break in half and fall on 
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the ground, and he would check and make sure it was dead.   

 

Aaron had the old wheelbarrow and dug up the root vegetables like potatoes, beets, and onions and Aunt Vina  

preferred to pick the corn herself, to make sure it was sweet and ready,\She spent the next day canning most of what 

we had picked,  and we loved when made bread and butter pickles because, she would make extra so we could take 

home a few jars. After they were labeled,we all helped carry them down to the cellar, and line them up on the shelves 

according to the dates.  

 

Saturday afternoons we took turns taking our baths upstairs in ne of the washtubs upstairs and after dinner, the four of 

us would ie in the back of Uncle Henry’s old 1934 Ford, and go to town, then to hear their son John play and sing with 

his band, every Saturday night, at a barn dance at Mountain Lake. Sunday mornigs,  we sat outside in the car, while the 

family went in their church. Being we were Catholics, we wer not allowed to go in a Protestant Church, and if we did, 

we wer told it was a mortal sin . Since we spent every summer at Aunt Vina’s,  Momma explained to us she could not 

expect Uncle Henry to take us into town and wait in his car, so we could go to Sunday mass, when they had to go to 

their own church on Sunday mornings. Momma would warn us, when we went home, we were not to tell the priest or 

the nuns we didn’t go to mass all summer. While it didn’t bother her, we’d feel so guilty because we knew it was a sin 

to lie and a bigger sin,that we had missed mass every Sunday  all summer long, We didn’t dare tell the priest, and that 

always bothered us, and we’d feel so guilty, knowing we were living in sin, and if we died, we’d go straight to hell!!!  

 

Sunday mornings, AutnVina would start the Sunday dinner and she’d  get all dressed up and we’d go  with Aunt Vina 

and Uncle Henry to their  church, because she did not want to leave us home alone. We had to sot outside in their car 

in the hot sun,  while they went inide. Aunt Vina smiled and explained  to the minister’s wife, why, and she’d felt so 

sorry for us, she would always bring us a pitcher of water and a couple of glasses, before services, knowing hw hot it 

was for us to sit there,  waiting for the service to be over, and we’d keep both doors open, waiting for a breeze to blow 

in.  

  

We looked forward to Saturday nights.because  after supper, we would run upstairs and put on our good dresses, white 

socks and  patent leather shoes and climbed in the back of their 2 door car, our cousin Roseanna, Mary Jane and me, 

and Sonny  went with their son Johnny, to the barn dances. 

 

Aunt Vina would do the shopping at the A & P,  for the things she needed yeast, sugar, flour, starch, baking powder, 

spices, and mayonnaise. Uncle Henry put the groceries in the car, it would be getting dark out., and he’d wave to  

someone  he knew.and they’d talk, and Aunt Vina would took us up the street and we go to Grant’s 5 & 10. On Main 

Street. It was so crowded and exciting to be there on Saturday nights, the same people came to town to do their 

shopping and they all knew one another.  

 

The men and women would stop and gossip or talk and talk, move a few feet and meet someone else they knew, and 

they’d stand there and talk some more, about the weather, the new calves, the baby chicks, and be hoping  it wouldn’t 

rain so they could bring in the hay.  

 

We’d  be standing there waiting and hoping Aunt Vina didn’t meet someone else, as we crossed Main Street and went 

in Grant’s 5 & 10., holding a list of the things she needed, like buttons, sewing needles hair nets, hair pins, ball of ecru 

thread for another tablecloth she was crocheting, and we’d run an dgo look at all the toys and big coloring books they 

had on the counter..  

 

After she paid for what she bought,  we’d dodge the cars and cross Main Street again, and go to the ice cream 

parlor.that was always packed with people. She would treat the 3 of us to a double vanilla ice cream cone, and we’d be 

licking it and it would be melting as we headed back to the car, and Aunt Vina would stop and  talk to some ladies she 
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bumped into and we’d hear her tell them. ‘These are Myrtle’s girls, Rose and Mary Jane. They are here for the 

summer..” The women would smile at us, and looked us up and down and nod knowingly, and we were surprised how 

they knew who Myrtle was, forgetting that Momma grew up there, and everyone one knew everyone else..    

 

It was usually nine o’clock and we couldn’t wait to go to Mountain Lake to the barn dance, because Uncle Henry took 

us there  

every Saturday night/ Their son Johnnie, 17 year old, had his own band and played there for the square dances on 

Saturday nights, and Sonny was with him 

 

The dance was held outside on a big wrap-around porch, that had benches that went all around the porch.. It was a big 

white house that overlooked the lake, that had a big wrap-around porch with benches that went all the way around. 

People sat there and watch the people dancing. They had loud speakers all around,  so everyone could hear the calls 

and the music. We stayed until midnight. because Aunt Vina really enjoyed going there on Saturday nights to hear 

Johnnie sing with his band. 

.Uncle Henry always had himself a good time , and danced every dance.. I never saw anyone that liked to dance the 

way he did. He would be laughing and clowning around , while Aunt Vina would be watchinghim and shaking her 

head.  He would come over and try to pull her out on the floor to dance with him, but she would not go with him, no 

matter how many times he tried to get her to dance.  I never could figure out,  why she never wanted to get out on the 

floor with him and dance.  

 

One day the postman pulled up and tooted the horn. It meant a package came in the mail and we ran out to get it for 

Aunt Vina.It was too heavy for us to lift. so Johnnie carried it inside, telling his mother it was from Sears & 

Roebuck’s’. Aunt Vina smiled saying, “It finally came. I ordered a clothes wringer. Now  I won’t have to wring-out all 

the clothes by hand anymore.”   

 

She opened the box and and showed it to us, and looked so happy, as she readthe directions, while we stood there 

looking at it.‘All I have to do is  push the clothes between these rollers and turn the handle, and it will squeeze all the 

water out.”  Her girls were fascinated by what it would do and my sister and I looked at one another. We didn’t say 

anything,  because we always had an electric wringer on our washing machine.  

 

We knew better than to say anything because we had electricity and they didn’t. The following Monday we crowded 

around the new wringer and watched how the new clothes wringer worked. Aunt Vina delighted when she saw how 

much water it had squeezed out of the clothes, as she threw them in the big wicker basket and Lily hung them up on 

lines  The rinse water was saved, so the men’s coveralls could be rinsed in it, and when they put them through the 

rollers, they were so pleased to see how much water was squeezed out of them, and  poured  the remaining water over 

the pink and white flowers that were so pretty, growing on each side of the porch steps 

 

When we were home, we had meat every night for dinner, but we rarely had meat  there, except on Sundays. Uncle 

Henry had Sunday off and he would go down in the fields very early in the morning wih his dog Fido. and catcht two 

big woodchucks .He  would hang them on a big nail of the back porch, put a pail under them, so he could gut and 

clean them, before he gave them to Aunt Vina. She soaked them in salt water, then put them in a big pot on the back of 

woodstove to simmer, while we went to church. When we came home, she let them cook  2 more hours, so the meat 

would be tender.  She saved the broth for gravy, and stuffed them with a mixture of onions and bread and roasted them 

in the oven until they turned a golden brown. 

 

It was a good thing we liked potatoes, because had them 3 times a day.  I don’t know whether it was we were Irish, if 

that had anything to do with it, but we loved p;otatoes. We would help dig them out  and drop them in an old milk pail, 

and Aunt Vina would boil them, and made a delicious white gravy loaded with black pepper. We poured it over the 
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potatoes and had fresh corn,. picked that day,with lots of  butter , it was so good, that we never missed not havng meat. 

I know pur cousins could never understand why we thought it was fun for us, to help around on the farm. They had no 

idea what it was like to live in New York City, and we had to  play in the hot sun,  on the cement sidewalks or on the 

hot tar over in the park.  We loved being there, where we could run around in our bare feet, and didn’t have to be with 

our father, who was drunk every night. 

                

                                         *                       *                        * 

 

 

When we were at Aunt Vina’s, they rarely had meat except when some the old hens were too old t 

to lay eggs. It meant the following Sunday, we  were going to have a delicous chicken stew with dumplings in it for 

dinner.Uncle Henry would grab them by their feet, and they’d be squaking and trying to get away. We werent’t the 

least bit squeamish watching him hold them by their feet, and cut their heads off on an old tree stump, and  take the 

axe and with one swift swoop, chop their heads off . I hate to admit it, but we thought it was funny seeing a chicken 

running around with no head.  

 

He’d gut them and Aunt Vina  scalded them in a pan of boiling water, so the feathers were easier 

to remove, especially the tiny pin feathers.Then they were put in a big pot on the back of the stove  to simmer while 

we went to church,  and of course, we had to sit  outside in the car and wait, as usual...When we went home she let 

them  cook for 2 more hours, and made dumplings and in the thick white gravy with the broth. She used lots of black 

pepper.and dropped inthe dumpling dough  in to cook.. It tasted so good to us, because when we were home,  Anna 

never made chicken stew,  but she made a very good Irish stew, with thick brown gravy in the big black iron kettle we 

had.. 
 
My mother told us when she was growing up. their father always had a root cellar, and her brothers helped him build 

the one they had in the side of the hill, in Wysox/ It was on the path going down to the bubbly creek that was in back 

of their house.. The root cellar had to have  a heavy door, being it had the weight of all the dirt above it  because it had 

to be 3’ below ground. and 8 feet bigh , and it stayed around 50 degrees year round. and that was where they stored 

their smoked meat and the root garden was for vegetables, and it had shelves all around, to store all canned food 

Gramma made.   

It had to be beefed up with heavy timbers.being it was imdergromd. and Granpa put  shelves all around for Gramma,to  

stored the jars of vegetables and fruit she canned in the summer, so the family would have enough food to see them 

through the winter and spring months.In the fall, before they got the first frost, her mother and father dug up all the 

root vegetables. Potatoes, onion, beets and turnips were put in a corner of the root cellar.and covered with dirt.and they 

lasted for months. The apples and pears were kept in hanging baskets, but she preferred to can them..  

 

Whenever we went Aunt Vina’s. she woud remind us  to be careful not to waste any water, because they had severe 

droughts.in the summer.The water from the well was only used to drink, make tea and coffee and cook the food.in it.  

They saved all the rainwater that ran off the roof.and and went down the gutters and into the cistern, a big tank that 

was underground.  

 

By the back door in the kitchen was a hand pump that was connected to the cistern. It was used to wash our hands and 

we had to prime it first, by pouring a cup of water in the top of it, then pump real fast until the water started running 

down into the white enamel basin that sat on a table that was covered with oilcloth.  

 

Saturdays was when we took our baths, and we had to take turns in a big round galvanized wash tub but it t wasn’t big 

enough for us to sit in it, we had to stand and wash ourselves. Our cousin Dorothy being the oldest, was in charge of 
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carrying the washtub upstairs to the bedroom. She sat it on the linoleum floor,  Lily carried up  3 pails of cistern water 

and filled the tub half way up and Shirley added some hot water from the tea kettle to take the chill off the water..  

 

We had to wait in the hall, and the door was closed for privacy. Shirley would warn us, we were not to peek in at them 

when they were getting udressed or when they were taking their baths. Dorothy went in first, because she was the 

oldest, then Shirley, me, Roseanna, Mary Jane, then Lily was last. We took our baths standing up because the washub 

was too small for us to sit in it. When I was my turn I didn’t like that the water was only lukewarm, because I was used 

to having hot water at home.  

 

Shirley was in charge of big tea kettles of hot water. As each person got out, she’d add just enough hot water to take 

the chill off, before the next one went in.. and we all dried ourselves off with the same bog damp towel.  

After everyone was finished, they couldn’t carry the tub filled with water down the stairs, so Lily and the older girls 

scooped the water out into a pail and cand it was  poured over the flowers that were around the back porch. 

 

Coming from New York City where water was pleniful, we had to learn all over, to be careful of how much water we 

used.   They had droughts and my aunt would be so worried about the vegetable garden. she would have her girls carry 

several pails of cistern water out to the garden and we all helped.by dipping a cup in the water and pouring the water 

around each plant carefully, They depended on their garden, because that was what they ate everyday ev Al  

 

In the fall, just like my grandmother used to do, Uncle Henry slaughtered 2 pigs and they smoked most of the meat and 

made into bacon and hams/ Aunt Vina cooked  and canned most of the meat and it was added to the shelves 

downstairs in the wet cellar, where you stepped on flagstones that squished underfoot. They had several baskets 

hanging from the celing where they kept potatoes and onions, fruits and cheeses,and since they didn’t have electricity, 

they didn’t have a refrigerator, or even an ice box like we had at home. 

 

On the back porch was the deep well, that water was only used for drinking and cooking.. It had a wooden square base 

that covered the well. Itwas about 2’x 2’x 30’ and it was nailed to the floor of the porch, It had a cover on  it, with a 

hole in the middlem that was big enough to drop  the pail attached to a long s t rope, down in the deep well, When we 

dropped the pail down, we’d wait to hear it splash and tug at it to see if it was full before we pulled it up.  

 

That well water was always ice cold even on the hottest days in summer. We, like everyone else  rank from the dipper 

that hung near by. and it wa the same dipper that hung there snce I was little. When neighbors came by, or relatives 

dropped in, if they wanted a drink of water they used the same dipper.that was never washedl and no one got sick from 

using it. 

 

My grandmother Rose Vanderworker was 16, when she married David Squires in 1891. They had a very  hard life and 

were so poor they never owned a horse and wagon.  She was pregnant every year. had several premature and still born 

babies. Delivered 11 babies herself,  3 babies died shortly after and.8 children lived, Vina, Leo, Aaron, Mytle Ervin 

Aaron, Lily and Dorothy, she was the youngest. She was premature and weighed 4 pounds andthe doctor told my 

grandmother, she wouldn’t live.and she lived to be 88 when she died in 2004. 

 

My mother was born in 1900, and her mother was born in 1875. and  that was 25 years after her mother was born, and 

what a different life my mother had compared to her mother. Her mother had to walk wherever she wanted to go , 

unless a neighbor was going by and gave her a ride in their wagon.  

 

My grandmother sewed all the children’s clothes by hand,  except the boys and men’s coveralls, she sent to Sears & 

Roebuck for them, with the help of her neighbor. because she couldn’t read or write hardly. beomg sje only went to the  

3rd grade. My grandfather resoled their shoes and made their winter boots with deer fur turned inside out..Sewed 
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pigskin gloves by hand, using a wooden peg and sewing the fingers on the outside, by the light of a kerosene lamp. 

 

With all she had to do, her mother still crocheted rag rugs at night, t pee[ the floors warm, by saving all the old clothes, 

cut the into strips and sewed one end to the next, and rolled it up into a big ball,  and twisted them, as she crocheted 

row after row, and eventually covered every floor in the house so it would keep their house warmer in the winter.  

 

The children never had furniture. They slept on the floor, on pine needle mattresses their mother made by sewing 

heavy blue and white striped ticking together on all four sides, leaving an opening so it could be filled  with fresh pine 

needles in the fall. 

 

On Wednesday afternoons, Gramma taught the women how to make quilts at the little white church down the road. 

She had won 2 blue ribbons for the best quilts at the county fair, and the pastor’s wife asked her if she would teach the 

women and that is what she did.  She taught herself howto play the pump organ, and on Sunday, she played for the 

church servies,even though she could not read a note of  music, but she knew and could play almost every song that 

was in the church hymnal, and the minister was very pleased how well she played them. 

 

When my mother got married in 1924, what a different life she had compared to her mother,35 years later. She lived in 

an apartment in New York City that had electricity and hot water, a radio, an electric iron, an electric toaster, a vacuum 

cleaner, an electric washing machine with a wringer, but they did not have a telephone, because most people back 

then, could not afford to have one. 

 

Today life is very different for women, since WW11. Today, life is very different, becayse so many women have not 

married and are totally independent. It is their choice to live on their own, have their own house, and own their own 

car.  They have a good education, and good paying jobs, and. are.quite happy with their life style, that was once 

frowned upon, when unmarried women were referred to as ‘old maids’and men avoided them, today they are admired 

for their independence. 

 

 

IT WAS A NEW WAY OF LIFE. AFTER WW II 

 

The Depression started in 1930 and ended in 1942, when WW11 started and it didn’t end until 1945.  Everything 

changed, once the boys came home from the war. The late Forties and Fifties, were perhaps some of the happiest years 

for most of the people. The hard times of the Depression were over and the after four and half years the war in Europe 

and the war with Japan was finally over and the sons and fathers were coming home. But, there were thousands upon 

thousands of mothers and wives, who were mourning the loss of their sons and husbands that would never come home. 

 

 Life for the boys that came home, was different,  because so many of them had been gone for over 4 years. They were 

so glad to be home and se their wives, children, parents, sisters and brothers again. These were the boys that grew up 

during the Depression and had gone through a war that lasted almost 5 years and so many of them didn’t come home, 

and so many of them were in Veteran’s hospitals wounded with no legs or arms, and in Veteran’ s mental hospitals all 

over the country, and many of them would never be able to leave.  

 

The war also changed women’s lives too,  with so many men over seas, they were on their own and had to learn to 

take care of their themselves, their children and their homes by themselves, while their husbands were in Army, Navy 

and Maries, fighting a horrible war, With so many men gone, the factories had no choice but hire women to do the 

work that men had always done. Women were riveting big ships together, building airplanes and working  on the 

assembly lines, passing along guns and ammunition  to be shipped to the war. 
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Their lives would never be the same again, woman took a new role in the work-force after the war. The women found 

a new kind of independence, doing the work that some of their husbands had been doing. They were paying the bills 

and the mortagage and taking the children to nurseries so they could work and, still do the wash and ironing,  

 

But, they were making it all work, while they waited for their husbands to come home, but, as we all know,  so many 

of them, never came home and so many of them were buried on some foreign land, thousands of miles away.  

 

The men that did come home to their wives,  found there were a lot of ajustments that had to be made, after being apart 

for so many years They had to get used to being together again, and they had to adjust to a normal way of life, after all 

the killing and horrors of war they had lived through. A lot of marriages didn’t survise and ended in divorce. Being 

their wives were separated from them for such a long time, they were lonely and found someone else to love.  

 

As with all wars, there were so many men that brought the war home with them. They couldn’t sleep at night. They 

kept reliving the terrror they had gone through on the battlefields as well as the men in the navy, waiting for a sub to 

hitin the middle of the night..  Night after night they’d wake up in a sweat, thinking they were back in the war again, 

and for some, the nightmares would last the rest of their lives. they just never went away.  

 

Then there were the men who came home and wanted to marry the girls they left behind. They wanted it all,  a wife, a 

family, a new house, go to college this is what they dreamed about while the guns were going off all around them, and 

to think they said that WWI, was the war to end all wars.   

 

In 1944, Pres. Franklin D. Roosevelt passed the G.I. Bill of Rights. that enabled veterans  to buy a new house with no 

money down, and low interest. They could go to college and have their wives live with them, all this was through the 

G.I. Bill of Rights, They could even open their own business,and so many veterans were smart enough and  took 

advantage of being able to to to college, and become doctors, lawyers and teachers. They bought new homes, and new 

cars.and  some of them even had 2 cars, one for them an done for their wives to take the children to school, to baseball 

games and go shopping. Back then, that was unheard of for mothers to have their own car just so she could drive the 

children here and there. 

         It was a new and wonderful way of life.  Houses were going up all over the country for the veterans. Developments 

were being built as fast as the could put them up. With one or w model homes. They advertised about them in all the 

newspapers, knowing with so many G.I’.s being back home, they were going to buy a new house.  

They came in droves and they waited on line with their wives, to see the model homes that were here and there on 

Long Island. The houses were being sold faster than they could put themup. It turned the building industry around It 

all but exploded, trying to meet the demand for more and more new houses. They came with washers and dryers and 

fireplaces, heat in the floor and  patios, knowing that was what they wanted for their families. They had fought and 

won the war and wanted a life they could enjoy. 

         They were getting married and getting divorced and many of them were becoming new fathers, while many of them 

were trying to get used to children that didn’t know them, since they hadn’t seen their father since they were little.  

          It was a time when people were happy, but I don’t think there will ever be another time like it was in the 1950’s again.        

  

As time went by, it was easy for people to forget there weresi many men that didn’t come home, and the mothers and 

wives were trying to go onwithout them  and bring up their children with no fathers. While the rest of the world was 

celebrating and having coming- home parties for the boys that came home,  all they had, were  memories of what their 

lives were like before the war, and knowing they would never be together again.     
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 We had just gone through 13 years of Depression, and 5 years of being at war, the war was over with Hitler in April 

and with Japan in August of 1945. The streets of New York City exploded with people cheering and crying, like it did 

everywhere else in the United States.   

As the men settled back into their old lives, it seemed that life was never so good,  jobs were plentiful, and the pay was 

good, businesses were thriving, airlines were booking flights like never before, as more and more boys were being 

deployed and going home, and there were still thousands upon thousands of boys they had to bring home, and it took 

months before they were all back from the many islands in the middle of the Pacific.  

The builders went to Long Island and started buying acres of potato farms, so they could  start building affordable 

houses for the G.I.’s. They came by the thousands to see the model homes, they usually had 2 aor 3 model homes 

furnished attractively, for them to chose from.  

  The Levitt houses were advertised in the New York papers, and the ad told what it would cost for G.I.s and it showed 

what it would cost and pictures of a ranch house with a garage and a Cape Cod with a car port    

In 1948, we were living in Yonkers, New York, with Fred’s mother. We went to see them, and I had never been on 

Long Island. We were so surrised to see the lines went around the block, and we had to wait our turn to go in and see 

the Cape Cod, it was the usual square house and it came with a car port, and it had a staircase that went up to an 

unfinished attic, whereyu could ut 2 bedrooms and a bath. All the floors had radiant heat in them, and a fireplace that 

was in the living room and opened into the kitchen.  The ranch house cost a little more and it came with an attached 

garage, and the layout was a little different. 

The G.I’s. came from all over and waited to go in and look at the different models, and they signed up and bought the 

houses so fast, because the price was what they could afford  .  

They both came with a small piece of land, a garage  a lawn, a back yard,  2 or 3 shade trees, a two-sided fireplace that 

opened into the living room and kitchen, the washer and dryer was in the kitchen, it had, an electic stove, a 

refrigerator, and Kentiles and radiant heat in all the floors,and there was no basement,  the oil burner was in the hall 

closet. 

The ranch house sold for $7,990, and for a G.I. the mortgage payments were $58 a month with no money down, and a 

very low rate of interest. The houses went up so fast all you could see, block after block in that area, was Levitt 

houses.and new schools going up to accomdate the children that were going to be living there. It was called Levittown 

and they got their own post office, and it was officially called  Levittown. They had several new swimming pools and 

playgrounds., beautiful parks with swings and slides for the children in the development, everything to entice families 

with children to buy a house there.  

               It was a time when women began to learn to drive, and their husbands bought them their own  cars, to take the children 

around and do the grocery shopping. They began to build enclosed malls with major stores, and they were going up all 

over.  Big names from the city like Macy’s, A & S, Gimbles and it attracted other chain stores to go there. and they so 

many shoe stores and speciality stores for men and women.  And you can be sure they had several restaurants and 

theatres. Being the stores were under one  roof with trees and benches in the middle, if it was snowing or raining, they 

didn’t get wet going from one store to the next, and it was a place where people could sit down and rest, when they got 

tired.  

                The 1940’s and the 1950’s  was a new generation, and they had a new way of living! It was probably one of  best eras 

ever in American history, It was a time of peace.and the boys were back home with their families,  no one  thought we 

would be caught up in another war, and the next thing we knew we were in the Korean War, and then the Vietnam 

War.and our boys were going off to war again. When There were so many families still mourning the loss of their sons 
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and husbands. Some of them were buried in National Cemeteries throughout the United States, but just as many were 

buried in far off Europe and Northern Africa and thousbands of them were buried somewhere on the tiny litle islands in 

the Pacific.  

                Then there were the boys in the Navy, the Marines and the Coast Guard that went down with their ships in the Atlantic 

and the Pacific.and the sad thing I that  their their mothers and  wives can never stand at their graves. It must be a terrible 

thing, to know they are lying somewhere at the bottom of the sea. 

The boys that did come home, and back to work again, when the children came home from school, the mothers usually 

had cookies she just baked with a glass of milk for them.  

That is not what most children come to home to today, with so many mothers working because there are now so many 

single parents, and the children go home to an empty house, have a soda and whatever they can find  some snacks to eat 

while they watch RV or sit at the computer. They have no one to talk to or tell them what to do or not to do, because 

most  mothers are working to help their husbands pay the bills.   

                           When I think of those days when were on the farm with Aunt Vina, how she had to wash and iron every week with 11 of us 

living there, I don’t know how she did it. Today we put the clothes in the washer, come back and toss them in the dryer, 

and in less than 2 hours we can hang them back in the closet, when it took them 2 full days to do what we can now do in 

less than 2 hours..  

             

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE FUNERAL                                                                                1991  

       

      WE HAD TO SAY GOOD-BYE                          

       

      HOUSE ON ELM STREET                                1976-1989LIFE  

       

      THE TURN OF THE CENTURY                                       1900                                                               

    

       THE  SPRING FLOOD                                                                         1913                        

  

       THE OLD INDIAN MEDICINE MAN                                               1912            

  

       MYRTLE GROWING UP                                                          1905-1913                                           

           

LEAVES HOME AT THIRTEEN                                                       1914                           
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 MRS. KOLMAN’S PENTHOUSE APARTMENT                      1940-1944          

 AUNT VINA’S FARM                                                                           1930                            

         AMSTERDAM AVENUE                            1936-1960                             

        THE BEAR THAT WANTED TO DANCE!                                         1973                            

        THE  PICNIC IN THE RAIN                                                                 1974                                                                                              

        THE MANY TRIPS TO THE HOSPITAL                                     1976-1991                            

        THE ROSEMARY SHOP                                                               1954-1976                                                                       

       COPS, TROOPERS AND ONE PARKING TICKET                     1955-1974                                                                                                                                                                                                         

       THE MOVE FROM                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        

HORNELL TO WYSOX-MYERSBERG.              1909                                                                                                       

      JUMPING OFF THE BACK OF the CABOOSE                                        1912                                                      

      THE ONE-WAY RAILROAD BRIDGE                                                  1912                             

      MYRTLE LEAVES HOME AT 13                                                           1913                                                                                                            

      THE GHOST AND THE HAT                                                                  1914                              

      FOR BETTER OR FOR WORSE                                                     1924-1961                             

      BOXES, BOXES AND MORE BOXES                                           1935-1944                              

                   SUNDAY AFTERNOONS                                                                1929-1941                             

FIRST FLOOR, FRONT APARTMENT                                    1936-1950                                                                         

GROWING UP WITHOUT MOMMA                                   1936-1948                                                                         

THE DAY RUPPERT’S BREWERY EXPLODED                         1938                                                                  

A DRESS  FOR LITTLE LOUISE                                                   1937                                                         

THE BOX WITH THE LACE CURTAINS                            1919-1948                                          

THE BORROWED CAR                                                         1928-1940                                 

BOXES, BOXES AND MORE BOXES                                 1930-1960                                

THE NIGHT THE ROBBERS CAME                                             1938                                

EASTER ON AMSTERDAM AVENUE                               1936-1948                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              

THE PENTHOUSE                                                                 1940-1944                                 

JUDITH GARDEN’S FLOWER SHOP                             1944-1952                                 
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SONNY JOINS THE ARMY                                          1944-1948                                         

THE DEPRESSION  ENDS WITH WWII                     1941-1948                                 

DUKE AND DUCHESS OF WINDSOR’S APARTMENT   1947                                                                      

                   A  RUDE AWAKENING                                                         1948                                 

TWO WEDDING GOWNS                                               1948                                            

                                           WEEK OF THE WEDDING                                        1948                                                          

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    

 

 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          193 

 

                                                                                 
                                                                         Photograph by … Fred Eichhorn, Jr. 

 

 

I  DID NOT DIE 

 

                               

                            

                          Do not stand at my grave and weep 

 

I am not there … I do not sleep 

 

I am the thousand winds that blow 

  

              the diamond glints on snow 

 

                               I am sunlight on ripened grain 

  

                      The gentle autumn rain 

 

                 I am the quiet birds in flight 

 

                 the stars that shine at night 

 

        I am with you even though you do not see me,  

 

                  wherever you go, I am with you 

 

 

                                 unknown author 
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                        1958 … ALIQUIPPA,  PENNSYLVANIA    

         

         ROSEMARY 8 , DIANA, 6, FREDDIE, 3,  BARBARA 2 

                        (VALERIE born following year, March 3, 1960) 
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             1960 AT OUR HOUSE, BRIDGEVILLE, PENNSYLVANIA  

                   Rose 35, Momma 60              
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                           1983     MOMMA’S 83RD  BIRTHDAY  6-12-1983  

                                                     Mary Jane Sacco’s house  

                                                     Barbara De Nicola 7 and Christine Sacco 9  

                                                     Eyeing the strawberry birthday cake 
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                                       1980  DONNA CONROY’S  WEDDI NG 

 

                                                     MOMMA 80,  ROSE 50 
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                               BARBARA AND ANTHONY WEDDING, 1987    

                                    MOMMA  IN OUR DINING ROOM                           

                                    ROSEMARY PUTTING HER EARRINGS ON 
                               

                                                  

                                

CHAPTER ONE 

MOMMA’S FUNERAL 
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Sitting on theplane at West Palm Beach, we were waiting to take off. I kept my face turned to the window, eveone was 

hurrying down the ailse to find a seat. I was hoping no one would notice I was crying, and the door finall closed, and 

we put or seat belts on. 

 

There was the familiar roar of the engines and we were racing down on the runway and we lifted off and were on our 

way Newark, New Jersey. I dreaded what I was going to face the next couple of days, see the airport down below as 

we were gaining altitude. 

 

Seeing the seats next to me were empty, I was relieved I culd cy and not bother anyone. My eyes hurt and were red 

from crying so much  The pain I felt in my heart was like nothing I had ever known before.  

 

My mother just died and I was never going to see her again hurt so much. She had been living with us for the past 2 

years and I couldn’t believe she was gone. I was going to her funeral and. staying with my sister Mary Jane in 

Ridgefield Park. I knew tomorrow was going to be a horrible day for the both of us because we had made 

arrangements to make funeral arrangements. I knew it was going to be very difficult for the both of us, to stand there 

and pick out a coffin for Momma,Worse yet, she was going to be buried beside my father, and I knew that was not 

where she wanted  to be buried. 

 

I wiped my eyes again and let my head go back, and was sorry I told my husband Fred, insisted he should come with 

me, I told him, ‘ I would rather be alone at my mother’s funeral,when I needed him with me,  more than ever.  

 

I thought how Momma used to say, when she heard someone she knew had died, “All things are passing!’ and she’ 

shake her head and think about them for a minute. Now Mary Jane and I were the only ones left in our family. Momma 

, Sonny, Daddy and Anna were gone/  

Everytime I closed my eyes, Momma’s face was before me, and I tried to keep looking out the window. We were 

flying over the houses and seeing how the sun was shining on the shimmering blue pools of West Palm Beach, was a 

beautiful sight to see.  

 

I thought how just the day before, I held Momma in my arms and watched her yesterday take her last breath so 

peacefully, and as I kisses her one last time, those famous words suddenly came to me. “DEATH  BE  NOT PROUD”  

Although those words were written hundreds of  years ago, that was exactly how she felt, she did not want to die even 

if she was 91 years old.  

She had such an interesting life, even though it was more like a roller coaster ride at times. She would  smile and say, 

‘Tomorrow things will be better’ and it was! She never gave up thinking, ‘tomorrow will be better’. When things went 

wrong, and they often  did,  she would cry but she didn’t despair … she’d  turn them into stepping stones and got on 

with her life.  

 

Not many people enjoy their lives the way she did, because she was never afraid to try something new. When there 

was a beautiful sunset, she would stop what she was doing and stand there and admire the streaks of vibrant oranges 

and purples that filled the sky, like she had done so many times before. She was still in awe of it’s beauty, no matter 

how many times she had seen a sunset. She’d stand there and wait until the night clouds came rushing in, before she 

went back to what she was doing.  
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I remember when we were young, our aunts and uncles in Pennsylvania would sit on the back porch in the summer 

and tell us one story after the other about Momma and they’d laugh out loud telling us  all trouble she got into with 

their mother, because she did not obey her. Uncle Leo would  hit his knees saying, “I tell you one thing about Myrtle, 

she got in more.trouble than any girl in town ever did, doing dangerous and daring things. We never got in trouble, it 

was always her that Ma beat.”  

We could hardly believe some of the stories they told Momma, when she was 12 years old she almost got killed 3 

times and even with all the beatings her mother gave her, it didn’t mean a thing, she’d go of and do really dangerous 

things and nothing ever happened to her.  Most people would have been killed if they had tried to do what she did 

when she was young, but that was how she was all her life. she had no fear.and was she was convinced nothing would 

happen to her. 

When she was 12, the lived in Wysox, and she talked her best friend Helen from school, into going fishing with her, 

and she took heer way out in the middle of the one-way railroad bridge, and there were warning signs all over that 

said, “NO TRESPASSING”.  

Being a one way bridge it was narrow with only one set of tracks, and no place to run, if a train should come along. It 

was a long wooden trestle bridge that spanned the Susquehanna River and Myrtle and Helen walked all the way out in 

the middle of it to go fishing because she heard, that was where the fish congregated.   

They were sitting there laughing when Myrtle happened to turn around and screamed when she saw a train was on the 

bridge and it was coming right at them. They stood up but there was no place to run.The engineer saw them and kept 

blowing the whistle, and shut the train down, knowing it was too late because it was going to take a mile before the 

train could stop on the Towanda side f the river. 

  

Myrtle yelled at Helen to get down and they hung under the railroad ties in mid air, with the wind blowing their skirts 

up and the  river way down below.until the long freight train went by. Helen was screaming and crying, and she told 

her, “Just swing your legs up high and climb back up on the tracks, only to find they couldn’t swing their legs up high 

enough so they could wrap them around the ties, and so they hung there, hanging on for dear life,  looking down at the 

water down below, seeing both fishing rods go down the river.  

The second time Helen went with Myrtle so they could watch the kids down at the swimming hole the boys made in 

the creek, but it was way down the road. None of the girls would go there and they watched the boys, fooling around  

having fun in the swimming hole they made. At first, Helen’s mother did not want her to go with Myrtle,  because 

every time she was with Myrtle, she got in trouble. Since neither one of them could swim, she knew they wouldn’t go 

in the creek, she let her go They were having so much fun watching the boys juping out of a tree into the water and 

skipping stones, they didn’t realize what time it was. Myrtle panicked when she discovered, they boys were leaving to 

go home for dinner, and she was going to be late getting home. Because her mother warned her she would beat her so 
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he couldn’t sit down, if she came home late again.  

 It was a 20 minute walk to go back home.and  Myrtle noticed the train was taking on water for the steam engines, she 

smiled at Helen, and tld her, “Lets  climb on the back of the caboose and I’ll home in a few minutes.”  Helen refused 

to do it, but Myrtle shamed her into it telling her, I thought you were my friend.” and she reluctantly climbed on with 

her and the train took off, and they were hanging on the back of the caboose. When they got to where they were 

suppose to jump off, the train was going so fast, they were afraid to jump off. They had to, or they would land over in 

Towanda, because the train was headed for the bridge.  

Another time, her brother Leo and Ervin almost drowned because ofMyrtle, she did not do what she was told when. 

her mother told her,  they would not be going fishing that morning because the creek in back of their house, was 

flooding and taking down barns and big trees.  

Saturday mornings was when Myrtle usually went fishing with her mother, and seeing her mother was busy baking 

bread, she  took the old sheet her mother put holes in , that she used to catch the fish with.  That winter they had a lot 

of snow, and it was melting, and the watert was cold and Myrtle had on her wintercoat, scarf, hat and gloves on, when 

she headed down the hill to the creek. She discover the flood water was up the hill and she could not see of find the 

spot where her mother usually went fishing, there was water was up so high and and going by so fast. While she stood 

there, she saw a big tree being swept downstream, and one of it’s branches knocked her over. She managed to grab a 

hold of a branch and she was going downstream with the tree, trying to hang on. Her hands were so cold, and her coat 

was all wet, and she knew she didn’t know how to swim, so she thought she was going to drown.  

Her brothers Leo and Ervin saw the tree knock Myrtle over, because they were patfhing the leak on the roof they saw 

the tree knock Myrtle over . As young as they were, they hurried down the ladder and told their mother what happned.   

They watched the tree going along and  jumped over fences and sloshed through fields flooded with water, keeping 

their eyes on Myrtle being taken downstream . They saw the tree got stuck on some rocks, they jumped in and tried to 

swim against the fast moving current, to get her,.The current was a lot stronger than they thought , and used all ther 

strength  trying to swim out to where she was  When they finally reached her, they hung onto the tree, and they were 

exhausted. Myrtle refused to let go and Leo had to pull her off, screaming and crying because, she was afraid she was 

going to drown if she did. because her wet clothes were weighing her down. They were all sivering with the cold and 

the tree let go abruptly and started downstream again. 

 While the boys were trying to p;ull Myrtle off, and they were left floundering in the water, and current was moving 

fast and taking the three of them  downstream. They managed to hang on to a piece of barn that was going by, but. 

they were exhusted after trying to swim against the current so they could  reach Myrtle. They didn’t have the strength 

to try and swim back to shore, especially Ervin. He was not a swimmer like Leo was. They knew creek emptied into 

the Susquehanna River about a mile down, and it was  flooding several feet above normal, they knew if they landed in 

the river, no one could save them.  

Myrtle was 13, when she decided to leave home because of the beaings her mother gave her. She begged Mrs. Emiy 

Eggleston, a wealthy lady from her church, to pleae let her work for her.  She and her husband Richard  had a summer 

home in Wysox, and traveled back and forth in their private railroad cars, to their  p;rimary  home in New York City 

and to their other summer home on Sports Island, on one of the islands in the St. Lawrence River. 

When Myrtle asked Mrs. Eggleston to let her work for her, as much as she liked her and enjoyed talking to her ,she 

explained to her  they already had nine in help,and she didn’t know what she would ever do with a thirteen year old 

girl, and knowing the trouble Myrtle got into, she tikd her, she was too young to run away, she belonged home and she 

should be playing with her dolls, instead of thinking of running away from home at her age.  
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AMSTERDAM AVENUE… 1925-1948 

 

 Sitting there, alone on the plane,  thinking about the things Momma used to do, I was glad none of her grandchildren 

ever tried to do the things she did. As sad as I felt I had to laugh, because I remembered  howMomma would laugh at 

me and say, “Rose,  I can’t believe you’re such a sissy.” And she was right, I was a sissy! Her life was so different 

comored to how we had to grow up with Daddy, and see him drunk everynight, not once in awhile, and he beat and 

hurt us and cared so little about us, compared to the loving father Momma had. She could never talk about her father 

without her eyes tearing up and she’d always say, ”He was so kind and good to us.”     

 

But like a coin with two sides, we had the kind of life none of the other kids on our block had. We spent every summer 

on Aunt Vina’s farm in Pennsylvania, when most of the kids  

on our block,  never seen a cow or chickens running around. And we were always invited  

and stayed in beautiful homes where Momma worked. 

                              

We moved to three times to different apartments, that were in the same neighborhood and  went to the same Catholic 

school and church. In 1936, we moved to a first floor apartment 

 in the front, at 1508 Amsterdam Avenue. We were so happy when Momma told us she found rooms where we could 

look out the window, and see the park across the street.We lived on the fifth floor in the back and  all the widows 

faced a dirty back alley and fire escapes. The boys played stick ball back there, and would hit the sheets on the line, 

because every kitchen window had a clothes lines stretching across the alley to someone else’s kitchen window, that it 

looked like huge spider webs, there were so many clothes lines. back  

 Living on the first floor,was a new and interesting life for my sister and me, We spent a lot of time hanging out the 

window to see what was going on downstairs. We could see across the street, where we played in the big park that had 

swings and slides and monkey bars, and  and there was brick house when we went when it rained. The teacher was a 

lady that wore the park uniform, and she read us children stories to us,  played the piano and taught us songs, and she 

gave first aid and put mercurochrome on cuts and bruises. They had a section fenced off for a big baseball field and 

basketball courts, where the older boys played, and on the far end of the park, were swings for the bigger kids.  

 

                           I never forgot how excited we were the day we moved into that apartment.  The first thing we did, was hang out the 

windows and look downstairs to see what was going on. We were thrilled because we had been living in a back 

apartment on the 5th floor, where the windows  

                           It was there the younger boys liked to play stick ball,.and so many a times the ball hit some one’s sheet hanging on the 

line, and the women would look out and yell down at them because she recognized who it was  ‘I’m telling your 

mother what you  did.’and they’d  

                            tell their mother and she’d make that boy go and apologize to the woman.     

                            

                            In 193 Momma was working part time, but she found had to to work full time, in order to pay the rent and the grocer 

because Daddy drank and gambled somuch she had to pay the  bills. That was when Anna came to live and take care 

of us. When Momma gave her Uncle Mick’s room and we had a fit, because we didn’tunderstand they had gone back 

to Ireland to live there. Momma had to work because she no longer was getting money for their room and board, she 

had to leave us and worked for Mr. and Mrs. Hardon, downtown on the east side  . 

 

                           In the corner of Anna’s room, Momma kept a big box that was at least 3 feet by 3 feet, that had two pair of long, heavy 

old lace curtains she had been saving  for years. Uncle Mick never comopalined about that box being in his room. 

Then Momma started putting one box after the other in the room.and she started piling more and more boxes in their,, 

one on top of one another, and poor Anna never comoplained, and Momma continued doing it for years.  

.                       

Before Uncle Mick left, Aunt Mary and Uncle Mick, knew what Momma was going to face financially, one they were 
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gone, because of the way Daddy was drinking and gamble, the decided to give her money so she could go to school 

and became a Certified French Chef, so she cold support herself, and theyh were vrypeased they saw her 

graduatebefore they left. .She was working part-time, so she could be with us.  

 

One day she brought Mary Jane to the Knickerbocker Hospital clinic, when she noticed a strange red mark that looked 

like a red raspberry on the inner thigh of her leg. She was 3 years old.and the told her it was cancer and she was going 

to need radium treatments for 2 years, Ninna fell apart when she heard the news, and, she was very upset because she 

didn’t have the money to pay for 2 years of radium treatments. Daddy was not giving her any money with his drinking 

and gambling,  and she knew she had to work full time, to pay for the treantments, and pay the bills . 

 

 In September of 1931, Anna came to live with us, when Momma  went to work for the Hardon’s at 137 East 66th 

Street ad she lived and worked there seven days a week, and had Sunday afternoon and even off, because that was how 

it was back then.women  They explained to her, before she took the job,  she would have to go with them to their home 

in Wilton, Connecticut, because they lived there 6 months of the year for tax purposes. 

 

It was a very difficult adjustment for us, We used to cry ourselves to sleep at night, because we had a strange lady, 

Anna living with us, because Momma was gone,7 days a week, and we only saw her on Sunday afternoons and 

evenings, and Daddy was drunk every night.  We   and  six months of the year, Momma was working in Connecticut 

and we didn’t see her for months at a time, so we didn’t see her on Sunday afternoons. But, Mrs, Hardon was very 

kind, she would often  send her chauffeur Chris down from Connecticut to pick us up after school on Fridays, and take 

us to her home for the week end, and bring us back, dressed in a clean uniform, ready for school on Monday mornings.   

 

The Sunday afternoons Momma was home, she always took us where she knew we would have lots of fun, and we’d 

come home, she’d  heat up our dinner, we’d get in our pajamas, and she’d wait until we said our prayers, and tuck  us 

to bed , kiss us and take the trolly back downtown, and we would cry ourselves to sleep.All week, we counted the days 

until it was  Sunday, and we’d wait to see Momma get off the trolley and run downstairs and meet her in in the 

vestibule. Daddy and Momma took their  week’svacation around the Fourth of July, and Daddy would borrow a car 

and take us to Pennsylvana. We stayed for the entire summer, and they’d go back to the city and Momma would go 

back to Connecticut to the Hardon’s. 

 

                           When we moved to Amsterdan Avenue, we lived on the first floor in the front, and we were never so happy, as we 

were in that apartment. The back room was suppose to be Anna’s,. But Momma kept piling more and more boxes in 

there. They were filled with all sorts of things,  remants of material she’d find along Second Avenue and they all had 

moth balls in them.  

 

                           One of the boxex contained our baby clothes that Momma had crocheted, pink and blue wool sweaters, hats, booties 

and carriage blankets with big satin ribbons, in a box, ink and blue she put in the middle of it. She had old fur coats 

and muffs and long fur pieces with animals faces, ears and eyes she only wore over a suit or a silk dress in the spring 

and fal, They stank from  all the moth balls she kept adding to that box. Then there was a big box with Daddy’s clothes 

and lots of moth balls,being they were wool,a big  overcoat, suits and sweaters he could no longer fit into or part with,  

because of the weight he put on from drinking so much beer, every night, he drank  9 bottles of Knickerbocker beer.. 

 

                           Anna always had her own room, but she really didn’t because Momma kept all her boxes in there. I still remember the 

day we moved into that first floor front apartment on Amsterdam Avenue,the first thing Momma did, was pile all her 

boxes in Anna’s room. As it was, the room was only 9’X12’ but  Anna never complained, that she was surrouinded by 

Momma boxes, because she only had room for her bed and bureau., and a black wooden crucifx she kept over her bed, 

and a statue of St. Theresa on her bureau, next to her payer book. 

                           In the corner of Anna’s room, there were boxes Momma kept separate from all the other  boxes. They contained her 
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wedding gifts, wrapped carefully in tissue paper.and she had been saving them since she was married in 1924. She 

would look at them and  smile and tell us,  “One day I hope to buy a nice house in the country and then I will take 

them out and display the  way they should be.” My sister and I woujld look at one another, and quietly roll our eyes 

up, because she always said that. All the other boxes were piled to the ceiling, and the big box she under the only 

window in the room, was 3’ X 3’. In it were handmade lace curtains,  she had been saving since  1919, before she got 

married in November of 1924.  

                     

We used to laugh because when Momma was talking about the boxes she had, she always referred to Anna’s room as 

her ‘spare room’,and the women in the neighborhood thought we had a spare room!,  We’d be standing there listening 

to her and be  gasping when we’d hear her lie and tell them that,  when we didn’t have a spare room, when it was 

Anna’s room. She had a fit because iwe always referred to it as ‘the junk room’and  Momma ltet us know she did not 

like hearing us say that,  that name stuck to  for as long as we lived there. 

It was Momma’s attic. because, she grew up in a farm house, in Pennsylvani,  she could not imagine anyone not 

having an attic, and that is what it looked like..Momma would have had a fit, if she knew we used to let some of our 

friends peek in that room because she did not want anyone looking in there. She wanted the door to Anna’s room kept 

closed, because it was such a  mess. No wonders, there were all kinds of things hanging out of the  boxes, Some of the 

corners crushed, and  a lot of them were just falling apart at the seams..  

 

At least every couple of years Momma did change them. She would ask Mr. O’Rourke,  the grocer downstairs, ‘to 

save her some nice strong boxes’.Every now and then he would give them to Sonny a couple to bring upstairs,and 

where did he p;ut them, in Anna’s room.  Momma would wait for a rainy Sunday afternoon, when we couldn’t go 

anywhere, and we would think to ourselves, we could go to the movies, we have umbrellas. . Sunday was Anna’s day 

off too. Anna saved the newspapers and Momma took a p;ile and dropped them on the floor for us, so we could rewrap 

what she had in those boxes.  She’d go in Anna’s room and start hand  the boxes oto us and we lined them up on the 

dining room floor. 

 

Then we sat on the linoleum floor and took everything out of the old boxes and  put whatever it was, in the good boxes 

and.we hated that job, Momma made sure we showed her what we took out, as we tried to remove the old newspapers 

that had oxidized and was crumbling.all over us, and we’d peel the newspapers off of a fancy dish or vase, and 

wrapped everything in clean newspapers and put them in a clean box, and be glad Molmma didh’tg drag out that big 3’ 

X 3’ box with those dirty old curtains in them,  just so she could look at them again.   

 

We waited all week for Momma to come home on Sunday, so we were very unhappy when  it rained because we could 

have gone to the Central Park Zoo, or taken the ferry to Staten Island, and we’d be so glad when we wer finished and 

Momma was putting the boxes back. Momma would make a treat for us. She would give Sonny some money, and send 

him to the corner drug store to get a pint of loose vanilla ice cream. While he was gone she’d cut 2 bananas 

lengthwise, and put them on 4 plates, one for each of us.  

When Sonny came back with the ice cream, momma would spoon the ice cream on top of the sliced banana and 

drizzle ‘Hershey’ chocolate syrup from the can over it and add two Lorna Dune cookies, and hand it to us. We’d  sit on 

the floor in the dining room and we enjoye that ice crean, and my sister and I would complain to Momma, “How come  

Sonny gets the same treat as we did,  when he didn’t do anything to help change those boxes?’  

                                                                                                                                                                                                 

                           Momma scratched her head and assured us, “Didn’t he bringthe boxes up from O’Rourke’s, and  he went to the drug 

store to get the ice cream?’  We nodded and sort of agreed, and it made us feel better to know he did help.   

                           

                          Momma certainly knew how to pile those boxes, so they wouldn’t fall down. She had accumulated so many of them, 

they actually touched the ceiling.and they never fell down.  
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                           The top of the window in Anna’s room  was  kept open a little, for health reasons! But, being all the apartment houses 

had chimneys on the roof,  and they all burned coal, and all that soot day after day would to up then fall  down in the 

back alley,on the wash that hung on the lines, and it came in the windows and for years, it wul find it’s way in that box 

of curtains. The curtains were  old when Momna got them in 1919,  and they stank, and tey had yellowed with age, and  

they were black from all the soot that found it’s way into that window, because that box was under the  window in 

Anna’s room.One the side iof the box, Momma had scrawled with a big black crayon “4 panels,hand-made lace 

curtains, made by nuns in a convent in France, given to me by Mrs. Eggleston in 1919.” Growing up, we knew what 

she wrote on that box  by heart, having heard her say it so many times, and yet, every time she opened that box, she 

would tell us the same thing again..  

 

                           Years later, it was those curtains that caused some of the worse fights between Momma and me, when I told her I was 

going to get married,  because to her they were always so beautiful, and  my sister and I thought they were disgusting 

to look at..We could not understand, why Momma would even want to keep them they were s so old and dirty,but,  she 

loved them.   

 

We lived across the street from the park on Amsterdam Avnue . It was built with cobblestones in the late 1800’s. when 

they had horse drawn carriages, Once they had cars, it became dangerious to drive on cobblestone roads when they had 

snow and ice n then,  We lived was on a very dangerous hill that started at 136th Street and went down to 129th Street, 

and when there was snow and ice on the hill, there were so many accidents on that hill.  

We lived at the peak of the hill. and  it seemed every year, when it snowed, someone got killed late at night, coming 

down the hill l because they would hit the brakes and,loose control and slam into the cars trying to come up the hill, 

and they’d hit head on, 

 

 The noise would wake us up and  my sister and I would put the quilt over us and we’d hang out the window and hear 

people crying and see them crawling  on the snow bleeding. No one had pones to call for help, and then we’d see the 

ambulance and they could only make it half way up the hill, and they had to walk the rest of the way to go help them, 

and  we’d see them carry them on stretchers and take them back to the ambulance, and another ambulance came. .  

Every block on Amsterdam Avenue had three, five story apartment houses that wer built around the turn of the 

century. We lived in the middle house, at 1508 Amsterdam, between 134th and 135th Street, in upper Manhattan. . 

Under the apartments were the stores where women shopped everyday except on Sunday.  

 

No one had refrigerators, we had ice boxes and twice a week, the iceman came down the hill with his horse and wagon 

and he’d be calling, ICEMAN, ICE MAN. the women would yell down, what they wanted,  a 10 or 25 cent a piece of 

ice. He would get down and score the block of ide and tap it and put it on his shoulder and carry it up, 5 flights or 1 

flight, and put it in their icebox and if they had some newspaper, he’d wrap it around the ice for them.. 

 

Each block was it was like a small community, All the women had to do to go  shopping was go downstairs. The drug 

store was on the corner of 134th, then the vegetable store, 1504,  thesaloon and butcher, 1508,then the  candy store, 

cleaner and tailor, then 1512, the barber shop, Coyne’s small grocery store, and a big liquor store was on the corner of 

135th. The butcher moved out and, O’Rourke moved in, and we had a bigger grocery store than Coyne’s 

 

After livung in a back apartemnt, with nothing to look at but the back alley, my sister I were always looking out the 

front window. Beyond the park was the beautiful sprawling grounds of Manhattanville College,one block over on 

Convent Avneue, The grounds were enclosed wth a high wall made of rocks that was about7 ‘high, with 2’ high, 

wrought iron spikes to  protect, all those young college girls and nuns that lived there. The wall went around the entire 

properry that was 1 block wide and 5 blocks long, .  
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Far left corner, at the very bottom of the picture, shows the roof of the Annnciation Church and the rectory next door.  

The long white strip is the sidewalk on Convent Avenue, The middle is a group of buildings, that is Manhattanville 

college and at the very top of the picture shows the  property bordered  by St. Nicholas Avenue and  park where 

Momma used to take us sleigh riding down a long hill, The college is in the middle of the property. You can’t seethe 

guard house or the gate at 133rd Street.   

 

We could see the convent ground from our windows, when we lived on Amsterdam Ave, and  we couold see the 

gardeners down on their knees weeding around the flowers when they were in bloom, and we would hear birds singing 

in the trees They had sprawling lawns and big shade trees, and see the nuns kneeling at different statues  They had 

long winding paths edged with flowers, that it was so pretty it  hard to believe there was such a place in the city.  

 

They were taught by the Madames of the Sacred Heart and they were not allowed off the grounds. We were taught tbe 

same nuns and they were known to be very strict. Manhattanville College was built in 1841, it was considered to be 

way out in the country thenm and it had a terrible fire and it was rebuilt in 1869.  

 

Only the very rich could afford to send their daughters to Manhattanville College, and they came from all around the 

world. Some of them lived in and around the city and some of them  preferred to go home on week-ends. They comec 

back Monday morning, in chauffeured driven limousines and pulled in at the guard house at the 133rd Street entrance, 

and many atime we would pass them on our way to school, and wave to them.and they’d wave back .  

 

The Domincan nuns taught in the boy’s school, on 131st Street, were different from the Sacred Heart nuns they never 

keft the grounds, certain nuns taught in the girl’s school and certain nuns only taugh the girls in college. The 

Dominican convent and the boys school was in the middle of the block, on 131st Street, across the street from the 

Knickerbocker Hosptial,  We often saw one of the Domincan nuns hurrying up and down Amsterdam Avenue,carrying 

a little black leather bag, on their way to help a new mothes take care of their baby, or take care of the sick and dying 

in the parish, they were well-known for doing charitable work.. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Ccnysc1.jpg
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Ccnysc1.jpg
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The picture of Manhattanville College show it was five blocks long and one block wide.and our school was on the 

corner of  Convent Avenue and 130th Street and it shows all the trees that were on the  grounds. In the middle to the 

left, there is a long big red brick building, and that was the college. You could only get in through one of  two wrought 

iron gates, either the main entrance that had a guard house at 133rd Street, or at 131st Street, if you were going to our 

school. But, time changes all things, and the college  is no longer thre, it was sold to City College, and Manhattanville 

College moved to Westchester County.  

. 

Our neighborhood was mostly Irish and where we lived, it was called “Vinegar Hill”, Not too many knew why, but it 

was in remembrance of the Irishmen that died in Ireland, during a bitter fight with the English, to be free from 

England. There were a few German families, in fact our janior and his wife and children, escaped from Hitler and 

came to America. Around the corner they were  several Italian and Greek families and everyone to along so well. 

Next door to us, was Mrs. Shaumbaum. She was a very sweet old lady that lived there all alone.. Before she got 

cancer, she would make us a tin of cookies and tell us ‘to keep the cover on , so they will stay fresh’ then give it back 

to her, not realizing giving 3 children those cookies, the never lasted long enough for them to get stale. 

 

We liked Mrs. Shaumbuam, we used to drop her letters in the corner mail box for her, and she would thank us and pat 

us on our heads and give us two pennies and  was always telling us ‘what wonderful children we were, because we had 

such a wonderful mother’.  

 

Mrs. Shaumbaum was very proud her son was a big lawyer in Washington D.C..When he did come to see her, it was in 

a chauffeured limosine. ndit would wait at the curb for him. He stayed about 20 minutes and left..and it would make 

Mrs Shaumbaum  so happy he came,. but it made Momma furious when she heard he only stayed a short time,  

.because she felt he should do more for his poor mother. because she was there all alone in that apartment, She had 

cancer and  she was dying. We cried when Mrs. Shaumbaum died, but her son never came, he sent hired people to take 

her to the funeral parlor and to clean out the apartment, They threw all the pictures she was so proud of, everything 

else down the dumbwaiter, and they left empty handed, the janitor told Momma. He said he felt so bad for her, to see 

all her beloved pictures thrown out and all her the furniture was put out on the curb.’    

 

When we were growing up, we weren’t aware our mother was the only mother on the block that was born in America. 

Well, not until years later. The women where we lived,came from different countries and they all spoke English and 

were very proud they were citizens.  

 

They worried about all the kids in the neighborhood, not just their own. If they saw us do something we shouldn’t, 

they would scold us  and let us know’ they were going to tell our mother on us.’and they did. If they were standing on 

the stoop, they noticed if we didn’t wait for the red light, and we ran across Amsterdam Avenue. They’d couldn’t wait 

to yell at us.because it  was a big wide dangerous avenue with trolley cars and  trucks constantly going up and down. 

They kept their eye on me and I was 12 years old, because Momma told them , when I was 6m I got hit by a taxi cab, 

because I didn’t wait for the red light and I ran across Amsterdam Avneue and landed in the hospital with a 

concussion.. 

 

We felt we had something that none of the other kids  had, our mother had a ‘junk’ room and they didn’t, and we 

bragged about it to the kids on the block. We rarely brought our friends in the house, and if we did, we knew to check 

to see that the door to Anna’s room was closed, because Momma did not want any one  looking in there.  

 

When pur friends would say, “We’d like to see that junk room you have.  my sister and I would tell them, ‘we can’t’ 

Then they would get annoyed, “Why can’t we see it ?” If we  knew Anna was food shopping, we’d say,’Okay, take a 

quick look but you got to leave before Anna comes back.’ We’d open door and it was dark in there even in the mddle 
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of the day, because of all the boxes they blocked the window, and there was a dark geen shade that covered the 

window, to make sure  no one would could look in from the back apartments. 

In order to  to put the light on,  you had to grope around in the air, and find the long string  attached to a heavy nut, and  

pull it  and that turned on the one naked bulb that hug on a chain from the ceiling in the middle of the room, we didn’t 

have wall switches .  

 

When they boys saw all the boxes Molmma had  in there, they stood there with their mouths open, when they saw they 

actually touched the ceiling. They were amazed and wanted to know, ‘How come they don’t fall down?’ They looked 

around and saw all kinds of things hanging out of the boxes,  that were broken and torn. They stared at my sister and 

me  and asked bewildered, “What is your mother going to do with all this stuff?”   

 

We  shrugged and ushered them out of the room fast, tbefore Anna came back , and we ran downstairs and went over 

to the park and sat on the swings with the girls and they kept talking about all the boxes Momma had in that room,and 

asked us, were we moving? 

.   

Some of theboxes had Momma’s wedding gifts, a beautiful crystal pitcher and a cut glass tray and boxes of glasses 

with stems on them. One box held a beautiful sparkling cut glass fruit bowl,with matching bowls.for fruit. Another box 

had several pieces of silver that had tarnished and turned black, fancy candlesticks and a heavy hammered silver cake 

plate, and tarnished silver salt and pepper shakers, and everything was wrapped in old newspapers.  

 

Momma enjoyed when it rained, so she could go through the boxes and she would tell us again.“One day we are going 

to have a house in the country,  with a big living room and dining room, and  I can use all these wedding gifts and put 

them so  they can be seen and admired. And  I will finally be able to hang those beautiful hand made lace curtains Mrs. 

Eggleston gave me, at the windows. Can’t you just see them” Tthey are going to look so beautiful afterI wash and 

starch them, and they are going to be a lot of work to iron though.”.   

 

“Why are you looking at me like that for ? I toldl you, Mrs. Hardon is going to leave me enough money in her will, so 

I can buy a house out in the country and I’ll still have money in the bank to get whatever we need, a refrigerator and a 

washer, things like that.”” Mary Jane wwould look at me and be shaking her head, because w eboth hated those old 

curtains Momma had . Then  Mary Jane would lean over and whisper, Why Momma doesn’t throw those dirty old 

curtains down the dumbwaiter and get rid of them, Doesn’t tshe realize that no one will ever want those dirty old 

things?”   

                                                                                                                                                        

It didn’t rain on Sunday too often, but when it did , we knew we weren’t going  anywhere It mean when Momma came 

home, she would be spending the afternoon rumaging through  the  boxes  in Anna’s room. We’d moan and groan 

when it rained, knowing/ we could go to the movies and see Deanna Durbin or Laurel and Hardy, because we had 

umbrellas,and we wouldn’t mind getting wet, but Momma didn’t like to be out in the rain.   But, we also knew, it was 

Momma’s only afternoon off,  and she did enjoy going through those  boxes in Anna’s room, becaue she had a lot of 

memories attached to them.  Because she would smile and tell us again, ”Mrs.Gormerly gave me this sterling silver 

cake plate, and Mrs. Maroney gave me these pretty pink glass cake plate,as she continued to open the boxes with the 

wedding gifts. She would tell us the same thing again and again, as if we were interested in who gave her those things, 

when we could have loved to have gone to the m ovies, intead watching Momma go through those boxes, but she was 

in another world sitting there remembering..   

 

Seeing the look on our faces she knew we were bored and she would remind us again, “I told you girls, one day soon, I 

am going to be able to buy us a big house in the country, and  we cried, “But, we don’t want to move Momma, We like 

it here. All our friends are here.”  
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Momma cautioned. ‘That’s what you think now, because you are young. You wait and see you will love being in the 

country in a nice big house where there is lots of grass and trees.”  

   

We grumbled between ourselves, and we were so unhappy to think Momma was going take us away from our friends. 

She finished rewrapping some of the gifts in clean newspapers, and threw the old newspapers down the dumbwaiter 

and told us, “I’ll heat up dinner,so we can eat, and you girls sweep the floor.”  We were so glad to hear that, because it 

meant, she wasn’t going to drag that big box of curtains out, so she could look at them again. I got the broom and 

swept the floor, and Mary Jane took the dust moop and went over the floor with it, and shook it out the back window, 

and the we ate in the kitchen and Momma ate inside.   

And Daddy was downstairs at the bar all afternoon and evening. 

  

Before Anna left  to go downtow to see her ladyfriends on Suday, she had cooked dinner and left if and ready.  

Momma was a French Chef, and she knew we did not like Momma’s cooking. We liked the way Anna roasted and 

made stuffing for the chicken, and she left mashed potatoes and peas in a pot.and all Momma had to do, was heat 

everything up.   

 

Our kitchen was so small, we took turns eating our meal on the cover of the stationary tub, because there was only 

room for a chair at the sink, where Anna  always sat, and a chair for one o fus to sit and eat.  Daddy always ate inside 

at the dining room table, but we wer not allowed to.eat in there. He would open up the  evening Journal to read 

,besides, we didn’t want to sit in there with him. 

 

When Momma was home  on Sunday, she liked to sit inside and look out the window in he with the plate on her lap. 

We rarely rate in the dining room, and rarer still,  as a family.like  our friends did,  it was as though Daddy owned the 

dining room table and we were not allowed to sit at it, and how he could live there and eat his meals there, that 

Momma p;aid for was something I will never understand. 

  

The irony of it was,he never gave Momma any money towards the rent or food. he drank and gambled his pay every 

week and paid his bookie. It was as though he had no responsibilites, as a father and a husband. We didn’t exist.  I 

don’t know what kind of conscience he had, or why he married Momma, because she never counted, any mor than we 

did. The only thing that mattered him, was he had his whiskey and he could gambled awayhis pay every week..  

No wonders, he ended up being put in a mental hospital and he died there seven years later..  

                            

                                  *                       *                      * 

   

Sitting on the plane listening to the constant drone of the enginesm bothered me, My head hurt from crying so much 

and  every time I closed my eyes, Momma’s face was before me.  I’d start crying everytime I wuld think of her being 

gone.  

 

 I kept thinking about what Mary Jane said it upset me that she felt ‘Momma should be  buried with Daddy, and not 

with her  mother and father,like she wanted to. I wondered why Mary Jane thought, that was the right thing to do, after 

the horrible way Daddy treated her all their married life. 

 

 I reminded Mary Jane what Momma said , just a couple of months ago, when she stood in my kitchen. She said, “ I 

hope you girls know  I do not want to be buried with Daddy, I want to be buried with my mother and father.  After  

Momma thought about it, she did say, “I guess it really doesn’t matter where you are buried, because when you’re 

dead, you’re dead.”  

 

I tried to think about happier times,  when we were young and spent our  summers with Aunt Vina, how we loved 
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being there every summer. We were brought up in the city and our cousins would laugh at us, but they had no idea 

how good it felt that we could run around with no shoes on,  after walking on nothing but cement sidewalks in New 

York City,. 

 

Almost every Sunday, Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin would come for dinner at Aunt Vina’s. even thought they were 

married and had familes of their own. They liked being with Aunt Vina and always brought some treats so everyone 

could have some. After dinner they would sit on the back porch and smoke , because she did not allow them to smoke 

in her house. The grown ups sat on chairs from the kitchen and dining room, and the children, Sonny, Roseanna, Mary 

Jane and me, sat on the porch steps and waited to hea the rstories they told.  

 

We were so surprised when they told us they were all born  in Hornell, New York, even Grandma, except Aunt 

Dorothy. she was  born in Wysox, Pennsylvania in 1914. Momma was 13 years old snf had already left home by then . 

Uncle Leo would argue with Uncle Ervin, because he wanted to tell us about the daring things Momma did and how 

their mother   beat her so bad  but, it didn’t mean a thing to her,  she would go off and do something worse,  

 Uncle Leo blowing  smoke up in the air, laughing and telling us how Momma was always in trouble and their mother 

would beat her on the arms and legs with a piece of wood from the woodbin and she’d be all black and blue again..  

Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry,loved company it seemed,  but we never had company in our house, because of Daddy’s 

drinking, his own family wouldn’t come.   Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin were so funny when they got together. Uncle 

Leo wa a state trooper and worked in Harrisberg. He used to come on week ends and stay with Uncle Ervin.  They 

loved to talk about when they went to the one room school house and how the three of them walked through the snow 

drifts 4 and 5 feet high, and  had to wait for Momma to catch up and it would be below zero and their mother saw, they 

never missed a day of school.  

 THE MC ARROW FAMILY IN IRELAND 

We like hearing the stories about Momma and Grandma, ,because our father never told us any stories about what his 

life was like, when he was gtowing up in Ireland but neither did Uncle Mick, Aunt Rose, Uncle Barney or Aunt Florie.  

While Uncle Barney spelled their name with a double ‘r’, Mc Arrow,  Daddy  told us, when he was in the Navy, they 

kept spelling it with one ‘r’ and he and Uncle Mick, left it that way.  We often saw them,  since they all lived in  New 

York City,and I don’t remember them  talking about what they did, or the school they went to.  Back then Ireland was 

still under British Rule, and British schools,  today, where they live in Northern Ireland, it still is.   

All we knew was Aunt Rose said thie grandfather was a sesa captain, and he camefrom Scotland, and ntheir mother 

died in childbirth in May of1896, when the twins, Daddy and Uncle Mick were born That during one of the rebellions 

against the British, the killed two of her brothers, and impaled them on the wrought iron gate that was in front of their 

home. The  year the twins were born, father died from blood poisoning. I believe there were 8 children , and when they 

became orphans, the parish priest found homes for all of them, but no one wanted to take care of baby twins. They 

were separated and Daddy was raised by his uncle, on the Mc Aleer’s farm, and Uncle Mick grew up with a family in 

town and he had a much nicer life, Aunt Rose told us.  The children rarely saw one another when they were growing 

up, so maybe that is why they never talked  about growing up in the early 1900’s.  

 Aunt Rose came to America first  and she worked and managed t pay for five of them to come to America. They lived 

with her awhile, until they got on their feet. and they grfdually became very close. One brother did no tlike living in 

New York City, and he went bak to Ireland, and so did Uncle Mick go back, in1931   

Daddy and Uncle Mick were 16, when they came and soon after, WWI started in1914,  Daddy joined the U.S Navy, 

and they took him, even though he was 16, and a British subject.  He was on the USS Blackhawk for four years. and 

they stayed off the Canary Islands all during WWI, when the Kaiser in Germany was at war with  England and France 

and being we were their ally, we entered the war, and it was over in 1918. Daddy’s sisters and brothers eventually got 
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married and had families of their own, and they became very close and were always visiting one another, on holiday 

and especially Christmas As many tmes we had dinner in their homes, we never heard stories about what their lives 

were like in Ireland. 

Little did any of them realize, when we sat at their tables having dinner, the kind of life we had at home with Daddy. 

They never came to our house, because of Daddy’s drinking.  Uncle Mick lived with us up until 1931 and he met and 

married Aunt Mary and they went back to Ireland to live. Daddy never went with us to his sister Rose or brother 

Barney in Brooklyn, he preferred to stay downstairs in the saloon  Momma  lived where she worked because she 

obviously, did not want to live with Daddy.We would wait all week forher to come home, to get her hugs and kisses, 

and it was he only loving we got. I doubt she thought about what her being away from us did to us, that we missed her 

laughter and just being with her and taking turns, to tell  her allour woes,  being she had so many other things on her 

mind. We were so happy to be with her and she’d take us to places where we liked to go.  

 

Momma’s life was very different compared to her sisters and brothers that spend the rest of their lives in Towanda and 

and Wysox. Vina was adopted and brought up by her aunt in Hornell, New York, but she came back to get married and 

live in Towanda as did Leo, Ervin and Dorothy, they spent the rest of their lives their. But, of course, Lily and Aaron 

never got married. They lived with Gramma until she remarried and moved to Wellesborough, a couple of hours away. 

Aunt Vina took them in and they lived with her the rest of their lives. 

 Momma was the only one that lived in New York City, when she got married.. She had a very unhappy life being 

married to Daddy but always found ways to keep her mind occupied and by doing the kind of things that made her 

happy  She was a Certified French Chjef, so sh enjoyed cooking, making flowers, painting pictures, and sewing,and 

thought nothing of making a winter coat or wool suit for herself and always made all our school uniforms, 

Commujnion and Confirmation dresses, because.whe was taught how to sew and use patterns, by the French 

seamstress that worked for Mrs. Eggleston, when she worked there.  

Momma’s brothers loved to sit and tell stories about Momma, and we were fascinated hearing what Mamma did and 

what their lives were like when they were growing up. How their father loved them and the love their father had for 

their mother, and they cared so much about one another and was never known to fight or argue. Coming from a home 

where our mother and father had terrible fights and Momma would always end up crying, t was no wonder we loved 

being at Aunt Vina’s, coming from a home where we witnesses our parents having such terrible fights, and we had to 

live with Daddy and Momma not home with us . All those years Momma was away from us, and we only got to see 

her for a few hours on Sunday, for thirteen years.   

When she did come home to live, it was 1944, an dwe were  no longer children, Mary Jane and I were working and 

Sonny enlisted in the Army.That years was when she was working for Mrs. Kolman in her pent house apartment, and 

ashe was sexually attacked and taken to the hospital unconscious. Judith Garden, asked her to work for her that she 

would teach her to be one of her best florists she had and she did exactly that. Working for Judith comopletely  

changed who she was.  She came back home, and went to work every morning, and she  paid her very well. She wore 

attractve wool suits and silk blouses, beads and earrings, some theing she had not been used to, and  carried good 

looking leather pocketbooks. Because swent to some very high class homes, and did their fresh flowers for them every 

week, for Stuben’s Glass, Elizabeth Arden’s, Helena Rubinsteins salons, and her penhouse home, Ray Bolger, the 

Twent-one Club and weddings and the receptions, and on Mpnday mornings, when the Duke and Duchess were in the 

city, staying in their apartment in the Waldorf Towers, Judith would only let Momma got there to do their flowers 

Judith Garden had an elite flowr shop in a b rownstone house that she and her husband owned, at 55 East 55th Street, 

near Madison Avenue, Momma worked for her from1944 until 1957. She finally had her iwn flower shop in Valley 

Stream, Long Island, it was something she had always wanted. It was a little scary at first, but she was very successful 
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there for 20 years, working for some of the top Interior Decorators in Rockville Centers and 5 Towns.   

I don’t remember a time when she wasn’t busy,  making silk flowers she sold in her store, making little iecesd of 

furniture,  painting pictures,kbaking her famous chocaate cookies as gift and giving the away, sewing clothes for her 

self and for us, even though we wer all married by that tme, and had children of our own.  She thought nothing of 

being up until 2 in and be up at 7 in the morning, making coffee, and she made the best coffee two boiled eggs and 

always some bacon with an English muffin.  

At 4 in the afternoon, she would sit down andp[ut her feet up  and have a glass of wine with p celery stuffed with 

cream cheese ,or chunks of hard cheese and Ritz crackers. Momma was very aware of what she ate, and took vitamins 

since 1930’s, We used to laugh at her because she would sit and exercise her arms and legs with bungee cords.and 

lived to be 91 years old.  

I don’t think anyone ‘almost died’ ,as many times as Momma did/ At least 9 times, we were told, ‘she was going to 

die’.  Mary Jane and I cried and sobbed, and she pulled through, again and again, she was like a cat … she had 9 lives.  

But, there comes a time  we all come to the end of the road and in April of 1991,even though my sister an dI seemed to 

think Momma would live forever, because we could not imagine her ever dying,  Momma was diagnosed with  ovarian 

cancer  and it was terminal. They operated and sent her to a nursing home near me. I went to see her.everyday for a 

couple of hours and they saw that she was never in any pain. The first week in September, I was there, when her 

doctor walked in. He nodded to me and sat down beside her and told her quietly, “Mrs. Mc Arow, if there is anything 

you need to talk over with your family about….” Momma raised her herself up on her elbows and sobbed to him, “ I 

don’t want to die! There’s so many things I didn’t get to do yet!”  He looked at me,  and seemed confused at what she 

said, but of course, he had no way of knowing what Momma was all about, and I was not about to try and explain to 

him, how much Momma enjoyed her life, regardless how old she was. she did not like living in Florida, but it did not 

stop her from being in awe of the sunrises and sunsets we have, or the flowers that were in bloom year round, 

everywhere.                                                    

 MYRTLE SQUIRES MEETS MRS.EMILY EGGLESTON 

In 1909, Myrtle’s father David, moved the family to Wysox from Hornell, New York, in an open wagon pulled by two 

horses from their neighbor, so he could make the l00 mile trip from Hornell, New York to Towanda, and got a house a 

few miles further east, in Wysox-Myersberg. Her rmother Rose, cried she did not want to go, and her heart was broken 

that she had to leave her her father, little sister Vine and brothers Jake, Neal and Anthony , because to it was so far 

away, she felt she would never see them again.  

 David’s cousins in Towanda helped him find a house along the railroad tracks, an d the first thing David did was join 

the little white church  down the road. .It was there Myrlte met Mrs. Emily Eggleston and her daughter, Helen, after 

services one Sunday morning  Her daughter was 10 years older than Myrtle, and was there frot two week visiting her 

parents at their summer home in Wysox.They both fell in love with Myrtle and her adventuresome ways, and every 

Sunday Mrs. Eggleston would look for her and stop and talk to her.   

 The women in church knew Mrs. Eggleston for years, and they took a dim view of Myrtle Squires, being she was new 

in town,they kept thie eye on her. They let her know, she was such a tomboy, that she thought nothing of climbing 

trees and was always getting in truble,  that her mother has to beat her. because of the daring things she does, and none 

of the mother  let their daughters play with her, but we see your seamstress lets her Helen play with Myrtle. 

Hearing that bit of gossip, made Mrs. Eggleston all the more curious about Myrtle,that  she wondered why was she 

was always getting in trouble, because she really liked her, and she seemed to be a nice,mannerly little girl. She didn’t 

appear to be anything like what the ladies  decribed to her, because they seemed to be appalled by her behavior. Mrs. 
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Eggleston, sor ofluahged because she was the on ewho invited Myrtle to come ot her house and Playwith the 

seamstress’s daughter, and ofo all the times she wasthere, she never had a problem with her. 

Then she began to notice  the back and blue marks on Myrtle’s arms and legs, and she told her that her mother did  it 

to her, when she asked khowit happened..She knew her mother Rose, well enough,that she would do it, because she 

attended the quilting classes on Wednesday afternoons at the church. When she questioned Rose about the black and 

blue marks on Myrtle, she told her,,”She just does not listen. She gogoes off anddoes whatever she pleases. I beat her 

so hard, she can’t sit down to eat, no that  it does any good. My two boys never get in trouble! It’s always Myrtle..”  

  

Mrs Eggleston clutched her throat with her hand, and was appalled by what she heard Rose say. She found it hard to 

believe  any mother would do something like that to their own child, Afterall, Rose Squires was a Christian woman 

and yet she thought nothing of beating her daughter so hard, she would leave big black and blue marks on her arms 

and legs..  

The years went by, and Myrtle continued  to go Mrs. Eggleston’s house  t o play checkers and swing on the tire in the 

back yard with Helen, and she never had a problem with Myrtle. She rather enjoyed her company and would llaugh 

what she had to say and what she thought, and had no idea what Myrtle did,that her mother would beat her the way 

that she did,  was  

Every Labor Day they went back to the city, and came back to the summer home around Memorial Day with her 

husband. They traveledin their private railroad cars  and would spend  a few weeks in Wysox, then go to their other 

summer home up on Sports Island, in the St. Lwarence River, since Mrs. Eggleston enjoyed deep sea fishing..   

When Myrtle was 12 years old when she almot got killed three times, doing some very dangerous things, because she 

never had any fear. She was playing with Helen on the back porch and had Helen tell her mother they wer going to go 

fishing. Her mother was reluctant to let her go, but she said she could.and they took off.  Myrtle and Helen went out in 

the middle of  the one-way railroad bridge to go fishing, and they sat there and a train was coming right at them, and 

the two fo them were almost killed, only that Myrtle had her brab on to one of the ties, and they hung on, underneath 

the tracks until the train went by, then they could’t swing their legts up highm enugh to get back up on the tracks. 

Another time, Myrtle was late getting home and she saw a t rain taking on water.  She talked Helen into hitching a ride 

on the back of the caboose, and they were almost killed when they jumped off, when the train was going too fast.  

The third time she almost drowned when they had a bad spring flood  Her mother had warned her earlier, she was not 

go near the creek because it was flooding. She did, and she was swept downstrean, and her brothers saw what 

happened and they jumped in to save her and the three of them were swept downtrean. Only that a neighbor saw what 

happened and ran to a nearby bridge and used ropes to pull them out of the raging flood water..  

When Mrs. Eggleston returned that summer and Helen’s was very angry when she told her  what Myrtle had done. She 

gasped and couldn’t believe, Myrtle dared to do such dangerous things, knowing the both of then could have been 

killed.  It bothered her that she would do something as dangerous as go out on the one way railroad bridge, when she 

knew there were signs everywhere that said, ‘NO TRESPASSING?’  

I am sure Gramma must have had her hands full with Momma, when she was growing up, because when she got older, 

her brothers always told us,  she was such  a dare devil because she wasn’t afraid to try anything, because nothing ever 

happened to her.  
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GRANDMA’S HOUSES GO ON FIRE                                             

We went to Aunt Vina’s, for Fourth of July because Daddy and Mamma took their vacation then. Every year Aunt 

Vina held the Vanderworker family reunion at her house. The Vanderworkders were Gramma’s side of the family and 

er younger sister Vine, and Jake, Anthony Neal and Anthony always.came from Hornell, New York.as well as all the 

other relatives would be there, Uncle Leo and Ervin, and their families and everyone would have such a good time and 

best of all,  I don’t remember  it ever raining on that day.  We had such happy memories of everyone being together 

and the tables were lined, that neighbors loan her, and coverd with shite sheets and tablecloths, and evryohne would be 

up sitting outside talking about when they were growing up.  

The boys would be fighting who was going to churn the home make ice cream and  they’d soon get tired of doing it 

and the men were trying to get the fire going to cook hot dogs. On the tables were hams with slices of pineapples, fried 

chicken and roast pork, and sp many platters of food, far more than anyone could eat, plus the card tables set up on the 

porch, with   cakes and pies they brought, while the men stood over an open fire cooking hot dogs, but only the kids 

wanted the hot dogs. When it started to get dark, it seemed the Vanderworkers hated to leave, because they wouldn’t 

see one another again, until the following year. 

Before Momma and Daddy went back to work in the city, Momma would have Daddy drive her and the three us to 

Gramma’s .While we stayed for two days, Daddy just dropped us off and went back to Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry. 

We loved being with Gramma, but it was never a pleasant visit, because Momma and Gramma were always arguing 

over something.  She never got along with her mother for some reason, and that was why she left home when she was 

13, to get away from her mother. She only visited her because she felt it was her duty to go see her when she was in 

Towanda. I have to say, even with the little  bit of money Momma had, she always sent her mother money once a 

month, but it was always Aunt Vina and Momma. None of the others cared or wrorried about their mother, the way 

they did.   

We liked going to Gramma’s, because there was a creek in back of her house. We would ask first if we could go, and 

Momma always made Lily go with us,  we’d walked through the corn that was planted in back of her house, that was a 

lot higher than we were and she wuld tell us to make sure we looked out for rattlesnakes and there always seemed to 

be one lurking around. We’d run and scream through the corn, looking back to see if it was following us, and it would 

be gone by the time we got to the creek, never dreaming how deadly the rattlesnake was. It was very rocky at the 

creek,m but they wer all flat stones and off came our sandals  and we’d wade in the ice cold water, while Lily watched 

us. and i  hot in July, and it would  feel so good, because Autn Vina didn’t have a bathroom, six of girls took turns 

standing  in her washtub, with a little bit of water, because water was scarce in the summer,  and we took our baths 

upstairs, every Saturday.. 

 We loved being with,Gramma because she was so funny and she would make us laugh. But,  Momma would not let us 

stay there, unless she was with us, and we could no tunderstand why?. Before Momma left to go back to the city , she 

would  remind Aunt Vina,. we were not to stay at Gramma’s over night and she let her know, she wouldn’t.  

When Uncle Henry took Aunt Vina to visit her mother after supper,,she would have us put on a clean dress and our 

good shoes and Roseanna my siter and I climbed in the back of htier w door car, and we went with her. She really did 

cared about her mother. even though she would get annoyed at her, again and again,like Momma they seemed to grt in 

an argument over the least little thing., She would bring her a crock of butter she made and several balls of crochet 

thread, and embroidery thread she would buy in Grant’s 5 & 10, knowing Gramma liked to crochet the edges of the 

pillowcases she made, and  she washed and ironed the flour sacks, and crocheted the edges tand she always had to 

embroider pink and blue flowers on them and used them for her dish towels..  
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When Momma left, we would ask Aunt Vina, hopig she wuld say we could stay with Gramma a few days she’d shake 

her head and scold, , “You girls know very well,what your mother said. You know she is afraid what would happen to 

you, if Gramma house should catch on fire.”  We were young and didn’t believe her house would catch on fire, we 

thought Momma and Autn Vina only said that becase they didn’t want us to go there.  

We didn’t understand that Momma had every reason to be afraid of letting us stay at Gramma’s. If her house did catch 

on fire again, we’d being upstairs on those pine needle mattresses and she knew we would never make it out.  Gramma 

made those matteress for all the bedrooms upstairs, they never had beds when they were growing up, and  slept on  

pine needle mattresses her mothr made by hand, with heavy blue and white striped ticking. 

It was no wonder Momma didn’t want us to stay with Gramma. She had five houses that caught on fire. three house 

burned to the ground when they lived along the railroad tracks. The trains had steam engines and burned coal that 

would spew red hot coals up in the air, and sometimes they landed on a house it would burn to the ground, which was 

quite common back then .Their houses burned to the ground because they didn’t have running water, so they had no 

way to put the fire out, unless there was a lot of snow on the ground,  

When Momma was 13, she was still living at home, and she graduated from the one room school house. Everyone was 

all excited when they heard her sitgerVina was getting married in two weeks. Vina was adopoted by their Aunt Vine,  

when she was 9 and she lived with them in  Hornell, New York. When she turned 16, in March of 1913, Henry lived in 

Wysox, and she had met him the summer  before while she was stayignwith hermother for two weeks,, they wrote one 

another back and forth and he asked her to marry him. She left Hornell, New York, so she could be married in her 

mother’s and Henry’s church, in Wysox. Vina came home with lot f wedding presents and a big hope chest filled with 

linens and many other things Aunt Vine bought for her..  She was busy taking up the hem of her wedding dress, on her 

mother’s new treadle sewing machine, when she discovered the chimney in back of the woodstove in the kitchen had 

collapsed and the floor and walls were on fire and it was spreading to the parlor and the upstairs bedrooms.  

With the help of a neighbor, Vina was able to save her wedding gifts, and put her dress in theh hope chest, her 

mother’s new sewing machine and pump organ  Granna’s brother Jake Vanderworker, bought for her. Vina to put off 

her wedding  for awhile until the house could be fixed. The minister asked the women for volunteers to take in some of 

the Squires family. 

Until their house was repaired. They gladly took everyone but Myrtle and they would takeVina, but she refused to go 

unless Myrtle could go too. And nnone of the women wned to take Myrtle,knwogn all the truble she got into  Mrs. 

Eggleston raised her hand and offered to take Myrtle and Vina hme with her, when no one else would.  Mrs. Eggleston 

had them stay there until their house was liveable again. But took a lot longer than she thought, because it was the 

local farmers that volunteered their time to help David fix his house, put in new floors and walls in the kitchen and 

parlor, and a new brick chimney had to be built.   

The next fire Gramma had was in 1928, but it was in the same house. They came home from the funeral for Grampa. 

After  a big bought of chestnut tree fell on top of him, when they were cutting it down.. Aunt Vina sent Momma a 

telegram to let her know to come quick nd why,because  they didn’t have a telephone, to let her  know what happened, 

Daddy borrowed a car and drove Momma and the three of us, to Wysox in the snow and ice. hoping to get there before 

her father died, and they got there just in time. 

 The funeral was held on a bitter cold day in February,and,then they all went back to the house, there was so much 

food the neighbors had dropped off, but no one felt like eating.  Gramma sat there crying, and everyone felt sorry for 

her knowing how they truly loved one another., The friends left and Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry went home. but they 

only lived down the road. Then Leo and Ervin left and Leo said he would be back later on.  

 Gramma went t her bedroom, and Aaron went in his room near to Gramma’s, and Momma and Daddy carried the 
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three of us upstairs, and Sonny and I slept ona pine needle mattresses, bit there were no beds, and t was freezing up 

there with no insulation or heat in the house.The pine needle mattresses were on the floor. We were practically babies, 

I was 3, Sonny waw  2 and Mary Jane was six months old , to keep her warm Momma had her in bed wth them. Sonny 

was two and I was three and we were used to a steam heated apartment. We were shivering because it was so cold in 

that room because the only heat was the woodtove in the kitchen and the parlor woodstove downstairs .There was an 8 

inch hole in the floor for the matal vent to go through, and continue up and out through the roof, but did give off some 

heat.   

Mary Jane was always sick and to keep her warm, Momma had her in the bed with them. slept with them. Sonny and 

id had heavy quilts o us that Gramma made. Momma could hear Gramma crying downstairs, because her bedroom was 

off the parlor, and so was Aaron’s bedroom was next to hers. Uncle Leo came in late.and he decided to stay. He 

decided to sleep next to the parlor stove in the big overstuffed chair, where it was warm. Being it was February it was 

so cold,  Leo knowing we were upstairs, wanted to make sure the wood lasted all night, and he put in as wood as he 

could fit the parlor stove, in doing so he disturbed the elbow of the metal chimney and he woke up smelling  smoke 

and saw in the glow of the fire, he saw the wallpaper on the walls and up on the ceiling were on fire.The flames from 

the fire, were  shooting out of the back stove, up against the wall.  He yelled upstairs to Momma and Daddy, “FIRE 

…FIRE….but don’t try to come down, the stairs are on fire.” Momma panicked when she saw the stars were engulfed 

in flames, and, suddenly the wall in their roomwas on fire, and they were on the pine needle mattresses.She knew if 

they ddn’t get us out of there fast,the floor was on fire and any minute it was going reach those mattresses, and would 

explode into a fireball and it would be the end of it..   

Momma was coughing from allt he smoke and was screaming and praying thinking  we were surely going to die, when 

she heard Uncle Leo yelling,” Open the window and climb out on the roof of the kitchen.” She was in her flannel night 

gown and  bare feet and she climbed on and stood in the snow on the roof and Daddy handed the three of us to her.  

Daddy was in his long johns and he climbed out as fast s he could, and saw Uncle Leo, Gramma and Aaron standing 

down there waiting for them to throw the children down. Uncle Leo caught Mary Jane and  a neighbor caught me and, 

another neighor caughtt Sonny, and they covered us with blankets they brought along. Then Momma and Daddy had 

to jump offthe roof and they looked at the deep snow down below and the jumped and landed in it, unhurt.  

Then. Leo, Aaron, and Daddy with the help of their neighbors grabbed the shovels off the back porch and were able to 

put out the fire,on the first and the kitchen, by filling up pailsof snow and throwing it on on the fire. There was nothing 

left in the bedroom where we were sleeping when the ashes cooled enough sothey could look, where we had been 

sleeping. 

 The only thing  that was left,  was the metal from Daddy’s leather belt,that was on his pants. Everything else was 

incinerated once the ine needles caght fire,  their suitcases, Daddy’s pants, his wallet with his driver’s license and 

money in it.and we were left with no clothes to wear home. The church collected and donated enough clothes for all of 

us, so we could at leat get home and Daddy borrowed money from Uncle Henry, so we could get home..   

                                     *                   *                    * 

It was in 1909, Momma met Mrs. Eggleston, when. she was 9 years old, She liked her right away and enjoyed talking 

to her after church services. She watched her grow up  and was aware of Myrtle’s adventuresome ways/  When she 

gotto be 11 and 12 years old, she would sit her down in the parlor and try to talk to her, only to find, she got in trouble 

again, when she’d see new black and blue marks on her arms and legs, not that she ever complained to her about the. 

She would shutter at the thought ,that mother punished her by beating heruntil she was black and blue, . But, she also 

knew, Myrtle had a mind of hr own, and she had no fear and though nothing of doing some very dangerous things, yet, 

nothing ever happened to her.    

Whe she had Vina and Myrtle staying there, upstairs in the maid’s quarters, while their house she took them to town, 
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and bught them a few dresses and some shoes, and Vuna was 16, she was so happy she was getting married, but when 

she tried to talk Myrtle out of leaving home, because she was only 13, she refused to listen . When she heard her say, 

she wanted to work for her, she was shocked  She had no idea that was what she had in mind.  She shook her head and 

tried to make her understand she belonged home with her mother, an Myhrtle got up and walked away crying and 

rubbing hr eyes.. That night , she thought it over, and decided she would let her stay, even though she had no idea what 

she was going to do with her,  being they already had nine in help and their English butler James. .  

The only reason she let her stay, wasshe felt sorry for her, having seen how her mother continued to beat her black and 

blue,, and she was concerned ,what wouldt happen to her,  a young girl her age walking around with no place to go.. 

 When Mrs. Eggleston let her know, she had changed her mind, tshe made her understand, it would be only for a few 

weeks, to see if she behaved herself and did what she was told.and Myrtlte ended up bbeing with Mrs. Eggleston from 

1913 until 1924..She traveled with them  back and forth in their private railroad cars, and lived in New York City ine 

months o fthe year and back to Wysox in thesummer and their other summer home uon an island in the St.Lawrence 

River..For Myrtle,  it t was quite a different life for a girl who had nevr been out of Towanda, to be traveling and  

living with the Egglestons  

When they were back in Wysox, Myrtle liked to visit her sister Vina and her husband Henry, on her Sunday afternoons 

off and the Egglestons let her take the horse and buggy and insisted she go see her mother and father,While she wa 

there, she discovered the boys had bought th a big red  motorcycle, She got on and went down the road, and she 

didhn’t know the first thing about it, and she hit a tree becaue  she didn’t know how to stop it. Her brothers were 

furious when they hsaw hwt she did,  and she did pay for the damages..  

Aunt Vina and Momma talked about howVina was to be married in June, and the house went on fire, and had to be 

repaired and wedding had to be canceled, The fire destroyed the kitchen and the parlor and burned a big hole in the 

ceiling and they couldn’t live. Tthey had no place to go, and the minister of their church asked for volunteers to take 

them in, and one family, and they took  Leo and Ervin hme with them, and another coule too Aaron and Lily,and 

David and Rose stayed with their next door neighbor, until the house could be repaired/ The men from their  church 

volunteered to help David fix his house. but No one wanted to take Myrtle, They would take Vina, but she wouldn’t go 

unless they took Myrtle too.. Finally, Mrs. Eggleston raised her hand, and she took both girls home with her and they 

lived  upstairs in the maids/ quarters, while there house was being fixed. Mrs. Eggleston was amazed how well, she 

behaved and  foundshe had no problem with Myrtle. After being there for a few week, that was when she  decided she 

was going to leave home,s he had graduatged 8th grade and was not going back to live with her mother, because of the 

way she beat her. A 

It took a lot longer then they thought, for the men to finish the repairs. When it was ready,   their tnext door neighbor 

drove Rose in her wago, over to the Eggleston’s to get Vina and Myrtle and bring them home., Vina glad to 

leave,because she was going to get married, but Myrtle refused to go back homewith her.rnother,/Mrs. Eggleston put 

her arm arund and tried to talk into going, but she didn’t want to, She went reluctantly and said, “I’m coming back..”  

Vina was planning to be married for Christmas, even though her mother was pregnant, she wasn’t due to have the baby 

until February. She was having a hard time and would lay in bed and moan, which was unujsal for her. She had lost 

two two full term beautiufl babies, in the past two years, while they lived in Wysox.  Little Eva was a beautilf baby, nd 

she died whne she was 9 mnonths old and little Raymond was two weeks old when he died and Rose was very 

worried, when. she realized, she was going  into labor. The baby wasn’t due to be born until February. it was only 

December and Dorothy was born two months premature.   

Again Vina had to cancel the wedding , because she was taking care of her mother, Myrtle was living  in New York 

City, and, the doctor told her the baby wasn’t going to live, because it only wieghed 3 [ounds. Vina told Henry, they 

were going to get married in February, no matter what happened., and she did. 
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Dorothy lived and was thriving and and Vina was  going to get married. Myrtle was so exwjhen  she left in New York 

City, and took the train home Itt was snowing when she arrived in Towanda,  to attend Vina’s wedding, She  got 

married in her mother’s church and  their mother’s sister, Aunt Vine and her husband tarrived by train from Hornell, to 

be at the  wedding and the reception  that was held in her mother’s house. It had new brick chimney,and  new wooden 

floors and  plaster walls with grass mixed in with it on the walls,, and lots of flat shelves in the kitchen and new 

curtains on the windows in the kitchen and the parlor.  The baby Dorothy was in the cradle and doing well.and Henry 

and Vina had moved all the shower and wedding gifts into the house Henry bought them in East Towanda.  

Soon after Vina became pregnant, and she had one baby that died, andthen the secondbaby died, and they were heart 

broken. Henry made the little coffins for them and carried them to the church cememtery, and buried them there..  

Then she had a baby girl that lived, and she named  herDorothy, after her little sister, that fought so hard to live, Then 

she had Shirley and then John, and five years later she had Roseanna, They were so happy and Henry promised her he 

was saving his money, and he was going to buy her a farm  where they coud raise all their own food, and they will 

havea big house and  cows, horses and chickens and a couple of pigs. It seemed to much for Vina to believe, they lived 

in East Towanda, in a little house that had no property, and a small back yard.  

When Momma got married in 1914, Aunt Vina had her reception in the house they had in East Towanda and it was in 

that house,that  Mary Jane was born on July 5th, 1928.  

When Myrtle decided she was leaving home,she told Mrs. Eggleston, ‘ she wanted to work for her’  She gasped and 

explained to her,,”You are much too young to leave home, Myrtle and go to work. .Besides, what would I ever do with 

you?  We already have 9 in help and around Labor Day, you know we will be going back to the cit y for 9 months. 

You do understand that we only spend our summers here, we live in New York City.”  

Knowing what her mother did to her,  Mrs. Eggleston did feel sorry for her, but she still felt she belonged home with 

her family, After much pleading, she could tell Myrtle was not going to go back home, so she let her stay, and told her, 

“You can stay, |on one condition, ifn you promise me you will behave herself, and not do any of the terrible things 

you’ve done inthe p;ast.because I will not tolerate it. Do you Understand. “  

Myrtle nodded sheepishly, and she told her, “the first thing we had to do, is buy you some hnew clothes and shoes and 

take you to beauty parlor and get her hair styled, so you will learn to keep it out of your eyes. You will wear awhite 

starched uniforms during the day, right now you will hve to wear someof the uniforms that belongs to the other maids, 

evand they will be much too big on you  After 4 oclck, you wear a black silk uniform,with a white lace apron and 

headpiece.  Myrtle was thrilled to know she was going to wear a uniform   

When Mrs. Eggleston went to church on Sunday, she always topped and talked to Mrs. Pipher, wo was rlated to the 

Remmingotn family in Englad. and her son, Earl, waw always with her, so she knew him well. . Her brothers Leo and 

Ervin would wait for him, and they would all walk together, in all kinds of weather   to the one room school house,  

but Earl always made sure, he walked along side of Myrtle.and  her brothers would tease him. As time went time, they 

got engaged and were planning to get married , and she was in the city working and Mr. Eggleston was help;ing her to 

find a nice wedding gown. When she got a letter from  her girlfriend Helen, that, Earl had married Alta, and never told 

her. Needless to say, it broke her heart to think,t he would do such a thing to her, when they had gone together.for 

almot four years.  

That same year, 1923, she to Mrs. Egglelston she had met someone and  she was going to marry Thomas Francis Mc 

Arow. Mrs. Eggleston tried her best to talk her out of marrying Thomas,, because she just met him and cautioned  her 

that it was too soon, that she had just been jiltet by Earl..that she shoud wait. She wouldn’t listen, and when Mrs. 

Eggleston inqred about him,  the Irish maids that worked for her told her, Thomas was known to be a heavy drinker 

and a gambler, he was always broke and borrowing money from his twin brother.. Mrs. Eggleston tol Myrtle what she 

found out, and wouldn’tt believe her. She told her she was becoming  a Catholic so she could marry him. And she 
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warned her, “Myrtle, you will regret what you are doing, the rest of her life, please listen to me:” and how right she 

was.  

.  

                                           *                   *                   * 

 

Sitting on the plane listening to the engines drone on and on, I couldn’t stop crying. I kept seeing Momma’s face before me. 

and the pain in my heart was unbearable, knowing I was never going to see her again. 

 

 Looking.out the window didn’t help, there was nothing to see but endless mounds of white puffy clouds that went on and on, 

and there was no end to them. I leaned over and covered my face.and  wept uncontrollably, becaise life can be unfair fair at 

times, because while I was sitting there, I knew Momma was in a coffin somewhere in the cargo secton of a plane,  going back 

to Ridgefield Park where she had wanted to be. I kept hearing her asking me, “Rose, why you won’t let  me go back to my 

own house?  I want to be in my own kitchen, I love you, I really do, but I don’t want to be here and be a burden on you or 

anyone else. I just want to go home to my own house..’    

 

No matter how many times I tried to tell ther, why she couldn’t go back to her house,  that someone else was living there now, 

and  she couldnt understand why she couldn’t go back to her house. For some reason, she seemedto think Iwouoldn’ tlet her 

and that hurt, that she thought that..  

When it was because she was being taken the hospital so many times, because she kept forgetting to take her medicine, the 

doctor wanted to put her back in the nursing home.. I had my neice ask him , why can’t she come live with us in Florida? And 

he gave Momma an ultimatum, “You either go in the nursing home, or go live with your daughter in Florida.” 

 

 I was so happy I could take care of Momma, .but she did not see it that way, all she wanted was to go home,, and now she 

was in a coffin going back to New Jersey, and we were going to bury her with Daddy, and I was not going to argue with Mary 

Jane about it, at a time like this, when I already told her how I felt about it. 

 

I hated to admit it, but I would get so frustrated with Momma I would lose my patience because I had to keep reminding her, 

You cannot take care of yourself, let alone take care of Sonny’s kids anymore. You are in a wheel chair becaue you legs have 

given out and I want to take care of you.”  

   

Momma’s face would change and she’d get angry and say,  “What makes you think I need you or anyone else to take care of 

me. I’ve been taking care of myself since I was 13 years old. It’s not that I don’taopopreciate what you are doing for me/ 

There is no reason for me being here. Please let me go back to my own house.” And now he was on her way back home.  

  

 I lmew I had to write Uncle Mick, and tell him Momma had died. He was my father’s twin brother and my Godfather and I 

never forgot how good he was to us when we were little. He always lived with us, until he went back to Ireland in 193l, and 

we missed him terribly. Daddy never did, but he would take for long walks, and take us for a ride on the Fifth Avenue double 

decker bus, and to baseball games, and he always bought each of us a vanilla ice cream cone in the corner drug store..  

He met and married Aunt Mary,in 1930 and she was from Ireland too,  He had saved his money for years to go back to 

Ireland, and they bough  a house and a farm .They had 2 children, Thomas  then Eleanor, and he would send pictures of them, 

and Momma would send them pictures of us, andthey stayed in touch. with Christmas cards and when.thier daughter Eleanor 

got married, and children we ot  Eleanaor’s 5 daughters.His was heart broken when Aunt Mary died in `1968, Eleanor’s 

husband died very young. Uncle Mick moved in with his daughter, to help her take care of her 5 girls nd they all went to 

Qyeens College and graduated, as solicitors and Pauline became a nurse..   

 

In July of 1991, Pauline was Eleanor’s youngest daughter, Uncle Mick’s granddaughter, flew from Belfast, Ireland to see 

Disneyland with several girls  from Queens College, What a surprise it wa when she called and told me she was in Orlando 
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that they just got back from a bus tour they took to see the sights in and around Washington, D.C.  That she was back in 

Orlando but she was going back in 2 days and was hoping she could get to meet us. It was a 4 hour drive, round trip, and our 

Barabara found her and brought her to our house. Pauline spent the night with us and. I was so disappointed she had to leave 

the next day because she was such. a charming, sweet girl.  

 

As soon as I met her, I felt I had known her all her life as she sat there telling us about  Uncle Mick and what life was like in 

Ireland/. We took her to see Momma in the nursing home, and she told Momma, Uncle Mick was 95.and in very good health, 

except he was a little hard of hearing. He walked 2 miles a day and chopped wood for the woodstove to keep it going because 

the weather was  stayed around 50 degrees, and the woodstove kept the house warm and the tea kettle simmering, should 

someone drop in for a cup of tea. 

 

 

 

THE TWINS … THOMAS AND MICHAEL MC AROW  

 

They were born twins, but not not identical twins on May 17, 1896. What a difference between Daddy and Uncle Mick. Uncle 

Mick was tall and thin, kind and giving, , Daddy was short and  

stout, mean and cruel, and extremely selfish. He never gave anyone anything. gave They were  

born  in County Tyrone. Northern Ireland, and thier mother Eleanor died while giving birth to  

them and shorty after,, my father told us, their father died from of blood  poisoning. because he  stepped on a rusty nail in the 

barn. The 8 children were orphans.and grew up in different homes. 

 

Uncle Mick and Daddy came to America,  and Uncle Mickworked for the Fifth Bus Company, he saved his money in the 

bank. to go back to Ireland and buy a house thee. Even though Daddy was citizen of the United Kingdom, he was allowed to 

join the U.S. Navy during WWI.  After he was discharged, he became a citizen of the United States.and got a job as manager 

for one of the James Butler grocery stores, in Mount Vernon, because his job aboard the USS Blackhawk, he was taking care 

and keeping check of the food supplies. He left that job because he wanted to live closer to his twin brother and his oldest 

sister Rose,  that lived in Nerw York City. He got a job delivering milk with a horse and wagon in 1922 and worked for 

Sheffield Farms for 25 years.  They warned him several times, about using  the money he collected on his milk route to pay 

off his bookies, he paid it back, but when he did it again in 1937, they fired him and not one wanted to hire him.    

 

During the early 1930’s  the Depression was bad all over. but Uncle Mick had saved enough money so he could go back to 

Ireland buy a house and a farm he wanted.. That same year, he met Aunt Mary in the city, and being she was from Ireland 

they got married and sailed back to Ireland and he bought a house with a farm, and when they had a boy, they named 

himThomas after Daddy, and  tjey named their little girl,  Eleanor after the mother they never got to see. 

 

In 1957, Daddy was taken away in a straight jacke and p;t in a Veteran’s mental where he remained for 7 years and died thee, 

thinking he was 20 years old and lhe ived in Mount Vrnon and was never married  

 

 Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary helped Eleanor to raise her giel and.iIn 1968, Uncle Mick wrote Momma, that Aunt Mary died of 

cancer.and he decided to move in with Eleanor, and help with the children. The girls grew up and went to college, and 

graduated. Being our daughter Barbara stayed in touch with Pauline, ever since she came to visit us in 1991, in 2005, Barbara 

flew to Ireland with her son William, 11, nd went to see Pauline and got to meet the family.   

 

In 1998, Uncle Mick went to visit a sick friend that had the flu, ne caught it and died soon after. Even though  he was still in 

good health and walked 2 miles everyday he caught the flue. Even though  he smoked a pipe and had an occasional drink, he 

lived to be 102 and Daddy died at 65. Uncle Mick lived 37 years longer than he did.    
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                                                   *                  *                  *         

 

Momma and Daddy were married in November of 1924. they lived with Uncle Mick awhile, because Daddy lived before he 

got married, but Momma assumed they would have their own apartment. A month later, she was pregnant and they had to 

move. The apartment was so small, and she was so happy they had their own apartment at 615 West 162 Sreet 166th  Street, 

A few months after I was born,  Momma was pregnant with Sonny and they had to move again, because they couldn’t pay 

the rent because of Daddy’s gambling and drinking and gambling.  I was only a couple of months old,  and Daddy told her, 

he couldn’t afford to pay rent on an apartment. that he owed too much money to his bookies   

 

Momma cried because she realized more and more, what a terrible mistake she made, marrying him. One day Daddy came 

home and told her he found an apartment in Washington Heights. Momma was delighted until she heard him say, “We don’t 

have to pay rent because we are going to be janitors for 2 elevator apartment houses .”  

 

Momma broke down and cried because she did not want to live in a cellar apartment with her babies, and she knew she 

would ended up doing all of the work, and that is exactly what happened.  She would strap me in the wicker baby carriage 

since I was only 9 months old, and take me with her, while she mopped all the floors, halls, and shined all the brass 

mailboxes for both apartment houses She also had to vacuum both foyers that had big Oriental rugs and sofas in them, dump 

athe ashtrays loaded with cigar and cigarette butts, while she was 8 months pregnant, All Daddy did was come home have a 

steak dinner, put the garbage and ash cans out at the curb every night and get drunk, even though it was during Prohibition. 

 

After the life Momma was accoustomed to for 10 years.,with the Eggleston’s, it was not the kind of  life she wanted. She 

married a drunk and a gambler and there was nothing she could do. She made a vow, for better or for worse and she got the 

worse. 

 

All Momma’s life, she regretted, she didn’t listen to Mrs. Eggelston’s advice, because she swarned her what would happen, if 

she married a man like Thomas, that he didn’t care about her, all he would care about was that he had his whiskey and money 

to gamble with.and she realized it too late, how right she was,  

 

It was.during the Prohibition, but he didn’t care, He  could get all the whiskey he wanted at the local speak-easies. Momma 

never thought she would end up being a janitor.and living in a cellar apartment. She saved all the money she made,  by doing 

favors for some of the women in the apartment houses, she knew how to rewire a lamp, or fix things for them, or sew a hem 

on a dress or skirt for the women, they always paid her well, and she would hide it in a carnival glass sugar bowl in the back 

of the china closet and put the cover on it so Daddy wouldn’t see it. That money was for her to have her baby in the 

Women’s Hospital, where I was born. 

 Because then she had the thousand dollars that Mrs. Egglelston gave her when she got married. All along she thought it was 

still in the bank, only to find out when she went to get some of it so they could get an apartment, she discovered Dadddy had 

withdrawn every penny of it and closed the account. 

 

 Now that she was expecting Sonny to be born in a week or two she was very glad she had that money in the sugar bowl save. 

Everytime she fixed a slamp or fixed something for one of the tenants, they would give her money and she saved every 

penny of it in a sugarbowl with a cover in the back of the china closet, where Daddy wouldn’t see it. When she went to bring 

the money to the hospital and pay them, the sugar bowl was empty. Daddy had taken all the money and never told her.  

 

When she confronted him about it, he told her, “I needed it more than you do, I had to pay off my bookie.” 

  

It was Halloween, 1926 and the weather was still nice. Most of the apartments had their windows open and one of the women 

upstairs wasd hanging out the back window when she thought she heard Momma screaming down in the cellar. She got 

worried because she knew she was due any day.  She took the elevator down to the cellar to see if it was her,and discovered 
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her on the kitchen floor screaming, because she was in labor and she kept screaming .She knew she didn’t have a phone, so 

she hurried back upsrairs and called for an ambulance to come..  

 

They got there in not time, only to find Momma was writhing in pain and laying on the kitchen floor. They had no choice but 

finish delivering the baby. They realized he was a blue baby, a rare condition of the blood. they told her they had to rush him 

to the hospital, and assured her he would be alright. They left and the nurse stayed and took care of Momma, seeing how she 

was hemoraging profusely. 

 

Whatever happened  when they delivered Sonny,when she went for her check-up at the clinic the doctor told her, ‘from now 

on you have to practice birth control because of what happened to your insides during the last delivery, because if you don’t 

you will die if you get pregnant again’.  

 

She cried and told the doctor, “I’m a Catholic, I can’t do that,  It is a sin and against my religion to use birth control.” The 

doctor just shook his head in disbelief.     

 

Uncle Mick came for dinner on Sundays, and would bring a roast beef or a chicken for Momma to cook.. It bothered him 

they were living in a cellar and were janitors, Momma had 2 babies to take care of, and he knew Daddy did nothing to help 

her, that she did the mopping and cleaning of the both apartment houses. While they were sitting around the table having 

dinner, Uncle Mick  asked Daddy, “I was wondering, suppose  I look around for a big apartment, and I paid half the rent and 

half the electric,  could I move in with you and Myrtle, I don’t like living alone.” Daddy laughed and gladly agreed to the 

arrangement.  

 

It was 1928, and Uncle Mick dropped in and told them he found a big apartment on the corner of Amsterdam Avenue, at 500 

West l3lst Street. He looked at Momma and told her,   but, I’m afraid it is up on the 5th floor. But all the rooms have the sun 

pouring in.” Momma liked hearing that after living in a cellar apartment for 2 years. They moved in. and Momma discovered 

she was pregnant with Mary Jane.She panicked, andwent to the clinic, the doctor told her the same thing, she would not be 

able to carry the baby full term, that  she would die and so would the baby.” She cried because she was in her 8th month, and 

she decided, if she was going to die, she wanted to be withVina, not Daddy. because she wanted her sister to raise us,  with 

her children. She knew Daddy didn’t want us and she didn’t want us to be with him..  

 

She packed a suitcase and too us and we got on the train and went to Towanda, and when she got there, she filled out the 

necessary papers that stated she only wanted Aunt Vina to raise us, and signed it.  Her old friend, Dr. Brown came to Aunt 

Vine’s  house and she gave him the report from the doctor in the clinic. He read it and shook his head because he afraid of 

what of was going to happen to her, and wrotedown her wishes and handed them to Vina, in case she did die.  

 

On July 3rd, she  went into labor, and was having had a terrible time, because she was in so much pain. Dr. Brown kept 

checking on her, and after 2 days of excruciating pain, and some castor oil, the baby still refused to be born. Dr. Brown knew 

Momma ever since she was a little girl, finally got to deliver the baby, 2 minutes after midnight on July 5th, 1928,  Momma 

wanted him to write down  she was born on  July 4, and he refused to do it.and she named the baby Mary Jane after his 

daughter.  

Whatevrhappened, no one knows why, but for 4 months she was unable to lift her foot and walk. Aunt Vina had to take care 

of the baby and us,  for almost 2 months, Then Uncle Mick and Daddy came and brought us back home, but Momma could 

only shuffle, she was not able to walk, and Uncle Mick installed lead pipes on all the wall, that momma could hone on to and 

get around the house.  

 

WhIe Momma was in Pennsylvania, that was when Daddy started making whiskey and beer in our bathtub and he still did it, 

long after they did away with Prohibition..  Uncle Mick did not like to see. Daddy drink and gamble, and he would remind 

him, he should take better care of his family, and that he had to stop drinking and gambling. When he wouldn’t listen to him, 
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he went to a friend of his, who was a Father Gaffney.and he came to the house. He  had a long talk with him, and while he 

was there, he heard his confession and Daddy promised him faithfully, he wouldn’t drink and gamble anymore. The next day 

he wasdrinking and gambling again. 

 

Uncle Mick was saving his money so he could  go back to Ireland and Daddy was well aware of his plans to do that, yet he 

kept borrowing money from him to pay off his bookies. He never gave him back what he borrowed. Instead, he would laugh 

and tell him, ‘You have plenty of money in the bank. I need it, you don’t need it. I have to pay off my bookies or they’ll 

come after me..’.  

 

Uncle Mick felt he was his brother and couldn’t say no. He gave him what he asked for  They were twins but so different.  

Uncle Mick was tall and thin, and, Daddy was short and stout. Uncle Mick was neat and clean and Daddy didn’t care how he 

looked. Uncle Mick saved his money and Daddy spent all his money on drinking and gambling. He didn’t care about hs 

family, it was always what he wanted.for himself  

 

We have such  happy memories of when Uncle Mick ived with us. He would take the 3 of us for a ride on the double decker 

Fifth Avenue bus, because he worked for them for 10 years.and. knew all the conductors because must of them came from 

Ireland. We liked to sit upstairs on the open bus that went down Riverside Drive, but they only ran them in the spring and 

summer. We’d laugh when we’d hear Uncle Mick talking to the conductors and telling them,  he was going back to Ireland 

and buying a house with a farm, and they’d smile and envy him and we’d plead with him to stay, that we did not want him to 

go back to Ireland, and he’d hug and kiss us, something Daddy never ever did.. 

  

Sunday mornings we went to the children’s mass, and wear our good dresses and patent leather shoes knowing Momma was 

going to go some place when she came home aroud 1 o’clock. Anna would make a big breakfast with pancakes and sausages 

but we only had that on Sunday mornings, the rest of the week we had hot Wheatena or oatmeal, or boiled eggs with buttered 

toast. . We looked forward to listening to Mayor La Quardia read the funnies on the radio, on Sunday mornings. Then we’d 

hang out the window and wait for Momma to get off the trolley and we’d run downstairs and meet her in the hall, and she’d 

put down her packages so she could  hug and kiss her, and we’d be so glad to ee her. We never knew where we were going 

until Momma came home, but we knew it was always somewhere we’d had fun.  

 

We alwaysliked going to visit Uncle Barney and Aunt Rose. It was downtown on the east side, in a section that was called 

Yorktown. We’d take the Third Avenue trolleyand get off at 82nd, under the Third Avenue el and we’d hold Mommas hand 

and walk over to Second Avenue, with Sonny trialing behind. They lived on the 2nd Avenue and their apartment was called a 

railway flat, and it was on  Second Avenue where th eel was. and their windows looked out onto the tracks and we would 

watch the  el go by, filled with people and they’d be gawking in at us.  The only bathroom was out in the hallway. tt was for 

the tenants on that floor, and many a time we had to wait our turn to go in.. 

 

 Uncle Barney was a chauffeur for the Morgan family and when  the man he worked for, died he left them some money and 

they moved up to 88th.  Street on Second Avenue, They bought a bar and grill on the corner, and later on they hired Daddy, 

when he got fired frin Sheffield Farms for using their money togamblr with, nd din’t he do the samething to them., to opay 

off the bookies.and he was drinking on the job and the customers complained to Aunt Rose. She was so good to him and 

even paid for Daddy, his twin brtother Michael, his older brother Barney and sister Florie to come to America. She felt so 

bad, because  she had to fire Daddy.   

 

Momma liked her and their 5 children. they were our age and some were a little older When we had dinner there, we used to  

be amazed at all food that was on the table, in big platters and she’d put all that fod in the middle of their dining room table, 

and always had a nice white starched tablecloth with lace round the edge, was on the table. We were thrilled we could sit 

with the grown ups, because we rarely sat at our dining room table, Daddy was always siting at our dining room table, but we 

weren’t allowed to.We had to eat on the top of the stantionary tub, from the day we moved in there until the day we got 
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married, while Anna served Daddy his dinner everynight, a steak and boiled potatoes cut up,and only ‘he’ sat in the dining 

room.    

 

We’d go to see Aunt Mary and Uncle Baruey Mc Arow, in Brooklyn at Borough Hall, He was Daddy’s oldest brother and 

they had 6 children, that were our age and  older,t like Aunt Rose’s children.  When we went to Daddy’s sisters or brother’s 

house, Daddy would never go withus. 

 

He preferred to stay home and drink his whiskey. but .Momma didn’t mind, in fct she was glad,  because he would get drunk 

and embarrass her. We loved going to their houses because of all he food they had and we could sit at the table with them.  

 

What we could never figure out, when we were growing up was how come Daddy’s sister and brothers were so good to their 

children, and Daddy was so mean to us? He may have been our father, but he was a horrible man.  

  

Uncle Mick and Daddy had Sundays off, and Momma had Sunday afternoons off. Sometimes, before Momma came home, 

Uncle Mick would take us for a walk up to City College and back but Daddy would never go. When we came back Uncle 

Mick would buy us  vanilla ice cream cones and he made sure we didn’t get any on our dresses, because he knew Momma 

would get mad if we did.  

 

He did not like that Daddy made whiskey in the bath tub, and he  would look in the hall closet and see all the bottles of 

whiskey had had lined up on the shelves, and walk away disgused with the way Daddy was always drinking. and passing out. 

While Daddy would drunk and get drunk, Uncle Mick would get down on the floor with us, and show us how use our 

crayons on our coloring books he’d buy us. He was the one that taught me to print my name on the back of the drug store 

flyer, before I even started school. Daddy never bought us anyting for our birthdays or Christmas, let alone buy us an ice 

cream cone, he only spent his moneyon drink and gambling. 

 

I rememberr the last Christmas Uncle Mick was with us, it was 1930. As young as I was, I nevr forgto that day. Momma had 

made lots of Christmas cookies and put them on a plate.and she whispered to us, “Guess what?  Santa Claus is coming to our 

house tonight.  If you keep looking up at the sky,  you will see his reindeers pulling his big sleigh through the sky and it’s 

going to be filled with toys..  

 

We were so excited and we kept looking out the window andwaiting for him. We lived on the top floor, so we had a good 

view of the sky and the 3 of us kept looking up at the sky for Santa.  I was 5, Sonny was 4 and Mary Jane was 3. That night 

Momma was holding Mary Jane in her arms,.and all of a sudden we started screaming, instead of being happy we were so 

scared when we saw Santa Claus on our firescape  looking in at us. we ran and hid behind Momma, when started to open the 

window..  

 

Uncle Mick had gone next door to a neighbor who had no chilcren and he put on a Santa Claus suit,  and climbed out on the 

fire escape that we both shared. When we saw Santa out there in the snow, with a bag of toys slung over his shoulder we got 

so frightened seeing he was going to come in our house., Sonny and I stayed behind Momma and kept eyeing him up and 

down  WhenMomma pushed me towards him, him, she insisted I offer  Santa Claus some of the Christmas cookies. 

 

 I  reluctantly picked up the dish and offered him some.and he took one.and ate itand  patted me on my head.and he pinched 

Mary Jane’s cheek with his gloved hand, she squealed and turned away fast and buried her face in Momma’s neck and was 

crying..   

He laughed as he walked over to the Christmas tree and got down on his knees and started putting the packages wrapped in 

red tissue paper around the bottom of the tree, I found the courage to go over and stand in back of him and ask, “Where is 

your big sleigh and reindeers?”  
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He didn’t know how to answer me. and he looked over at Momma. She said quick, “Oh! They’re up on the roof   Santa 

couldn’t land on the street with all the cars down there,  It would be too dangerous” .I believed it and when he finished, we 

watched him climb back out on the fireescape and he waved and he was gone  then.we ran over to see the presents he put 

under the tree. 

 

Meanwhile Uncle Mick was next door putting his bus uniform back on. Then he walked in the house, like he just came home 

from work. We grabbed his hand and pulled him inside to show him the presents Santa left. Daddy slept through it all, Uncle 

Mick tried to wake him up,but he was too drunk to see what was going on.    

 

In 1931,Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary were getting ready to go back to Ireland, and they decided they wanted to do something 

special for Momma. Having seen how Daddy drank and gambled, the last thing they wanted to do was give her money, 

because they knew she would use it to pay bills.or Daddy would take it from her, like he took the money she had saved in the 

sugar bowl, so she could have Sonny in the hospital, rather than at at clinic or at home. Uncle Mick realized once they left, she 

would  have to go to work because she would no longer be getting money for his room and board.   

 

Aunt  Mary suggested he could pay her tuition so she could attend the New York Scientific School of Cooking, and become a 

Certified French Chef, becaue it was something she always wanted to do and couldn’t afford it. They were happy they got to see 

her graduate as a French Chef, white cap and all, before they sailed,  but  Daddy wouldn’t go with them, and they felt bad he 

wouldn’t do that for her . Momma thanked the both of them for what they did, and Uncle Mick let her know he did it, because he 

knew Tom was not going to stop his drinking and gambling, and he let her know, he was never going to support his family like 

he should, that she was going to have to work in order to pay the bills.and he wa right because, Momma ended up paying the rent 

and grocery bills the rest of her married life,  Daddy never helped her out,and yet that was where he slept and ate the food she 

paid for the rest of his life.!While Momma worked as a part-time as  French Chef for about a year, it was not enough to cover all 

the bills. When they discovered Mary Jane had cancer on th einer thigh of her legs, she would need radium treatments for 2 

years, she was faced with bills from the hospital and the doctors.so she knew she had to get a full time job.and she worked for 

Mr. and Mrs Henry.Hardon  

THE DEPRESSION YEARS …  1930 TO 1941 

 

When Momma graduated from the New York Scientific School of Cooking in 1931, 

 the school sent her to some of the wealthiest homes in the city to cook a luncheon or a dinner. The school was very pleased to 

know she was well-liked. because some of the ladies would call and ask, that they only send Myrtle to do their luncheons or 

dinners.   

 

Momma enjoyed her work,  but worried about leaving us at home with Daddy. He came home around noon, being a milkman 

and that enabled her to go cook dinners where the school sent her.. I was 5, Sonny 4 and Mary Jane 3. when Momma went to 

work. She left dinner ready and Daddy was to het it up and feed us. He would get drunk and fall asleep, and we’d be there wtih 

no one watching us aand no dinner..When Momma came home, she’d find us asleep on the floor and hungry. dinner. She ahd to 

feed us and put us to bed.and it caused so many arguments and she’d get all upset that she had to work  to pay the bills, and he 

wuldn’t try to help her and watch the children, and heat up their dinners., he’d drink and get drunk and fall asleep.  

 

Momma decided she had to find someone she could trust, to watch us  She asked the lady downstairs that lived alone,  could she 

watch us for a couple of hours tht she would pay her, She was surprised.when she said, she would gladly to do it, that she really 

needed the money. Momma liked her and was relieved to know she could go to work, and not have to worry about us being with 

Daddy passed out from drinking..    

 
Going to so many of these rich homes when she cooked luncheons or dinners, she was appalled to see how much food was 

thrown out in the garbage. It was obvious the help had plenty to eat, but what she  couldn’t believe was they scraped whatever 
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was left on the platters and plates of food that were hardly touched, went into the garbage.. 

 

 It was the beginning of the Depression that lasted 13 years.and on almost every street corner in New Yok City, people wer used 

to seeing hungry tramps with their hands out stretched, begging  for a nickel or a dim to buy a roll or a cup of hot coffee. Going 

home at night,  Momma would see them night after night in font of the apartment houses, digging in garbage pails looking for 

something to eat.   

 

It bothered her to know how all that food was being thrown away whereever she worked. Sitting on the trolley she would see 

hundreds of people standing on line, 12 abreast, men women and children, standing the in  rain or snow, all waiting for a bowl of 

hot soup and a piece of crusty bread and there were no end to the line that went around the building.   

 

Thinking about all the tramps wondering around on the streets, she wondered how she could she save the food they threw out 

and bring it to then  but she didn’t know how to approach the ladies of the house and ask them something like that. It was 

knowing they were there, holding their dirty hands out for a nickel or a dime, Some of them saved what little money people gave 

them, and buy a bottle of  cheap wine so they could forget who they were and where they were and curl up and sleep in a 

hallways or dark cellars, so they did not have to think about tomorrow or the next day. 

 

We lived a block east of Broadway and 2 blocks east of the Hudson River, and everyone in that area knew the tramps were there. 

The dumps was south of the 125th Street ferry terminal, and continued downtown for miles. All long the shores of the Hudson 

River there were hundreds of tramps that had migrated and lived in cardboard boxes  

and lean-tos, bbut no one bothered them because all that land belonged to New York City. That was where  the city dumped all 

the ashes and garbage, because they were making the foundation for the new West Side Highway they were going to 

built along there, it was going to go all the way up; to the George Washington Bridge, and down to the end of 

Manhattan and it was the first elevated highway ever built..The construction of it took 20 years. They began building it 

in the 20s. It was the first elevated highway to collapse, because of the extensive decay and rust and it deteriorated so 

bad, it had to be closed down permanently in 1973.  

  

There was tremendous pressure to replace the highway with a bigger and better freeway. They even decided to call it 

the Westway, but the plan was defeated after a David versus Goliath struggle.that lasted more than a decade, It was 

with a group of west-side residents, community boards, and environmentalists fighting the entire New York political 

establishment, including New York city’s mayor and New York state’s governor and two senators.  

Today it is a park with a pedestrian promenade, a bicycle path that follows along the Hudson River on Manhattan’s 

west side - public places that are real amenities for Manhattan on land that used to be blighted by elevated freeway. It 

was officially named the Miller Elevated Highway in honor of former Manhattan Borough President Julius Miller 

because it was part of the system of freeways that was created by New York’s master builder Robert Moses. When the 

first stretch of the highway was completed, the New York Times narveled over "the gleaming new concrete ribbon" 

that drivers could travel from lower Manhattan “nearly to Poughkeepsie without stopping for a traffic light.’  

Or, stop for an intersection.” Moses promised the new highway would “eliminate” congestion on Manhattan’s west 

side.  

But, it was also, was the world’s first elevated highway that collapsed.  

The problem  they had, was there were no design standards when it was being built. In retrospect, the design was 

unsafe.because it’s  sharp curves and narrow lanes and entrance ramps.  

The stretch between Canal St. and 72nd St. was built between 19290-1936, and it connected the highway uptown to 

the Henry Hudson Parkway. In 1938, it was extended south to connect with the Battery. Then the construction was 
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interrupted by World War II .and the highway wasn’t completed until 1948. It wasn’t until 1950, the highway was 

finally connected to the new Brooklyn Battery Tunnel.  

 

 

 

It took 20 years to build the West Side Highway and it collapsed.because it corroded because of salt that was used to melt the 

snow on the highway, year after year and the accumulation of pigeon excrement     

December 16, 1973, a cement truck was going to make a repair on another part of the West Side Highway, when a 60 

foot section of the northbound roadway near Gansevoort St. collapsed. The highway was in such bad condtion, it had 

to be determined whether or not this section was safe, even if it was repaired, and it finally had to be dismantled and 

taken down.   
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PALISADES AMUSEMENT PARK….. From Wikipedia, 

 

“Palisades Amusement Park was located in New Jersey. It was across across the Hudson River and New York City. 

It was situated on top the Palisades Cliffs, partly in Cliffside Park and Fort Lee.  

The park operated from 1898 until 1971, andit  remained one of the most visited amusement parks in the entire 

country, up until the end of its existence,  

But it became a victim of its own great success, I had inadequate facilities to deal with generations of families and 

their children who flocked to its gates, year after year.  

They finally had to close the park, and several  high-rise luxury condminuiums wer built along the cliffs of the 

Palisades, that overlooked New York City and the Hudson River, and when I look up there, it was hard to belive that 

palsidaes Amusement Park is gone, because of all the wonderful memeories we have when we used to go there during 

the 30’s. 

 

TRAMPS ALONG THE HUDSON RIVER   

 

During the 1930’s,  the Depression came after the Crash on Wall Street in October of 1929, and men in every state lost their jobs 

and could not find work. A lot of them thought, if they went to in New York City,they would find work, but there was no work 

in the city either, and many of them ended up with the tramps that were living on the dumps all along the shores of  Hudson 

River.  

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Palisades_Amusement_Park_3.jpg
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Palisades_Amusement_Park##
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It was there they were going to build the elevated Westside Highway there, and it was the first of it’s kind. They started  at the tip 

of Manhattan in the 20’s, and it was going all the way to the George Washington Bridge, eventally,   

 

The dumps was land that belonged to the city.The tramps lived there. Hundreds of them slept in cardboard boxes and lean-to’s  

made from pieces of wood and tin and store signs they’d find. It was a place where they could sleep and not be chased by the 

cops or janitors.The problem was they had to eat.and at night they picked through garbage cans lined up in front of apartment 

houses.   

 

We never heard of any of the tramps getting in trouble with the police or robbing people.  They were mostly men who lost their 

jobs and homes, that came to New York City hoping to find work, only to find  there were no jobs in the city  They’d run out of  

money and end up not having anything to eat and no place to sleep,and they ended up living like the tramps  Many of them were 

WW1 veterans. The G.I. Bill of Rights wasn’t signed yet, not until 1945, when President Franklin D. Roosevelt signed it.  

 

The shame of it was everyone knew the tranps were over there. Some of the churches and local organizations would bring food 

to them now and then, and there were  soup kitchens throughout the city, where they served a bowl of hot soup and a piece of 

bread, but they were  too far away from where they were. 

 

The cooking school continued to sendi Momma to cook dinners at night and going home on the trolley she would wath the 

tramps in front of the apartment houses digging down in the garbage cans,  looking for a crust of bread, she figured if they 

could eat garbage, they would be only too glad to get those left-overs, but Momma didn’t know how to approach the ladies of 

the house and ask, if she could have the left-overs that she would like to take  to them to tramps in the dumps. 

Finally got the courage to ask some  the women, on to find they were appalled at he idea,  that she would want to do such a 

thing, while others were glad to have their maids save what  they could for the tramps . Momma  was usuallysent to the same 

homes 2 or 3 times a week, and the maids saved all the cooked food for her.and gave it to her when she went there. When she 

got it home,  she  made little packages of food for them. put in some meat, potatoes and vegetables in wax paper and stick in a 

piece of cake or cookies, if she had any, and we would bring it to them twice a week,   

 

I hated to go with Momma and have to bring them that food over to them. When I’d complain she would tell me “You are the 

oldest. I want you to go ith me. You don’t want me to go there by myself with all those men  that areover there, do you?”   

 

I’d whine, “But I don’t like them, They are always sneaking  looks at us, and they’re not very nice. They take the food and 

never say, thank you.” That was what they did, they’d nod, and run to their boxes or lean-tis with the food and sit there, r 

cardboard boxes and leaa-to’s,and eat the food Momma brought them. I’d be so happy when it was all gone and Momma 

would say,  ”I guess we can go home now.”  

 

When we got to Amsterdam, where we lived at 131the Street,  Momma washed up and put some lipstick on and kissed us fast 

and hurried downstairs. Our dinner was cooked and the lady downstairs that took care of us, heated it up and pu tit on the 

plates Molmma had lined up, and Momma was gone to go cook another dinner somewhere. 

 

The next time Momma  wanted me to go with her, to bring them food, I grumbled, ”I don’t want to go over there anymore.”  

Momma would give me that look and tell me, “How could you say something like that Shame on you.  Don’t you know God 

will reward you for helping those poor men.. You are a very lucky girl, because you have never been hungry so you don’t what 

it feels like , not to have nnything to eat..”  

 

No matter what Momma said, it didn’t make me feel any different about them, I did not like them and I told her “ But I don’t 

want God to reward me, I just don’t want to go over there anymore.  They don’t shave and their hands are so dirty when they’d 

take their ipackage of food, and you know how they stink.” Momma would give me that look of hers, because she felt sorry for 

them, but I didn’t..   
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When the wind was blowing in the wintertime, it was so much colder  by the river, compared to where we lived. Especiallly when 

it was around 20 degrees My face, hands and toes would hurt, yet it never bothered Momma, but  she walked fast and carriied two 

bags and I only crried one bag. and always had to tried to keep up with her. When  I asked her,”How come we have to go there 

when it is so cold? No one else brings them food.”   

 

Momma lectured me about ‘God, and we should help the poor” \nnd I’d grumble,“How come you have to do it,  when none of the 

other mothers brings them food?” She would   

sigh, “I guess it is hard enough for them to feed their own families, let alone feed the tramps. .I only bring them what would be 

thrown out in those rich homes I work in. and  I am sure they must get food from somewhere, probably some of the churches 

must  brings them food.because they’d surely die of starvation if they had to rely on what we bring them.” I shrugged and 

couldn’t wait to go home stand next the radiator and get warm, it was so cold out. . 

 

One day while we were walking over there, Momma was upset and she started to cry and she wiped her eyes saying, .“I am so 

tired of coming home and seeing Daddy drunk night after night. He keeps making that whiskey in the bathtub.and fills the hall 

closet is filled with nothing but bottles of whiskey. When I think of all the money he spends on himself and he gambles and 

loses so much money every week,, it mades me sick when Iwork so hard to pay the rent and put food on the table, and he 

doesn’t give me any money. No wonder  his friends come to the house to play cards, he gives them all the whiskey they want, 

like he’s some big shot. And some of them evej have the nerve to go in our icebox and help themselves to what they want, 

when I’m not home.”   

 

Momma kept going on and on about Daddy. but I didn’t understand what she was talking about. I’d feel so bad seeing Momma 

cry. ”It’s not right Daddy doesn’t give me any money towards the rent and groceries. I should be home with you children. I 

shouldn’t have to work. When I think how he sits at home drinking and I have to  pay Mrs. Maroney  to watch you children, when 

he could heat up your supper I leave ready and take care of you children until I get back. He can’t do that much to help me when I 

work to pay the rent and grocery bill? All he cares about himself and that he has his whiskey.and playing cards with his friends.. 

He doesn’t care about me or you children. ”  

 

Momma  kept talking about Daddy, she walked so fast I had a hrad time trying to keep up with her because her legs were much 

longer than mine  She kept sobbing and couldn’t wipe her eyes because she was carrying the two bags of food for the tramps, and 

the tears were running down her face and I didn’t know what to say seeing how she was crying. 

 Then she sighied, “I thought when I got a part time job through the cooking school,  as a French Chef, I would make enough to 

pay the bills, but it isn’t nearly enough. Now that the doctor discovered that Mary Jane has cancer on her leg, I don’t know what I 

am going to do.  He said. she is going to need 2 years of radium treatments. I don’t make enough money to pay for it. I have to 

find a full time job. Since Mick went back to Ireland, I don’t have the money I used to get for his room and board., and the school 

takes half my pay and I get the other half.” 

 

“Oh dear,  I dread to think I’d have to leave you children with someone I don’t know.” and Momma stopped and set the bags on 

the sidewalk,and opened her pocketbook and got a hanky to wipe her eyes ”I am so upset because of what the doctor told me this 

morning,  those radium treatments for Mary Jane;s leg is  going to be very expensive. I don’t know how I am ever going to pay 

for them. I have to get a full time job, but t will mean I won’t be home with you children anymore,  I will be working  7 days a 

week. with only Sunday afternoons off, And I will need to find a woman that will  stay with you children that I can trust?.’  

 

We kept walking and I didn’t’ know what to say. Momma took a deep breath before she  said  “I wouldn’t have to work if Daddy 

gave me enough money to run the house like he should.” I shrugged because I didn’t know what she was talking about.  

 

We kept walking and she didn’t say anything more, because we were at the dumps. We had to be careful  when we climbed up on 

the  big mound of ashes and Momma would  look around to see where the tramps were congregated and talking.  
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As\soon as they saw us, they’d stop talking and all their eyes were on us, to see where Momma was going to start handing out the 

packages of food he had wrapped in wax paper.for them. Once she started handing  them the food,  she was back to smiling again. 

They’d line up one in back of one another and be salivating while waiting for their turn.   

 

Going home, Momma continued to grumble, “I don’t know of  another woman in our neighborhood that has to work like I do.. 

Daddy has a good job. I shouldn’t have to work and leave you children.. Not with the money he makes  Some men don’t have a 

job and they find odd jobs so they can pay the rent and grocery bill and their wives don’t work.”  

  

Momma got a full time job and started to work for Mr. and Mr. and Mrs.Henry  Hardon. at 137 East 66th Street.  She was very 

pleased that it was Mrs. Hardon that asked her if she would like to work for them, permanently?  The school often sent their 

apartment ther to cook a lunch or dinner. The Hardons entertained ofen and had some very important people go to their home.. It 

was a difficult decision for her  to make, to be working 7 days a week with only Sunday afternoons off, but she was desparate and 

needed the money.  

 

Mrs. Hardon explained, it would mean she would spend 6 months of the year, on and off  at their home in Connecticut, but that it 

was only an hour away. They stayed there a few weeks at a time. Their chauffeur drove Mr. Hardon to his office in the city 

Monday mornings, and during the week he stayed at a Gentlemen’s Club not their apartment. 

 Mrs. Hardon also explained to her that they had an English couple, Chris and Mary Hill that hae, worked for them for years, and 

they lived year round at their country home, Mary was their cook and Chirs their chauffeur.  Momma’s only job would be to cook 

special menus, not prepare the food, because they enjoyed having guests and entertained often.. Momma thought it over, and 

knowing what was expected of her, she took the job.  

 

In September of 1931 she went to work for them and she teally enjoyed working for them. She had a few hours free time for 

herself in the middle of the afternoon and Sunday afternoon and evenings was her time off,  When they were in their apartment in 

the city, Momma  went back Sunday nights, she did not stay home. she went back because she said, ‘Mr. Hardon had breakfast at 

6 A.M. As I got older, I doubted that was the reason.    

 .  

Mr. Henry Hardon was head of the Imigration Department, so they entertained a  

lot of important people and there was always food  wasted/ The women usually 

came with their husbands,and would leave most of the food on their plates to keep  

their slim figures. Momma hesitated to ask Mrs. Hardon again, could she continue  

to save all the left over food, and  bring it to the tramps?. Mrs Hardon was pleased  

to hea she would do that for them. Since she was no longer going from house to  

house cooking luncheons and dinners, she could no longer bring them all the food  

to them like she did before. Once a week, Momma came home around 3 o’clock,  

and we brought the food over to the tramps.but, she was always in a hurry to get 

 back because dinner was always at 8 o’clock.  

 

It was really wonderful how good Mrs Hardon was to us. that she would send her chauffeur Chris to pick us up after school on 

Friday afternoons, so we could spend  

the week end with Momma, and we’d have fun with the friends we got to know, because we were there several times a year from 

1931-1939 

 

When Momma first went to work for Mrs. Hardon, it was 1931, almost 2 years after the Crash on Wall Street, on 

October of 1929, and as a result we had the Depression that lasted more than 10 years.  It didn’t end until WW11. 

when war was declared on December 7. 1941, when the Japanese bombed Pearl Hardor..  
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The Depression years was a terrible time for most families all across the country, everyone suffered from it. As each 

year went by, the economy only got worse instead of better and thousands and thousands of men lost their jobs, 

when.so many  businesses folded, it was lika a dominoa effect, because  it caused so many others to fold an close their 

doors. 

 

When so many men lost their jobs, the problem was they couldn’t find another one.  

As time went by they lost their homes and when they could no longer support their families, they thought if they went to New 

York City, they would surely find work. 

only to find out there were no jobs in the city either. No matter where they went there were signs posted ,“NO WORK”  But, it 

was in all the newspapers, New York City 

was building the tallest building in the world on the corner of 34th Stret and Fifth Avenue..and there should be plenty of work, 

because they were going to tear down  

the old Waldorf-Astoria Hotel, and building a new one up on 43rd Street and Fifth Avenue, that the Empire State Building was 

being built there, because of the solid rock foundation that was needed, so they could built it to be 88 stories high. 

 

  1930 BUILDING THE EMPIRE STATE BUILDING 

                                       

 
 

Robert Moses was called the Master Builder in New York.. It was said he changed the face of New  

York City.because he played a large role in shaping the physical envoirment of  New York State,   

more than any other figure during the 20th Century.  

 

After the crash on Wall Street, they questioned if they should go ahead with the plans to build the  

Empire State Building.  Robert Moses advised the city planners to go ahead and build it, regardless  

of the Depression.  

 

When the news hit, they were going to building the Empire State building, it spread like wildfire. Men  

that had worked in construction came from all over, by bus and train and they stood on line for various 

 jobs.The  majority of them were turned down, because they were not qualified to do what was required, 
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 to walk back and forth on beams 88 floors high, and rivet them together The bit of money they came  

with, ran out, and they could not buy any food and they had no place to sleep. Many of them had the  

good sense to go back home. Just as many ended up with all the others that came to New York City, 

thinking they could find  work, and ended up sleeping on park benches and in big cardboard boxes  

in the middle of  Central Park and  Bronx Park, as well as hallways and cellars of apartment houses..  

 

Hundreds of men lived  on the dumps along the Hudson River . You could see them  in card board boxeds and leans-tos for miles 

all up and down the shore and th ey lived in cardbord boxes and leans-tos and called \it ‘home’.  

 

.It was hard to believe, in New York City, hundreds of tramps lived there, but they did., They had no place to go. Most 

of them were WWI veterans.  What people didn’t realize, the dumps went for miles, because that  was where they 

were starting to  build the new elevated Westside Highway. ,It was going to be the first of it’s kind in history. No one 

had ever attempted to build an elevated highway before. 

 

 It was to go from the end of Manhattan where the Battery was,  all the way up to the George Washington Bridge, on 

180th  Street. .Most people didn’t care about what they wer e planning to do They weren’t nterested in knowing about 

the new elevated highway or that they were boasting it was going to help traffic move faster and avoid traffic jams. 

Where we lived, like most people then, couldn’t  afford to own a carm they used the trolley or subway to go to work or 

gogshopping. 

 

I remember how it always bothered my mother seeing all those tramps living, where they dumped all the ashes and 

garbage. Because the dumps  began 125th Street, where the ferry was and it went  for miles and followed the Hudson 

River, south.  Momma would say , “I think it is a disgrace that the city of New York allows a dump like that to be put 

there, when it used to be such a beautiujfl place where people could walk and enjoyhe seeing the river. I t was such a 

nice place to go in the summer. They keeping dumping all the garbage and ashes by the river, when it used to be such 

a nice place to go in the summer” . 

 

She would look at me and say, “I happen to know what I am talking about, I wonder how many people at City Hall 

even know it was once a beautiful place for families to go for a walk on a Sunday afternoon.. I lived on Riverside 

Drive for 10 years, from 1912 to 1923, because  I worked for the Egglestons.and their brownsone house was on 

Riverside Drive and 80th Street  

 

.I used to walk the Egg;estons big black French Poodle along the Hudson River and go up to 125th Street  where the 

ferry was, turn around and come back. I could look out the wndows because it overlooked the Hudson River and New 

Jersey and I see people walking by the river, and they’d sit on the rocks and watch the boats go by while children 

would be wading in the water near the shore. Now it is disgusting to look at what they are doing to all that beautiful 

land.” One day One day while Momma was talking to Mr. Hardon,  she told him how she felt about what the city was 

doing, to the land along the river. Being he was head of the Imigration Department, he knew exactly what was going 

on, and he explained to her, “What they are domg.is very important, they are  making the foundation for the first 

elevated highway in the world that was ever built and it is being  built along the Hudson River and connect to the 

Washington Bridge.” 

 

She asked him, “Why would they want to put an ugly elevated highway there, when people enjoy being able to walk 

along the river00.”  

 

He did not agree with her, because he was not familiar with the area like she was.and he didn’t realize Momma did 

knpw what she was talking about, because she lived there with the Egglestons, 9 months of the year for 10 years, and 

walked their dog along the river because it was across the street    



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          235 

 

125th Street ferry Terrminal. Everyone knew they were t     

                    1920   MOMMA AND  EGGLESTON’S BLACK POODLE  …  

                               in front of the Brownstone House on Riverside Drive/. 

 

          The dumps started south of the d houses and lean-tos over by the river, standing on the plafform of  

the Broadway-Seventh Avenue subway. That section of the subway was elevated for a few blocks and 

went over 125h Street and back under- ground at 133rd Street. nd. 

  

To get to the subway you had to climb several flights of iron stairs to get on the platform, put a nickel 

in the slot and go through the turnstile.and there were local or express trains. one each side of the 

platform.. 

  

There were always tourists in that area going to see Grant’s Tomb, the Riverside Church, built by the 

Rockefeller Foundation,  Juliard School of Music, the Interntional House, connected to Columbia 

University that was nearby I often wondered what the tourists thought,when they were standing on 

that platform and they  would see all those tramps living in the dumps, right in New York City? 

Broadway and 125th Street  was always a busy intersection, Cars were getting off the ferry and there 

were cars lined up waiting to get on the ferry to New Jersey.  

 

The BroadwaySeventh Avenue subway went downtown then to Brooklyn, and the trolley cars were 

numbers,because some went down Broadway,others went up Amsterdam Avenue, and some went 

east on 125th and turned right to go down Third Avenue and left to go up to the Bronx,  Then therere 

was the Fifth Avenue bus that went down Riverside Drive, then turned at 110th and down Fifth 

Avenue, At 125th Street,  you could go just about anywhere in the city.    . 

 

So many people thatdepended on the 125th Street ferry to get to and from work,  because  a lot of 

people worked in New Jersey relied on the ferry to get over there, and just as many people lived in 

New Jersey worked in New York City.  

 

When they decided to discontinue the ferry, because they built the George Washington Bridge to New 

Jersey, people were in an uproar about it, wondring how they wer going to get to work, especially the 

ones that didn’t have a car.  It didn’t happen for a couple of years, because of the high demand for 

keeping the ferry and in 1971, they did discontinue it.  
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It was a very sad day when they did away with the 125th Street ferry, seen in the p;icutre above, with the 

Palisades Park in the background. We always looked forward to taking a ride on the ferry and go hiking up in 

Palisades Park, not the Amusement Park. when we were young my mother would take us and we’d make a fire 

and we thought we were so big  that she let us cook our own meat over an open fire. 

 

They started  building the elevated highway in the 1920s, and  ran into serious problems at the lower 

end of Manhattan, around Wall Street area. Water kept seeping in and the ground had to be filled in,  

again and again and it had to  reinforced with tons of cement. E,specially in lower Manhattan where 

there was once old piers the land needed to get filled in to prevent water from seeping in and 

undermining the ground when the elevated highway was built.. 

 

They would discover most of the land at the end of Manhattan had been filled in, over a hundred yeas 

ago, and they had used all kinds of thingsas fill, as well as dirt They tried to extend the port at the end 

of Manhattan to acomodater the sailing ships during the late 1700 and 1800’s.and Iit was causing all 

kinds of unforeseen problems that had to be dealt with, so they could continue.Progress was 

extremely slow along the eastern shore of the Hudson River, and it took years before they reached 

and connected to the George Washington Bridge 

 

Yet, the newspapers still boasted, ‘when the new elevated highway gets finished, it will be the pride 

of the city.”  But it wuld take 15 years to complete,  and it make a huge difference because so many 

people had cars by then, and the elevated Westside Highway was one of the first urban freeways in  

the world.  

Between the delays and problems they had building the new highway from 1920 to 1951, the irony of  

it was it had to shut down in 1972l Due to neglect and lack of maintenance by 1989 it was dismantled 

entirely, and now there is a park with walkways and bicyle paths for people to enjoy.  

 
The West Side Highway was part of the system of freeways created by New York’s master builder 

http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/2/24/125th_Street_Ferry.jpg


 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          237 

 

Robert Moses.  When the first stretch of the new elevated highway was completed, the New York 

Times marveled over the gleaming new concrete ribbon that would let drivers travel from lower 

Manhattan nearly to Poughkeepsie without stopping for a traffic light.”  

 

It was the world’s first elevated highway, but there were no design standards  how it should be 

built.and un retrospect, the design was unsafe , because of it’s sharp curves, narrow lanes and 

entrance ramps.  

Today there is only a short section of 12th Avenue that still runs between 129th and 138th Streets, and it is 

under the Riverside Drive Viacut built in 1900 by the US City of New York. It was constructed to connect  

an important system of drives in Upper Manhattan, by creating a high-level boulevard extension of  

Riverside Drive over the barrier of Manhattan Valley, to the former Boulevard Lafayette  which led to Plaza 

Lafayette in Hudson Heights. And now there is a park, a bicyle path, and a promenade where the elevated 

highway once stood and blighted the entire neighorhood.. 

  

                                               *                *                * 
 

It seemed as though time was going by so slow, sitting on the plane. I thought about my sister Mary  

Jane and  tomorrow, we had to go to the funeral parlor and make plans for Momma’s funeral. It cried  

because I could bear the thought of burying Momma with Daddy, knowing that was not where she  

wanted to be. I wiped my yes and noticed the pretty blonde flight attendant was coming up the aisle  

with the cart. She was serving drinks.and asking everyone, ‘would they like ginger ale, coca cola,  

cranberry juice or orange drink, or liquor? I didn’t care for anything, and those who preferred to have  

a cocktail or drink, they handed her the money and she made them their drink.  I went back to looking  

out the window, trying to divert my mind, but we were flying over nothing but white clouds that were 

 almost surreal, because there seemed to be no end to them and closed my eyes. The pain of knowing Momma was gone hurt so 

much, and I kept seeing her face before me,  remembering  the wonderful 

 letters she sent me, before she came to live with us. I was so glad I kept almost all of them.                         
 

 

LETTERS FROM MOMMA…. 
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ENVELOPE GOT RUINED…BUT THE DATE CAN BE SEEN, APRIL 23 1987 

 

 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          
        Thursday 3:30                                            April 23, 1987 

  

       Have so much to do, but first of all, I must answer your beautiful letter.  

       It made me cry, It made me smile and laugh. 

       How great it is to go over the  past.   

       I always said, God would take care of me.   

       He has his workers everywhere  

       Life has become  so dull. All I do is sit and rock my life away. 

                       Today was extra good.  

                       Your Freddie was here today. He just left. Picked up your quilt.  

                       Forgot to give him the poem book I made for you.  

        I love him. He cheers me up.  

        How I wish he lived  near me. 

        Made me homesick. But he said he’ll come this way if I change my mind 

        And take me toFlorida to see you.,  

       But,my feet are double the size. 

       This.doctor has me eating every half hour. Only fruit no salad. 
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       Dinner is fish or rare cooked lamb, and 1 cup of tea made with distilled water. 

       Charlene means good, but I am not happy with this doctor.      

       I think I am going back to my own doctor. 

        I can’t have breakfast, no coffee no tea, no bread and no potatoes!  

       I’ll loose a few pounds. I’m 183. Can you top that?  

      I am trying to copy the book I made for M J.,  for you.  

      I can add more to it. Get your girls to put some poems in it .  

                              I am so happy you sent me that check,  

                              I gave it to Mary Jane,  with the Berkshire  check, to buy Bobby a new bed and mattress.  

                              He was sleeping on the springs, Can yo imagine, she was going to use her money. 

                              Now my Easter will be beautiful. 

                              .Thanks Rose,  you are ME. I always helped my poor mother. 

                               Now God sends someone like you to help me.   

                               Who else is so lucky? I have Mae and Bernie Mc Arow’s checks for $25 each,that  they sent me  

                               for Easter and Bobbie K. sent me $50. Now I can paint the town red. 

                               Ha Ha! Enough said. 

                               Love you,  Mom xxx  

                               Thanks again and I love you! 
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                                                          *               *                * 
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Sitting there, I was watching a little girl laughing, while she was sitting with her brother, and she got  

up and changed seats so she could sit with her rmother.  I don’t know why it has always bothered me  

when I think about the life we had, when we were growing up in New York City. We had to live with 

 a man like Daddy, who was mean and cruel to us. Momma was never there, xhd had to work 

 to keep a roof over our heads.  

 

Yet, she let Daddy lived there all those years, and never gave her any money toward the rent or food, 

 and all they did was fight and argue over money, every Sunday night before Momma left to go back downtown to where she 

lived and worked, We would be so scared we’d be shaking  and  peeking out  

our bedroom door, when we’d hear them screaming at one another, and it went on, year after year. 

 

I remember back in 1931, I was 6. when Momma had to go to work full time, because when Uncle  

Mick left, becaue he used to pay half the rent and half of the electric.  Momma could not  pay the 

rent or the grocer, because of Daddy’s drinking and gambling. Being ot was during Prohibition,  he 

 made all the whiskey and beer he wanted in our bathtub. Momma was going to start her full time job 

in 2 days, and she found out that Mr. Hardon, was a Professor of Law at Harvard and Columbia University,  and was head of 

Immigration in New York City. , Even though Momma tried to explain to us, she wouldn’t be living at home anymore,, we 

were too young to understand what it meant.  

 

That was also the week, we first met Ann and were told , she would be living with us, and taking  

care of us and,Momma gave her  Uncle Mick’s room. When she put her suitcase in the closet, we  

had a fit, because  that was Uncle Mick’s room. We didn’t understand they were staying in Ireland.   

 

Momma realized, she had to get a full time job, even if  it meant she had to leave us. And, it meant 

she had to find  a woman to take care of us, and live there, while she worked. She decided to go to an emoployment Agency 

and they got her a job,, and. she was to start working for Mr and Mrs. Hardon, 

 the first week of September in 1931, when they came back from their summer home, in Connecticut. 

 

 Momma was very lucky to have found Anna at Catholic Charities.looking for work.That year there 

 were a lot of changes going on in our lives, Uncle Mick and Mary had left, I was just starting school, Momma was going to 

work for the Hardons and Anna came to live with us. 

 

Seeing Daddy was drunk every night, as usual. before Mick and Aunt Mary left, they gave Momma  

money so she could go to a cooking school, know it would it help get her a good job,They knew once  

they left,  she wouldn’t be able to pay the rent or the grocer, because Daddy didn’t give her any money  

And once they were gone,  she would no longer be getting  money for their room and board, She would  

be evicted from the apartment they were in. They were able to see Momma graduate, just before they left  w and were so proud 

of her that she had become a Certified French Chef,  white hat and all  

 

The school got a part time job for ehr, byt  she found she wasn’t making nearly enough money to pay the bills, and all the 

doctors bills she had for Mary Jane. She was only 3 and they discovered she had cancer on the inside of her upper leg and she 

was going to need at least 2 years of radium treatments. 

king , and she took such wonderful care of us, she was always kind, and never hit or yelled at us.  

 

When Anna  first came to us, we lived on the 5th floor,  at 500 West 131st Street. I was 6, and just starting first grade And it was  

the week was Momma was going to start work for Mr. and Mrs. Hardon.  

We cried when she left and got on the trolley and went down town, and naturally, and we had to grow up without her for the 

next 13 years.. Momma  left us at a time, we needed her the most, and she didn’t live at home again, until we were all grown 
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up, in I944. 

     

                                                  *                *                * 

 

Aunt Rose was the oldest in the family, amd she left Ireland to go  to America. Soon after she paid  

for her brothers to come to the United States, one at a time, Mick, Thomas, Bernard and her sister 

 Florie. The twins, Thomas arrived sometime around 1912 and they stayed with Rose until  Mick got 

 a job and worked for the Fifth Avenue bus company. Daddy joined the U.S. Navy, even though he   

was only 16, they took him and he was a citizen of UK, they still  took him, because WWI war going  

on in Europe, and he served on the U.S.S. BLACKHAWK almost 4 years.  

 

The war was over in 1918, and Daddy worked for the James Butler grocery store in Mount Vernon.  

Then he got a job with Sheffield Farms and lived with his twin, Uncle Mick in an apartment near 

 125th Street and old Broadway. When Daddy married Momma in 1924, they lived with Uncle Mick.  

She got pregnant and had me, then they moved uptown and were janitors, because they couldn’t 

 afrod to pay  rent, even though Daddy was making good monkey working forSheffiled Farms,  

during the Depression. In 1927, Uncle Mick paid half the rent and electric and  moved in with us  

until 1931, when he got married and went back to Ireland, when he was 35, They bought a house   

and a farm, had a boy and then a girl, and  theywere very happy to be back in Ireland .  

  

I still laugh everytime I think about my first day in school. It was like a cirus, with everything that  

was here was going on in our house that morning.. Momma  was trying to tell Anna everything she  

needed to know. because Momma was starting a full time job in 2 days.and she would not be home  

again, until Sunday afternoon, her afternoon off.  Momma wrote down  Hardon’s phone number, in 

 case of an emergency, becaue we had no ohone. Momma explained to Anna,  s\he would have to 

 go downstairs and use the pay phone, in the drug store.  

   

Anna came to us, on September 5th.,,I It was my 6th birthday. I  was so excited, I kept telling Anna,. 

 I was going to go  school, while she was sitting there, trying to decide whther she was going to stay 

 seeing Momma had 3 small children.  But, she liked us so much, she stayed for the rest of her life.  

 

There was so much confusion going on in our house, the morning  I was so nervous that I was going   

to school, and Momma was going a round in circles trying to remember to write down what Anna  

should  know. Where my school was, the church, where janitor lived, where the hospital was  the 

 grocery store downstairs, the vegetable market and tmeat mrket, and where Daddy worked.. 

 

.Momma wrote everything down on a pad, the phone number of where she worked,, the phone  

number where Daddy worked, and the numbe of  Dr. Fitzgerald. At the same time, she had the iroining 

 board up and was trying to press the pleats in my school uniform  with a wet cloth, because  I was waitin gin my slip so she 

could finish my uniform, so I could wear it to school that morning, . 

 

The nuns allowed Momma to make my uniform because she told the nuns, she didn’t have the money to buy me a uniform, and 

ahw let them know,  if she couldn/t make it,  she would have to send me to the Public School down the block.  They thought 

about it and asked her,  if she would show them something  she made, before they decided what to do, that they would wait. 

Momma went home and btought them a coat she made me and they were impressed by what they saw, that they agreed to let 

her make my uniforms.    

 

Being it was my first day, as busy as Momma was that morning, she walked me to school and along the way, she held my hand 
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and made me understand  I had to be careful when I crossed the street on Convent Avenue an dlook both waybefore I crossed. 

Because she could not walk me to school  again, because she was going to work for Mr. and Mrs. Hardon and she was not 

going to be home anymore, that she would be living with them,  way downtown. That I was 6 years old now, and I was a big 

girl and I had to 

 learn to go to school and come home by myself .. 

 

 We lived on the 5th florr, and she told me, I was to call up to the window, and wait until  Anna looked out, and she would tell 

me when it was safe for me to cross when the light turned red, and only then I  could walk across Amsterdam Avenue.It was all 

very confusing to me, why she was going to live downtown an dnot come home anymore.  

 

Momma walked me to the gatge of the  school that first morning and I was to walk home by myself.  

When we were told we could go home for lunch, but we had to be back in our seat, in class,  by 1  

o’clock,and if we were late, we would be punished.  I walked with the other girls down 131st Street, 

 that were going home for lunch. Some of them were with their mother and a few were by themselves.  

I stood on the corner of Amsterdam, like I was told.and  whensome of the mothers tried to make me  

cross with them, when the light turned red,  I shook my head and  let them know, I had to wait for my  

mother or Anna to cross  me, and hurried on and left me there.while ,I kept  calling up to the window  

for Anna. or Momma. When no one came to the window. I began to  panic.  I was afraid I wuld be late getting back to my 

class.because Mother Reed warned us, she was going to punish us if we were late. 

  

I decided, I better to cross Amsterdam by myself. I waited for the green light to turn red, and I ran out 

 between 2  parked cars. I didn’t see the taxi cab, that turned the corner on the corner of 130th  and was 

 coming up the hill. It hit me and  threw up in the air and I landed on my head, in front of all places, 

 the funeral Parlor. They called for an ambulance  and  I landed in  ER. I knew, Momma was going to 

 start her new job in 2 days, and she was going to be furious with me, becaue she will think I didn’t do  

what I was told to do and I did, it was that they didn’t hear me calling Anna...  

 

The doctor was looking at my head, and ordered an x-ray, when Momma came running in the hospital, 

 She was crying when the doctor told her I had a concussion but there were no broken bones.. Momma started to sob and tell 

him, “ I was to start a new job in 2 days, and now what  am I going to do?”.He put  

his hand on her shulder and assured her, there was no reason, she couldn’tstart her new job, that, I was 

 going to be fine, as long as I sayed quie the rest of the week and I was not to go to school/until he saw 

 me again in a week.  He sent me home with a huge white turban on my head and Momma preached to 

 Anna, I was  to stay quiet and no running around and no school,.until he saw me in a week.  

  

Momma went to work, and we hung on her and cried when she left. Little by little we learned to love  

Anna because  she was so good to us. W didn’t see Momma until the following Sunday afternoon,  

and when she came  home ,we hugged and kissed her. We were so glad to see her and she hugged  

hugged and kissed each of us, and was so glad to see us. We began to get used to  seeing Momma  

only on Sunday afternoon, and we would wait for her to take us where we would have somefun. or go 

see Aunt Rose in Yorktown or we’d go to Brooklyn, to see Aunt Mary, Uncle Bernie’s wife, and their 

 family Momma would callthem an dlet them know we were coming and tshe would invite us to have 

 dinner with them, because they loved Momma..  We’d be back hom by A7 oclock. and Momma  put 

 our pajamas on, and have us say our prayers, But, as soon as we saw her pick up her pocketbook,, the 

 3 of us would start crying, ‘Don’t go, Momma,  Don’t go.” She’d  kiss us ‘good bye[ and hurry out the door, and we’d  run 

and look out the window so we could see her getting on the trolley and wave to her.. Sunday was Anna’s time off too and she 

was always home before Momma left. She  hated to see us cry. and Anna would  give each of us 2 Lorna Dune cookies with a 

half a glass of milk, and have us get back in bed, and she’d cover us and we’d go to sleep.  
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When we were growimg up, we never knew what it was to see Daddy sober.. He made his own whiskey in our bathtub, and 

would keep the bottles of whiskey he made on the shelves in the hall closet, so he had all the whiskey he wanted .  

 

 I don’t think Momma knew how upset we were and that we cried when we’d hear her close the front door and she would 

leave. We’d stand there and  listen to the sound of  her high heels going  down the 5 flights of stairs. Then run to the front 

window so we could see her get on the trolley. We’d wave and.she’d wave back and watch the trolley go down the hill. then 

we’d go to bed crying,  It was something we neer got used to. 

 

The jet engine sof the plane roared on, and I sat there thinking and remembering how the mothers in the neighborhood.used to 

knock on our door, but onlyon Sunday nights, they knew that was when Momma was home. They’d ask her if she could come 

help them, because their child was very sick and had a high fever. Momma always tried to help them,  she’d go with them and 

have ne bring  the bottle of alcohol. 

 

They had a lot of faith in Momma,  because they knew she had worked with the town doctor  in Towanda, Pennsylvania during 

the terrible flu epidemic in 1918 and 1919. when the Spanish Flu was killing people, so fast  not just in the United States, but 

all over.the world people.  were dying from the flu by the thousand and then millions. 

 

In Towanda, the town doctor, Dr. Brown was going from house to house with his nurse that had worked for him for years and 

she caught the flu and died like so many others in town., He felt so bad, and when eh put an ad in the local  paper for a nurse, 

no one answered it, e they were afraid to get the flu..  He desperately needed help on his rounds,and decided to advertize for 

volunteers, still no one came to help him, and he realized everyone was afraid they would catch the flu and die. like his nurse 

did.   

He was going from house to house.late at night, trying to help the sick and dying.  

 

Momma told me,  she was working for the Eggleston’s in New York City,when that was going on and she got  a letter from her 

girlfriend Helen, in Towanda, telling her so many people in Townada they knew had died, and that Dr. Brown was working all 

hours of the night because he couldn’t get a nurse to heop him and no would volunteer to help him. Momma decided she would 

go  help him. Mrs. Eggleston begged her not to but she got on the train and went to Towanda and she helped him..Since the 

doctor and his wife knew her since she was a little girl, they were very glad Myrtle came to help. They insisted she stay with 

them, so not to expose her family in Wysox to the flu, Because she was going to around so many sick people. Day after day, 

she bundled up because it was cold and there was a lot of snow on the ground.,She sat beside the doctor in his sleigh and 

his horse would wait while they. went from house to house.Momma. washed and fed the elderly, the sick and 

dying children and little babies.and there that were sick and dying, that it was over-whelming, trying to take 

care of so many people,. but they did. When the flu epedemic was over, she went back to the Egglestons’in 

the city and theyspent the sunner in Wysox. like they usually did.  

 

The following winter, 1919, the Spanish flu came back with a vengeance. Again, t killed millions of people 

all over the world  It started in Europe and found it’s way to America. Momma went back and even though 

Dr. Brown had hired a new nurse he preferred to have Myrtle help him. People were dying so fast, caskets 

were lined up on  street corners and in empty lots. Then it was over as fast as it hit, Momma never got paid 

for what she did, but Dr. Brown got paid with cheese, butter and chickens. and Myrtle went back to work for 

the Eggleston’s, they were worried she would bring the flu back with her, but everyone was fine. It was 

interesting that no one in Momma’s family or the Eggleton’s family got the flu, when so many people died 

from it.in  
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The neighbors knew Momma had worked side by side with a doctor during the flu epidemic, and that was 

why the mothers came to Mommaand asked her to help their child or baby that was buring up with a 

fever..Even though it was her only night home with us, shewould drop whatever she was doing and go with 

them  and I’d grab 

the bottle of alcohol and got with her. She would go with the mother and fill the sink in their kitchen with 

luke warm water and pour half a bottle of alcohol in.. Then take the naked child from it’s mother and 

carefully ease it into the water and the child  would be screaming while she’d take a clean washcloth and 

let the cool alcohol water dribble down over the child’s red hot body, again and again. It  usually brought 

the fever down. and.she’d wrap a bathtowel around the child and dry it off and the mother.would put a 

nightie and diaper back on and wrap a blanket around the child.and walk back and forth holding it close to 

her body, looking worried.. 

 

If Momma felt the fever was going down she would leave, but she would warn the mother to watch that the 

fever didn’t go up again. If it did, they were to go downstairs to the candystore or corner drug store , 

because they had pay phones,and call the doctor to come to the house. The doctor charged  $2.00 for the 

house call, and it included whatever medicine the child needed. He had it in his little blak bag and would 

give it to the mother. Momma often had to loan them the 2 dollars and they always gave her back the 

money they borrowed the following week.. 

 

Some Sundays, one of the women would knock at our the door. We’d oopen it and they’d look in and say 

‘Mrs. Mc Arow, could I talk to you privately?” We’d hear them whisper, :I hate to ask, but would it be 

possible to borrow a dollar until Saturday, I need to buy some food for the family.” By Saturday Anna 

would have an envelope with quarters nickels and dimes that equaled a dollar.  

  

I thought how rude we were we used to be to boast to our friends ’our mother is the only mother on the 

block that was born in America, ’ even if it was true. All the other mothers were born either in Ireland, 

Germany, England, Scotland and Italy. Next door  to us, lived an elderly lady, ,Mrs. Shaumbaum, We used 

to do little erarands for her, and he’d give us a few pennies. She was from Russia.and everyone liked her 

because she was very sweet and always smiled at us and pat our hands..Before she got sick with cancer, she 

would give us a tin of the butter cookies she made and she tell us to keep the lid on  so they don’t get stale. 

We oudlnt’ tell her, hey never got stale, because they never lasted long enough to get stale. 

 

There were always women standing on our stoop gossiing, and when Momma came hoem form work 

and would start up thesteps, they’d move to the side and let her pass, knowing she ,never stopped to 

gossip. That was one thing Momma would not tolerate and they knew it. still they were very fond of 

her and weren’t bashful letting her know, they did not like ‘Mr. Mc Arow.”. 

 

On Sunday afternoons, when they wooudl be on the stoop after going to the 12 o’clock mass, Momms 

would coming home around 1 o’clock, They would smile and nod to her when she passed them by. there 

were times they would give her a little gift to repay her for what she had done for them, a fancy pin for her 
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coat or a fancy box of chocolates.  Momma would thank them and.let them know she appreciated it but she 

refused to take anything for what she had done for them.They’d smile and tell her,“Maybe one day we can 

do something for you, when you need some help.”  

 

Years later, when I was getting married, it was those same women that knocked on our door, when they 

heard Momma was going to cook for 150 guests because I was going to get married on May 2nd,  1948. and 

they were there for her.  

 

They helped with preparing and cooking all the food for the reception, and wthout their help, the wedding 

could never have turned out the way it did. It was those women that worked side by side with Momma and  

helped  her to get everything done,the way she wanted it done. 

                                            

Sitting on the plane trying to get my thoughts together, knowing what I would  be facing the next couple of 

days,  it was a long time since I thought about how  Momma had helped so many women when their 

children were sick and had a fever. No wonder they admired her like they did.. We lived in a mostly Irish 

neighborhood I am sure  they thought Momma was Irish, she was a Catholic, and with a name ;like 

’Mc Arow’, and she let them think she was! 

 

Momma wasn’t Irish, her mother’s father was from Hornell, New York. His name was John 

Vanderworker and he was born in 1850 and he was an engineer and an officer during the Civil War. 

Her mother and her sister and brothers were all born in Hornell, and Momma’s father,  David Squires, 

was born around Delaware Gap, Pennsylvania.and all of Momma’s family were Baptists.not Catholic, 

she only became a Catholic so she could marry Daddy in church. 

 

Everyday of the week, except Sunday, the women were gossiping on the stoop before they went 

shopping. Sometimes they were on the stoop, when   

they came back from the 12 o’clock mass. and  they saw Momma get off the bus. They’d  nod their 

heads and say, “Hello there Mrs. Mc Arow! How are you today?” Those women knew one another 

for years, but they never called one another by their first names; it was always a nod and ‘How are 

you, Mrs. Dwyer.or Mrs. Taulty.’   

 

The years went by and I was getting married May 2nd  1948,  It was those same  women that came to 

help Momma.when they heard she was going to do all the cooking  for 150 guests.when I got married 

and she was going to do it in her kitchen, by herself,  They felt they could finally repay her for all she 

had done for them, years ago.  

 

They couldn’t have come at a better time. Momma pulled them in and ws so glad to get ther help, 

when she realized   there was no room for them to work in our tiny kitchen, and she put ro work 

inside at tthe dining room. I stayed in my room and could hear them talking and laughing. They were 

really enjoying themselves.I knowwithoutt them, Momma could never have gotten done all that  she 

had planned to do,  in that little book of hers  It was only because of those wonderful women that 
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came everyday to help her or she could never have accomplished all that she had listed in that book, 

Even though, she was not talking to me,  I was the bride … but I  had no say whatsoever in any of it. 

 

I don’t know how Momma thought she could do all that cooking in our kitchen. It was so small, you 

could hardly turn around in it, and.she had to put the women to work in the dining room. Every night 

Daddy would come home and  complain he did not like that he couldn’t sit at the dining room table 

and he wanted everyone to go home. He wanted to have his dinner and read his newspaper in the 

dining room. Momma told he couldn’t, and she made him eat  in the bedroom. She had him sit on the 

edge of his bed, and he ate his dinner and drank his wishkey and beer and he’d fall sleep on the bed, 

clothes and all. .   

 

The women were having a good time, laughing and talking as they worked while Momma explained 

to them what she wanted done, being she was a Certififed French Chef, they were fascinated she 

knew so much about cooking and surprised at what she could do. 

   

Looking out the window, I thought how we had been married for over 50 years, and how happy wer 

wer. But I still ddi npt like to think about those 4 months before I got married how Momma had 

treated me and the things she said to me bedause did not want me to marry Fred. I could 

notunderstand how she could do that to me,  especially me, when I was the one that felt sorry for her 

beause she was so lonely,  I was going to high school.and I left my friends to live with her almost 3 

years in that one room. I’d go home awhile and go back.  when she worked for Mrs. Kolman’s.in that 

entroof apartment she had on 55th Street. For me to get to my high school, uptown, I had to take 2 

buses to get from 55th Street on the eastside to 114th Street on the westside, and take 2 buses to get to 

there.my high school. Mary Jane and Sonny never did that for her, but I did. YI never forgot she 

made my life so miserable the 4 months before I got married.and how I cried myself to sleep night 

after night, She wouldn’t to talk to me and it broke my heart when she told me, she wasn’t going to 

my wedding,  

 

Yet, Momma took over my entire wedding. I had no say in it whatsoever. It was her wedding, not 

mine.  I didn’t feel like doing anything towards my wedding, because  I didn’t care anymore. She had 

planned everything.and never discussed anything with me, or even asked me,  what would I like?.  

 

She kept arguing with me, :”Why you can’t wait a year and see if you still want to marry FRed? Then 

you will see how right I am. I’m telling you, he is not for you.and if you marry him, you will regret it 

the rest of your life, that is if you live that long, He will probably shoot you dead with one of those 

guns of his, when he gets mad at you, I know before the year is out you’ll be dead!.”  

 

I hated going home after work  I kept telling Fred I wanted to elope and I was never going thome 

again .He wouldn’t hear of it, All he said was.‘She is not going to ruin our wedding, we will be 

married in the recotyr like we planned.’      

 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          250 

 

I had the gown I wanted to wear, and as mad as she was at me, she  insisted she was making me the 

kind of lace wedding gown she thought I should wear, whether I wanted her to or not!  

 

 I don’t know what made her think she had the right to decide the kind of wedding dress I should 

wear. It was very hard to be in the same house with Momma and the way she had not dregard for 

what I wanted.    

 

The week before the wedding Mary Jane  made a face and rolled her eyes up and told me, “You better 

call that bakery and cancel the wedding cake you ordered. because Momma made your wedding cake 

with the help of the lady at the bakery. It’s sitting in the window with a sign under it with your name 

on it.”  

 

I hung my head and cried, I had to call and cancel the wedding cake I wamted. 

 

The neighborhood women were happy they found a way to repay Momma for all she had done for 

them through the years as they worked on the different projects she gave them and she went around 

and checked to see  they were doing it the way she wanted it done, and was pleased to see they were.    

 

THE WEEK BEFORE THE WEDDING 

 

It was the week before the wedding and Momma was still not talking to me. The women didn’t realize 

what was going on, because we did answer one another with a ‘yes’ or a ‘no’. It upset me that I had to get 

married with such a heavy heart, because Momna would not talk to me, when it didn’t have to be that way. 

 

Wednesday, our relatives from Pennsylvania arrived and were going to stay in our little apartment. With all 

that was going on we had wall to wall people bumping into each other, going in and out of the kitchen and 

the dining. room   

Everyone seemed to be enjoying the excitement of being there and getting things  

ready for the wedding. Uncle Jake was to arrive from Wilkes-Barre, but he called to  say he decided to 

come Saturday afternoon, knowing Aunt Vina was there with her family and Momma  had enough her 

mind. He made reservation and staying at a   

hotel downtown and drive up to our house Sunday, for the wedding and go back to  

the hotel Sunday night and leave Monday morning and go back home. 

 

With so many women running around our house, at least Uncle Henry had Daddy to talk to, because 

everyone was so busy doing what Momma told them to do. Aunt Vina andher daughter Dorothy, and Aunt 

Ruth, knew what was going on between Momma and me, but they didn’t let on, while they sliced  

cucumbers and onions real thin and poured honey and vinegar over them, like Momma showed them.  

 

They worked with the ladies and were stalking and laughing and telling funny stories.  

I stayed in my room and pretended to be packing even though Aunt Vine and Aunt Ruth had our room, we 
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didn’t have enough beds to go around. So Mary Jane stayed with Theresa, and Sonny stayed with Artie 

Guy and Uncle Henry slept on Sonny’s folding cot and I slept on the dining room floor with my cousin 

Dorothy, and we had wall to wall people for the rest of the week, with all that was going on with the 

wedding, and Momma barely talking to me, because Aunt Vina and Aunt Ruth were there . 

 . 

On Thursday, I knew Momma didn’t get a gown so it meant, she wasn’t going to go   

to the wedding and I kept thinking, why did she go to all the trouble to make all that fancy food, and my 

wedding cake, if she wasn’t going. How was I going to feel at the reception, without Momma being there. I  

could not understand why she was still ignoring me, and I decided, once I get married, like I told Anna, I an 

never coming home again, after the way she treated me.. 

 

Two days before the wedding Anna I was so relieved when Anna whispered to me, “Ye’re mother went 

downtown today and bought herself a gown for the wedding.”  I wondered did she change her mind or did 

Aunt Vina talk her into it?.  

 

How that wedding turned out to be as wonderful as it was, is still a mystery to me.  

Momma could never have done all that she planned, without the help of those women and they worked so 

hard. and the wedding was the talk of the neighborhood. Afterall the tears I shed and Momma shed, it 

turned out to be a beautiful wedding. 

 

Sitting there remembering what I went through when I got married, I was thankful I didn’t listen to 

Momma. I was happily married and she lived to see what a wonderful person Fred  was, and she got to see 

our 5 children and grandchildren.  

But, Momma never said she was sorry for the terrible things shesaid about Fred.  

But, I guess she didn’t have to, because of all the loving things she done for us, year after year, And in the 

end, it was Fred that had me bring my mother to live with us in Florida,  when they were going to put her in 

a nursing home when she was 87 years  

old and in a wheelchair, but she liked living in Florida. 

 

While I sat there alone with my thoughts, they turned to  Sonny. It made me feel very sad to think about 

him and know his life had turned out the way it did. when he was so good at what he did, What a shame it 

was because of what he was capable of doing, and his life all but disintergrated because of his drinking.. He 

saw what drinking did to Daddy and to our family, I don’t know how could ever touch a drink? He was so 

smart 

and he loved his work, and he knew so much about buildin working on blueprints.whenHe worked for a 

compay that was putting condominiums along the Palisades Cliffs, near the George Washington Bridge..  

 

It broke my heart when Sonny died. He drank and ruined his life with his drinking was such a good person, 

so unlike Daddy, Sonny was kind and caring.when he wasn’t drinking. .I never thought he would die before 

Momma. She loved him so much, that I wondered did he know.how he broke her heart?   
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By 1976, he was no longer in conrol of his life. His drinking robbed him of everthing he ever wanted to be.  

Momma was 76 years old, when she got a house and took his children in, instead of retriing she cared of 

them for 13 years, with no help from him. 

 

In 1985,  he was 58.  He had never been to a doctor.and  he finally decided to go  because of the pain he 

was in. They took x-rays and tests, and discovered he had cancer in several of his vital organs.  He was 

shocked when they told him he had about a year to live. They operated on him and it relieved some of the  

pain,  

 

When it was time for him to be discharged, he had no place to go. He had been evicted from the apartment 

he was in, in 1976. He was living with a woman that ran a bar and had several children, and her husband 

was in jail. Meanwhile it was Momma that was taking care of his children and when he left the hospital,  he 

certainly didn’t want to be a burden to her.and it was Mary Jane that took him home to her house. 

 

She knew the terrible condition he was in and the care he was going to need.and she bathed him and 

washed out the gaping open wounds where they had removed his pancreas. She was unbelievably 

good to him and gave Sonny suh care for the year and a half  before he died..She made his last days 

the best she knew how.and he did let her know he appreciated what she was doing for him, a 

Mary Jane made his favorite meals.and carried them upstairs to him on a tray, while he was 

recooperating,and still in bed. She starched and ironed his sheets and pillow cases, and she  never 

complained about all she had to do for him. 

It didn’t matter to her he had ruined his life, and the lives of his children, she loved Sonny 

unconditionally. What he done in the past was done and over with as far as she was concerned. What 

was more important to her,she wanted to help him and make him as comfortable as she could, and she 

did..  

 

I wonder.if Sonny realized how he broke Momma’s heart when he wouldn’t let her come see him 

when he was dying.  I loved him in my own way but I stayed my distance, that it is true, because of 

his drinking and it always made me angry that he was getting Momma upset because of his drinking 

and threw his life away and did not take care of his children the way he should.   

 

We were not close like when we were growing up, naturally,  but didn’t mean we stopped loving one 

another even though we somehow grew apart as we got older  Mary Jane and I knew, no matter what 

we asked Sonny to do for us, he would do it with a big smile. There was something about him, we 

couldn’t help but love him no matter what he did or didn’t do. It was very sad to stand at his grave, 

knowing what drinking had done to him and to his father, and it was his children that suffered from 

his lack of caring about them. 

 

When we were teen-agers, it was Sonny that  worried about Mary Jane and me, when we wer out on a 

date.. I can laugh now when I look back when Mary Jane and I were  working, and if we were going 

on out on a date, he would question us, where we were going and who we were going  with, and he 
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had the nerve to ask what time we expected to be home? That showed how he cared about us.   

 

We all got married while we lived on Amsterdam Avnue. I got married first, in 1948, then Sonny in 1940 

and Mary Jane in 1951. Fred and I  bought a house in 1949 on Long Island.then Sonny moved to Ridgfield 

Park, New Jesery with his family, then Mayr Jane moved to be near Sonny.because several of thiers 

friends from Amsterdam Avenue moved to Ridgeifeld Park, to get out of the city and it was  first exit 

off the George Washington Bridge. Sonny worked in the city, and he took a bus and was  in the city 

in 20 minutes,  In 1962, when Mary Jane and John moved theire bought a house near Sonny and all 

their children went to the same Catholic school. 

 

In the summer of 1965, we were on vacation in the Poconos, and we got a call that Sonny’s wife Pat 

had died suddenly. She had been spraying an insecticide under the kitchen sink. It was a hot humid 

night in August, andthere were  no windows in the kitchen, she passed out from the fumes and died.  

 

What happened to Pat, I feel is what changed Sonny.  What  a terrible shock it must have been when 

Sonny came home late that night and found Pat dead on the floor,  She had choked to death from 

inhaling the bug spray.They had 6 children, 5 boys from 6 to 16, and a little girl, Nora, was a year and 

a half and his biggest worry was Bobby. He was mentally retarded. Sonny.was having a hard enough 

time trying to cope with Pat’s death and ttake care of his 6 children and try to go to work. He couldn’t 

do it, and started drinking more and more.   

Sonny had a very good job working for Vic Tanny on Fifth Avenue. and loved what he was doing, 

designing offices and gyms.and was doing so well, because  they were opening up health clubs and 

gyms all around the city   

 

After Pat died he was lost and he decided to leave Vic Tanny’s and  go into his own business, putting 

in kitchen and bathrooms  Vic Tanny himself, offered to pay a nanny to take care of  his children, if 

he would stay. But, he wanted to go into his own business so he could be closer to home..  

 

He was not ready to go into his own business  financially or mentally, he was still grieving over Pat’s 

death..In the beginning, he was doing well and was very proud of his work, but he was drinking more 

and more and eventually, he lost everything. He was evicted from his apartment and his furniture was 

put on the street. He had no where to go.. Mary Jane and John took them in, There house was a. 2 -l/2 

bedroom house, with 1 bathroom. Somehow she made it work and stretched the bit of money John 

made to feed her family of 7 and Sonny’s family was 7. She had 14 people living  there, and had to 

buy more food and cook and wash and iron for all those kids and get them off to school every day.  

 

They had wall to wall kids sleeping in every room. Mary Jane had 4 girls and 1 boy, and Sonny had 5 

boys and 1 girl.. When I would talk to Mary Jane on the ;phone,  I never heard her complain about all 

the extra work she had with them being there, except she would complain about Bobby. As good as 

he was,  he drove her crazy, because he was always wanting something to eat/ He didn’t go to school, 

so he was always in the house with her watching TV. Mary Jane would whisper to me on the phone, 
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“I  hope Sonny finds a   job and straighten himself out. He needs to get a place to live with all these 

kids, because they need to have a normal life.’  After a couple of months, he found rooms, but it 

seemed no matter what he did,  he could not get ahead again. Not that he didn’t try, but between his 

drinking and being behind in his bills. I am sure it only  made him drink all the more, because he was 

so depressed as it was. 

Sonny decided  to take out a loan for $3,000, to get supplies to try and get his business going again,  

He asked John to co-sign  papers for the loan and he did. Mary Jane and John ended up having to pay 

off the $3,000 off  so it wouldn’t ruin their credit. Sonny tried very hard to make up for what he did, 

by doing odd jobs around the house for Mary Jane and John. 

 

In 1974, Sonny was 48 when he met and married a woman named Irene, He didn’t tell us,  but we 

heard he got married, We were happy for him.. We got to meet Irene the night Sonny brought her to 

Huntington, L.I., to meet us when Rosemary was singing, in the play “South Pacific,,” Her voice 

teacher put the play on and when he called I mentioned it and he said he would like to come.  

 I sat next to Irene and she was dressed very nice and we liked her, but the marriage didn’t last, she 

left him soon after, but they never got divorced. Several years later, Irene’s daughter called Mary Jane 

to let her know, her mother had died in a nursing home and was buried a few weeks ago.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            

 

Earl died in the spring of 1976, when they operated on his head to see if they could stop the seizures 

he was having. He had epilepsy and would pass out while driving  The last time it happened, he was 

on the George Washington Bridge and he totaled his car. They operated on him, but he never 

recovered,  died shortly after,  At the same time Earl was in the hospital, Momma was in another 

hospital, in critical condition  They had to  remove 3 aneurysms from her brain.and for 3 months she 

was in the hospital and, didn’t know any of us.  

 

When she did get her memory back, it was Mary Jane that took her to her house. We decided not to 

tell her Earl had died, not just yet.  She was only out of the hospital a month, when she heard Sonny 

was being evicted again and that the ocutny wascoomin to take his children and put them in ofster 

homes...  

 

The neighbors had beencalling the police and complaining Sonny was never home and his boys wer 

ehaving friends  coming and going at all hours of the night and  playing cards late into the night, and  

playing loud music.  

 

Momma called me and asked that I take her to him, to see what she could do, His landlord told her, he 

was 6 months behind in his rent, and that the county was coming for the children. Momma was in the 

hospital  3 months, and when she came home she couldn’t walk or use her arms and she exercised 

them, dya after day and within the month she was back towalking and driving her car. When she 

heard the town was taking Sonny’s children. she called the county and made a deal with them, and  

that very day she rented a house and had them move in with her and they lived with her for 13 years. 
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But, when Momma heard Sonny was living with a woman who had several children, and she was a 

barkeeper, and her husband was in jail. she cried so hrd, she couldn’t believe it..  

  

In 1985, we were living in Florida.and Mary Jane called to tell me, Sonny had  cancer in his pancreas, 

his bladder, colon and kidneys.and had but a year to live.. It was so hard for me to believe, because he 

was only 59 years old. They operated and removed most of the tumors to make him more 

comfortable, and it gave him a little more time .  

 

He never touched another drink again, and we were surprised and happy to find Sonny had reverted 

back to the same sweet caring Sonny we used to know.  

Not many sisters would have given their brother the kind of care Mary Jane gave Sonny, especially 

the condition that he was in when she brought him home. Where they removed several tumors,,and he 

had a big gaping hole where it stomach was, that needed to be washed out with medication twice a 

day, and he had a cather and a colsotmy bag..It was Mary Jane that washed and bathed him and 

changed his bandages everyday. She got him up and got him walking again, and then she suggested  

he try to get his old job back when he was feeling better… but he told her they would nevr hire him 

back.  

 

He called them, and he was rther surprised they were happy to hear from him and they did hire him 

back  and he went back to work and was going over blueprints again, for the electrical and plumbing 

for the condominiums like he did before, and signing his name to the bottom of them. He was happy 

again, even though he knew he had little time left,  but he was doing what he loved..  

When he was no longer able to drive, they let him continue working on the blueprints at Mary Jane’s 

house. She put a wide board on the bed for him to work on.and someone came from the office 

everyday before 5 o’clock and picked the blueprints up and he did this until a few days before he 

died.  

 

When the end was near, Mary Jane did not want him to die in the hospital, she kept him there with 

her.  When he was dying, she sat on the bed and held him in her arms and whispered, “It’s alright, 

Sonny,  you can go now. ”and he closed his eyes and died so peacefully  he Sonny was 61, when he 

died on January  4, 1987. H e was buried along side his wife Pat, who died in in August of 1965.   

 

Daddy died when he was 65 and Sonny died at 61 and they both died of the same cancers, they both 

smoked CAMEL cigaretes and were heavy drinkers.   

 

While Daddy’s twin brother, Uncle Mick in Ireland, he smoked a pipe and had a drink once in awhile, 

he lived to be 102 when he died in 1998.  

    

I think Sonny knew we really cared about him,  because he never missed a chance of being with Mary 

Jane or me, when our girls got married, he seemed to be happy that he with us. 
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       DONNA CONROY’S WEDDING ….RIDGEFIELD PARK, N.J 

 

                  1980  ROSE 55, SONNY 54, MOMMA 80, MARY JANE 52                   

 

        

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

          1944   SONNY 18 .. WHEN HE JOINED THE ARMY 
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 Still thinking about Sonny I remembered the time  he stayed at our house overnight, It was something 

he had never done before. I was thrilled he brought Momma and they stayed for 2 days. It was in June 

of 1985 and Momma,was 85 I was so pleased he wanted to come when he  heard we were retiring  
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and moving to Florida. Momma went to bed because she didn’t feel well, and I couldn’t believe 

Sonny and I stayed up half the night talking, It was probablyone of the nicest times we ever spent 

together.  

 

He wasn’t drinking, and I didn’t ask why, I would find out later why. I even bought a bottle of 

whiskey and some beer, all he wanted, was cup after cup of hot tea. I was glad but confused, becaue it 

was so unlike him to refuse a drink.  

 

We had such interesting talks about when he was stationed in Germany and what he saw and I was so 

glad we were able to have that time together, not realizing he was not feeling well. I told him I hope 

he would could to see us in Floirda, and he said he would think about it, beause he was there when he 

was training to be a paratrooper and he liked it. We hugged and  said our good-byes, and Momma 

was crying, and she made me cry. I didn’t think I would see him again for some time, and I saw him 2 

weeks later. 

 

 

Our furniture was on the way and our car was packed and we were ready to leave for Florida, when 

the phone rang. It was Mary Jane and shetold me, Momma was in the hospital with a kidney 

infection, they were going to operate remove one of her kidneys.  I drove to New Jersey as fast as I 

could, even though the care was loade3d with things we wer taking to Florida with us.  

 

Was I surprised to find Sonny sitting there with Momma/He looked so nice, he was dressed in a nice 

suit, starched shirt and tie. As the day progressed, he insisted he would stay with Momma and that we 

should leave for Florida as planned, sine our furniture was already on the way. He iinsited tha the 

walked me out to my car, He stopped and  asked me if I knew Momma’s doctor’s phone number, that 

he needed to go see him, that he was in so much pain. I never thought the next time I would see him, 

he would be dying. He had cancer and it was terminal and he died January 4th 1987 when he was 61. 

 

It seemed all I could think about was when we were young and living on Amsterdam Avenue. 

Momma used to come home on Sunday afternoons.and always took us to where she knew we would 

have fun. We grew up without her being home for 13 years.and in wasn’t until 1944, she came home 

and stayed.. 

Only because the terrible thing that happened one night in Mrs. Kolman’s when penthouse apartment, 

when she was working for her, A black boy that delivered groceries to Mrs. Kolman’s,  went in her 

bedroom at 9 o’clock at night and raped her then tried several times to strangle  her.so she wouldn’t 

tell who he was. Mrs Kolman heard her sreaming and saw him slip into the elevatorl She found 

Momma unconscious on the floor and called the police..Twenty minutes before., I talked to Momma 

on the phone, and told her I was coming and was spending the night with her,  When I walked in the 

foyer,  they were wheeling her out on  a gurney and took her to the Roosevelt Hospital. 

 

It was a quite different life for my sister and me, when Momma came home to live. after being gone 
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since 1931. It was 1944 and the war was still on and we were all grown up by then and working,.but 

to Momma, we were still little children  It took a while before we got used to her being home and 

being told what to do..  Of course, she was not herself, she was a nervous wreck after what happened. 

She was having horrible nightmare night after night, thinking she was fighting for her life and 

screaming. Tthe detectives came and assured her ‘He left you for dead, he thinks he killed you,’She 

refused to leave the house for fear he would see her.and kill her, because he told her he knew where 

she lived.  

WORLD WAR 11 

 

The Depression started in 1930 and  lasted 11 years and ended when war was declared December 7, 

1941, when the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor. Onf4 Pres. Roosvelt declared war and factories and 

business strted hiring people again and factories opened up and business was booming once again..   

WW1 in 1918-19, was called the ‘Great War’ it was  suppose to end all wars, and 22 years later, we 

joined the allies and we were in the middle of WW11. Our country was not prepared for another war.  

They desperately  needed airplanes, ammunition, guns, rifles, tanks, bombs. Different kinds of navy 

ships to fight the war, submaires, and to transport supplies and take the men to where they were 

fighting in North Africa and Euruope and the hunderes of little islands out in the middle of the 

Pacific, that no one ever heard of until the war. 

 

The Japanese had taken over so many islands in the Pacific, and there was fierce fighting going on, 

and  how they treated POW’s. Thousands of our boys died, when they took  back the Phillipines with 

it’s hundreds of   islands and Iwo Jima, Guam and so many other islands the Japanese took over. 

Thousands of our boys were taken prisoners by the Japanese, and hidden on some of the islands. They 

were mistreated, tortured and starved and the majority of them died while in captivity and were 

wlaking sketons when they were freed at the end of the war, because the Japanese were cruel to the 

POW/s.   

 

When war was declared the government needed people to work in  factories to make  uniforms for all 

the men in the  navy and the army. They had to be made of  wool for the boys in Europe, and cotton  

for the men fighting in the jungles in the Pacific. They needed rations, packaged food to send to the 

men all over the world, to sustain the G,I.’s while they were fighting, and there were no kitchens or 

mess halls set up nearby.  

 

Everyone thought for sure D-Day, the Normandy Invasion in France, on June 6, 1944  would end the 

war with Germany, but it lasted another year, and they would see some of the worst battles and 

casualities of the war.Sonny was 19, and he was a paratrooper when they were sent to Germany the 

first week in April of 1945 That same year, President Franklin D. Roosevelt died while in office April 

12, 1945, and 2 weeks later the Germans surrendered The war with officially over May 7, 1945 when 

the Germans signed the papers. Then in August of 1945  the Japanese surrendered afterwe dropped 

the Atom  Bomb,  

No one who was there will forget the day the war was over with Japan.  
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Even though there people in Washington, that were against Pres. Truman dropping the A bombs on 

Japan, He knew it would end of the war and save the lives of thousands of our boys. They dropped 

leaflets over the cities to let them know they were going to be bombed,to leave, but they didn’t 

believe it. 

 

The first A-bomb was dropped August 6th on  Hiroshima, and the second one on August 9th, on 

Nagasaki, the third plane had an engine problem and had to go return, very carefully. Neeless to say, 

the death toll was staggering because thousand of civilians were killed. The Japan surrendered August 

15th. and  like so many Americans, the relief everyone felt that day to know the war with Japan was 

finally over. I wasn’t home that day. I  had spent the  week-end with my Great-Uncle Jake 

Vanderworker in Wilkes Barre/.I was on the train going home when the news hit. and it spread like 

wildfire throughout the train. People were screaming with sheer  joy and praying out loud and crying 

all at once.   

  

Walking through Pennsylvania Station to get to the subway to go home, every whr there were people 

crying or  shouting, ‘The war is over. The war is over’ and  as I looked around it was wonderful to see 

people waving the American flag. They were drinking champagne and toasting one another on every 

street in New York City.  People were hanging out windows and crying and shouting the same words 

over and over as if the didn’t believe it,, “ The war is over, The war us over”?   Gradually the boys 

began coming home, and we saw the boys that used to hang around the candy store as teenagers, in 

their uniforms, The used to share their penny cigarettes with one another during the Depression, and 

they were the men who had gone off to fight the war and were so glad to be home.  

 

I remembered how they used to push our sleds down St. Nicholas hill for us, and we used to hang out 

the window and  watch them play basketball over in the park. If we had a problem with one of our 

skates, they would keep talking to their friends and sit on the stoop and fix our roller skate when one 

of the wheels came off, when we were skating up an down the sidewalk where they hung out. 

They were in the Pacific, and North Africa , Italy, France and then Germany, and I thought how some 

of them didn’t make it to go home.  

 

The city had several  big parades going up Fifth Avenue with the men marfhing in uniform, and the 

wounded men in open cars, smiling as confetti an ticker tapes was poured out of office windows. 

down on the men and on the street, Gamiles celebrated their coming home and had had huge 

‘welcome home’  parties and some neighborhoods had banners welcoming the boys home. 

 They won the war and  they wanted to live in peace and enjoy their lives again, having seen nothing 

but killing and death year after year. They wanted to marry the girl they left behind and move out of 

the neighborhood. Bring their children up in a house with a back yard. Many of them moved to Long 

Island, New Jersey and Westchester, and one by one they left. In a few short years, there was hardly 

anyone there that we knew. I got married, and lived on Long Island, Momma lived on Long Island, 

Sonny and Mary Jane got married and they moved to New Jersey. Little by little everyone moved 

away.and the old neighborhood we knew was gone,new people and new stores moved in..    
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While I sat on the plane, I kept thinking about those days and it made me feel   sad knowing how 

close Mary Jane, Sonny and I were, when we  lived in that first floor front apartment from 1936 unti 

1948, We got married and somehow drifted apart..I was the first to get married in 1948, Sonny in 

1950, and Mary Jane in 1951. The years went by and Momma would have 16 grandchildren. 

 

 By 1970, the grandchildren were getting married and they had children of their own  Momma 

bragged she had 16 grandchildren and 25 great-grandchildren,  

 

ROSE AND FRED …  Rosemary-Barbara De Nicola, Diana-Beth and John Gudeman, Barbara-

William Vazquez, Valerie -Valencia and Frederic Deleon,  

 

SONNY AND PAT  Matty ….  ….  …., Mc Arow,   Nora    …. …. …. Tillian, Michael’s …….  Mc 

Arow                           . 

 

SONNY AND PAT  Matty ….  ….  …., Mc Arow,   Nora    …. …. …. Tillian, Michael’s …….  Mc 

Arow                           . 

 

MARY JANE AND JOHN,  Mary Jane-Christine and Annette Sacco, 

Johnny Ian and Christin Conroy, Jeanne-Michael and Erica Ryan,  

Nancy-Michael and M…… Sinclair,   

Donna-Nicholas, Danny and Melissa De Nucci,  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A BABY VISITING A NURSING HOME?   

 

Momma was 91 when they discovered she had ovaian cancer in April of 1991. They operated and said she 

had about a month or 2 to live, and sent her to the Savannah Nursing home in Port St. Lucie. Every day I 

went to see her and spent a few hours.with her and was quite surprised to find she was very happy there.  

 

One day she asked,  “Did you find out if you can bring Valerie’s baby in here?  I never got to see my latest 

great-grandchild and I want to see her.”  

 

I sighed, “Mamma, they are not going to let a 2 month old baby come in a nursing home.” She looked so 

disappointed and  whined, “She is already 2months old and soon she won’t fit into these bottoes I made 

her.” She opened the drawer by her bed and showed me the pink blanket and pink booties she had 
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crocheted for Valencia, with acrylic wool Mary Jane Sacco sent her. Momma argued with me, “You don’t 

know that they won’t!  Did you ask the nurse at the desk?” I shook my head. “Then go out there and tell 

her, I want to see my great-grandchild.”   

 

To satisfy her, I reluctantly went out. I asked the nurse sitting at her desk, She looked up and smiled at me, 

“Why of course you can bring the baby in. The women here would be thrilled to see a little baby, I know it 

will brighten up their day for them.” 

 

The following Sunday Valerie drove up from Miami, a 3 hour drive and allthe way up, Valencia 

cried. We spent the entire afternoon with. Momma, from 1 in the afternoon until 7 that night. She was 

so happy she had that baby on her bed. and Valencia never cried one and kept studying Momma’s 

face with her big wide open brown eyes.. What a beautiful memory I have of that last day and to 

know she was so happy when we left that night when she hugged and kissed us good-bye’. The way 

we were laughing as we were leaving, beause we had such a good time togetherm,  I never thought 

that would be the last time Momma would kiss and hug me,   

 

Later that night the phone rang. It was 12 o’clock at night. I hougth something haprned to Valerie. It 

was Iris,.Momma’s nurse.  I froze because I knew something happened to Momma.. She apologized 

for calling so late. and told me, “Don’t come now, I  just wanted you to let you know, after you and 

your daughter left, your mother slipped into a coma. It is not good. She will linger awile, but she 

won’t come out of it, and I just wanted you to be prepared when you come to see her tomorrow, what 

to expect. ’    

  

I cried, “We were just there. You saw her. She was laughing when we left..” She told me, “I know, 

and I am so sorry I have to tell you this.” Momma lingered like she said, and a few days later Iris 

called me in the morning, to come right away and I got there on time. I held Momma in my arms and 

she died so peacefully, but it didn’t seem possible she was gone. . 

 

When I went home I hated to call Mary Jane and tell her Mommajust died.  Neither one of us could 

speak. ,We kept crying into the telephone, because it hurt so much. We knew it was only a matter of 

time.because they only gave Momma about a month to live, and she lived 5 more months and died on 

September 12th,  1991.   

 

I knew how much Momma wanted to go to Freddie’s wedding. but she couldn’t go, but she thought 

she could.  My husband Fred and I drove to Long Island to th wedding, and  and .I felt terrible I 

didn’t tell Momma we were going. I knew it would break her heart that she couldn’t go. For the past 

`10 years, Momma was always asking him, ‘When are you going to find yourself a nice girl and  get 

married?”  So she had been looking forward to seeing Freddie getting married to Lora, because she 

had waited a long time to see him finally get married, is why I felt so bad she wasn’t able to go. .  

 

Freddie was 36 when he married Lora on August 10th , 1991 and Momma died a few weeks later, on 
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September 13th .It was a beautiful church wedding and as I stood there watching Freddie and Lora so 

happy and getting married, I kept thinking how Momma would have loved to have been there, 

because of all her grandchildren, she had a special love for Freddie,  since he was little boy. 

 

When we came back from New York, I went to see Momma. I felt so guilty when she asked me, 

“When did you say Freddie was going to get married to Lora?.”  I hated to lie when I told her, “He 

decided not to get married just yet, Momma.” She nodded like she understood but it bothered meTo 

ease my mind, the next day when I went to see her, I decided to tell her and show her the wedding 

pictures of Freddie and Lora. Lora, I did explain to her, she was too sick to go and she agreed.as she 

looked at each picture and handed them back to me, she  looked at me and asked, “Well, did you find 

out when Freddie is going to get married, because I still haven’t decided which dress I’m going to 

wear.”  It was a shame Momma never got to meet Lora, because she would have loved her, But, in a 

way I was glad she was still looking forward to going to Freddie’s wedding, and still trying to decide 

which dress she was going to wear, it gave her something wonderful to look forward to. 

  

When I was talking to Mary Jane on the phone, and told her Momma had died, I reminded her, she wanted 

to be buried with her mother and father in Towanda, not with Daddy.’  

 

Mary Jane said, “No. She should be buried with Daddy, not her mother and father.”: 

 

 I told her, :”Mary Jane, that is not what Momma wanted. A couple of months ago she stood in my kitchen 

and told me, ‘I hope you girls know when I die,  I don’t want to be buried with Daddy, I want to be buried 

with my mother and father in Towanda,’ She thought about it awhile and said, ‘Oh Rose, what does it 

matter where they bury you, when you are dead you are dead, What difference does it make?”  

 

Mary Jane argued, ”No one will want to drive 200 miles to Towanda and back, That would. be over 

400 miles round trip?  Besides,.I liked the way Vorhee’s Funeral Parlor handled  Sonny’s  funeral, 

and they did John’s brother and his sister’s funeral a couple of years ago. I’d like to see them handle 

Momma’s funeral  too.” Rather than argue about it, at a time like that, being we were both upset,  I 

agreed only because Momma did say, “What does it matter where they bury you,  when you’re dead 

you’re dead!.”   

 

Sitting there on the plane, remembering so many things I had forgotten about, I  was thinking about what a 

strange life Momma had.  When she was growing up she had the nerve to leave home when she was only 

13, and she pleaded with Mrs.Eggleston, a ver wealthy lady who had a summer home in Wysox, to let her 

work for her.Knowing how her mother treated her and beat her, she took her in even though she had 9 in 

help, in their home in New York wher they lived.9 months of the year and 3 months in Wysox and their 

other summer home on the Thosand Islands Momma stayed with her until she got.married and she lived in 

New York City,/while  all her sisters and brothers stayed in Towanda, a few miles from Wysox.  

 

She married Daddy, a drunk and a gambler, and what a horrible marriage they had for 30 years, the ups and 
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downs she lived through,and she had to work all her life to support our family and then herself,  Yet she 

found ways to enjoy her life, compared to the mothers in our neighborhood, where we grew up on 

Amsterdam Avenue.  

I remember Momma was always busy, she was either making  flowers, painting  pictures, learning to play 

the piano,then she learned to play the guitar, She loved to making cookies from a new receipes. and she 

loved to sew and make her own winter coats and suits, and always made all our clothes. She always carried 

a sketch book in her pocketbook so she could copy what she liked and saw in the store windows along Fifth 

Avenue, and make them for herself or us,.and  still she worked 7 days a week, with only Sunday afternoon 

and evening off.  

 

Yet, on her only afternoon off, after spending the afternoon with us on Sunday afternoon, she would go visit 

some the sick and  lonely women she knew for a few minutes and  I had to go with her. She’d bring them 

something to cheer them up, some of her homemake cookies or a bouquet of tiny red or pink roses she made 

from velvet crepe paper.that they loved, and they’d cry and thank her for coming to see them,  

  

                                             *              *               * 

 

 In December of 1987 Momma had her colon removed and the doctor put her in a nursing home, She 

was 87, and she was furious tha the put her in a nursing home ‘with all those old people’ but she was 

there to recooperate and learn how to attach and take off the bag she had to wear, and she was giving 

the nurses and doctors a  hard time. because she did not want to be there.. 

 

 

Sonny died of cancer in January of 1987 and that December Momma and Mary Jane were operated 

on the same day, but in different hospitals. Mary Jane had cancer of the throat, and the radiation 

treatments,  paralyzed her left shoulder when she was suffering terriblyfrom the operation on her 

trroat, she wasn’t able to talk temporatily.    

 

The same day they operated on Mary Jane, Momma was operated on in a different hospital and they 

removed her colon. When I would called her to see how she was doing.  I would get upset because 

she was so angry that she was in the nursing home and.would cry and say she hated being there 

because of the way the way they were  treating her.. I would get so upset when I hear her crying ,  

“You got to find a way to  get me out of this place, I want to go home. I don’t want to be here. They 

don’t give me any food and I am so hungy. I want to be home, Christmas is coming. Can’t you find a 

way to get me out of here?”  

I  panicked. I didn’t know what to think I was so worried about her.  Mary Jane just came home from 

the hospital, and her girls had their own familes and they were busy taking turns taking care of their 

mother. They couldn’t keep running back and forth to the nursing home just because Momma was so 

unhappy there. 

It was 2 weeks before Chirstmas and I was so worried about Mary Jane and Momma that I decided to 

fly up and see what was going on with Momma, and.. Freddie met me at Islip Airport and I stayed 
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with him. The next morning we drove to the nursing home that was somewhere in northern New 

Jersey.  

When we walked in Momma’s room, she was sitting up in bed and she looked at us with a mad face.  

I was so glad to see her and I hugged and kissed her.and she never smiled and I could she was angry.  

 

The nurse took me ot the side and told me, “She refuses to eat what we give her.and sje sends all her 

meals back to the kitchen.” I sighed and watched Freddie bend over to kiss her, and she turned away 

and ignored him too, and  fo Momma that was very unusal, she loved Freddie, and fogired it must be 

the pain medication they had her on.   

 

I flew all the way up from Florida to see her, and she sat there ignoring me and a kept saying was, 

“You have to find a way to get me out of here. Why can’t Freddie take me to my house, because I am 

not staying here.. it’s almost Christmas and I  want to be home.”  

 

Her.doctor came in and heard what she said. He told her in a stern tone of voice,, ‘Mrs. Mc Arow, 

You have to stay until you get better .Besides, your grandaughter told me  there’ss no one home that 

can take care of you.” Of course, she did not like hearing that.    

 

We were there  3 hours and we decided to leave.because Momma refused to talk to us, and sat in the 

bed pouting, with a real mad face, eyeing Freddie and me. She got out of the bed to go to the 

bathroom, and I went to help her and she pushed ne away and wnet in the bathroom and closed th 

door,  hit her head on the floor. We stood there not believing what was happening when they put her 

in an ambulance and took her to a nearby hospital. Freddie asked for directions and we followed the 

ambulance.. We sat with her in E.R. while they took x-rays and said she was alright and they took her 

back to the nursing home.   

 

I felt tthere was nothing w4 could do for her. I saw the meals they brought herarn th4y  looked to be 

delicious and I could understand why the nurses were sort of  annoyed at her, because she was giving 

them a hard time and was so unpleasant to them, and I knew that was so unlike her. 

  . 

 

We left because it was getting late and  I wanted to see Mary Jane. When she opened the door, it was 

the way she looked at me that  I immediately let her know, we were not staying. I just wanted to see 

her for a few minutes. She pointed to her neck and indicated that she couldn’t talk because of the 

operation on her throat. Being it was December, it was abut 11 degrees out and we were freezing 

standing on her porch, and she didn’t let us in, She just said she didn’t want to see anyone and closed 

the door. 

 

Even though I was very disappointed,  it was obvious she didn’t feel well enough to have company. 

so we left. I suggest we finda nice diner before we went back to Long Island and we  had a bowl of 

hot pea soup with chunks of ham in it..I was glad to get back to Freddie’s  house.and flew home the 
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next morning, befause I had to get my Chirstmas shopping done and wondered why I even bothered 

to fly up to see Momma and Mary Jane!. . 

 

The next day, nlil’ Mary Jane called. and she was laughing and telling me, “Aunt Rose, you are not 

going to believer this, but after you and Freddie left, my sister Nancy went to see Nana and brought 

bring her some homemake chicken soup, and do you know that she conned Nancy into taking her 

home? Because Nany felt so sorry for her hearing her cry that she wanted to go home Against 

doctor’s orders, she put her in a wheel chair, and she was in her hospital gown and Nancy wheeled 

her out to her car and took her back to her house, where she wanted to be. Do you know why? Are 

you ready for this,’So Nana could wrap her Christmas presents and bake Christmas cookies! So far, l 

she is not having any problems with the bag and she is doing what they showed her to do.. She is up 

and around and  happy to be home for Christmas, and Nora and Michael bought a fresh Christmas 

tree and they are going to trim it.”   

 

When I hung up, I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry, when I heard Momma that Nancy took her out of the 

nursing home and brought her home.  Momma was 87. Her legs were giving out on her and she wasn’t able 

to drive anymore or go food shopping..In a way I was glad she was home and Nora and Michael got a 

Christmas tree and she could celebrate Christmas with them, like she wanted to .  

 

Momma had been taking care of  Sonny’s children since 1976, and one by one the older boys left and  

were on their own. By 1989, she only had Bobby, Michael and Nora at home and her beloved dog, 

Penny. They went to work everyday and were seldom home, They were young, and didn’t realize it 

was important for Momma take her pills every day, because she would forget. She landed back in the 

hospital, so many times because she forgot to take her pills  that her doctor said,’ something had to be 

done about it.: Michael promised him doctor, he would see she took her pills every day. but he forgot 

too.      

 

 

MOMMA AND FLORIDA 

 

Sitting on the plane looking out the window, thinking about how Mary Jane and I had to go to the 

funeral parlor and pick out a casket for Momma, knowing it was going to be a very difficult for us the 

net couple of days, The thought of seeing Momma in a casket make. my head pound all the more, 

beause AI was nevr going to see momma again. I let my head go back and closed my eyes because 

they hurt from all the crying I had done/ Hearing the engines droning on and on was so depressing, 

and I asked myself again, why did I tell Fred I didn’t’ want ho come with me, when I needed him 

now more than ever?”     

 

I thought about the day in November of 1989, when Mary Jane’s girls put Momma on the plane in 

Newark and she was flying into West Palm Beach. I was excited and thrilled she was coming live 

with us and, Fred and I went to meet her. Momma’s doctor wanted to  put her back in the nursing 
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home, because she kept forgetting to take her pills and she landed in the hospital so many times. He 

said, ‘she needed someone to take care of her.’ I had Mary Jane ask him, ‘Why couldn’t she come 

live with us in Florida?” He agreed, if I saw that she took her medicine everyday.’  

 

Momma came see us several times with Freddie, after we retired to Florida in 1985, and was here for 

our daughter Barbara’s wedding in 1987. She told us how much she liked Florida. and would tell me 

the same thing when  talked on the phone when she went home, that is why I thought she would love 

living in Florida. But, I soon found out how wrong I was. 

    

Our 4 girls and our granddaughter Barabara, moved to Florida a few years before we did, and they 

were all there to meet Momma with balloons and flowers, When we stood there watching the 

passengersas they came off the plane and walked by us,  Momma wasn’t’ with them..  

 

We began to panic. We looked at one another, wondering what could have happened to her? I was 

thinking did she have to change flights at North Carolina, because if she did, she  would have surely 

gotten lost.  

We spotted a flight attendant pushing Momma down the ramp in a wheelchair and our girls ran to her 

saying,  “Nana. Nana’ They were laughing when they saw Mary Jane had pinned a  yellow ribbon on 

her jacket with a card with our name, addresss and  phone number on it, in case she did get lost.  

 

We thanked the flight attendant, and I leaned down and hugged and kised her and Momma sat there 

stone-faced. and didn’t even look up at me. Seeing hre mad face, tht AI knew so well, I could tell she 

was not a bit happy. and I lookd at Fred, because I didn’t know why.   

 

Our girls hugged and kissed her and made a big fuss over her and handed her the balloons and 

flowers and she just sat there. She never smiled or said a word to them. .and we were so excited and 

happy that she was going to be living with us, but it was obvious Momma was not happy to be with 

us.  

 

I pushed her in the wheelchair and we went over to the carousel to get her bags as they were coming 

around. we recognized them with the yellow ribbons tied on them. The girls grabbed them and 

showed them to Momma, to see if were they hers. She nodded, like she didn’t care one way or the 

other, and continued to ignore us. As we were leaving, Momma said in a real loud voice so everyone 

would hear, “I don’t know why you made me come down here for, when you know darn well I wnted 

to stay in my house. I don’t want to live in Florida.”   

I was stunned by what she said. because I had no idea she didn’t want to come. I thought she would 

love being with us.  

 

For the two years she was with us, all she ever wanted, was to go back to her house in New Jersey. 

No matter what I did,  to try and make her happy,  she wanted to go home.  
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Of course,  I could understand why she felt that way, but she coudlnt’ be by herself anymore, She 

refused to believe someone else was living in the house, because Sonny’s kids, couldn’t afford to pay 

the rent there. Michael was on his own, and Nora got married. and she and her husband bought a 

house and took Bobby in and he had a nice room in their cellar.”  

 

There were good days when we enjoyed one another, We would sit and paint pictures together and 

she would tell me about what her life it was like when she was growing up in Wysox, and went to a 

one-rom schoolhouse with her two brothers, and  how kind her father was, and how she loved him.    

 

There were the days Momma was moody and angry and no matter what I did, I could not please her.  

I would remind myself, that was not like Momma, to be that way. I would think of al the times she 

told me,  she loved it in Florida, when she could come to visit us Freddie, I could not figure out what 

was going on with her.and I didn’t know how to handle her being so angry all the time. . 

 

It was very hard for me  to accept  Momma had changed that much, because we had  been so 

close.and always had such good times together, She spent so much time at my house because she 

enjoyed being with me and the children. It was very confusing to hear her complain and say she 

wanted to go home. When I would tell her she couldn’t go home, she would say that  “I wouldn’t let 

her’..   

 

Every week I put her wheelchair in the trunk of the car and took her to a nice restaurant for lunch, and 

then we’d go shopping at the mall.  She enjoyed it and.  I was so disappointed Momma still didn’t 

want to be with us, Even if she did go back to New Jersey, Mary Jane couldn’t take care her. She had 

been operated on for throat cancer and could hardly take care of herself, let alone take care of 

Momma. I tried to explain to her, being she was in a wheelchair, there was no way she could go up 

and down the stairs to get to one of the bedrooms in Mary Jane’s house, and if she stayed downstairs, 

the only bathrrom was upstairs.   

 

I thought it was strange, in all the time Momma was with me, she never pnmce talked about Sonny 

after he died.  I knew how much it hurt her, because she really loved him. He died so young of 

cancer, and to have to see what he did with his life, when it didn’t have to be that way. He was so 

knowledgeable and smart that he was still working on the blueprints for the condominums along the 

Palisades, and signing him his name to them, up until almost the week that he died. because that was 

what he loved to do. I don’t think he ralized how it hurt her, that he wouldn’t let her come see him, 

when he was dying, and she suffered silently and wouldn’t talk about it, but Mary Jane and I knew 

how it broke her  heart knowing how he drank and neglected his children.   

 

I was hoping once Momma got settled. she would like Florida and I tried to understand she had 

changed because, she was 89 years old.  But,   I didn’t know who she was anymore, because  it was 

not like her not to be busy, instead she would sit around and  pout and get angry at me for no reason. I 

would feel  so bad that I wanted to cry because I couldn’t reach her, and we always had such 
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interesting things to talk about. but not any more..   

 

We had moved to Florida 4 years ago, when she visited us, she always seemed so happy. I knew she 

hated being in a wheelchair. She felt trapped being in my house, because she no longer had control 

over her own life, like she did when she was in her house, but, she refused to belive there was nothing 

there for her to go back to, but she did not believe it..   

 

It broke my heart to look at her and know how unhappy she was. She wanted to be in her own 

kitchen, and she was convinced that I was the one that wouldn’t let her go back to New Jersey. As 

many times as I wouldexplain to her ‘why’ she couldn’t she would argue, “I never had a problem 

getting around and taking care of myself and Sonny’s kids, so what makes you think I can’t do it 

now?”  

 

I’d sigh and ook at her and remind her, ’Molmma, your legs have given out on you and you have to 

be in a wheelchair. You are here because  you didn’t take your medicine, You didn’t take your 

dilantin or you kept having seizures because you had 3 aneuyrisms on your brain, and you had your 

colon taken out and you have to wear a colostomy bag and you don’t always get it on right,and that 

causes a problem, and you had one o fyour kidnesy’s removed.., so don’t tell me you do need me 

because you do.”   

 

She would  get so mad that she would wheel herself away telling me, “I don’t need you to tell me 

what I have to do,”. 

 

Then.there were days she would be confused and ask me, “Did lil Mary Jane ever get married?’ I 

didn’t know what to say. because she was married in 1970 and both her girls were in college,  Then 

I’d be so relieved to see the next day,  she knew what was doing, because she ’d ask me to mail lil 

Mary Jane’s girls, cards she made them, to their college with a few dollars for them.  

 

When the flight attendant walked by, she would look at me and see me crying.and she decided to stop 

and asked me, ‘Are you alright?”  

 

I shook my head and quietly told her, “I’m just very upset, because my mother died the day before 

and I am going to her funeral.”. She sat down beside me for a minute, and let me know how sorry she 

was and told me, “I so sorry I dread the day when that happens to my Mom,  I don’t even want to 

think about it.’ She touched my hand and smiled as she hurried off and  looked back at me..  

 

I sat there thinking, as I looked out the window at the billowing white clouds that went on and on, 

rmemebering how it was only a couple of months ago, I was sitting with Molmma on the front patio, 

and we were watching the boats going by.and having a seond cup of coffee. She was sitting in her 

wheelchair and she put the cup down on the table in front of her and looked at me and let out a long 

sigh,  “Rose, will you please tell me why you won’t let me go back home? .I’m sorry, but  don’t want 
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to be here . It isn’t that I don’t love you, I do. And I appreciate everything you do for me, but. you 

don’t seem to understand,  I want to be in my house, in my own kitchen. What ever made you think I 

would want to live in Florida, when I have my own house in New Jersey?”   

 

I took a deep breath and again I tried to explain to her ‘why’, again. not realszing what old age and 

dementia was, because I never knew anyone with it. All I knew was Momma didn’t remember what I 

told her and I had to keep telling her  the same thing over and over again.  

 

I took a deep breath and said “Mom, I know you won’t like hearing this, but, you are 89, and you 

have several serious medical problems and you forget to take your medicine and. you cannot take 

care of yourself. This is what happens to all of us, when we get to be 88 years old.”  

 

Momma  gave me ‘that’ look of hers and I knew not to say anything more. 

 

One morning, while aI was fixing our breakfast, Momma wheeled herself into thekitchen and  

demanded,. “I want you to do something about getting me on a plane so I can go back to my house. 

This is your house and I should be in my house, not here.  I have to take care of Sonny’s children, 

they need me..”  

 

I got so upset that I raised my voice and I actually yelled at her, “Momma, I keep telling you,  you 

can’t go back to your house. Someone else is living there. Sonny’s children moved out and they are 

on their own.”   

 

Momma wheeled herself into her room and refused to talk to me the rest of the day.. I was ashamed 

that I yelled at her. I went in and tried to smooth things over.and told her.  “Momma, I’m sorry I 

yelled at you. but, maybe you think you don’t need me, but you do.and I’m so happy I can take care 

of you.” Momma sat there and pursed her lips together so tight  they turned white, and she started to 

cry. I felt so sorry for her, thatI put my arms around her seeing her sitting there wiping her eyes, when 

all she wanted was to go home. 

She didn’t realize  I did not want her to be put in a nursing home, and I 

realized she had every reason to cry and be angry. She lost her independence, and the life she had 

enjoyed.and she living in one room in my house. It was certainly different than being in her own 

house where she was in control and did all the cooking and bossed and took  care of Sonny’s children, 

She no longer had her dog Penny that she loved. Nora took her and would sent her pictures of Penny  

now and then, and it would make her all the more homesick.. 

   

I wondered what  I could do to make her happy and knowing how she liked to paint pictures, I bought 

several tubes of acrylic paints, and some heavy water color paper. and several brushes Then I got a 

folding table so she could sit in her wheel chair in the big spare room and paint and it was something 

that really made her happy.and it helped her disposition a lot. She would spend hours painting 

beautiful pictures of flowers, and some of them were every pretty. In fact the anemones she painted, , 
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I made a copy of it and it is in this book so everyone could appreciate how beautiful it turned out to 

be.    

 

The pilot announced over the intercom, “We will be landing shortly, will everyone  please gather up your 

belongings, and check to see  you have not left anything behind, and then be sure to buckle up.”   

 

 I was already buckled up and only had my pocketbook with me so I sa back and was  thinking about what 

that young Oriental doctor said to me, in the Savanna Nursing Home, a few minutes after Momma died  He 

wa;led in the room, to talk to the attending doctor that was with Momma. and he saw me holding Momma in 

my arms when she died, and I was crying. He had the nerve to say to me,.“Why are you crying like this? 

Your mother was 91. You knew she was going to die.” He upset me so much, that he would say something 

like that to me, knowing  my mother just died. I was about to tell him off, and Iris, my mother’s nurse, 

shook her head and whispered, “Don’t be hurt by what he said, Oriental doctors look at death different 

than we do.”   

 

I was so choked up that I was glad to see him leave and I sobbed to Iris, “:Did he think because my 

mother was 91, the pain of losing her would be any the less?”  Iris put her arm around me to leave, 

and  I looked at Momma one more time and kissed her and Iris brought me to the nurses’ and doctors’ 

lounge and had me sit down while she fixed a cup of coffee.and gave me a piece of pound cake on a 

plate. I thanked her and drank the coffee. I couldn’t look at the cake. We finished our coffee, and we 

sat there andshe told me how much she enjoyed taking care of Momma, that she was such an 

interesting person to talk to.  

We left and.she walked me out to my car and reminded me, “Being you are so upset, you need to be 

careful when you are driving home, and be sure to keep your mind on the road.’  I hugged and 

thanked her and assured her that I would be careful, Driving home along Indian River Drive, 

,Momma’s face was before me and I couldn’t believe she was gone and I was never going to see her 

again. 

 

Looking out the window of the plane, thinking about Momma dying. I asked myself the same 

question like so many people have asked themselves, ‘Where does the soul go when we die?’ Of 

course, there is no answer to that because everyone has their own idea about whether we have a soul 

or don’t.. 

  

Being we were going to land soon, there was a lot of commotion going on in the cabin with everyone 

getting their things together. I watched fight attendant going down the aisle checking to see that  

everyone was buckled up.and  was thinking about the ups and downs in Momma’s life. and I 

wondered why she ever married a man like Daddy, when she knew when she met him in New York 

City, at an Irish dance, when he was known to be a heavy drinker and a gamber.  

Yet she married a man like that? Aunt Vina felt she did it to get back at Earl for jilting her,and that 

was exactly what Mrs. Eggleston told her.  
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All her married life she ende dup paying the rent and for the groceri3s, and all she did was fight and 

argue with Daddy, for as long as I can remember. When Momma was home on Sunday nights, Daddy 

was always drunk and they’d start fighting, we’d run and hide, and Daddy would hit her, and she’d 

hit him back, and it was always over the same thing, money. Momma always ended up crying and she 

would leave us and go back to work, sobbing.  

 

The money Daddy wasted on drinking and gambling, instead of supportng his family like he should 

and help with the rent and groceries. All the fighting she did with him,what good did it do, because he 

didn’t care. She had to know she was never going to change him,.He was drunk every night, for as 

long as I can remember, and he was still drinking and getting drunk when they finally took him away 

in a straight jacket in 1956 and  put him away in a mental hospital, where he died in May of 1961. No 

one of us shed a tear at Daddy’s funeral, and to think he had a military funeral, with the salvo of guns 

going off, with members of the navy standing there at attention, for a man like him..  

 

Momma couldn’t be home with us, when we were growing up, I think that was why she enjoyed her 

grandchildren and was so happy when she was with them She thought nothing of getting down on the 

floor and playing with them, and build blocks and make doll clothes for their dolls and little blankets 

and pillows for their doll cribs. She loved when they had not school and she could take Mary Jane’s 

children over to her store at Easter and Christmas, and during the summer when school was out. With 

all she had to do, she found the time to enjoy them and paint the kind of things they liked to keep and  

bring home.  

 

That is why they loved being there and gladly slept on the floor in the little apartment Momma had in 

the back of her store. She had a living room, a kitchen and a bathroom, but no bedroom.. The back 

door led out to a nice yard with grass and a tree, where she parked her car under a mulberry tree and 

when the berries were ripe, they’d fall on her car and leave little purple stains on it. and she’d collect 

as many of them as she could, to make blackberry pies with them, like her mother used to do. 

..   

When she closed her shop at night, for privacy she pulled down the green shade on the door and 

closed the drapes on both windows. She h her store in Valley Stream for ove 20 yeas and was very 

successful there, and most of her business came from what was called, ‘the five towns’.  

 

It always amazed me she was never lonely, because she was always so busy doing something she 

enjoyed, painting another picture, making a small piece of furniture. She would cut them out of wood 

with an overhead electric saw, and use an electric sander,  then they were stained and varnished, and 

put in the window of her store and she sold everyone of them.  

 

Sometimes, she would take out her portable sewing machine, she had since Mrs. Hardon bought it for 

her in 1931 She would make herself  a new suit or dress. I never forget the light yellow wool dress 

and matching coat dhe made oen sri, how beautil she looked in it whtih her amber beads and amber 

florl scarf tied around her neck..  
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And she cut  and made all the flowers she sold and would hand painted each one to make them look 

real, That was why the Interior Decorators liked to order their floral araangemnts from her, because 

she colored the flowers according to the swtches they leave with her, and they wer so pleased with 

her work..   

 

She used complain, there wasn’t enough hours in the day for her, and she stayed up until 2 or 3 in the 

morning working  and she was up at 7 every morning.  

 

I don’t think Momma ever got tired, and yet she did everything herself. She enjoyed her life, and she 

took time to admire the beautiful things in life, that most of us take for granted. She had to stop and 

look at a rose that was in full bloom, and stop whta she was doing so she could watch a flaming 

sunset, she’d walk along the beach with no shoes on and let the sand ooze betwen her toes, and be 

picking up the shells she thought were  beautiful and take them home, and had several jars of them 

sitting on the shelves. She loved sitting by a lake with Earl and  cook over an open fire even in the 

winter, because those were the things that she enjoyed doing the most.  

 

In October of 1957, we lived in Wantagh. By then we had Rosemary, Diana, Freddie and Barbara was 

just born. Fred hae been with TWA for 15 years, when he receivd a telegram from the FAA that they 

had hired him, and first assignment was at the Pittsburgh Airport. It was the last week in January of 

1958.when he left and I had to stay so I could sell our house. We sold it and moved in April to 

Aliquippa, Pennsylvania a little town near the airport.. Fred found the house while he was there, but it 

was mujch too small for our family. The following year we decided, we needed to get  a bigger house 

an bought one that was about 20 miles from in Bridgeville, but closer to Pittsburgh.  

 

Momma missed us and drive  500 miles to see us, She would bring Mary Jane’s children with her and 

the couisns would be so glad to see one another again. Valerie was born there on  March 3, 1960. 

What a time we had trying to get up and down the hills, to get to the hospital on time, because we 

were having such a terrible snow storm,  The snow was so deep, that we couldn’t go any farther and 

we had to leave our car and tried to walk and get help because I was in labor. When, a young man 

came along in a jeep andhelped us get in and he managed to get us trhough all that snow and to the 

hospital in his jeep, and we had 30 inches of snow on the ground.  

 

A couple of months later, we found out Fred was being transferred back to JFK Airport, but we were  

glad to move back to Long Island and be with our family and friends again.  

 

Looking out of the window and seeing the skyline of New York City down below, where we grew up 

with Momma, a long time ago, I got a pain in the pit of my stomach, knowing that her life was over, 

and Mary Jane and I were the only ones left in our family.   

 

We had a very smooth landing, and I walked off the plane with all the other passengers, I realized I 
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didn’t know where I was. I had never been in the Newark airport before. I looked around and was 

very confused, not knowing where to go, and I was so glad to see Jeanne running towards me. We 

hugged and we cried and talked about Momma and got my suitcase off the carousal. 

Jeanne drove me to her mother’s house.and pulling in the driveway, she said “I’m sorry, Ican’t stay, I 

haveto get back to my own grieving family”  

 

Mary Jane and John were waiting on the porch and came to the car John took my suitcase, and Mary 

Jane and I clung to one another for a long time and we sobbed, then we went inside.. I could smell she 

had dinner waiting,and she said she had made my favorite, boiled beef with horse radish gravy and 

mashed potatoes and some wine, and it was so delious, Mary Jane was such a good cook, but not me..  

  

We never went to bed. that night. we kept talking about Momma and what our lives were like when 

we were living on Amsterdam Avnue. It was something we had never done before, talk about Daddy, 

and the old  neighborhood.and the mothers that used to look after us.They admired Momma and felt 

sorry for her, that she had to work so hard, and be away from us because of Daddy’s drinking.  

 

 The way they wached over us, because they knew Momna wasn’t home, and they knew twe had a 

father that didn’t care about us. They didn’t like him,and they weren’t a bit bashful letting him know 

it when he’d pass them by , going upstairs,because they were usually standing on the stoop 

gossip;ing.. 

 

Mary Jane lit another cigarette and blew the smoke up in the air saying. “ Anna was always on the 

stoop with those women gossiping. You can be sure  they never missed a thing that was going on, 

when they’d be standing there talking, They had their eyes on all the kids not just theirs.  When I’d be 

playing in the park, they would be sitting on the benches with their baby carriages and their little kids, 

if they saw us fooling around on the monkey bars, they’d get up and yell at us  like they yelled at their 

own kids, and warn us they were going to tell our mother, if we didn’t behave ourselves.” 

 

I laughed,, “When I think how we used to hang out the window so much that our elbows used to be raw 

from leaning on the concrete.sills. Then we got smart and took the pillows off our beds and leaned on them. 

But we loved it when it was dark out, because no one knew we were there and we would hear everything the 

women doon the stoop were talking about and we’d be listening and giggling...”..  

 

Saturday was when the fathers got paid.and they’d end up in the saloon downstairs. They’d drink too much 

and start fighting and it would be in the midle of the night, They’d  wake us up and we’d jump out of bed 

and grab our quilt and  look out the window and watch  them fighting because they were right under our 

window.. 

 We could see them rolling around on the sidewalk and see the blood running down their faces,. and they’d 

be cursing and saying curse words we never heard before. The cops would come and throw all of them in 

the back of  paddy wagon and take them up to the police station. They’d  sleep in the jail, and they’d let 

them go Sunday morning, knowing they had to get to mass.. 
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 Mary Jane lit another cigarette and started coughing. It upset me seeing how red her face got. I wondered 

how she dared to smoke  when she was operated on for cancer of the throat, but it didn’t seem to  bother her 

and.I worried what she was doing to herelf.   

 

She went on to say, “Remember the bartender, he always wore a block bow tie and a white starched apron 

tied around his wait, he’d come out and stand there  shaking his fist at them telling them ‘get up and get 

away from the from of me door,’ and when they didn’t’  he’d walk over and kick them in the backside and 

tell them, ’Get up and go home to ye’re wives where ye belong,”  Then, if they didn’t he’d go  back inside 

and call the police..and when their friends inside at the bar heard his call the cops, they’d run out and  jump 

on the other guys.and they be punching one another in the face and screaming and cursing at one another.   

 

We’d be in our nightgowns with the quilt over our heads, watching them rolling around on the sidewalk like 

a big ball, and the blood was running down the front of their shirts and jackets and we’d hear the sirens in 

the distance. That meant the paddy wagon coming down the hill. They’d pull in front of the saloon. And a 

couple of healthy looking Irish cops would jump off the back with their billy sticks in their hands and they’d 

wallop them and try to break-up the fight.”    

 

Mary Jane laughed, “Yeah, but, when the cops tried to separate them, they couldn’t break loose, 

they’d  have to whack them all the harder with the billy sticks again  But, it was nothing new to them, 

they’d grab them by the back of their necks and shove them into the paddy wagon with the blood 

running from their  noses and take them up to the police station and  throw them in jail.  

 

They only kept them overnight and let them go in the morning. They never arrested any of them. The 

next morning they’d send them home early so they could shave, and put on their only good suit, white 

shirt and tie. and we’d see them Sunday morning, strolling down the avenue with their “Mrs.”going to 

the 11 o’clock mass, sporting 2 black eyes, like it was a badge of honor.” 

 

It’s funny Daddy never got involved in any of those fight like those men did.”  

 

I smirked, “Because  he was a coward, that’s why. We would rather fight with us than fight with 

those men.. Did you realize we never saw Daddy sober except, when he was at Aunt Vina’s on 

vacation? He knew she would not tolerate any liquor or beer in her house, and for some strange 

reason, he  respected her wishes.and he never drank when he was there.: 

 

Mary Jane smirked, “ Because he loved being on their farm. During the war, when you couldn’t get 

gas, he took the bus up there by himself, that how much he liked being there. One year while he was 

there, he worked hard and put in a stone driveway for Aunt Vina and she was surprised what a good 

job he did. ” 

 

Mary Jane laughed .”But, when he went to town with Uncle Henry. he had him leave him off at a bar 
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while he did his errands, One time, Aunt Vina got so mad at Daddy, because he talked Uncle Henry 

into going in the bar with him and he got him so drunk. and she got so mad at Daddy, he never took 

Uncle Henry in a bar ever again.”     

 

I sighed, “But, I think his mind was going even back then. It’s not normal for any man to drink as 

much whiskey as Daddy did. That was probably why he was so mean to us and always wanted to 

fight with us. He drank a quart of whiskey at home,and all he drank on his lunch hour at a bar near 

where he worked. After work he stopped  in the bar downstairs before he went upstairs for dinner. 

Anna had to buy him his quart of whiskey and 9 bottles of Knickerbocker beer, to drink with his 

dinner, and they were gone before  he went to bed. No wonder he ended up with cirrhosis of the 

brain. 

 

Mary Jane sighed, “Daddy should have been put in jail the way he used to beat and burn us,,  but back 

then there were no laws to protect children. What normal father would hold his child against a mad 

hot radiator and burn them like he did to us, and he still did it when we were old enough to be 

working, and I can’t believe we didn’t fight back but I guess, we were too afraid of him.” 

 

I reminded her. “We were helpless against him, because he was as strong as a bull. He never ate any 

breakfast, he always drank half a quart of whiskey before he lerft for work and finished the other half 

when he came home. I never forgot how he used to twist our arms up in back of us, and rammed his 

knee in our back and put us to the floor and he would hold us there like some kind of  proud warrior. 

while we were screaming in pain, because  he enjoyed making us suffer because he was a control 

freak, and why did Momma let him get away with it?” 

The two of sat there thinking, and just sighed, at what we had to go through. 

And as I was watching Mary Jane blowing the cigarette smoke up in the air, talking about what 

Daddy did to us, brought back a lot of unpleasant memories the both of us had supressed for years. I 

don’t’ know why we never talked about it before but that night it seemed that was all we.talked about. 

 

Mary Jane groaned, “Even when we were. working, Daddy thought nothing of smacking us across the 

face.with the back of his hand. I remember one night I was going out, and I didn’t’ answer him the 

way he thought I should, and he hit me and the imprint of his hand was a bright red across my face 

and it hurt so bad, I had to put a cold cloth on it. I wonder why we let him get away with it?.”     

 

I groaned, “Because he was always drunk and we were so afraid of him? ”  

Mary Jane’s eyes got real big, “Afraid, you mena we were scared of our lives of him, and Anna, would hide behind her 

door, because she was so afraid of hm.”   

I mused, “As drunk as he was, he never missed a day of work and he was up at 5:30 in the morning and never used an 

alarm clock  He was with Sheffield Farms for 20 years and they had to fire him when they found out he was using 

company money to pay his bookies,  not once but twice..  

Momma went to the office of Sheffield Farms on 125th Street to find out why they fired him. and I remember Momma 
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looked so nice walking down the block in her high heels and a flowing chiffon print dress.  The men there knew 

Momma for years and they felt sorry for her.when she asked them why did they fire Daddy, because she knew he had 

never missed a day of work.  

They let her know,  that they hated to let him go, because he was a good worker and had been with them for 20 years?  

But when Momma heard why, she was so embarrassed he had been using the money he collectd on his milk route to 

pay off his bookies, and they had given him a second chance and he paid them back, but when he did again, they fired 

him.”  

As a result of Daddy’s being fired for using company money, no one would hire him and when Mrs. Hardon’s 

chauffeur  Chris Hill, and his wife went back to England to see their families, they took a 6 month vacation. Knowing 

Daddy had been’laid off’ as Momma put it,  she hired Daddy for the duration and outfitted him in a charcoal grey 

uniform, leather boots and cap but Momma did not tell her that Daddy had a drinking problem or the reason he was 

fired, because she saw no reason to, she felt sure he wouldn’t drink on the job. 

One Friday afternoon, while Mrs. Hardon was in Wilton she sent Daddy to the city to pick us up after school, like 

Chris used did, and he was to bring the 3 of  us to Wilton for the week-end, so we could be with Momma,. We were 

sitting in the back of the car.and Daddy was driving and he looked in the rear view mirror at us and he always liked to 

ask,. “Who’s boss in our house?”  

Sonny and Mary Jane said,  “You Daddy,” like they usually did. 

I was 13 years old and I refused to say he was boss in our house and I said, “Momma is,”  Daddy said  “What did you 

say,” and I repeated what I said. 

He pulled off the parkway and shut off the engine.and got out.of the car. Took out the shiny metal flask of whskey he 

kept in his back p;ocket and took a few swigs, before he walked around to the passenger side of the car. he opened the 

back door and dragged me off the seat and onto the ground. and left me there. He got back in the car and drove off 

without me., and I could see Mary Jane and Sonny looking out the back window crying for Daddy to go back and get 

me. 

I had on my school uniform, and was sitting on a low fence on Merrit Parkway and I didn’t know what to do. It was 

just getting dark.and being  it was the end of September, it was getting cold, when I noticed a Connecticut State 

Troopers’ car going by, and they spotted me sitting there. They pulled in when they noticed  I was wearing  a Catholic 

school uniform, and they didn’t’ recognize it   

The troopers got out and came  over and asked me, ‘Are you alone?” I nodded  I was. “What school do you go to,  

because it’s very dangerous for you to be sitting here by yourself? Where are your parents?”   

I didn’t hesitaite to tell them, my father pulled me out of the car and whey that he was so mad at me, for not saying 

wha he wanted to hear that he drove off and left me there.’ They asked where do you live> I told them, Being I was 

from the city and I was in Connecticut, they wanted to know where Daddy was taking me?  I told them to Wilton 

because he worked for Mrs. Hardon, that he was her chauffeur, and he was taking us there for the week-end, and he 

had a small flat metal bottle of whiskey in his back pocket and he was drinking it.”  

They immediately called headquarters and reported the situation and told them that Daddy was probably headed for 

Wilton Someone in their office called Mrs Hardon and let her know what was going on. and got the description of the 

car and the license umber. She was furious when she heard what Daddy did to me and that he would drive off and 

leave me all alone on the parkway.”  

The state troopers had me get in the back of their car and took me to Mrs. Hardon’s house in Wilton, and they waited 
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for Daddy to get there.  

While they were there,, their office called that they found Mrs. Hardon’s car, parked outside a bar near wilton and 

Daddy was inside drinking.and the other 2 children were in the car. The state troopers had him get back in the car and 

followd him to Mrs. Hardon’s house.. As soon as he walked in, Mrs. Hardon put her hand out and told him, :Tom, you 

are fired/” and demanded the keys to car. She was visibly upset and picked up the phone and called her gardener 

Giuseppe at home. She asked him to take her car and drive Daddy back to the city. and Momma asked her, wuld she 

mind if he took us too, because,  there would be no one there to take us home on Monday morning.and she agreed.  

Saturday morning Mrs. Hardon called an agency and hired a chauffeur to work for her, for the next 6 months. On 

certain Fridays,  he would come and get us like Chris used to do, so we could be with Momma, and he’d bring us back 

on Monday morning in time for school..  

The Months went by and no one would hire Daddy.because when they checked his references, they’d find out he had 

been using company money to pay off his gambling debts, and no one woulf hire him.  

When Momma heard the candy store downstairs was for sale, she told Mrs. Hardon, she was thinking about buying 

it.because Daddy couldn’t get a job, and she knew he could run it, She asked her if she would loan her the money and 

she wold pay her back a little each month. When Mrs. Hardon bought the candy store for Momma, little did she know 

that 2 doors down was the saloon where Daddy always hung out   

When Mrs. Hardon decided, she would buy the store for Momma, she made sure her lawyer, Mr. Reynolds, put it in 

Momma’s name, and not Daddy’s. She thought it was a  good thing  to buy the store, that it would help Momma out 

financially and keep Daddy out of the bars, and he would be home with the children. but she had no idea what kind of 

father he was or how he treated us.  

What Mrs. Hardon did understand the problem Momma was having with Daddy’s drinking, because her daughter 

Anne, who was in her 40’s then,  lived with her husband and 2 children in Florida, She was an alcoholic too, so she 

knew what Momma was going through. She told her they had done every thing they could possibly do to help her.but 

nothing worked, she still had the problem and she had to accept, there was nothing she could do about it. 

They got the store and Daddy was suppose to run it, but he thought nothing of letting one of the  boys that hung out 

there, watch it in the afternoon, so he could go in the bar next door and drink. He let them open close the cash register, 

handle the money and they had the run of the place while he was gone. 

I closed my eyes and told Mary Jane, “When I think what Daddy did to Sonny and me, even though it is years ago, it 

still make me angry that we had to get up at 6:30 in the morning.when Daddy was suppose to open the store, he 

wanted to sleep because he was in the bar drinking until it closed, night after night..  

When he went upstairs to have dinner, we had to take care of the store, and he was suppose to come back but he never 

did. He’d sneak in the bar and stay tuntil it closed.and we had to clean up and close the store at 11 o’clock at night. We 

were so happy when we could go to Aunt Vina’s in Pennsylvania in the summer and we didn’t have to open and close 

that store.  

We hardly ever saw Momma, because she was in Wilton, Connecticut 6 months of the year from 1931 until 1939. but, 

Mrs. Hardon would have her chauffeur Rhris come get us and bring us bck,,so we could be with her for the week-end.  

During the summer when we’d be so glad we were in Pennsylvania and, Daddy had to get up and open and close the 

store, and we’d be so glad that we didn’t have to do it.. 

 The thing was, when we wer growing up no one cared what Daddy did to us, or how tired we were.Mary Jane, was 
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too young to help out,  but we had to had to get up so early and open that store every morning, and then we’d go to 

school, at least we were smart enough to do our homework when we came home from school, knowing we had to go 

downstairs and watch the store at night. 

Mary Jane thought about it.. “I was only 10 years old then, but I remember when Mrs.Hardon bought the store for 

Momma.and Daddy kept fighting with her.because he was so mad that Mrs. Hardon put it in her name and not his/“ 

I told Mary Jane. “They could have made money there, but Daddy was always drinking in the bar next door .That 

candy store had a luncheonette.and if you remember, in the back was a big room with several tables and chairs and a 

nickelodian and people would put a nickel in and listen their favorite  records. . and n the front of the store was a long 

marble counter with bar stools.  

 

Do you remember the Sunday afternoon, Momma came home and told us to put on our old clothes because she wanted 

us to help her paint the tables and chairs in the candy store. She bought a couple of brushes and 2 quarts of black and 2 

quarts of red enamel and what a ness that turned out to be.  Momma turned  the chairs upside down and put them on 

the tables so we could  paint the legs of he chairs first.. What a messy job that turned out to be. we had black paint all 

over our hands and arms, and in our hair from reaching in between the legs of the chairs. and she had to use turpentine 

to get that black and red  paint off us.” 

Mary Jane kept nodding her head and laughing, as she remembered what we did. You know the big glass candy 

counter that was by the front door, after Momma sold the candystore to Mr. Henry, .I used to walk back and forth 

trying to decide what I could  buy with my penny and  he was so patient with all the kids on the block. He’d stand 

there and wait with his arm folded, until we made up our mind and would buy 1 piece of candy and leave.”.   

I smiled, “Right next to the candy counter, was a long marble counter with bar stools screwed to the floor, and a phone 

booth and 2 pinball machines the older boys used to crowd around and play.” .  

I  sighed,  Momma thought they were going to make a lot of money beint I had  the luncheonette. On Sundays cook 

she would buy 3 dozen big sugar cookies at the bakery and she’ d put them in a big glass jar on the counter, and they 

would see them one at a time. She’d check there was enough banans for the banan splits, and they had enough 

chocolate syrup and coca cola syrup tank was full, because Daddy would forget.  I think Momma enjoyed being there 

on Sundays. But, it meant Momma wasn’t going to take us anywhere. and we either hung around the store or went 

over to the park to play,because she was so busy talking to everyone that came in the store, while she ’d be slicing the 

ham real thin that she had Anna bake, and wrapping it wax paper, so Daddy could make sandwiches with it during the 

week. Anna saved the ham bone and made pea soup with it, with some cut up hot dogs in it.  We liked how Anna 

buttered the toast and cut it up into small squares, like croutons,  and put them on top our soup in the bowl. and that 

was our favorite soup.  

Behind the counter everything was stainless steel because it was easy to keep clean.  Underneath the counter was the 

refrigerator where Daddy kept his beer, and all the cold cuts.,cold chicken, and a lot of American and Swiss cheese for 

the crowd at lunchtime, along with, butter, milk and we always had heavy cream because we used it for the coffee and 

when we made whipped cream.  

We had a little machine we kept in the freezer, and we filled it with cream, and attached a small cylinder of gas to it 

and we pressed a button and we had whipped cream for hot chocolates and ice cream sundaes, and banana splits. Swiss 

cheese and ham were the most popular sandwiches, and a coke we made with coca-cola syrup and selzter water. But, 

most of the  men preferred coffee, and very few had tea. There were those who wanted a hot bowl of Campbell’s 

tomator soup and saltine crackers, and we had a special machine that heated the soup real fast, because most of the 
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men were in a hurry to get back to their stores and they would pay for what they ate and hurry back. A lot of people 

liked to have a piece of Drake’s pound cake, that was individually wrapped, with their coffee, and they’d want it 

toasted with a scoop of vanilla ice cream on it, and that was one of the biggest favorites in the store.  

The picture of the 3 of  us standing in front of the candy store, in 1938, shows how young Sonny and I were, and we 

opened that store at 6:30 every morning, went to school, and after dinner, we closed it at 11 o’clock at night?                              

                                             1938 THE CANDY STORE 

 

                              Daddy, Rose, Mary Jane, Sonny,  

On the right side of the window, you can see the name MC AROW. BeingDaddy was in the Navy for 4 years, aboard 

the  U.S.S. BLACKHAWK  He was assigned to the area where the food was stored and distributed to the cooks in the 

kitchen,. Not that he cooked anything at home When he was in the store, I will say, he put a good sandwich together 

with a pickle on the side.  

Anna made coffee in an aluminum percolator,  but  in the store we had Silex drip glass coffee pots  that were made of 

clear glass. And they had 2 parts to them, the bottom was round and the top was round but it had a long stem, with it 

had a spring loaded filter in it, and water was put it then it was inserted in the bottom half, and that sealed them 

together. A couple of scoops of coffee was put in the top and I made 2 pots and they were put on the electric SILEX 

double stainless steel burners. When the water boiled, it was forced up in the top part, where it stayed, then slowly 

dripped down, and that coffee was so delicious.   
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When Sonny and I opened the store in the morning, he put all the papers on the stand, while I lined up the loosies 

cigarettes on the counter that we sold for a penny a piece with a few wooden matches. I’d count how many nickels I 

put in a bowl for the people who needed change to get on the trolley because they were always in a hurry. They would 

run in and put down 4 pennies on the counter, 2 for the paper and 2 for 2 cigarettes, then they’d take 2 nickles out of 

the bowl,  and drop a dime in the second bowl, and no one ever cheated us. 

A lot of the men stopped in to get a cup of coffee and a fresh sweet roll or doughnut and run to catch the trolley, while 

I’d be putting a new white paper doily on the glass plate with a pedestal, I’d line them up neatly in a circle, and cover 

them with the big glass dome and by the end of the day they were gone..   

When we were back after supper because Daddy went upstairs for supper, and he’’d leave all the dirty dishes piled in 

the sink for us to do. Daddy never came back he’d be in the bar a couple of doors down, and it would Sonny that had 

to sweep and mop the floor before we closed and. I counted the money and wrote down how much cash was in the 

register.then subtracted the total from what I put in the drawer in the morning, and I would enter the amount for that 

day in the cloth ledger book that was kept under the counter. 

Thee was a sign posted of the door, that we wer open from 6:30 AM to 11 PM, because a lot of people relied on the 

pay hone we had in the back, and they knew we locked the door at 11 o’clock.  

Leaving Sonny walked behind me, being it was so late at night,  he was my body guard, because I was carring the 

canvas bag with all the money in it and leave it in the kitchen closet. We’d be so tired, we’d wash and go to bed and 

Anna would shake us again and again to wake us up at 6 o’clock, and we had to get up and open the store by 6:30. It 

was dark out and Sonny held the big chrome flashlight and I carried the bag of money. We had to move the papers 

from th4 front of the door, and Sonny would  hold the flashlight so I could put the key in the lock to open the door.  I’d  

go in and put on all the lights and he’d get down on his knees and take a pair of pliers to cut the wires off the bundles 

of newspapers.thatwere delivered during the night..As soon as Sonny lined them up on the red wooden stand,  The 

Daily News, The Daily Mirror, Herald Tribune and the N.Y. Times. the morning rush would start. Some people left 2 

pennies on top of the newspapers because they had to run to catch ttrolley at the corner. We were busy inside taking 

money from the nen who bought a pack of cigarettes, ane the men who stopped for a newspaper and a quick cup of 

coffee.  

Most of them ran in to buy a‘loosie’ that was lined up on the counter. because  a pack of cigarettes cost 10 cents.and 

that was all they could afford was a penny for a cigarette and some matches. There were a few women that worked, 

and some times a  nurse on her way to the Knickerbocker Hospital stopped in to  buy a package of LIFESAVER 

peppermints, and a doughnut.   

It is hard to believe, we were so young and we there all alone, early in the morning and after dinner we had to stay 

there until 11 at night. I was 12 and sonny was 11, and we had no one to ask about this or that, we were on our own 

and had to figure out everything by ourselves. 

Daddy slept until it was time for us to go to school. When he came down, we ran upstairs and ate our oatmeal Anna 

always had waiting for us with butter and brown sugar on it. We’d  put on our school uniforms and go to school and 

there were times we were so tired, but we never complained. We came home at 3 o’clock and did our homework, and 

played in the park awhile, because after supper, we had to take care of the store while Daddy had a ‘steak’dinner.”   

As the weeks went by, Momma kept arguing with Daddy he needed to give her some of the money he made in the 

store to help with the house bills. According to the books they were doing so well. but he was spending whatever profit 

they made, by drinking at the bar and gambling more than ever.. In the beginning he did paid the rent, insurance and 

the electric for the store, but after awhile, he owed his bookes so much, he was using the money for the rent and 

electric.” 
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Mary Jane groaned, ”I remember Momma telling me, “Around the time AMr. Hardon died, that Daddy fell so far 

behind in the rent and electric, when she found out she got so mad, that she sold the store to Mr. Henry. His daughter 

was in my class, and her father ran that candystore for years. and he had no problems supporting his wife and family. 

He was there when we got married. The only reason he sold it, was because the neighborhood was changing.”   

I shook my head, “No one would hire him, because of his references from Sheffield Farms and Mrs. Hardon  indicated 

the reason why he was fired, You would have thought Daddy would have learned his lesson, but he didn’t, look what 

he did to his own sister.” 

“We were at Aunt Rose and Uncle Barney Mc Cann’s for dinner one Sunday. and Momma was telling them why no 

one would hire Daddy because of what he  had done, and that was why she sold the store. Aunt Rose felt sorry for 

Daddy, because he was her brother.they hired him as their night bartender. 

They figured they were family and he would never do anything that to them. He started to worked nights for them, at  

their bar and grill. on the corner of 88th Street and Second  Avenue in Yorktown.”  

I remember Momma telling Aunt Rose when she suggested he worke for them, thtatshe did not think it was a good 

idea for Daddy to be around all that liquor.’Aunt Rose raised her hand and assured her, “I don’t Tom would drink 

while he is behind the bar,”  

“Daddy wasn’t there long when he started using the money in the cash register to pay  his bookies. When Aunt Rose 

found out and she was so hurt because she found out, not only was he using their money, he was drinking while he was 

behind the bar and could hardly stand up at times to wait on their customers. Aunt Rose had every reason to be hurt, 

because she paid for him to come to America and she tried to help him when no on else would hire him. He was her 

brother but she had no choice, but to fire him and didn’t hesitate to tell him, “You are a disgrace to your family.” It 

didn’t bothered him because the most important thing to him was he had his whiskey and beer, and he did odd jobs to 

make enough money to pay for it.  

“Of course, Momma was embarrassed, but  wasn’t surprised because she had.  warned Aunt Rose not to trust him. At 

least it didn’t change how she felt about Momma, she was very fond of her and insisted we come and have dinner with 

them more often. and Aunt Rose liked to remind me, when she was a young girl in Ireland, that her name was Rose 

Mc Arow. But, in the years that followed, she never forgave Daddy for what he did, and I don’t think she ever spoke to 

him after what he did to them.”   

“No one would hire Daddy, not matter where Daddy tried to get a job. One day in 1941, Momma was lamenting to the 

old Irish doorman at Mrs. Koman’s apartment house, Daddy was having a hard time trying to find a job because of his 

drinking and gambling and being her name was ‘Mc Arow’ I am sure he assumed she was Irish too,  he told her he 

heard they were looking for an elevator man up at 1105 Park Avenue, and 89th Street, that he should inquire about the 

job. Daddy went and they hired him andMomma doubted they would ever keep him, knowing he would be drinking on 

the job.  

Daddy liked the idea of wearing a navy blue uniform with brass buttons.and the hat to match and he always made sure 

his shoes were shined. He ran the front elevator, and when the tenants complained.he smelled of liquor, instead of 

firing him, they offered him the job of painting the apartments and hallways.  

“Not only did they keep him, Daddy bragged that President John F. Kennedy’s father, Joseph P. Kennedy, lived at 

1105 Park Avenue where Daddy worked. He was Ambassador to the United Kingdom then andhad an apartment. For 

some strange reason he liked Daddy.and on one of his many trips to Ireland, he brought him back a pipe from County 

Tyrone, where he was born, He never smoked it, and put the box, in his drawer so nothing would happen to it. Much to 

Momma’s surprise, Daddy worked there from 1940 until 1956. 
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By 1956, Daddy was still living on Amsteram Avenue, and we were all married Momma had her store in Valley 

Stream, and we were all married. One morning Daddy tried to get on the bus to go to work in his long  johns with the 

seat hanging down.and the bus driver refused to let him on, Daddy kept fighting with him to let him get on, and the 

pharmacist on the corner drug store, knew Daddy and realized what was going on, he went inside and called the police 

and they  had to wrestle him to the ground, so they could put him in a straight jacket, and take him away. He was put 

in the Veterans’Mental Hospital and was diagnosed with cirrhosis of the brain, he never knew who we were and yet, 

Momma went to see him.every 2 weeks and he died in 1961 of cancer.” 

I groaned,. “Mary Jane, when you think of all the whiskey Daddy drank, since he was in the navy, it 

was no wonder it destroyed his brain and don’t forget he smoked 2 packs of Camels every day. When 

he died. it was not because of cirrhosis of the brain, he died because he had cancer in the lungs, 

stomach, colon, prostate, and several other organs, because it had metastasized. The shameof it was, 

Sonny died of cancer of the pancreas and the cancer spread to all his vital organs too, and he smoked 

and drank just like Daddy did, but he died when he was only 60, and Daddy died when he was 65.”  

 

I sighed, “I never forgot when I was growing up, the disgusting smell of beer and whiskey 

fermenting, it was in the halls of all the apartment houses, when we lived on 131st Street, and 136h 

Street and on Amsterdam Avenue. During Prohibition, the men learned to make their own whiskey 

and beer in the bathtubs. because it was so much cheaper to make it. We couldn’t use our bathtub to 

take a bath on Saturday nights. Anna would fill the stationary tub in the kitchen, where she washed 

the clothes. We climbed on a chair to get in. and Anna gave us a bar of Ivory soap to wash ourselves 

with. and when we finished, she would hold our hands, so we could get on the chair, and  jump down. 

Then she’d hand us a towel to dry ourselves with, not realizing we were standing in front of the 

kitchen window, and everyone in the back could see us,  yet she put a sheet across the opening in the 

kitchen, so Daddy or Sonny wouldn’t see us.”   

 

When the law was repealed in 1933, Daddy continued making whiskey and beer in the tub. When he 

finally did stop making it, poor Anna that had to go to the sotre buy him his whiskey and beer every 

day. Momma warned her, she was not to use any of the house money she gave her.that  Daddy had to 

pay for his whiskey, beer and cigarettes.and she was to get the money from him first, or she was not 

to buy it for him. You can b sure he never forgot to leave money for Anna in the kitchen closet, so she 

could buy it for him everyday. Never ate breakfast, He’d drank half a quart of whiskey before he went 

to work and fithe other half when he came home, and he drank nine bottles of beer at night. ”      

 

Mary Jane sighed, “Every Saturday, it was poor Anna that had to double up  and take two black 

oilcloth shopping bags with her, because the stores were closed on Sunday.  Anna liked to gossip with 

the women on the stoop, before she went shopping. then she’d go in the candy store anr get 2 packs of 

CAMEL cigarettes,and  walk up to the corner liquor store for a quart of whiskey, and she’d get the 

beer  in O’Rourke’s grocery store, and that was a lot to carry So she had to make 2 trips and it was 

very hard on her because she was short and was as  round as a ball, She couldn’t carry 18 bottles of 

beer and 2 quarts of whiskey. she had no choice but  make 2 trips to get what Daddy wanted.”   
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“After she made herself a cup o tea, Anna will hae tro make another trip downstairs, she had to get 

the food we needed for the week-end.and go to go to the  meat market, the vegetable store, and the 

grofer to get breae, milk and butter,  and sometimes coffee, and she never complained.  

 

In the winter, even though we had an icebox, Anna didn’tbuy any ice, because we had a metal 

galvanied box  hunging outside the kitchen window. She  kept the meat, butter and milk.ane most of 

the time, the milk would freeze and we had stir the cream around in the bottle to pour it on our bowl 

of hot oatmeal.”  

 

Mary Jane shook her head, “Rose, you know what always bothered me, and it still bothers me, how 

come Momma never fought with Daddy about the way he beat us, yet she would fight with him 

almost every Sunday night over money?”    

I shrugged “I know why. But who can say whether she did or didn’t argue with him about it. because 

we really don’t know .“  

 

Mary Jane sat there thinking and got up and poured some more coffee in our cups and reminded me,. 

“Well, I know one thing, all Daddy cared about was that he had his damn whiskey. I know I am 

repeating myself, but I’d like to know whyMomma let him get anyway with him not giving her any 

money for the house all those years, he lived there and when we worked we had to had over our entire 

pay to Momma, except what we needed  for carfare and lunvh?”  

 

I just kep nodding and agreeing with her. . “Well, for one thing, no one realized  his mind was going a 

long time before they put him away.  Because when you think  how he used to make you and me get 

us up in the middle of the night, because he wanted to hear Irish music. He’d be so drunk he could 

hardly stand up and he’d be falling against the door in our bedroom. yelling, “You hear me, get up out 

of that bed and go play me some Irish music.”  

 

We’d  whine,  “But, Daddy we’re so tired.” That used to make his so mad  and he’d say in a sarcastic 

tone of voice, “Oh sure, you can get up when your mother wants to take you sleigh riding, but when I 

ask you play me some Irish music, you’re too tired? Well, you get up right now. He’d pull ys oof out  

of  bed grumbling “Now get out there and sit at that piano.and  Mary Jane, you get your violin 

because I want to hear some Irish music.”  Daddy let Sonny sleep because he didn’t like hearing Irish 

music being played on the clarinet, he only wanted to hear the piano and violin, like it was played in 

Ireland.” 

 

Mary Jane laughed. ‘It really was funny because we ddin’t  know any Irish songs.’All we knew what 

what we heard being played on the radio, because that was all Daddy ever listened to and at noon, the 

National Farm and Home hour because he liked to hear Souza’s band. playing. ‘The Stars and Stripes 

Forever.”  

 

“Daddy would be sitting on the dining room chair,bleary eyed, watching us and drinking another 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          285 

 

bottle of beer and.we really were trying to playsome of the Irish songs we heard,but we didn’t know 

them, we could only play them by ear, He didn’t care how awful it sounded.  He made us play 

“Danny Boy” over and over, and  he’d sit there wth the tears were running down his cheeks.  I keptt 

falling asleep at the piano.and if we dared to stop, he’d grab that stick he had in  the corner and shake 

it at us saying, ’Did I say you could stop?  You keep playing until I say you can stop.’ It’s hard to 

believe, what he put us through.” 

 I sighed,“After Momma sold the candy store, and Daddy worked at 1105 Park Avenue,  he’d come 

home around 5 oclock and stop in the bar downstairs before he went upstairs for supper. We ate 

dinner around 5, and we would sit inside on the linoleum floor in front of the big wooden radio,and 

listened to whatever Daddy put on, but, we were never allowed to turn the radio on or put on any 

music that we might like to hear.Anna would serve him hi steak dinner int eh dining room, and wed 

besitting on the floor and be so glad Daddy liked to listen to “The Lone Ranger”, “Jack Armstrong, 

the all American boy” and we’d sat there, and we were not allowed to talk, we had to just sit there 

and listen..  

I shook my head “It was amazing as drunk as he was night after night,  he was never late for work 

and never missed a day of work, and never called in sick.    

 

Mary Jane laughed, “Oh.. yes he did. He missed work that time Momma gave Daddy 2 black eyes. 

How could you forget that? Momma was home, on a Sunday, and as usual she was fighting with him 

over money and they got in a terrible fight, because he was so mad that Mrs. Hardon left her money 

in her will,  and she wouldn’t give him any of it, so she could pay off his bookies!”  

 

I laughed,  “Oh!  I certainly do remember that Sunday night. We were in the dining room, laying on 

the floor doing our homework and we stopped when we heard Momma yelling at  Daddy in the 

kitchen. Then we heard the way Daddy was screaming at Momma and he sounded so angry, we were 

afraid he might hit her..  I got up and sneaked in the hall.and looked in the kitchen.and I saw Daddy 

had his back to me and  Momma was standing by the stove. She was holding the black iron frying pan 

in her hand, and was about to turn on the gas and put his steak in. Daddy was yelling at her and 

demaning that he wanted some of  the money she got from Mrs. Hardon.’  

 

Then his voice got louder and  I saw him  punch Momma in the face so hard, she fell backwards and 

landed in between the stove and the wall.  All I could see was her feet sticking out and Daddy just 

stood there and didn’t even try to pull her out. Instead  he  continued to tell her,. ‘I told you, I need 

some of that money you got, to pay off my bookie. I owe him a lot of money.”  

 

Seeing Momma was still stuck between the wall and the stove, I was about to run in and try to pull 

her out, when she managed  to get herself out and got back up on her feet. She burshed herself off. 

and was standing by the stove, rubbing the back her head and neck,and when she saw he was coming 

at her again,  she grabbed the handle of black iron frying pan and swung it like a baseball bat.” “She 

hit him across his face so hard,  Daddy went flying backwards out of the kitchen and landed up 

against the wall in the hall. I froze because AI was standing there watching them, and he slid down  to 
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the floor, and sat there shaking his head. I ran and hid in the bathroom and quick closed the door.”    

 

Mary Jane sort of laughed. ’Oh, God, I will never forget seeing Daddy sitting on the floor shaking his 

head. Sonny and I were so scared that we ran and hid in the bathroom with you, because we figured 

when he got up, he was going to go after Momma again.” 

 

I groaned, “But,  he didn’t, when I peeked out, he was putting his hand in back of him and leaning on 

the wall, trying to get back up on his feet. When I saw how  he was standing  there glaring at 

Momma. I held my breath wondering what he was going to do.  I think when he saw the frying pan 

was still in her hand,  was why he turned around and went to bed.”  

 

“By then, Momma was sobbing uncontrollably. She grabbed her pocketbook and ran out the door and 

never kissed us ‘good bye’ and left us there with him, We didn’t know what he might do to us, 

because every time he got mad at Momma, he’d take it out on us when she left and went back to 

work.” 

 

“We didn’t know if Daddy went to sleep, so we stayed in the bathroom, hoping Anna would come 

home soon, not that she would have been any help.because she was more afraid of him than we were. 

I reminded Mary Jane, “Once he goes to sleep, we can sneak in our room and go to bed, and we 

looked in to see if he was asleep, and he was.lying on top of the covers with his clothes on and his 

eyes were closed, but he was carefully touching his nose and eyes.where Momma had hit him with 

the frying pan.  

 

We waited until we heard Daddy snoring,  before we tip-toed past him,  .  

 

Then Sonny said he was afraid if he opened his folding cot, being it was next to Daddy’s bed. he was 

afraid it would wake him up.and he wanted to stay in our room with us and he’d sleep on the floor  I 

said I would open it  for him, and I was very careful and I opened it a little bit at a time and we didn’t 

make a sound.  Sonny lookd got in with his all clothes on and fast pulled the sheet and blanket up 

over his head. We took off our shoes and made it to our room and were so glad Daddy didn’t wake 

up. We  put on our nightgowns in the dark, and didn’t put on the overhead light, in case it would 

shine in Daddy’s room.  

The next morning was Monday and when Anna called us to get up for school she whispered,  ;Your 

father didn’t go to work this morning.”. We sat up in bed and were so surprised and went out to see 

what was wrong. and we noticed he had 2 big black eyes, and we covrd our faes and started to laugh.  

 

We had breakfast, and as I was leaving for school, Daddy called me and handed me a piece of paper 

with a telephone number on it.and then he picked up his pants and took a nickel out of his pocket and 

gave it to me saying, ‘Before you go to school, I want you to go in the candy store and call the 

Superintendent at 1105.and tell him I am sick but I’ll be in tomorrow, but don’t say anything else, do 

you understand?“  
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Seeing Mary Jane was falling asleep, I said, “Come on, let’s go to bed. I’m exhausted and so are you, 

Tomorrow we have so many things we have to do.”   

 

Mary Jane smiled,  “No, I would rather sit here and talk. I can sleep all I want when you go home. We 

don’t know when we will be able to have this time together again. Beause I am enjoying sitting here 

talking about  how Momma used to take us to so many different places on Sunday afternoons, her 

time off, 

 

I nodded and agreed, “ I loved when we’d  go to Palisades Park. and Staten Island. The fun we had 

when we were with Momma..”   

 

Then I sort of laughed..”Mary Jane, do you realize we’ve been sitting here all night laughing when we 

should be crying at a time like this. I know Momma would never want  us to sit here and cry over her 

being gone. Wherever she is, I know she is enjoying listening to us talk about her.” 

 

Mary Jane sat ther thinking, “ When we lived on Amsteram Avenue, rmember how we used to hang 

out the window and watch the trolley cars coming up the hill, waiting see if Momma get off, we did 

that every Sunday afternoon.”.  

Then she sat back and sighed, “Oh God, it’s been a long time since I’ve thought about those days and the 

different places Momma would take us, It was never where she wanted to go, it was always 

someplace where we would have fun.” 

 

I smiled, “We used to take the 125th St. ferry and go to Palisades Amusement Park. and we’d get off 

the ferry and run to catch the trolley.that went up that big steep hill.  It was so crowded with people 

laughing and going to the Amusement Park.and a lot of them went to the big swimming pool they had 

there, “ 

 “In the summer it was an open-air trolley. with steel mesh sides, to prevent anyone from falling off.. 

We usually had to stand, because it was so crowded. 

And we’d go all the way up on top of the Palisdades Cliffs, We’d be up so high that we’d amazed  we 

could see the skyline of New York City, from there.” 

 

I nodded, “Can you imagine how good we were, that we never asked Momma could we go on any of 

the rides? We knew she didn’t have the money to let us go on them,  we were just so happy to be 

there. We enjoyed walking along and looking around at all the neon lights and the excitement of just 

being there. There were so many people mulling around that were talking and laughing. and we’d see 

them line up and wait to go on the rides, as we walked along and woul be holding Momma’s hand 

and Sonny was always way ahead of us,   

We looked to see what was in the different booths, and eye what they were selling. We’d stare at  the 

posters they had outside the side-shows.and quietly giggle at the pictures of  midgets, giants and the 

fat lady, They had a  man with a black top hat, standing up on a wooden platform  trying to entice  the 
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people to step  inside and we’d try to look inside to see what they really looked like.” 

 

“We’d stop and stand there with our mouths open, in awe, watching the people on the roller 

coaster,becaue they were screaming at the top of their lungs when it came roaring down the tracks 

nearby and then we’e hear the clickety-clack-clack slowly going back up the tracks and disappear. 

We’d look up and see the men on the flying trapezes swinging back and forth and hold our breaths, 

thinking one of them was going to miss and fall down, but they never did.” 

 

Mary Jane laughed, “Oh, I loved going to Palisades Amusement Park. and Sonny was always 

wondering off and getting Momma upset. He liked being by himself. and Momma had to keep her 

eye on him, being it was so crowded, she would lose sight of him and panic. We had stand where we 

were and wait, while she ran around looking for him. and we’d see her holding Sonny’s hand and 

scolding him and she made him stay with us, for wondering off..”  

 

Mary Jane smiled, “We hated when Momma would say, ‘Well, we have to go home now.” It would 

be when they were turning on all the big neon lights for the evening crowd, and so many people were 

coming in and we had to go home. Before we left, Momma treated us to a vanilla ice cream cone and 

she’d wait for us to finish them, before we got on the trolley. When we got on the ferry we were glad 

to sit down with Momma. because we were too tired to stand at the front of the ferry and look at the 

rough water splashing against the front of it.”  

I sat there thinking about thodse day and told her, “I liked when we took the Staten Island ferry and 

we wuld go hiking and we could cook our own meat over an open fire.. Momma took us way 

downtown, on the Broadsway/ 7th Avenue/ subway, to the Battery, at the end of Manhattan. Walking 

to the subwaywe used to pass the White Castle on the corner of  136th Street and Broadway, the smell 

of those delicious hamburgers cooking and it would made us salivate and we’d be wishing, if only we 

could have one, but we knew better than to ask Momma to buy us one.  

 

We were carrying bags of food with chunks of lamb or beef to cook when we got to Staten Island. We 

couldn’t wait for Momma to make a fire so we could cook our own meat over an open fire. Momma 

let us do things, that the other kids in our neighborhood only dreamed about doing, because their 

mothers never took them hiking, or to Palisades or Coney Island, or go ice skating in Central Park,  

let alone let them cook over an open fire, like Momma let us do.   

 

I nodded. “What wonderful memories we have of those days we were with Momma. I don’t think she 

realized how much those trips meant to us, and how we looked forward to being with her  When we 

used to take the ferry to Staten Island, we’d stand there and watch how the ferry squeezed into it’s 

slip, and the wooden pilings would moan and groan until it docked.  We watch thep;eoople getting 

off. Momma made us run from the subway to catch the ferry before it pulled out, beause it was a long 

wait before another one pulled in.  

 

Momma sat inside on the long shiny wooden benches where she could see us, because we liked to 
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stand at the front of ferry with all the other people. There was always a man who worked there, that 

warned everyone to stand in back of the heavy chain he put across the front of the ferry, to prevent 

someone from falling in the water. There were times the water was so rough, the waves would crash 

up over the front of the ferry.andi everyone would laugh and get wet.  

 

The ferry had 2 sections to it, in the middle was the widest, where the cars lined up one in back of the 

other, and on each side were long narrow rooms, one side was windows to look out and on the inside 

were highly polished contiuous  wooden benches where the passengers sat,   

 

“Before we docked Momma warned us, ‘Stay together or you will get lost.’ because so many people 

were rushing to get off and go home. We stayed close to Momma and walked up the  hill and passed a 

lot of houses and empty lots,  We’d be singing at the top of lungs and swinging the bags of food back 

and forth. while Momma kept her eye out for a wooded area where she could  make a fire, that was 

not near any of the houses. When she found the right spot in a small woods, we’d run around and 

collect the dead branches and some wood so she could start the fire We’d set bags of food on an old 

blanket we brought along, and once Momma got fire was going, we’d hand her three long branches, 

and she’d take her pocket knife and cut the ends into sharp points, so she couldpush  a chunk of raw 

beef or lamb on each one, for us,   

 

We’d we thrilled to stick it in the fire and while our meat was cooking, we’d tell Momma what went 

on in school that week, and that was one thing about Momma,  she always listened  to everything we 

said and she remembered it...  

  

Mary Jane smiled, “If you were to go there today, you wouldn’t see any empty lots, it is all built up. 

You would nevrer recognize that area.  Back then,  there were a few houses here and there but it was 

moslty woody areas.  

 

For us it was such a thrill to cook our meat on the end of a stick and hear the meat sizzle.and in no 

time, it would be burnt black,  but we didn’t care.. When Momma felt it was cooked enough, we’d 

hand her the stick and she’d slide the hot meat between two pieces of bread. We couldn’t wait to bite 

into it, even if it was burnt black. to us it was delicious because we cooked it.. 

 

I sighed to Mary Jane, “The fun we had on those trips, and it cost nothing, but the carfare. I wonder, 

why we never did any of those things with our kids? “  

 

Mary Jane laughed,, “Not me! I had no desire to take my kids hiking and cook over an open fire. We 

had a BBQ stove on our deck where theycould do that.”  

 

I laughed, “I guess that is why we never took our children hiking. But, their lives were so different 

compared to what ours was like, living in New York City..Our kids lived in a house with a backyard 

and BBQ stoves  all their lives. I doubt our kids would have liked doing something like that, but what 
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they did like to do, was go to the beach with Momma, and have picnics..”   

 

I nodded, “There wasn’t another mother on our block that had to work and be away from their 

children, only Momma. All the other mothers were home every day. It was funny how the kids would 

wait and walk to school with us on Monday morings, so they could hear where Momma took us on 

Sunday?”  

 

Mary Jane laughed, “But don’t forget, how we had to wait all week for Momma to come home on 

Sundayh. If it happened to be raining, we’d be o unhappy because we knewMomma would say  

“Well, since it’s raining out. we could go to see Aunt Rose or Aunt Mary, but I’d rather go through 

my boxes in Anna’s room today.” We were very selfish, because we hated to hear that was what she 

wanted to do, go through those old boxes in Anna’s room. Momma had so many boxes, .they really 

did  touch the ceiling.  She would spend the entire afternoon looking in them.  Many of them had 

remnants of material thatshe bought because the color or colors caught her eye  and she would always 

sketch what she intended to with the piece of material before she put it in the box.” 

 

“Momma always loved to open wth box that had our baby clothes she made us, and then there were 

the beaded dresses she wore in the 20’s,  the pointed shoes she used to wear. Some of her wedding 

presents were still in boxes,  because she was waiting for the day she was going to have a house in the 

country.  

 

The problem was, we had seen what was in those boxes, so many times that we werent’ 

interested.We’d be so disappointed we weren’t going anywhere, becaue after all, we waited all week 

for Momma to come home and it would rain and ruin everything for us. We’d suggest, ‘We could go 

to the movies, even if it is raining out, we have umbrellas.We wouldn’t mind walking in the rain to go 

see Shirley Temple.’  

 

“Momma would shake her head and continue opening the boxes, even the big box with the lace 

curtains in it. She’d take one out, and being it was hand made it was heavy, and she’d look at and 

we’d see her smiling and we’d get up fast and disappear, because we didn’t want to hear her tell us 

again the story about those dirty old lace curtains. We were too young to understand, they held a lot 

of happy memories for Momma, when she worked for Mrs. Eggleston. We didn’t realize how selfish 

we were, because Sunday was er afternoon off, and she was enjoyed looking in all those boxes she 

had in Anna’s room. 

 

Mary Jane light another cigarette and reminded me, “Remember when it would snow heavy all day, 

and Momma would come home on the trolley and take us sleigh riding. She  had to wait until she 

finished making dinner for Mr. and Mrs. Hardon and their guests. After she put everything away and 

left the kitchen in order, she would be readu tp leave around 10 o’clock or a little later. Their guest 

had gone and they would be getting ready for bed and she would let them know, she was leaving to 

take the children sleigh riding. They were in their 80’s,  and they were delighted to know, she had that 
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much energy after working all day, to take her children sleigh riding. And theywould ask, ‘So late at 

night” and she would tell them, they love to go sleigh riding late at night.” 

 

Momma would bundle up, and put her guloshes on and wrap a wool scarf around her head, being it 

was snowing out so hard, and walk half a block to Third Avenue and get on the trolley at 66th Street. 

She was hoping it would get up the hill on Amsterdam Avenue, because that hill was where the 

trolley cars usually jumped the tracks whenever there was snpw amd ice on the tracks  

 

The bottom of the hill was down at 128th Street where the trolley car barn was, and, when it snowed 

they sent out the utiility trolleys to clear the ice and snow off  the tracks. They had huge stiff spinning 

brushes about 5 feet around in the front of them, and. they did a good job, but when it was snowing so 

hard, the tracks only filled up again, The trolley cars were notorious for jumping off the tracks on the 

hill between 134th and 135th Street and that was where we lived.  

When they did, the conductor would order everyone off andall the women and children had to stand 

back,and the men helped to rock the trolley back and forth and get it back on the track, then everyone 

got on and it continued up the hill. 

  

We didn’t have a telephone , but neither did anyone else. When Momma was coming home late at 

night, to take us sleigh riding, she had no way of letting us know.  By the time she did get there, we’d 

be fast asleep in bed but all she had to say was, ’Who wants to go sleigh riding over in St. Nicholas’s 

park?” We’d  jump out of bed so fast, and  put on our wool socks and snow pants and a couple of 

extra sweaters,  and then our goulashes and we were  ready to go,  Momma checked to see we were 

dressed warm enough because sometimes it would be 11 degrees out, when we went to sleigh down 

St. Nicholas Park hill.   

It was very hard trying to walk through the deep snow, and we’d pull our 

sleds down Amsterdam Avenue, and the cars were slipping and sliding down the hill, beause they 

couldn’t make it up that hill and the tires were squealing and spinning and Momma would tell us to 

keep walking.  

 

We crossed Amsterdam at 133rd Street, because it was safer to walk down Convent Avenue, but it 

was eerie at that tim of night, The streets were deserted, because no one in their right mind would be  

out in weather like that.. Sonny was ahead of us, pulling his sled along and I pulled Momma’s sled, a 

sled she ha since she was 18. She kept it in Anna’s room on top of the boxes. It was longer than most 

sleds and the 3 of us could sit on it.  

 

Momma had a hold of Mary Jane’s hand because she was shivering from the cold and Momma 

scrunched her shoulders up saying,  ‘I had no idea it was so cold out.’ The wind was blowing the 

snow so hard it was stinging our faces, and our noses began to hurt. .Still we trudged along in the 

deep snow in anticipation of going down that long hill, but it seemed to take forever to get there. We 

finally passed our school at 130th Street,and walked up the hill to St. Nicholas Avenue.and the park 

was just across the street. We were giggling with deight when we saw all the people that were there, 
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and we  couldn’t wait to get on line and get on our sleds so we could have the thrill of going down 

that long hill. 

 

We stood on line like everyone else and kept jumping up and down to keep warm because it was 11 

degrees out.and our hands and feet really hurt. We saw several  people standing by the fire the boys 

had made in a big steel drum that holes poked in the side of it, and it glowed red in the night. We 

knew the boys because they hung out in front of the candy store, and  they kept dumping coal on the 

fire, from a burlap bag they had sitting in the snow. Beside it was a burlap bag of potatoes and they 

were roasting them on  wire clothes hangers they had straightened out and had stuck several potatoes 

on them  They would look and around and ask,. ‘Who wants a hot mickey,’ and they’d hand them out 

to whoever wanted on and roast a few more. The adults enjoyed them, and we could see the steam 

coming out of them when they bit into them, When they tried to get us to take one. and they were 

burnt black,  we’d back away from them, and be shaking our heads. They’d tell us, “Here! Hold one, 

you have gloves on, it’ll keep your hands warm.” We’d go stand over by Momma. Wjp was waiting 

on line for our turn to go down., 

 

 One of the boys took charge of area where the sleds went down  and h eonly let one down at a time. 

Even though the path was wide, he made sure there was enough room on the side, for the people  

coming back up the hill, so  they wouldn’t get hit by the sleds that were going down,  at such a fast 

clip..”  

 

“The park was several blocks big, and it was on the east side of St. Nicholas Avenue, and 

Manhattaville College property was across the street. The park went from 131st to 135th Street but it 

was on a hill that went down to 8th Avenue,  and it had lots of big trees and benches where people 

could to sit in the nice weather, and there were winding paths that went down to 8th  Avenue, where 

the 8th Avenue subway station was. At the south end, where the park ended was where there was a 

very wide path where we went sleigh riding, and it was along the side of a big apartment house.  

  

When we moved to Amsterdam Avenue, they didn’t have a concrete path there, you  had to walk 

down several flights of wooden stairs to get to 8th Avenue, and to the subway. Whenever it snowed, 

the city began to realize, something had to be done because it was too dangerous when there was ice 

and snow on the steps. So many people got hurt, they’d slip and fall going up or down those wooden 

stairs.because most of them were in a hurry to get to the subway and go to work. The city decided to 

tear down the wooden staircases.and build a cement path there, about 20 feet wide and a block long, 

so people could walk down the hill, instead walking down all those stairs to get to the subway. 

  

The park employees shovelled a path and threw ashes on the new path, where people walked up and 

down, but.when the snow was too deep, they put up wooden barriers at the top and bottom of  the 

path so they couldn’t get to the subway, They had to take the trolley on Amsterdam Avenue, or take 

the Broadway/7th Avenue  subway at 137th Street to get to work..  
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What a great place it was to go sleigh riding. People came from all over with their sleds because there 

wasn’t another hill like it, near where we lived. The problem was when you went down that hill,  you 

went so fast, even though they had ashes at the bottom of the hill, you would still land out  in middle 

of 8th Avenue, It was a big wide, busy street, and a lot of people got hit by cars and some were badly 

hurt and several people were killed The city and the  police department knew something had to be 

done. At first they were going to prohibit any sleigh riding on that path/ But, after the uproar of local 

people wanting to go sleigh riding there,  the city and the Police Department thought it over and 

decided they would close off that section of 8th Avenue, and detour the traffic away from that section. 

They put up ‘DETOUR’ signs, and wooden horses with red kerosene lanterns on them. By them 

closing off that section on 8th Avenue, it put an end to the accidents they had there, and we no longer 

had to be afraid  of  landing out in the middle of  traffic on 8th Avenue.“ 

. 

“We loved going there because we had so much fun whenever we were with Momma. We loved that 

she would  take us there late at night. and the snow would still coming down, and and our noses 

would be running and eyes watering. We’d be shivering and waiting our turn to go down the hill and  

Momma would tell us, “ Go stand over by the fire where it is warm.” We like everyone there ,were 

rubbing our gloved hands together trying to keep them warm, while the boys continued dumping 

more coal on the fire.  

 

Momma would whisper to us, “I don’t know where those boys are getting all that coal from and that 

big bag of potatoes. I just hope they are not doing something they shouldn’t be doing, and get 

themselves in trouble.”  

 

We looked up to those the older boys from our nighborhood, becaue they wer the ones that would 

stop to  help us if our wheel came off our skates, or we had were having a problem with them.   

They’d ask us  again, “Don’t you want one of these hot potatoes?” We’d shyly tell them, ‘No thank 

you. ” and go stand next to Momma. We’d see them make a face and  bite into the hot potato, and 

close their eyes saying , “Hmm..it’s so hot. But it’s so good,” and they’d laugh.  

As much as we would have liked to have had one, I don’t know why we were too bashful to take one.  

Then it was our turn to go down and we’d be so excited hearing  Momma tell Sonny,”Sit down on  

your sled. and hold on to the rope,” and she’d give  him a good push and he’d go flying down the hill 

screaming.. Then we sat on Momma’s sled. You sat in front of me, and Momma sat in back of us and 

she held on the rope to steer it once we started down the hill.”  

 

One the boys would  give us a good push and what an exhilarating ride it was going down that hill, 

with he snow was falling and stinging our faces/ We were going  faster and faster and we were 

screaming at the top of our lungs and we heard Momma saying, “I can’t see!. My glasses are covered 

with snow.”  

 

Then it was all over and we were so disappointed when w e came to an abrupt stop at the bottom of 

the hill, because it was covered with ashes to prevent the sleds from going out on 8th Avenue, even 
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though the police had it blocked off.  

We had to get up and move our sled out of the way because  another sled wa coming down.  Momma 

was laughing when she stood up, because she couldn’t see and cleaned off her glasses before we 

started back up the hill. .  

 

It seemed like such a logn walk back up the hill in the snow, and  Momma stood on line and while 

she waited, she told us ‘to wait over by the fire to keep warm, and we did.  We loved going down that 

hill, and we hated when  Momma would say, ‘One more time and we have to leave, because I still 

have to go back to work tonight.”  

 

We’d be so happy walking home with Momma, but we were tired. It didn’t matter how tired Momma  

was, she would take the time to make a pot of hot chocolate with bitter cocoa, some sugar and milk 

before she left, and pour it in our mugs and stick a marshmallow in each one. Then she’d  kiss us and 

run out the door, and have to wait and hope the trolley would come along.  We hated when Momma 

would leave. and as cold as it was, we’d  be at the window waving to her until we the trolley 

disappeared in the snow going down the hill.  

 

We’d get undressed and into our warm flannel night gowns, and pull the warm qults up over us that 

Aunt Vina made us. Mary Jane groaned, “ I wonder why Momma has go to work, when our 

friends’mothers are home with them. They don’t have to go to work all the time, like she does?”  

 

I sighed, “That ’s true, but Mrs. O’Neill does/ When she got divorced, she worked for a few hours 

every day in the dining room at Manhattanville College, serving lunch to the girls that go there, and 

Mrs. O’Shaughnessy worked, she ran the elevator in a big building at the end on 132nd Street for 

years. Like  O’Neil, it was only certain hours, and she was always home in the afternoon.” 

I sat there thinking about the energy Momma always had, and how she would  come all the way home 

after being on her feet working all day, just to take us sleigh riding or ice skating in Central Park. late 

at night or Sunday afternoons. r  

Then I reminded Mary Jane, “Do you remember the Christmas Momma bought us white leather ice 

skates and brown ones for Sonny?  She got so annoyed when he wouldn’t wear them because he saie 

he didn’t like ice skating, he called it ’sissy stuff, Momma left him home, and took us to Central Park 

and it was around 15 degrees that Sunday when we got on the Fifth Avenue bus, and went to 59th and 

Fifth Avenue, We walked over to the lake in Cenral Park carryingour new ice skats and  it was 

crowded with young and old people..  

Momma was determined that we  learn to ice skate and assured us we would love it,  We did not love 

it in the beginning, because all we did was fall down, on our knees, and she ‘d help us up.and down 

we’d go again.  We had our warm coats on over the pretty skimpy little Sonja Henie ice skating 

outfits she made us. that she copied after seeing the little outfits Sonja Henie wore in all her movies. 
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Shemade sure we laced up the shoes real tight to support our ankles, and was so proud how we looked 

when took our hands to skate with her. She was in the middle and when we tried  to skate together, 

down we’d go. Momma had no probem  because she knew how to skate ever since she was a young 

girl.   

We were very disappointed because we thought it would be  just like roller skating. We’d go again 

and brush ourselves off, and our bare legs and behinds were freezing Almost everyone there was 

dressed warm and  had on thick sweatlers and wool scarves around their necks as they went by. 

Momma showed us several girls sitting on a bench, and let us know we were not the only ones trying 

to learn to skate,  girls nearby had on new white ice skates and they were falling down just like us. 

We figured they probably just  got their skates for Chirstmas too. They were dressed warm and were 

wering snow pants that kept their legs warm protected their knees when they fell. We were laughing 

at them and they were laughing at us, and we were beginning to stay up and we finally stopped falling 

down, and were able to stay up and skate.  Seeing we were doing so much better, Momma left us to 

go skating with the adult crowd  that was going around the lake in circles, but hse kept her eye on us. 

When she’d go by she’d wave and smile seeing  we were skating on our own with the girls, and we 

were finally having.fun.  

We didn’t dare dare complain to Momma  we were so cold and miserable in those ‘Sonja Henie’  

outfits. She was so proud how we looked in them and kept telling us, “See,  no one else has such 

beautiufl outfits like you girls have.”  

“They were beautiful..and people did stop to tell us how they liked our black velvet short skirts and 

jackets that were lined with bright red satin. We were glad we had put on a sweater underneath the 

jacket, but, it didn’t stop us from shivering.  

It was a wonder we didn’t get pneumonia, because we were so cold that night. Going home on the 

warm Fifth Avenue bus, Momma sat in the middle and Mary Jane and I clung to each of her arms, 

and we had on our winter coats ove our outfits, but we couldn’t get warm, but I think we shivered all 

the way home.   

As soon as we got in the house we stood with our backs against the hot radiator, while Momma made 

a pot of hot chocolate to warm us up. She had to leave and she kissed us and hurried down the stairs 

to catch the trolley that was coming down the hill,  Every time we would see her leave, it ruined the 

good time we had with her. Momma worked and did not live at home for 13 years, and we never got 

used to her leaving us and having to go back to work.  

 

“Anna was always gossiping with the women downstairs on the stoop, and one day she told Momma 

when she came home, ‘Ye know, I was talking to the women dowstairs and I got realy annoyed when 

one of then said something, and I am not saying who she was, but you are not going to hear what she 

said.”. Momma looked at Anna in the eye and waited, “I thought you should know she said.   ‘Sure 

and ye’d never catch me taking my children out of their warm beds like Mrs..Mc Arow does,  Mind  
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ye now, she  takes them sleigh riding in the middle of the night. I don’t know how she  could she do 

that to her children? ’  

 

Momma sighed..“I know exactly who would say something like that,  it was Mrs. O’Hallahan, wasn’t 

it?”.Anna shyly nodded  that it was. Momma laughed, “Well, she’s a fine one to talk. She never takes 

her children anywhere. Except to gangster movies, and scarry monster movies because that is what 

she likes.’   

 

Anna laughed, “Aah, but the women standing there, were quick to let her know that they admired you 

for what you do for your children. That you work hard all week and you asee they have a good time 

every Sunday afternoons.’  

 

 Mary Jane smiled. Momma.liked hearng what the woman said in her defence. But, the women on our 

block did admire Momma, because they know what she had done for so many of them, She was very 

good to those mothers when their children were sick and they never forgot what she did for them,” 

 

I nodded. “Oh, Iremmeber how they used come knocking on our door with their problems on Sunday 

nights because they knew that was the only time Momma was home.  No matter what she was doing, 

she tried to help them. and whenever they tried to give her a gift to repay her for what she had done 

for them, she would never take anything from them,”   

 

Mary Jane laughed, “ I know I  used to get so annoyed at those women. They were on the stoop 

everyday with their shopping bags over their arms, Except Sunday, they would go to mass, dressed in 

their Sunday best, come home and talk a little while with the ladies.  

 

When they’d see us,  one of them would scold, ‘Sure and I don’t think either of ye girls appreciate 

what a wonderful mother ye have. She finds the time to make you girls such lovely clothes, 

because.she’s a genius, that is what she is.” We’d go upstairs and wait for Momma to come home, 

and be so annoyed at them always telling us that. We’d walk away giggling at them  because we 

thought they were being so silly saymg  something ike that, To us Momma was Momma, we didn’t 

even know what they mean when they said she was a  genius!” 

 

When Momma would try to get Sonny interested in going ice skating with us, he’d shake his head 

and tell her, ‘he’d rather be with his friends’. Yet, it was his friends that used to crowd around Mary 

Jane and me on Monday,  in front of the candy store wanting to know if did we go ice skating Sunday 

afternoon?”   

 

“We’d brag and tell them, ”We were ice skating on a big lake in Central Parkk downon 59th 

Street.”They’d laugh at us saying, “You and Mary Jane don’t even know how to ice skate, Sonny 

said.. You probably fell flat on your face when you tried to ice skate when you were there.?”  
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We ignored them and pretended we were insulted by what they said.. We didn’t want them to know 

we kept falling.They would have loved to hear us say that we did,   but weren’t about to let them 
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We walked away, the three of the boys came running after us because after they thought about it, they 

stood looking at us,  with their hands in their pockets telling us, “Going ice skating ain’t much fun. 

We were wondering, if your mother would let us go sleight riding with you the next time she takes 

you to  St. Nicholoas Park? We have sleds and we’d like to go down that big hill?”  

 

We told them, ”Do you know our  mother takes us sleigh riding in the middle of the night?.” They 

looked at their friends surprised, and didn’t know whether to believe us or not. Then they slowly 

repeated to us,:”In the middle of the night your mother takes you sleigh riding?”   

 

Then they asked, “Wow. We’’d like to do that. What does it feel like going down that big hill  Did 

you go down really fast?”  

 

We  told them, “We did, because we were on our mother’s big sled, and it’s longer and bigger than 

most sleds You should have seen how fast that sled, went down that hill. We were screaming and 

couldn’t breathe because it was snowing and hitting us in the face and it was stinging us, and it so 

much fun.”  

 

They shoved their hands back in their pockets and walked away and one of them turned around 

saying, “Well, I’d really like to go, but  know I can’t. My mother would nnver let me go sleigh riding 

in the middle of the night. If your mother ever takes you in the afternoon, would you ask her if we 

could go?” 

 

We did ask Momma  and she laughed, “Of course, they can come. But, we can only go down that hill 

when we have a heavy snow storm. besides, I can’t come home in the middle of the afternoon but 

they can come with us, late at night, but only if their mothers’ say they can,”  

 

We found out later on, that their mothers were horrified at the thought of them going sleigh riding in 

the middle of the night with Mrs. Mc Arow, and that put an end to their wanting to go sleigh riding 

over at St. Nicholas Park. “    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

1936 … FIRST FLOOR, FRONT APARTMENT 
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From 1928 to 1934 we lived in anapartrment, on the 5th floor,We were little then, and Uncle Mick 

lived with us and it was a sad day when he went back to Ireland in 1931. Our house was on a corner, 

on the downtown side of Amsterdam Avenue and 131st Street, on the opposite corner, on the uptown 

side was Cushman’s Funeral Parlor, Annunciation boys’ school ws in the middle of the block with the 

convent, then the Annunciation church and the Knickerbocker Hospital. The Annunciation girls 

school, where we went to school,  was down one block on Manhattaville college grounds, behind big 

black wrought iron gates/   

 

Because of Daddy’s drinking and gambling, Momma was working and she could not.afford to pay the 

rent and groceries, when they discovered Mary Jane had cancer on her leg and needed radiums 

treatments for 2 years, and she had the doctor bills, she was paying for it, and when Mrs. Eggleston 

found out, she paid for the radium tratements and all the doctor bills. With Uncle Mick gone, she no 

longer had his room and board money, and Daddy refused to give her any money to help  with the 

bills. by 1936 we had to move or get evicted.’’ 

We moved up to 492 West 136th Street,and our apartment building faced the Lewison Stadium, part 

of City College.. We lived on the 5th floor in the back  and all our windows faced  back alleys, fire 

escapes and clothes line .  

 

We were so happy when Momma came home one Sunday and told us she found rooms on first floor 

in the front at 1508 Amsterdam Avneue, It between 134th and 135th Streets and there was a big park 

aross the street. What thrill it was the day we moved in, after living in an apartment in the back.  

We stood at the front windows and could see the park across the street with swings, and slides and 

see-saws. It had a big  baseball field, and a separate place where the boys played basketball and at the 

far end of the baseball field.was where the big swings were for the older children.  

 

Looking beyond the park, we could see Manhattanville College that was 5 city blocks big.and allt the 

beautiful trees and sprawling lawns. It was built in the 1830’s with dark red brick, and then it was 

considered to be ‘way out in the country’, and they had a terrible fire, it was rebuilt in 1863, Only the 

very rich sent their girls to Manhattanville college  and they came from all over the world It was a 

beautiful to see there was such  a place like that, in the middle of New York City, 5 full cuty blocks of 

lovely lawns and sprawling shade trees, and paths outlined with flowers. We could see the nuns 

walking along the paths saying their daily prayers, and gardeners down on their knees weediug the 

flowers in the nice weather.   

 

Manhatanville College was between’Convent Avenue and St. Nicholas Place .and our school was on 

the college  property on the corner of 130th Street. We were taught by the same order of nuns as the 

college girls were.. the Madames of the Sacred Heart, byt they were not allowed off the grounds. The 

nuns that taught the boys were the Domican nuns, and their order was also known for doing a lot of 

charity work and they went in and out of the apartment houses, helping mothers with new babies and 

helped the sick and dying in the parish. The boys’school was in the middle of  131st Steeet, and the 
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convent was in the church.but the rectory was around the corner on Convent Avenue.  

 

Across the street from the church was Manhattanville college.It had a stone wall that went around the 

entire 5 blocks of property, and it was 7 feet high. It was. made from the same stone as our school 

was. and all along the top of the wall, were sharp wrought iron spikes that kept the intruders out.  

There were just 2 entrances with big black wrought iron gates.  

 

One was at our school and the other one was the main gate at 133rd Street. There was red brick guard 

house where you had to stop and they checked who went in and out. and we were never allowed to go 

in through the main entrance. even though our school was on the property. Some of the girls at the 

college lived in and around the city, and they came in chauffeured limousines to pick them up on 

Friday and take the home, and bring them back on Monday mornings. Going to school on Monday 

mornings, we often saw the limousines waiting to get checked  in and we’d look in the windows and 

wave to the girls and they’d smile and wave back to us 

 

Living on Amsterdam in that front apartment, we loved to hang out the window tosee what was going 

on downstairs, We watched whowalked up or down the avenue and who’s father sneaked in the 

saloon downstairs. We got to know everyone on our block, even the relatives that came to visit them 

on Sunday 

We could see the mothers on the stoop downstairs gossiping but. they didn’t know we could see 

them. We could hear everything they said, because the stoop was under our window and they’d be 

talking about who’s husband  stayed out late, and was playing cards and lost the rent money, and hear 

who was upstairs arguing and fighting in the middle of the night.  

One day one of the women asked, ‘And just who do ye think is pregnant again?’ There was a loud  

sigh and, “Oh! Thanks be to God,  it’s not me again.” and  someone whisipered, ‘Oh  Sure and it’s 

Mrs. Monahan, that’s in the family way again and mind ye, this is her 8th baby now.” But, we knew 

better than to ever repeat what we heard, because the women were Anna’s friends and she always 

stopped  and gossiped with them every time she went shopping.”          

 

I reminded Mary Jane, “But it was those mothers thatcared about all the children on the block,, not just their 

own When they were over in the park, or standing on the stoop, they knew what was going on. It didn’t 

matter whether they came from Ireland, Germany or Italy, they helped one another if one of them had a 

problem at home or someone in their family was sick or died, they were there for them..  

 

I remember when we were growing up, so many Irish families, the children and the  adults died from 

tuberculosis.and they would hang black wreaths on their doors, and then eveyroen would know what 

happened. We would see those same women bringing them a cooked ham or leg of lamb in a cardboard box 

and they would have one of their children carry a big bowl of mashed potatoes to their house,, so the 

mothers didn’t have to cook while they were in mourning.  
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A lot of unkind things have been said about the people that live in New York City. but little do they know 

the inner workings of families that lived on the same block back then,.or  how they took care of one another, 

regardless of what religion or country they came from. The irony of it was, on our block Momma was the 

only mother that was born in America. There were no such thing as being a racisist, and there were so many 

different nationalties there,  trying to raise their families as best they could.  

 

They made sure their children had manners when they spoke to an adult, and they were taught to have 

respect for the policeman on the corner, and their teachers. I don’t remember any kid on our block, getting 

into trouble, even when they were teenagers.  

 

 

Mary Jane laughed, “Except the time the pharmacist called the cops when Sonny and  his friends were 

standing outside the drug store smoking and talking, when he was about 16. The pharmacist came out asked 

them to leave and not stand in front of the door. When he saw they didn’t leave, he called the cops.. The y 

came and put all of them in a paddy wagon and brought them downtown and put them in jail, in what they 

called the Tombs, back then  They took their names and addresses, and phone numbers if they had one.  

They called Momma, whe was working for Mrs. Kolman then, and let her know that Sonny was in jail, way 

downtown at the ‘Tombs.’   

 

“Momma was horrified when she heard they put ihim in the ‘Tombs’, known then as a House of Detention, 

knowing it wasy way down on Centre Street, almost at the end of Manhattan. Momma got all dressed up in 

high heels and a pretty silk dress, beads and she and took a cab and went directly there. After she had a long 

talk with whoever was in charge,  somehow she was able to bring Sonny home.and the first thing she did 

was made him dp was go in the drug store and apologize to the pharmacist. None of the other mothers went 

to get their boys out, and they kept them overnight to teach them a lesson, not that it stopped any of  them 

from  smoking, but they didn’t hang out in front of the drug store again..”.  

 

                                                    *              *               * 

 

We lgrieved on the upper westside of  Manhattan. We moved 4 times but it was in the same neighborhood, 

so that we went to the same church and school. In 1937 we moved to Amsterdam Avnut and we tayed there 

and the thre of us got married while we lived at 1508 Amsterdamve Avenue It was on th first floor in the 

front, and our house was in the model of the block  between 134th and 135th Street. It was a block eas of 

Broadway and 2 blocks from Riverside Drive and the AHudon River. City College and the Jewish Orphan’s 

Home, was on 137th Street.. 

 

Most of the enighborhoods were  like a little communities of their own. Everyone t knew one another for 

years and most all of the chileren were born there and they eventally got married while they lived there. We 

were all poor, and no one could afford to have a telephone or a car, or even a refrigerator  

 

What we had were ice boxes. The mothers went shopping everyday to get what they needed for dinner.and 
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they carried a black oil cloth shopping bag in one hand and a big pocketbook over their arm. The first thing 

they did, was gossip; with the ladies standing on the stoop, then they’d go in and out of the stores to get 

what they needed f and all they had to do was go downstairs, because all stores were on our block..  

 

In the winter we didn’t have to buy ice, the meat, butter and milk were kept in a galvanized ice box that was 

about  2’ X 18“.and it hung outside and it was attached to the frame of the window with thick braided wires  

It was so cold most of the winter. the food would freeze and the cream would freeze and pop out of the milk 

bottle, and the butter was so hard that Anna kept half of it iinside in a bowl in the closet. 

When it snowed, it didn’t melt for weeks at a time. All up and down the avenue were mounds of snow piled 

up at the curbs, that would be 5- 6 feet high  When the WPA plows went through in the middle of the night, 

they hyst pushed all the snow at an angle and the mounds of snow  kept getting higher and higher. 

Sometimes, a truck would come along and collect it, but there wer times we had to dig through the mounds 

to get to the other side of the street.We had to be careful when we climbed up over the snow so we could  

get to school, because if we slipped and fell, we knew would land out in the middle of traffic on Amsterdam 

Avenue. The  janitors used to dig through the snow and make tunnels, so the men could to get to the trolley 

car and go to to work. The trolley cars were notorious for jumping the tracks whenever there was a build up; 

of  ice and snow on the tracks?” 

 

A few years ago, Mayor Giuliani stood on the corner of 135th Street and they dedicated that corner to be 

officially called, Vinegar Hill. A metal sign was erected there for all to see and form then on it was 

officially called Vinegar Hill. But, by then all the Irish families had moved away. It was no longer an Irish 

neighborhood. When we lived there very few people knew why it was called Vinegar Hill. only after the 

sign was erected, we found out why. 

 

The Battle of Vinegar Hill happened on June 21,1798, it  was an engagement during the 

Irish Rebellion of 1798,  when over 15,000 British soldiers launched an attack on Vinegar 

Hill, outside Enniscorthy, County Wexford, It was the largest camp and headquarters of the 

Wexford United Irish rebels and it marked a turning point in the Irish Rebellion, as it was the 

last attempt by the rebels to hold and defend ground against 15,000 British military. The 

battle was fought in two locations: on Vinegar Hill itself and in the streets of nearby 

Enniscorthy. 

 

            So many Irish men died, when they tried to fight England, to be free of British Rule. So they would 

npt be forgotten, back in the 1920’s they started to it call it Vinegar Hill. The years went by and very few 

people knew what Vinegar Hill represented, because there was never was a sign erected that told why it was 

called Vinegar Hill, only in a certain section of the hill that went from 136th Street down to 128th Street 

where the trolley car barn was, on Amsterdam Avenue.  

 

The apartment houses all along there, were built during ‘Turn of the Century. When they were building 

them, they had big signs erected to attract the Irish tocome and rent there and it became an Irish 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Irish_Rebellion_of_1798
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Enniscorthy
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_Irishmen
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neighborhood.  

 

On ourblock, like most of the blocks, there were 3 apartment houses, with five floors and two apartments in 

the front and two in the back, on each floor and they all had fire escapes, in the front an din the back. Unlike 

some of the apartment houses down a few blocks, they still had railroad apartments, where you had towalk 

through one room to get to the next room, the had not bathrooms, just a toilet that was out in the hall on 

each floor and everyone had to share the same toilet.  

 

One the corner of 134th Street was 1504 Amstrdam, then 1508 and 1512 was up by 135th Street.  We lived in 

1508,  the middle house, on the first floor in apartement 23, in the front, and we spent half our life, hanging 

out that window watching what was going on downstairs. We had a foyer with all the brass mailboxes, and 

to get in you had to ring the bell and wait for somome to buzz you, and it would unlock the door. So you 

could go in.  

We had so many stores on the block, and they were underneath the apartments houses. All the women had 

to go, was go downstairs to do their shopping, which they did  everyday because they did not have 

refrigeraters, they had ice boxes.  

 

The first thing they did, before they did their shopping, was stop and gossip with the women standing on the 

stoop, so they could find out the latest news, as tp who was pregnant again and who’s husband came home 

drunk again.   

 

On the corner of 134th Street was the drug store, then the vegetable store,1504 apartment house, then the 

saloon that took up 2 stores, the meat market, our house 1508,  the cellar stairs, the candy store, the cleaners 

and the tailor then 1512,  next to it was the barber shop and Cohen’s, grocery store. After Prohibition was 

over in 1933, a big liquor store opened up on the corner of 135th Street..Most blocks in the city had stores 

where the women could go downstairs and do their shopping.    

 

No one had a telephone in those days..If you had to make a call, you made sure you had a nickel, and you 

went in the phone booth either in the candy store go to the corner drug store.  The phone booth in the candy 

store was always busy, but if someone called you, they would take a message for you and write it down and 

send one of the boys that was always hanging around there smoking, upstairs to your house with the  

message, if they felt it was important, but not the drug store, he would not take any messages for anyone,  

 

I remember howthe women would wait inline to use the phone in the candy store, and  they’d get so angry 

because every afternoon,  the local bookie Perry was using it. He’d be in there a long time with piles of his 

papers, and tie up the phone, becauehe calling in the numbers. The women would get annoyed, trying to 

hold on to their children, and go grumbling down the block and use the pay phone in the drug store.” 

       .  

We didn’t have a refrigerator, and nither did anyone else. We had ice boxes .and in the winter, when it was 

freezing out, we had a galvanized box that hung outside the kitchen window, and it would be covered with 

ice, and so was the milk and butter.  
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Once the weather got warm, the iceman came around every other day with hi sold horse and go down the 

avenue in an open wagon, calling up to the windows so the women could hear him, and he’d.sit there with 

an old hat on his head and the leather reins in his hands, and  his old gingered colored horse was smart, he 

knew to stop in the front of each house and with a slight tug, he’d go to the next house and stop. 

 

 His wagon had big blocks of ice that were 4’ X 2’ and they were covered with lots of sawdust and big 

burlap bags.to prerent them from melting. He’d go down Amsterdam Avenue slowly, calling up to the 

windows, ‘ICE MAN HERE, ICE MAN HERE’  hoping someone would need ice that day/  

 

The windows would fly open and women would stick their heads out and yell down to him, ,they wanted  a 

10 cent or 15 cent piece. Anna usually got a 15 cents piece except on the week-end she’d get a 20 cents 

piece. He remembered what apartment they lived in.and he’d deliver the ice to them.. We would watch him 

use a big ice pick to score the block ice, and then he’d  hit it with the palm of his hand and split it and had us 

a couple of slivers of  ice to suck on. We’d thank him and see him line up the different sizes of ice and 

throw a piece of  wet burlap over his shoulder and put the block of  ice on his shoulder and hold it with one 

hand, He go to the fifth floor or the first floor.to deliver that piece of ice..and slip it in the ice box for the 

women and he’d evencover it with newspapers they had ready for him, to keep it from melting, They’d give 

him ten cents and  he’d go bouncing down the stairs and carry the next piece of ice upstairs to another 

apartment.  We was a happy man and was always singing an aria from one of the operas, in the hall, while 

he was going up and down the stairs, wjo;e he delivered the next piece of ice. He did this every day, except 

Sunday, because it was during the Depression and this was how he made a living, so he could feed his 

family.” 

        

                                                      *             *              * 

 

Momma started working in 1931, and no longer lived with us, she lived where he worked, so she was only 

home  with is on Sunday afternoons and nights. It seemed every Sunday night, one one of the mother’s on 

our block would knock on our door.and ask Momma. to help them, because one of their children was very 

sick and burning up with a fever. Even though they knew Sunday was the only night Momma was home 

with us, . she would stop what she was doing and try to help their baby or child with an alcohol bath and if 

that didn’t bring the fever down, she had them go to the candy store and call the doctor to come to the 

house. It cost $2.00 and the medicine was included. Most of the time they didn’t have the money and 

Momma would loan them the money, but, they always paid her back whatever they borrowed.”  

 

Mot of the time, Momma was able to help them,  because when she had a lot of experience taking care of 

sick people when she was 18. She volunteered and helped the town doctor inTowanda, when no one else 

would help him during the horrible epedmic of the Spanish flu in 1918 and  it returned with a vengeance in 

1919.  

 

That was when so many people died from the Spanish flu   Not thousands, but millions of people died,  in 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          304 

 

Europe. Asia the United States, In Philadelphia as well as in Towanda, pep ewer dying so tfas that the 

coffins were lined up on the corners and in empty fields. because they couldn’t bury them fast enough.   

 

In 1918, Momma was 18 and she was living in the city, and working for Mrs. Eggleston, like she did every 

year in the winter,  One day Momma received a letter from her girl friend Helen, and she was shocked when 

she read ,  “Dr.Brown’s nurse just died from the Spanish flu. and he is lost without her, as you know she 

worked for him for years. He put an ad in the Towanda Daily for another nurse, but no one has applied for 

the job because they are afraid they will catch the flu too.. Dr.Brown desperately needs help  and has asked 

for volunteers and still  no one has offered to go help him. I feel so sorry for im.”   

 

When Momma finished reading the letter, she told Mrs. Eggleston she was taking  the train and going to 

Towanda to help Dr.Brown, his nurse died of the flu, and he can’t get another nurse to work for him..” Mrs. 

Eggleston begged her not t, that she would catch the flu and die too.’ Momma told her, “I have to. I’ve 

known Dr. Brown all my life, and since no one else will help him, I will.”.  

 

When the taxi left Momma a at  Dr. Brown’s house, she walked up to the door and rang the bell. His wife was 

so surprised to see her, because she knew she was working for Mrs Eggleston, and was usually in the city. She 

had her put her suitcase down, and Mrs. Brown hugged her and had her go inside, and she called her husband, 

“Come see who is here.”  He stood there looking at Myrtle, and looked surprised to see her standing there.  She 

ex;lained to them why she was there, had  Dr. Brown kept shaking his head and thanked her. Then he asked 

her, “Have you any idea what is going on here? So many  people are dying here from the flu?” She nodded that 

she knew. He hung his head and told her, “As long as you understand, I  can’t pay you, Myrtle. Because most 

of my patients have died from this terrible flu.”  

 

Myrtle smiled  “I know that, I am volunteering to help you. When I heard what happened to your nurse  and no 

one has come forward to help you, is why I came here.” 

 

 He patted her on the should and told her he was delighted to see her again, that so far, no one in her family had 

come down with the flu. I think it is best you stay here in our guest room.  Being around all lthese sick people  

it was not safe for you go home to your family at night,  being it is so contagious.”  and Mrs. Brown gladly 

showed Myrtle to the guest room upstairs, while she made her something to eat.. 

 Dr. Brown confided to his wife, ‘I doubt Myrtle will be much help, being she was Mrs. Eggleston’s personal 

maid, but, I desperately need someone to help me. Leave it to Myrtle to come all the way from New York City 

to help me.”  

 

The next morning, Mrs. Brown saw that Myrtle was dressed warm, and she got in the sleigh and she loved 

seeing the horse had bells on him, She sat next to him, and he covered their laps with a heavy wool blanket and 

the horse trotted over the snow covered road. As they went from house to house. Dr. Brown felt relieved when 

he saw how well Myrtle was able to take care of his patients, especially the babies and the elderly. Day after 

day they left early in the morning in the sleigh to see other patients, on thje snowy roads while the horse waited 

outside in the snow to go to the next house. 
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The mornings were bitter cold and Myrtle learned to bundle up warm and would sit beside the old doctor on the 

sleigh.  He’d adjust his glasses and hold the reins while the horse trotted happily down the road. The doctor 

turned to Myrtle and sighed. “There’s just not enough hours in the day for me, so I can take care of all these 

people that are  sick and dying with the flu.”  He was very pleased to see how Myrtle knew how to  wash and 

feed the babies and would spoon warm soup into the mouths of the elderly patients. Again and again, he let her 

know, he was surprised that she was such a big help to him’ “  

 

When the epedemic was finally over, Myrtle was reluctant to go back to Mrs. Eggleston being she was ao upset 

that she went to help Dr. Brown, and she hjherelf  knew him for years, being she grew up in Towanda When 

she walked in cautiously, she hugged her and told her, “I want you to know I am very proud of what you did 

for all those people back home, Myrtle.” But, it wasn’t until years later the women in the neighborhood heard 

what Momma had done during the Spanish flu epidemic, when Aunt Vina was at our house, she told them what 

Momma had done, and  that was why she always tried to help their babies and children..”  It was no wonder 

why so many women looked up to ,“Mrs. Mc Arow” because they knew no matter how busy she was on 

Sunday nights, she would drop what she was doing and help them. She  refused to take anything from them, 

when they  wanted to repay her for what she had done fro them, and give her a little fancy pin or box of 

chocolates. she’d tell them, ‘I appreciate it, but you take it home and you enjoy it.” 

  

 Little did Momma realize when those women told her, ‘Mrs. McArow, one day  we  will find a way to repay 

you for all you/ve done for us.”, even though the years went by,  they did not forget what they told Momma. 

In1948, they heard what Momma was trying to do, and they found a way to keep that promise. They knocked 

on our door again, but this time they were there to help Momma knowing she really needed their help/”.  

 

                                           *                *                 * 

“Growing up, my sister and I used get annoyed that Momma wanted to teach us what the Beatitudes 

meant.and.she insisted we go visit the sick and elderly women. Because she would preach ‘ it is our duty as 

Catholics to help those who are less fortunate than we are, and wer wer so poor as it was!.’.  

 

Momma always had a notebook in her pocketbook, in case she saw a suit or a dress she liked in a store 

window for us, or for herself. She would sketch it and write down all the details, and make. In that same 

notebook she had a ‘laundry list’ of the things my sister and I should do for the less fortunate people that 

lived in our parish, because the priest recommended that people should care more about one another and 

and go visit the sick and cripped people in the parish, and bring them a little gift.   

 Momma would go to the rectory and get the names of who they were and where they lived, and write it 

down in that book of hers. When she would show us the list, my sister and I would moan and groan,  when 

she said, ‘we had to go see them on Saturday afternoons, before we went to confession and bring them 

something.’  

 

We would bring them a tin of Momma’s butter cookies, or a bouquet of little sweetheart roses she made 

with two-tone pink velvet paper, tied together with a dark pink ribbon for the women that were confined to 
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their beds, either crippled or very ill, and how they loved and appreciated that she did that for them. No one 

realized, we were going in and out of houses, where people were sick in bed, not that we ever got sick or 

caught any disease from them.   

 

Momma made sure we asked if we coule certain little things for them, like write a letter for them and put 

the letter in the corner mailbox, read another chapter in a book they liked to them,  go to the store if they 

needed milk, bread or butter. And we’d be thrilled to get a penny for doing it. We didn’t do it out of the 

goodness of hour hearts, we only did it because Momma made us do it, and shewould check with Anna on 

Sunday to see that we did what we were told and visited the sick on Saturday.   

   

One Sunday Momma happened to come home very early. She usually went to mass, down near where she 

worked,  and that Sunday she went to mass  the 12 o’clock mass with Daddy. After Msgr.Quinn finished 

his sermon, he told the congregation,  ”Mrs. Hill stopped in to see me in the rectory the other day and asked 

me if I would  ask the people in our parish, would someone please take the time to come visit her daughter, 

Mary. She was 21 and badly crippled, and has been in bed most all her life, and she was very lonely, and 

she would love to have some company.”  

  

Momma spoke to Msgr. Quinn, after mass and told him, that my sister and I had plenty of time on Saturday 

to visit the other women we usually went to vist, and we still go see Mary, and be on time to go to 

confession.  

 

When we complained about having to visit all those women, meant we had no time to go roller skating on 

Saturday, Momma lectured us, ‘that it was an Act of Chairty and God would reward us for what we were 

doing, that we should be ashamed of ourselves, we could run and play and Mary  had spent most of her 

whole life in that room,  looking    at the four walls.” 

 

Then Momma let us know, “I want you to  spend 2 hours with her, and I will check with her mother to see 

that you did.” We bent over and covered our faces and groaned saying, “Why do we have to go there? We 

can’t play with her, She’s too old for us. She’s 21 years old. And we have all those other people you want us 

to see. Why can’t some of the girls in the parish that are her age, go spend some time with her?”  

  

       Momma got so mad at us that she shook her finger at us saying,, “Shame on the both  

you. You should get down on your knees and thank God, it’s not you  in that bed. Look at you, you  can 

walk and run around but she can’t. Don’t forget, she will be in that hospital bed the rest of her life.”  

Momma tlok a deep breath before she said, . How would you like it if that had happen to you?” We sat there 

and didn’t say another word  but we still didn’t like the idea we had to go there.. 

  

         Momma sat there thinking, “Well, I think it would be a betteridea if you girls took  

         turns.You go to see Mary one Saturday and Mary Jane can go the other Saturday, and  

         the other Saturday, you can go visit he sick and elerdrly women in the parish and then          

         you can we could go to confession in the afternoon, like you usually do.” We were not  
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         a bit happy about having to use our entire Saturday afternoons, visiting sick people.  

 

          When we went to see Mary, we didn’t understand what it meant to Mary when we  

          walked in her room. Her face would light up.and she’d lay there smiling and be so  

          happy to see me.and reach for my  hand and kiss it. Mary couldn’t talk. she had                  

          to write down everything in a hard cover composition book she always kept by her 

         bed, attached to a string, in case it fell on the floor. Being her body and spine was so   

          severely twited, she had spent her life in bed. so we had nothing to talk about, except  

          she did like to hear what we did in school. I’d sit there bored and watch the hands on  

         the clock, and wait for my two hours to be up,  so I could get out of there.  

 

          Mary could read and print because  her mother hired a tutor years ago,  to teach her.  

          because it was the only way she could communicate.  Being her hands were badly  

          gnarled, it was very difficult for her to try and  hold a pencil to print what she wanted               

          to say, but she never complained.  She often asked me  to write a letter to her cousin  

          in Connecticut because it was too hard for her to write an entire letter. She  would  

          write down that she wanted to thank  her cousin for all the pretty cards she sent her,  

          and to mentiontI was there visitng her.. What she liked best. was for me to read  

          another chapter in one of the book sshe liked, because she she wasn’t able to hold the  

          book up,  so she could read it. When I’d see my time was up, I’d stand up and tell her  

          I had to leave, Mary always wrote, “Thank you for coming to see me.”.I’d  wave and  

          say ‘good bye’ to Mary and her mother and be so glad I could go.. 

 

        Mary was an only chld that lived with her parents in a elevated apartment house on  

        Convent Avenue..It must have been very painful for Mary to lay there day after day,  

        knowing she would never get out of that bed. yet, she always had the sweetest smile/   

        Mary didn’t have  the strength to turn herself over in the bed. Her mother would  

        come in every couple of hours and very carefully move her to a another position.  

 

Now I hang my head that we were so insensitive to what Mary’s life was like. We had no way of knowing 

the pain she  had to endure, being her entire body was so badly twisted. Even though we were children, we 

should have realized how lonely it must have been,  to lay there, day after day knowing she would never get 

out of that bed.  

 

Week after week, we continued to take turns going to see Mary.and the sick and elderly women itn eh 

parish, not that we liked wht we hd to do.  What we could not understand was why Momma made us do 

that, when none of the other mothers made their girls had to spend their time with the sick and elderly and 

Mary Hill.”.  

 

       But that was how Momma always was, she cared about so many people, no matter  

       where we lived.and.I resented that she made me go with her most of the time, when  
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       she went to visit the sick and elderly women in our parish. I remember she used to 

       to stop to see Mrs. Russell, on a Sunday afternoon, for a few minutes if we  were  

       going to take the Fifth Avenue downtown, when it used to run on Convent Avenue.  

       Momma felt so sorry for her because she had a serious heart problem, and had been   

       confined to her bed.for years. Momma. would her bring her tiny yellow sweetheart  

      roses she made when she’d visit her on our own. Because we didn’t like going there   

       because there wasa funny smell of medicine in her house   

 

       They never had children and her husband worked in a bank, and for Chirstmas, he  

       always gave each of   us a new crispy dollar in a Chirstmas card, to thank us for  

       stopping in to see Mrs. Russell. He didn’t’ know Momma made us go see her, to see  

       if she needed something from the store., She’d give me money to buy a quart of milk  

       and a loaf of bread and put a nickel in my hand for doing it, while the ladies in our  

       house gave me a penny when I’d help them. They lived in a nice big apartment on the  

       ground floor on Convent Avenue, that overlooked Manhattanville college, and near    

       133rd Street.   

 

       We lived around the corner from Mrs. Russell, up on Amsterdam Avenue. Next.door  

        to us lived an elderly lady that lived there all alone. Everyone liked Mrs. Shaumbaum,  

       because she was very good to all the cnildren and made them delicious butter cookies.  

         

When the janitor to Momma that, Mrs. Shaumbaum had cancer and it was terminal,  we felt so bad. Momma 

made us knock on her door to see if she needed anything from the store. but she rarely did.but once in a 

while she’d ask us to get her a quart of milk and we’d put it in the ice box for her and she’d give us a penny 

for doing it...  

 

As her condition grew worse.  Momma went to see her, and I’d lean up against the wall while Momma sat 

in a chair by her bed s and talked to her. She would bring her a bowl of hot chicken soup with matza balls in 

it.because she loved it, Since she made it once week for Mrs. Kolman, being she was Jewish too, and it was 

also Mrs. Shaumbaum’s  favorite soup.  Momma told Mrs.Kolman  she would like to bring some of the 

soup with the matzo balls in it, to her next door neighbor,and she explained why., Mrs. Kolman was so 

pleased she would do that for Mrs. Shaumbaum.  

 

       “Momma would bring it home, it hd to be heated up and she’d pour it in a deep bowl. Of course, I had to go 

with her, and while she carried the soup, I knocked on the door. Mrs. Shaumbaum would call out,  “Come 

in. The door is open..”  She was very weak and if was hard for her to get up, She was so happy when she’d 

see it was Momma. and she’d put the sop down and hug then then prop up the pillows in back of for her, 

and have her sit up, while she sat on the edge of the bed and spooned the hot soup in her mouth,and put a 

napkin under her chin.  

 

        I could see how she loved that soup with the  matzo balls in it.because I’d be standing there with my back 
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against the wall watching Momma feeding the soup to her, and she’d. wipe  her mouth with a cloth napkin 

she brought with her/ I noticed Mrs. Shauembaum was crying. She said she  was so touched that Momma 

would do somethinglik that for her, and she took Momma’s hand and kissed it and pressed it against her 

boney cheek, thanking her for all she had done for her.  

 

        Mrs. Shaumbarum’s son was a lawyer in Washington, D.C. She had his p;icture by her bed and on the wall. 

I used to see him arrive in a chauffeured limo, that waited downstairs for  him at the curb because he’d only 

stay about 20 mintutes and leave.  

When I’d tell Momma,I saw him there,  it used to make her so mad, that he seldom came to see his mother, 

that he cared so little about his mother knowing she was all alone and dying and he did nothing about it. 

When Mrs. Shaumbaum died everyone felt so bad becaue she was such a sweet old lady..  

 

       The janitor called to let him know, he had to clean out the apartment.becaue he had to rent it.” He told 

Momma, her son never came to take what his mother treasured, he sent some men to clean it out  and they 

throw everything she had out, even the boxes of pictures and letters she had saved all thoseyears, went in 

the garbage When Momma heard that it broke her heart, to think no one cared about her, or the picutres off 

the family hanging on the wall. Yet Momma  lit a candle in front of St Anthony, in chur for Mrs. 

Shaumbaum. When we asked Momma why, when she was Jewish not Catholic,. Momma just looked at us 

and  said : You wouldn’t understand why.”   

1936  GRAMMA GETS MARRIED AND LEAVES WYSOX. 

 

In February of 1928, my grandfather David Squires was killed when a big hickory tree he was cutting down, 

fell on himd,when the lived in Wysox/Myersberg.  Gramma grieved over his death for months after, She 

was lost without him, being married to him, since she was 16, and he was 28.   

 

For the next 10 years, she lived in the house with the creek in the back with Lily and Aaron, like they 

always did, They could not go to school, because they were both mutes, and the one room school would not 

take them in..Aaron was always by his father’s side, and he was soo lost without him. He helped the 

neighbors and made a little money haying  and hoeing their gardens, to helpo their mother. Lily knew no 

other life, except helping her mother in the kitchen and doing her with the wash and ironing her mother did  

for several people in town, to make some money. because it was her only source of income.  

 

One Sunday after church services, a ladyfriend of Gramma’s introduced her  to her v cousin, who was 

visiting her from Williamsport, She told him he wa there for 2 weeks and his name was Bill Beckwith  It 

didn’t take him long to ask Gramma to marry him and she was only too happy to accept, even though she 

hardly knew the man. All she heard was the had a big farm with  lots of property and a nice big house, was 

why she married him  He refused to take Lily and Aaron and told her it cost money and he wasn’t about to 

feed 2 more mouths. So Gramma was willing to walk away from her house, and leave Aaron, Lily on their 

own, and move to Williamsport with Beckwith.  

 

When Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry heard what she was going to do, they went to see Gramma and argued 
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with her, that it was a terrible thing for her to do.  She told them, she was going to Willliamsport without 

them,  and that was that. So they packed  Lily and Aaron’s things, and took them back to their house 

.because they knew they  couldn’t make it on their own, being they were both mutes and they knew no one 

would let them work for them on their farms. Lily and Aaron were only too happy to live with Aunt Vina 

and Uncle Henry, and it turned out Lily was a big help to her  around the house and Aaron enjoyed working 

outside in the garden and on the farm.” 

 

After 2 years of being in Williamport, Gramma was very unhappy with her new husband.because he was 

making her cook and work out 1in the fields everyday in the hot sun, while he stood inside the big farm 

sand he had on his poperty lon a busy road. She was so sorry she ever married him and moved to 

Williamsport, because. she had never worked to so hard, weeding and picking vegetables day after day.  

While stood at his vegetables stand, out of the sun and sold almost everytyhing he had everyday. Gramma 

argued with him, he should give her some of the  money he made, because she worked hard in the fields to 

grow those vegetables.That she needed to buy herself a new dress and shoes, and he refused to give her any 

money.,. She got mad because of all the work she was doing for him. and all they did was argue  and she 

would cry and tell him how mean he was to her, that her huband David neve treated her like that. When he 

laughed at her, she was all the more determined she was going to find a way to make some money to take 

the Greyhound bus, back to her own house. 

 

One day, she was telling a lady he knew in church, how she felt about him not giving her any money.  

She looked at Gramma and told her, “Well it’s a well known fact around her,  he has lots of money in 

the bank.’ When she confronted him about it, he told her ‘Yes, that’s true  but, you’re not getting any 

of it, that’s my money not yours..’   

 

Not knowing what to do.she asked a neighbor to write Aunt Vina and Momma, and tell them what he 

was doing to her and to send her some money so she could go back to Wysox.. That summer Momma 

was at Aunt Vina’s for the Fourth of July, when Aunt Vina got her letter. After she read it, she  

decided to have Uncle Henry take them to Williamsport, to see what was going on.  

 

We left very early on a Sunday morning and Momma sat in the back withthe 3 of us. and Roseanna 

sat up front with her mother and father. What a long ride it was to get to Williamsport and we went 

back the same day. When we got there, Momma and Aunt Vina found Mr Beckwith to be a charming 

man and they liked him.and he was very happy to show them his farm and invited all of us to stay for 

dinner. the women pitched in and helped Gramma put dinner on the table and it was very obvious she 

was very unhappy  Havingn met him, Momma and Aunt Vina told her they liked theman hi and they t 

believe a word that was in her letter. Leaving they told her she was very lucky to be married to him, 

that she was living a very nice house and to stop her complaining and be thankful she had such a nice 

husband..”     

 

Seeing them leave, Gramma was heart broken that they didn’t believe her., She made up her mind she 

would find a way to make enough money so she could go back to Wysox.  She had her neighobr write 
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Aunt Vina again, and tell her that he was mistreating her and they  should do something about it, and 

send her some money, and she tfigured Gramma put her up to writing the letter.  

 

Both Momma and Aunt Vine sent her some money for her birthday, and the neighbor  next door  

helped her get to the bus. She left without telling him. and went.back to Wysox, thinking all she had 

to do was walk in her house and everything would be the way she had left it.  

 

Thrilled she had made it back home,  she got the shock of her life when she found out, she didn’t own 

the house anymore. Her loving son Ervin owned it, He bought it for back taxes.and was living there 

with his wife and 2 boys, and he refused to let her in. He called Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry to come 

get her They drove there, and got Gramma and took her to their house, even though she already had 

Lily and Aaron living with them.  

 

Aunt Vina called Ervin back and asked him how could he put his mothe out of her own house? He got 

mad and told her, ‘Ma abandoned this house and I bought it for back taxes. If I didn’t someone else 

would have. I  put in electricity, water, all new carpeting, a new kitchen and a bathroom.and I am not 

letting Ma live here, This is my house now, not hers.” Aunt Vina had no idea he had done all that, but 

still she was  hurt by the way he spoke to her, but there was nothing she could do about it.  

“War was declared in 1941, and by1942, Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry had Gramma living withthem,,along with Lily 

an Aaron. But she would soon find out, she could not get along with her mother because she kept arguing and fighting 

with her, and with Lily and her 3 girls, that Aunt Vine finally called Momma crying that she didn’t know what to do 

with her, that she couldn’t take it anymore, and something had to be done about Ma.   

Momma felt sorry for Aunt Vina that she told her, she would take her. She sent  a money order and had her put 

Gramma on the bus and she came to live with us.on Amsterdam Avenue. Momma doid not live at home, she lived  

where she worked, way downtown, in Mrs. Kolman’s.penthouse at 75 East 55th Street She had no idea of what was 

going on in our house with Gramma. She smoked, and fought and argued with us and she would get poor Anna all 

upset, but for some reason she got along with Daddy and he would buy her, her cigarettes..”  

“After a year of hearing us complaining about Gramma,  Momma decided she had to to send her to back to Aunt Vine, 

and shelet her know that she did not want her living with them again, Momma suggested, maybe if she looked in the 

Towanda Daily, she could find a small place she cold rent,and she could live by herself, that she would pay the rent 

and help with half of the  groceries.”  

That same week, Aunt Vina called Momma back, that she found a cottage for rent down the road and it was far enough 

away, that it would be a very long walk for her, if she wanted to come visit them..” 

“Momma packed Gramma;s bags and put her on the train, and sent her back to Towanda. She moved in the cottage,  

and the church helped and gave her some  furniture and she  was every happy  there, Momma paid the rent and Aunt 

Vina gave her all the milk, butter and eggs, and  Momma paid for half of her she groceries like sugar, flour, coffee and 

tea, and some tobacco and papers, so she could roll and make her own cigrettes. herself. Then Gramma wanted Aaron 

to live with her, and he went, but Lily refused to live with her she wanted to stay with Aunt Vina, and she did.. Aaron 

chopped wood for the wood stove, and shoveled tje snow in the winter.andiIn the summer he weeded and hoed the 

vegetable garden but she could not get Lily to leave Aunt Vina.” 

“Momma and Aunt Vina did so much for their mother, and the shame of it was, they were the ones that cared, none of 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          312 

 

the others did.  When she had no place to go, no one offered to help just Aunt Vina and Momma took care of their 

mother.  Even after the way Gramma beat and treated Momma when she was young, and she gave Aunt Vina to her 

youngest sister when she was 9 years old, and let her adopt Vina because she felt sorry for her that she couldn’t thave 

any children .It broke Aunt Vina’s heart that she had to leave her own family and kive with her Aunt Vine,  even 

though she was very good to her. When all she ever wanted was to go home and be with her own family.”  

There was Leo and Ervin was Gramma’s favorite son, and Dorothy, they could have done something to help their 

mother in her old age..They were all working and they never gave Aunt Vina any money to help take care of their own 

mother.and she was taking care of her sister Lily and brother Lily for year, they wer mutes and no one wanted them, 

but she took them in.  

Gramma lived in that cottage for years and Momma paid the rent for her, from 1942 until she died in 1957. Every 

month she sent Mr. Schwartz, who owned th cottage, a money order for the rent and she sent Aunt Vina a money order 

to help with the groeries she bought for Gramma, for the next 15 years. 

In less then 3 years, Gramma, Aaron and Lily died In 1954 Aaron was walking home in the dark, and was hit by a car 

and died on the side of the road. 

The following year 1955, Lily suffered terribly from headaches, and she died from a brain tumor. 

Then in the summer of 1957,  Gramma had a stroke and Momma drove up from Long Island, and got there just before 

she died. . 
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L..1950  Lily,Gramma, Dorothy in cottage.        R  1948 Gramma and Aaron  

     Note cloth drapes instead of a door                   in front of the cottage.                                                              

 LITTLE LOUISE.  

 

When we lived on Amsterdam Avnue, Suday afternoons was our time with Momma, because she didn’t live at home 

with us, she lived where she worked.   Sunday afternoons and evenings were her time off, and she would take us on  

the Staten Island ferry and we loved when we’d go hiking, and cook over a fire.Or  we’d take the ferry over to New 

Jersey and we’d go to Palisdades State Park, and go hiking up that big hill, and all we long we looked forward to 

spending time with Momma.  

When we came home,  Momma was usually busy helping one the mothers when their babies were sick. It seemed, she 

was always doing something because enjoyed helping the old people and the women with sick babies. We couldn’t 

understand, why, because it iwa her only night home with us, and there was always someone knocking on our door, 

asking Momma to help them, and she’d leave us and go help them..  
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 Mr. and Mrs. Knapt lived downstairs on the ground floor, in the back. They were the janitors in our house and  had 

recently come from Germany   Momma always praised them because they kept the hallways so clean, and the white 

marble steps going upstairs, were bleached so white, amd the brass mail boxes in the vestibule.were shined with 

Noxon,  so you could see your face in them.. 

Mrs. Knapt happened to be very fond of Momma, but her husband was an old grouch. We liked her but we didn’t like 

him. One day,we listened to her tell Momma, why they had to leave their beloved Germany, and get away from Hitler, 

a man we knew little about  We would see his name in the paper, but this  was 1938, and I was 13.  We listened more 

carefully, when she told Momma they had to leave in the middle of the night so they could escape from Germany with 

their children, so Hitler wouldn’t get them. They were coming that night to take their children becaue they were 

considerd to be ‘sickllym, and wanted to create a pure Arian race and anyone that was sick or menally sick would be 

done away with.  

She sat down in our kitchen, because, she started sobbing, “We had to leave everything we had behind, our beautiful 

home and our families, when we heard Hitler’s men were coming that night to take them. Everything happened so fast, 

it was our cousins that risked their lives to get us the papers we needed, in the middle of the night, and they got us on a 

ship to America.”  

She reached in her apron pocket and dried her eys, and smiled and nodded to Momma, smiling. Momma hugged her 

and told her everything was going to be alright, nowthat she was in America. She agreed and left.. 

When they first moved in the apartment downstairs, everyone noticed their son 11 and daughter 13. looked so 

different..they always wore dark sunglasses, an their little girl around 4, had long brown curly hiar and was in a wheel 

chair.  

Mrs. Knapt explained to Momma, they were albinos and hat why their son and daughter’s hair was almost white. and 

so was their skin and they had to wear dark glasses to protect their eyes. And their little Louise was 4.and in a wheel 

chair because she badly crippled from polio. Ssshe wiped her eyes, whispering to Momma, “We were so lucky they 

didn’t find out until it was too late, tahat we wer gone, and we escaped with our 3 children to America.” 

Momma was working for Mrs. Hardon then, and being she was away for the weekend, she had  the week-end off and 

be with us.. Saturday, as we were going downstairs to go shopping over on 125th Street,the door to Mrs.Kanp 

tapartment flew open. She came running out crying and went to Momma, and threw her arms around Momma and was 

sobbing,. “My little Lousie is dead. She died in my arms, Mrs. Mc Arow, she died in my arms..”  

.Momma  put her arms around her and tried to console her and quietly asked, “What happened?” She sobbed, “I 

don’t’t know what happened. All I know is that Louise is dead, She died suddenly this afternoon and. I just went to the 

[au phone in the candy store and they told me to call Cushman’s Funeral Parlor. They are coming this afternoon with 

the casket and are going to set her up in the front room. We have just enough money to pay them but we have no 

money left to buy Louise a pretty dress to be buried in.”   

“Momma held her and she kept repeating,  “I can’t believe my Louise is dead. Why, why why, when we loved her so 

much”. Momma held her and tried to comfort her. and told her, “Don’t worry, I’ll make her a pretty dress. I’ll go back 

upstairs right now and have it finished before they get here.” 

Mrs. Knapt looked at Momma, a bit bewidldered, wondering how she was going to to do that and went back in her 

apartment and closed the door. Momma hurried back upstairk, and I was right in back of her. She got her portable 

sewing machine, and set it on the dining room table, Then she went in Anna’s room and was rummaging through the 

boxes of material she had and found  a few yards of pretty pink organdy and a pattern from a dress she had made us. In 

In no time,, she had the dress cut out  and sewed it together She found some white lace and pink satin ribbon, and 
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sewed the lace  around the neck of the dress and on the bottom of the sleeves, and she had it fiinised I couldn’t believe 

how fast she  made that  pretty pink organdy dress for little Louise.  

She saw me looking at the bottom, unfinished, and she said she was not going to  take time to hem it, because ,“No 

one is going to see the bottom of the dress in the casket.”  She.took a long piece pink satin ribbon for the belt and cut 

off a piece for her hair..She fast ironed the dress and grabbed the curling iron and had me hurry back downstairs with 

her before they came with the casket.   

Momma knocked on Mrs. Knapt’s door. and when she how pretty the dress was, she was shocked and saw how  pretty 

it was. She hung on Momma and kept crying and thanking her for what she done for her and for Louise. Momma 

suggested she go sit inside with her husband and their other two children, that she would dress Louise and fix her hair 

before the undertakers got there “.  

I almost fainted when Momma pushed me into the room where Louise was dead on the bed. When I saw her laying 

there I.thought I was going to pass out. I had never seen a dead person before, and I panicked. Then Momma 

demanded I hold Louise up for her,, so she could put the dress over her head.and  I could hardly breathe I was so 

scared. But I did it, and she got the pink satin ribbon around her waist, and tied a big bow, and the room was going 

round and round. Before I knew it, Momma left me there alone with Louise because she ran in their kitchen so she 

could heat up the curling iron  on the gas stove.  

She came back and I was still holding Louise up,  and she started to brush her lovely long brown hair, and she wrapped 

sections of her hair around the hot curling iron and I could smell her hair burnig, and she had to keep heating up the 

iron while I waited and had to held Louise up while Momma continued to make long curls all around her head, and by 

the time she finished, the smell of her hair burning, made me sick to my stomach.  

Momma looked as though she was anooyed at me, when she took the short piece of pink satin ribbon and tied a big 

pink bow in Louise’s hair. Then she stpped out in the hall and called Mrs.Knapt to come see Louise.  

When she walked in, the poor woman couldn’t believe her eyes,  she stood there gasping, and while she is gasping 

there was a loud knock at the door.and she asked me to open it and see who it was. 

 It was the men from Cushman’s Funeral Parlor with they had the casket on rollers. Mrs. Knapt left and walked inside 

and was talking to them,.I was so glad when Momma said, :it’s better we better leave, and we went back upstairs, byt 

we never got to go to 125th Street. Momma bought a big black wreath andput it on their door for them, and spent the 

day sitting downstairs with Mr and Mrs. Knapt, and their other two children, because she felt sorry for them because 

they had no family here, and it was only the tentants from upstairs, that stopped in and gave them their consolenses 

.now and then.  

Mary Jane stretched her arms way up saying, sighed, “I was only 9, but I remmeber when Louise died,  and 

I remember  Momma making that dress for her. You asked me before, why I did I want to go see the old 

neighborhood?”  

 

“ Well, it was Irene idea that we go but we had no idea that it had changed so much.until after she 

parked the car on the corner of 135th Street. We started walking  down Amsterdam, to see ifwe knew 

anyone because we heard some of the older couples still lived on 135th,   because they didn’t want to 

move away from the ‘old neighborhood.”   

  

It was strange not to recognize any of the stores we used to go in and there wasn’t one person that we 
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knew. We did notice a couple of women standing on our old stoop, they were  staring at us, like we 

didn’t belong there, while we were looking up at the windows of our old apartment on the first floor. 

where we used to hang out. I was sorry we ever went because I was so disappointed, and was wishing 

I didn’t evem go,.because everytiing was so different from the way I remembered it.”   

 

I asked Mary Jane, “Do you remember around 1970, your Mary Jane got married, then  Rosemary and 

Diana were married the followingyear in 1971, We decided it would be a lof of fun to the other  kids to 

Towanda so they could see Aunt Vina and the farm where we went evey summer?”. .  

 

Momma and Earl took the older kids in their car and the younger ones came with us.. We had so much fun, 

As usual, Momma prepared so much food, and we had a picinc by a lake in the Poconos. When we got to 

Towanda, as we drove along Main Strreet, it was such a nice feeling to see the same stores were there that 

we used to go in when we were kids. It was as if nothing had changed, but of course, a lot had changed, that 

we weren’t aware of.”  

 

“Life is very different there now. The younger generation no longer work the farms like their parents 

and grandparents did,  years ago. They have new and different equipment to run them now and a lot 

of them went to college, and have computers.and  jobs in town and out of town..  

Seven days a week, Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry had so many chores that had to ber done on their 

farm, and he still went to work for the Lehigh Valley Railroad, at 5:30 in the morning. 

They had 17 acres, the same fields were not turned ovrer, they alternated them,  when they planted 

them the seeds every spring, They raised hay, wheat and alphalpha. and they had a big garden near 

the house  where they grew all their vegetables. They had a farm, so they worked seven days a week 

to take care of the animals that had to be fed and watered, 6 cows and 2 horses, 5 pigs, chickens, 

ducks and geese, and the geese would chase after us and bite us and Fido, a beautiful collie, and what 

a sweet dog he was. Somehow he knew when it was 4 o’clock.  He would lay on the side of the road 

and wait for Uncle Henry to come down the road,  and trun along side of his car barking. When he 

got out of the car, he’d pat him on the head, and he always saved something for him in his lunch pail, 

and give it to him. 

“When I think how hard Aunt Vina worked and  never knew what it was to have a day off, because 

all those chores  had to be done every day, that it was no wonder when I was young, Aunt Vina told 

me, I was on my knees by the  to bed, and I prayed out loud to God, ‘not to let me marry a farmer 

when I grew up, because I did not want to work as hard as my Aunt Vina had to.”  

The three of us were there from the end of June until Labor Day.and Aunt Vina did the wash every 

Monday for eleven people, Lily helped her a lot and so did her 2 older girls, Dorothy and Shirley, 

once school was out for the summer.  

The wash was done by hand on a washboard, and the water was pumped up from the cistern, and 
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carried over to the washtubs sitting on the stove, caujse the ygoilded the clothes first.  they pumped 

up the water to rinse athe clothes, that wer wrung out by hand., . Then there was the ironing that was 

done with several flat irons and heated on the wood stove. Every morning she had to separate the 

cream from the milk, after Uncle Henry finished milking the cows, before he went to work at 5 in the 

morning.Fido walked beside him, when he carried the kerosene lantern to the barn. nad sit on a stool 

and milk the cows, and Fido always wait for him.   

They had a separator in the kitchen and Aunt Vina turned it by hand and separate the cream from the 

warm forthy milk. Then it went in heavy beige and dark brown ceramic crocks that was kept on the 

stone steps, leading down to the cellar. Every Tuesday before she started to iron, Aunt Vina would 

churn the cream in a tall narrow wooden barrell, and we loved to help and take turns pushing the long 

wooden handle up and down, ,until the butter was made. 

 

Canning the vegetables and fruit, was something that had to be done all summer long. The vegetables 

came from the garden and the fruit came from their apple, peach and pear trees that were around the 

house.  

We loved to go berrying with Aunt Vina and pick as many blueberries as we could find. But, we did 

not like the blackberry bushes because they had long arms with stickers that would rip our skin and 

we’d end up with long bloody scratches all over our arms and legs..Aunt Vina would remind us to 

keep checking that there were no rattle snakes  around, because they were known to be hiding in the 

piles of rocks.   

Most of the berries were canned but Aunt Vina would made a couple of her delcious blackberry pies 

and the pie crusts were like no other, they were made with the lard they saved from the pigs they 

killed in the fall.   

We were from the city and we were young, so we had no idea what it involved for Aunt Vina to have 

to make three  mals a day for 11 people  They rarely had meat, except when some of the old chickens 

stopped laying eggs. Uncle Henry chopped their heads off 2 old fat chickens early Sunday morning, 

and we couldn’t wait to have them for Sunday dinner. 

We loved Saturday nights, because  it meant we were going to town.Aunt Vina would do her shoping at the 

A&P and get lard, baking powder, flour, yeast and sugar that she needed to bake with. After Uncle Henry 

put them in the car, he’d take us to the barn dance , at Mountain Lake. We had such a good time there, even 

though we didn’t know how to dance, we weould sit with Aunt Vina while Uncle Henry danced every 

dance, and never gottired. One nght he pulled my sister and I out onto the floor, and gave us to two young 

boys he knew.We panicked, and they taught us how to dance 

 

When Gramma met and married Mr. Beckwith she left and moved to Williamsport, about five hours away, 

back then.  She deserted Llly and Aaron, and it was Aunt Vina that took them in, being they were mutes, no 

one wanted them. They were a big help to her on their farm, .because Aaron did the weeding and hoeing and 
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hehelped with the haying, because Uncle Henry used to do it when he came home from work. 

 

 Llily helped with the wash and ironing and canning. But, I never forgot how hot it always was in that 

kitchen. because they had the kitchen wood stove going all day, to cook breakfast, lunch and dinner, even 

on the hottest days of summer. They had no electoricty, so they didn’t have fans, and no insulation because 

the old farm house was over 200 years old. When it was 100 degrees outside, no one complained except us..  

Uncle Henry went to bed early, and got up very erly. Even on Sunday, his day off,  he’d leave when it 

was dark so he could catch a couple of woodchucks for dinner, if there were no old chickens around 

that didn’t lay eggs anymore., Taking his faithful dog  Fido with him, he  go down in the fields an 

alwayscame back carrying two big fat woodchucks.and his dog wagging his itail, like he caught them. 

He’d hang them on a nail on the back porch and put a big pan under them. then take a very sharp 

knife and slit it duwn the middle, and around the feet thenhe’d pull the skin off in one piece. He’d gut 

and clean them before he gave them to Aunt Vina.to soak in a pan of salt water for about an hour, 

then put them in a big pot on the stove and add plenty of water from the well, and let them simmer on 

the back of the wood stove while we went to church.When she came home she’d let them boil for 

another hour, then stuff them with dried bread, apples and onions and some lard, and put them in the 

oven until they turned a golden brown, just like her mother did.   

Every Sunday, Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin were usually there for dinner and we’d have the 

woodchuck meat on a platter and a big bowl of her delicious white gravy made from the broth, with 

lots of black pepper in it.  

When we were home, we had meat every night, but we rarely had meat at Aunt Vina’s, for onething 

they had no ice box or refrigerator. What we did have were potatoes for breakfast along with eggs and 

pancakes, and for lunch we had boiled potates and vegetables fron the garden, and the corn was do 

delicious frm the garden with lots of resh butter on it, when we had it for supper, and always a berry 

pie or cake. What we could never get used to was having to drink warm milk, and we learned to drink 

cold green tea instead.   

After we finished dinner, when our uncles came to dinner on Sunday, they loved to sit ouside on the 

back porch and tell us stores about all the trouble Momma always got into, when they were growing 

up, the kind of stories Momma never told us. 
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                     July 1929 …At Aunt Vina’s farm, Mary Jane 1, Rose  4 

                   

 

We sspent every summer with Aunt Vina, ever since I can remember..Even when when Mary Jane 

and I were working, we felt we had go there for our vacation, and spend one week with Aunt 

Vina.and one week with Momma. 

 

Don’t forget Momma was at Lake Placid, every summer with Mrs. Kolman and her mother from 

1940 to 1944.  Then Momma  worked for Judith and she  went there every summer from 1944 until 

1956, when Judith and her husband Ben Wyker bought Mrs. Kolman’s summer home, when her 

mother died..  

 

Mrs. Kolman and  Judith Garden,used to insist we come and stay oas often as we could, so  we could 

be with Momma..because., she was there from Memorial Day to Labor Day  when she worked for 

Mrs. Kolman and Judith, Momma went to work for Judith in 1944, in her flower shop arranging 

flowers. and Judith asked Momma to gp wotj jer tp Lake Placid with her and her husband Ben and her 

only job would be to take care of the flowers in all the rooms  and write the menus each day for their 

guests. They had a full time cook and a maid working for them, that had escaped from Germany 

during the war.’  

 

I reminded Mary Jane, “You never liked to go Lake Placid, but I enjoyed going there/. I’d leave after 

work on a Friday night and sleep on the bus. I’d get there in early in the morning and Murray would 

pick me up at the dock in the speed boat , and I’d go back on the bus Sunday night,. I’d  be in the city 
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Monday morning. and go in the ladies’room, wash my face, and comb my hair and put on a fresh 

clean blouse and have breakfast. Then go to work for Walter Florell. but Id exhausted after being on 

the bus all night, but, it was worth it..”  

 

Mary Jane groaned, “I never realzed Momma wa at Lake Placid every summer for 12 years. I know 

Judith bought Mrs.Kolman’s house. and Momma had me swith her while she was  there in the 

summer, .not that she had to cooked or did any real work, because Judith had a cook and maid.that 

escaped from Germany and they were so nice.  

 

“Will you ever forget when Ray Bolger was there with his wife? He went there a lot, because he 

loved to sit outside on that big deck that hung over the lake an dit was the length of the house.. He 

said,  “He loved how it felt to be in the middlle of that lake where it was so peaceful and quite, and 

be surrounded and  by pine trees, and to look up at Whiteface Mountain, made him feel so good, 

after being in the city. . He would just sit there in the sun stretched out on a chise, watchin the speed 

boats go zipping by and the Sight-seeing boat, and he’d wave to them, not that they knew it was Ray 

Bolger waving at them.”.  

 

Momma was there the day he fell and and hurt his ankle so bad, while.Judith and some other people 

were  sitting in the living room. Ray Boger’ was dancing and clowning around, and everyone was 

laughing,, and when he jumped over an ottoman, he tripped and fell, and lay on the floor curled up, 

holding his angle, and was screaming in pain. Everyone got up ran over to him, but no one knew 

what to do for him,, seeing him in such agony..  

 

What a time the men had ,trying to get him down the steps and onto the pier, so they could get him in 

the speed boat, sothey could get him to the dock, where there was. an ambulance waiting. They took 

hm to the hospital, but he wouldn’t stay, he insited they let him fly him back to New York City. He 

wanted to have his own orthopedic doctor take care of him.because he knew his career depended on 

the proper care, or it would be the end of his dancing. Ray Bolger was best known for the role of the 

Tin man in the “Wizard of Oz”, and he was in “Babes in Toyland”.and many, many  other movies  

Ray Bolger and his wife had an apartment in the city, while Momma was working for Judith, she 

used to go there and do the fresh flower arrangements for them and he’d give Momma tickets to go 

see him in “Where’s Charlie?” on Broadway, only if she brought him a some of her Toll House 

/Cookies that she made. Later on he went to Hollywood and he ,  “Charlies’Aunt”, then he had his 

own TV program, “Where’s Raymond.” He did no like that he had to have  cast on his foot for 6 

weeks, so while he was recooperating he and his wife flew back to Lake Placid and stayed with 

Judith and Ben, because he wanted to sit on ttheir deck and watch the boats going by.”. 

  

Mary Jane sat back and sighed, “So many tiimes Momma would want me stay there for 2 weeks, but  

I didn’t want to stay there. I didn’t like being stuck on an island with no polace to go., I much rather  

tobe with my friends in the city, but, I loved going to Aunt Vina’s. 
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We sat there thinking about the things we used to do with Momma and Mary Jane said, “What happy 

memories we have of  being with Aunt Vina. I really loved her, she was so good tous I still like to tell 

the story about one summer when we were there, everynight Aunt Vina would take the kerosene light 

and walk ahead of us, when it was time to go to be.d and we  follow her up the stairs. Shepset the 

glass kerosene light on the burea and wait while the 3 of us got into.our cotton night gowns, 

Roseanna, you and me.  Aimt Vina had us kneel by the big white iron bed and we’d say our prayers, 

and then we’d get in bed. and she’d lean over kiss each of us ‘good-night and take the light and go 

back downstairs, and the girls would come up with later on..’. 

 

One night, we hopped in bed but you still had your hands clasped together and you were praying out 

loud, with your eyes closed,, and Aaunt Vine was laughin, when she heard you saying, “Dear God, 

When I grow up will you please make sure that I don’t marry a farmer. I don’t want to have to work 

as hard as my Aunt Vina does.and  I don’t wanna get up so early and have to milk no cows!”  

and Aunt Vine was still laughing when she went back downstairs.  

 

What I’d like to know, is what made you think Aaunt Vina worked harder than Momma did, because 

Momma worked 7 days a week with only the afternoon and evening off, and she worked just as hard 

as Aunt Vina did?”  

I shurgged and  laughed, “I don’t know why I said that!.* 

 

I reminded Mary Jane, “Did you ever stop to think, it was Anna that raised you, not Momma. You 

were only 3 years old when Anna came to us. Once Momma went to work for the Hardon’s, she 

didn’t live at home with us, for the next 13 years. So you were with Anna 7 days a week, and the only 

time you saw Momma,  was a few hours on Sunday afternoons.  

I remember how Anna enjoyed taking care of you, she’d put a pretty dress on you whenever she was 

going shopping, she’d  take you  with her in the stroller and go down along Amsterdam Avenue. 

She’d loved to brush your long blonde curls around her finger, and slip a rubber band on your hair to 

keep the big satin bow she’d tie on you from slipping off.   

Being you were only 3, so Anna had you hold her hand going down the 5 flights of stairs.  Sonny was 

5 and I was 6, and we had to hold on to the banister and when we got to the main floor Sonny would 

run underneath the stairwell where the strollers and carriages were kept, and he’d get your stroller for 

Anna she’d put you in it and we’d walk around the corner with her and she’d do her grocery 

shopping. What a different life that musthave been for her, after working in the kitchen of those 

wealthy homes, whe I am sure, she had little to do, compared to taking care of 3 small children. .    

“I know you  wouldn’t remember what the cancerous growth on you rleg looked like.but it was on the 

inside of your upper leg. It was’t big, it looked just like a red raspberry. The radium treatments 

actually burned it away and  left you witth that ugly lumpy scar .” Because Momma started working 
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for Mrs. Hardon, she couldn’t take you for your treatments. Anna would bring you and Sonny with 

her, and  take you  to get your radium treatments 

Mary Jane said, “I wonder why Momma didn’t work for Mrs. Eggleston, because she was so fond of 

her,  instead of working for Mrs. Hardon?”  

I thought about it. “I don’t know why she didn’t  Probably because she only lived in the city 9 months 

of the year, and she had 9 in help.and I think it had a lot to do with her pride. I know Momma always 

said, she didn’t want Mrs. Eggleson to know what a terrible mistake she made by marrying Daddy. 

Because she pleaded with her not to marry him and she warned her,  she would regret it if she did. 

She heard from one of the maid that he was a heavy drinker and gambled.a lot and Momma. married 

him and regreted it the rest of her life.”  

“Momma always lit candle in church for cmrs. Eggleton, because she never forgot how good  Mrs. 

Eggleston was to her, ever since she was 13 years old. When she left home, she tried to talk her out of 

it, but knowing how her mothr beat her black and blue, she decided to let her work for her,.if she 

behaved. Momma was with her until she was 23,  and that is when she married Daddy. Mrs. 

Eggleston warned her what would happen to her, if she married him, and she would live to regret she 

evr married him.”. 

As many times as Momma went to see Mrs. Eggleston in her house on Roverside Drive,, because she 

wanted to see her and they would have lunch together, Momma never let her know how miserable 

tshe was with Daddy, or that he was drunk all the time because made his own whiskey and beer since 

1928. The Prohibition law was passed in 1919, and repealed in 1933, and like so many other men. 

Daddy continued making his own whiskey and beer.. 

 When they were first married, he gave Momma litle money to her to pay tthe rent and buy grocries,  

it was Uncle Mick that was always helping them out, because of the way Daddy was gambling his 

way away.  When Uncle Mick went back to Ireland in 1931, Momma  no longer got money for his 

room and board, She had not choice but go to work so she could pay the bills.”  

“Mrs. Eggleston always stayed  in touch with Momma. when she was back in the city for the winter, 

and would want to see the children. She would send a taxi to bring us to her brownstone house on 

Riverside Drive. When she asked  Momma how were things were at home, she would let her think 

she was very happy, when she was really miserable.  

While Momma had lunch with Mrs. Eggleston in the dining room, the Irish maids entertained the 3 of  

us in the kitchen. the’d tuck a napkin under our chin and put pillows on the chairs so we could sit us 

at thei kitchen table. They  loved to fuss over us  and feed us all kinds of goodies. .Mrs. Eggleston 

still had the same 9 iin help, and her English butler George, and their chauffeur.like when Momma 

used to work there and they loved when we came to see Mrs. Eggleston. They had a wooden box of 

blocks and  would get down on the floor and show us how build with them.” 

“When Momma told Mrs.Eggleston, you had cancer and you already had a year of radium treatments, 
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and you had another year to go. She had Momma take you to her doctor immediately.and he agreed 

with the diagnosis the doctors at the Knickerbocker Hospital made. and being you became his patient, 

the radium treatments were done at his hospital and Mrs. Eggleston paid all the bills.”  

Mary Jane sighed. “And I still have that ugly scar on my leg..”   

“We used to live at 500 West 131st Street, when Anna came to us. She seemed to enjoy taking us 

shopping with her. She’d  put you in the stroller and we’d  go in and out of the stores along 

Amsterdam Avenue, usually on Saturday..The women would stop and admire you sitting in the 

stroller and touch your blonde curls and tell Anna, ‘What a beautiful child Mary Jane is.”  I’d be 

standing there smiling, thinking I’d them say something nice about me too, but, they never 

did,.because I had straight short hair with bangs, and you had the pretty blonde curls, so they never 

said a word about me .  

You were  4 years old in 1932, and you were no longer in the stroller, and one of the women stopped 

on the corner Anna usuall gossiped with, tole her, “Sure and it’s a wonder Mrs. Mc Arow hasn’t 

entered Mary Jane in the beauty contest they have every Sunday in the THE  DAILY MIRROR. It’s 

in the middle of the magazine section, 2 full pages of children’s pictures that entered and won.and 

you can be sure, Mary Jane would win with that beautiful face and hair she has.”. That Sunday when 

Momma cae home Anna was very exdcited about it when she told Momma what the women said 

about the Beauty content. Momma wouldn’t hear of it.and told Anna, “I am not entering her in no 

Beauty contest and have  to live in fear that someone will kidnap Mary Jane, like they did the Charles 

Lindbergh baby.” 

“In March of 1932, The Lindbergh’s livved in a very nice 2 story  house in Nw Jersey, and kidnapper 

put a wooden ladder up to the window and clumbd in the window of the nursery and took the 

beautiful little boyout of his crib and climbed back down with him,  then demanded a lot of money for 

his return, and they paid the money, It was in all the papers because Lindergh was such a big 

celebrity, beause he flew alone, rom Long Island, non-stop, across the Atlantic to Paris. In May, 

Evryone was shocked, when they read, the baby was found dead. Bruno Hauptman, he lived in the 

Bronx, and he was accused of the kidnapping andwas found guilty. He was sentenced to death by the 

electric chair.,  it was dead.it wasn’t unti It was in all the papers.that Bruno Hauptman did it.and they 

found him guilty and put him to death in the electric chair in April of 1936 and he kept saying he 

didn’t do it, that he was innocent.”  

I remember it so well,  because Momma was so upset when they executed Bruno Hauptman. because 

she felt he was innocent, and that it was a terrible they thing to him. She said,’they were in too big of a 

hurry to convict  him, because Lindbergh was a big celebrity, and they didn’t know if he was guilty or 

not.” 

“.Do you know Momma felt so bad,  she went to church and lit 2 candles for him the night he was 

executed, and all the newspapers headlines were…. 
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 BRUNO HUAPTMAN EXECUTED 

     FOR ILLING THE LINBERGH BABY! 

Seeing Mary Jane yawning.again, I realized she could hardly keep her eyes open and.I  asked her, 

“Don’t you think we should go to bed, we’re both so tired.” W 

 

 She stretched and groaned, “No, I don’t want to go to bed. Who knows when we will ever get a 

chance like this again. We’ve never sat and talked about Daddy like this before, and what it was like 

for us to have to live with him. I couldn’t stand the thought of  how he treated all of us and always 

figting and aruing with u, because he was so drunk, every night.” 

 

Mary Jane lit anotherc igarette.and started coughing and she kept coughing.so hard that her face 

turned red that I began to worry., But it didn’t bother her. she sat there so unconcerned  about it and 

wasblowing the smoke up in the air and told me, ’We  had not idea how lucky we were we could go 

to Aunt Vina’s and stay the entire summer.,every sumemr.  What a different life it was for us being 

there, not not having to listen to Daddy yelling and fighting with us.”  

    

I reminded her, “Aunt Vina was an amazing women,  she was always so calm and patient with us, no 

matter what we did,  She never yelled at us..but she would make us understand, what we did was 

wrong, and that would be the end of it. Will you ever forget the time the 4 of us sneaked over to the 

old Mc Moran’s house, knowing we were to we were not to go  there, beause Jim Mc moran’s parents 

died there during the epdemic of the Spanish Flu when omany people died,  in 1918. The houset was 

left the way t was all those years, and   we thought no one would see us.” 

 

“It was across the road and up  a litte ways from Autn Vina’s house, and we climed the fence and  

walked past several apple and pear trees that were  in the front yard. And we took a couple and ate 

them, and we upped our hands and looked in the windows.saw the dishes were still on the table, and 

there wer3 old fashioned Valentine cards, still in a corner cabinet, and the curtains were faded and 

still hanging at the windows.. I wanted to see the inside of the house, beause I could see the living 

room and it had anold faishon black leather couch and the leather had burst oopen and the horse hair 

had come tthrough,. 

 

Mary Jane, Sonny and roseanna did not want to go in when I opened the door,  I ventured  in. and was 

going to look at the next room and  I fell through the old wooden floor. and landed down on the dirt 

floor in the  basement, that was full of smelly, muddy water. Roseanna ran back to the house  to get 

her mother and Johnnie came with a wooden ladder, and put it down the steps because they had rotten 

and were gone, and had me climb up the ladder and I was dripping with the dirty,, smelly water and 

we had to go tell Aunt Vina what we did. . 

 

Aunt Vina was very upset  we dare go there, when she  told us not to She told us,  she was so 
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disappointed we went there , afgter she told us not to, because it was Jim Mc Moran’s  mother’s 

house  and he didn’t want anything disturb he wanted everything to stay the way it was when his 

mother and father died there.. He had signs all around that said,  ‘no trespassing’, and I dared to go in. 

the house. What a mess I was, with all that disgusting  mud all over me.  

Aunt Vina told me, to stay on the back porch, while she got a basin of water to try and clean me up. I 

started to cry, because I felt bad because I was the one that suggested we  go look in the house. when 

we were told not to go there , and she was visibly upset that we disobeyed her.but  she didn’t yell at 

us, she scolded us.for what we did.. I took off my shoes and socks that were wet and covered with the 

slimey mud, and she sent Sonny inside, while I put my arms up, and she  pulled the dripping wet, 

muddy dress up over my head.and when she did the yucky smelly mud was all over my face.  

 

Aunt Vine  took one look at me and she started to laugh and held my face over the wash basin and 

tried to carefully wash it off my eyes and mouth with a  cloth with plenty of soap on it. She got most 

of it off, and decided it was useless to try and get all that mud off  with me standing on the porch and 

to make matte worse, the stagnant water smelled so bad. I triied to hide my body with my arms while 

I stood on the grass and Aunt Vina poured the water over my head and doiwn my back so she could 

get me cleaned up.and laughed when she told me to remove my underpants because wer covered with 

mud, andI stood there and was so embarrassed, whel she kept shaking her head looking at me...   

 

Lily kept pumping up the water from the cistern and collecting it in pail and Aunt Vina poured it over 

me and used an ole rag  and put the soap int an dtried to scrub all the firt off me, and she had a hard 

time trying to get all that yucky mud off my back and arms. She  schuckled, “I iwsh I had some film 

in my cameria so I would have taken  a picture of you with all that mud all over you and send it to 

your mother, she would never recognize you.”  

 

She finally 1handed me an old towel to dry myself and my hair.and she sent Lily upstairs to get a 

clean dress.for me to put on and some underpants. I covered myself with the wet towel, and kept 

apologizing to Aunt Vina for all the trouble I had caused her.  She let me know, I should never have 

gone over there when she told us not to, and she wanted me to realize what I did was wrong. and it 

was a very dangerous thing that I did  because I could have been killed when I fell through the floor 

and landed down in that old cellar, and there could have beensome poisonous snakes in that stagnant 

water..”.   

 

Mary Jane said, “Rose do you remember the time Aunt Vina’s big grey angora rabbit jumped out of 

the rabbit hutch, and we tried to catch it..They had several other rabbits, but that one was beautiful. 

Her daughter Dorothy gave it to her for Easter. and anyone that came to the house, had to see it in the 

rabbit hutch 

 

“Mary Jane rolled her eyes up, :That day Aunt Vina gave us 3 girls some carrots from the graden to 

give to the  rabbits. We went over to the big hutch and  they saw us coming and were waiting for us.  

It had chicken wire around a wooden platform that was on 4 legs, and grass was growing underneath 
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it. We were pushed the carrots one by one  thorught the chicken wire. While they were eating them, 

you turned around and asked Aunt Vine, “Can we open the door and pet the rabbits?  She said,”As 

long as you are were  not to let them get out.”  

 

We opened the door and was pettingt the rabbits and before we knew it the grey angora rabbit jumped 

out and ran under the hutch. and hid way in the back in the grass.. You got down on your stomach and 

tried to reach in and get him but  he was too far back, but you could touch  his tail..He moved a little 

and you grabbed him by the tail.and you did pull him out, and his tail came off in your hand. When 

you saw what you done, you  turned white as a sheet...”We ran in and told Aunt Vina what happened 

ot her rabbit, but we didn’t say who did it. She touchéd her throat and gasped saiying. , ‘Oh no, not 

my beautiful angora rabbit He will surely die, if his tail was pulled off.” A few day later we fpimd 

beautiful rabbit dead in the hutch, and we all felt terrible, and it was because of what I had done, but  

you and Roseann  didn’t snitch on you.. 

 

I felt so bad because Aunt Vinas was heart broken.that her rabbit had died, but, she never yelled at me 

or scolded me. but Momma beat me because I lied to her, when she asked, “Which one of you kids 

[ulled that tail off that beautiful  rabbit. Neither one of you  would tell Momma that I did it, I don’t’ 

know how she knew I was the onte that did it, but she [ointed her finger at me, and said, “I know you 

did it..and thenI had to confeess that I was the one that did it”  

 

We were very happy when we were with AuntVina. It made us forget what a horrible life at home 

with Daddy and Momma was never home.. 

 

After we had breakfast, we couldn’t wait to go with Aunt Vine, to the chicken coop to collect the 

eggs in the morning.. She’d hang a basket over our arms and carry a half a pail of water and  go in the 

chicken coop and feel underneath the hens and we’d find the eggs. They’d be squaking in a low 

voice, staring at us, as we took the eggs their eggs, and look in the empty nests and we’d find some 

more. We got such a thrill when we’d find one and place it in the basket with a crumpled cloth napkin 

in, to prevent them from rolling around and getting cracked or broken, and we were so careful we 

never broke any egg on her..    

 

AuntVina would stand outside the chicken coop, that was enclosed  on all 4 sides with chicken wire, 

and  she would feed them. She had an old aluminum beat-up pie pan, she’d put in the burlap gag ogf 

feed that hae a a lot of orn in, and she’d throw it out to the chickens  and they’d come running and be 

squaking and pecking eating it as fast as they could. Uncle Henry put there,  to keep them in because 

there  were weasels that came around at night and they would kill and eat them, until he found the 

hole in the cheken coop floor where they were getting in. Before we left, Autn Vine filledfilled with  

iwater and we closed the gate and go back to the house, thrilled with all the eggs we found.”.  

 

Uncle Henry would not let us feed the big pigs.they had. He fed  themwith what was he called 

‘slop’.after we had dinner. We’d stand back and watch and they’d grunting and trying to put their 
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dirty muddy feet on the fence, so they could get a better look at Uncle Henry coming with the milk 

can that had their food in it. They’d pushing one another to get a look and be sloshing around in the 

mud, wanting  that food that was in the milk can..  

 

Aunt Vine put in whatever she collected during the day, egg shells,  potato peels, coffee grinds, tea 

leaves,pea pods, apple and pear cores, dioed up  old bread, and whatever someone left on their 

plates,because the pigs would eat ate anything, except they would not eat cucumbers peels or 

watermellow rinds..     

 

Shirley was about 4 years older than me and Dorothy was 6 years older than me.they had always 

lived in the country, .so they  couldn’t imagine what it was like for us  living in the hot city and 

playing on the hot cement sidewalks.  That was  probably why they never could not understand, why 

we like to run around on the grass in our bare feet when we went there.,  We’d tell them that our 

friends back home would write and tell us,  it was so hiot ‘you could fry an egg on the sidewalk,’ and  

they tried it, it didn’t fry it it just made a big mess.’ 

 

‘It was no wonders when it would be time for us to go home   we didnt’ want to go. Momma was 

uaully working in Connecticut or at Lake Placid and   Daddy would come for  us, around Labor Day,.  

We’d be crying and hanging on Aunt Vina, crying   ,“We don’t wanna go home. We wanna stay with 

you..”  

 

She’d help to get in the back of the car and watch us go down the road and we’d look back and see 

her wiping her eyes with the bottom of her apron, watching us go down the dirt road, and leave a big 

cloud of dust. And  we’d be looking out the back window bawlingand waving to her, and it was such 

a terrible feeling when we’d see her go back in the house, it meant we wer going home.. 

 

When we got home, the kids would crowd around us and want to hear what it was like being on a 

farm. They’d ask  what did we did all day? We’d tell them and they’d want to know what it was like 

to jump down from the hay loft on  top of all the hay, and wish they could have been there.  We’d tell 

them we had wood chuck for  Sunday dinner,  they’d wrinkle their nose and ask, ‘What the heck is a 

woodchuck?’. We’d tell them and they thought it was ‘disgusting’.. 

  

Mary Jane laughed, ”They always wanted to hear  what we did and sometmes we’d get annoyed that 

they were so nosey,. What.we didn’t realize, was most of those kidshad  never been on a farm or seen 

a cow or a horse, except the tired old horse that old Italian man used to have pulling his wagon down 

Amsterdam, and loaded with all lemons, or oranges apples or just bananas. I n the middle of all the 

furitt he’d stick  a sign that was nailed to a stick, “1 cent each orange, or l0 for l0 cents’. We used 

stand on the sidewalk and wait to hear him tell his old horse, ‘Next house Sammy,’ The horse would 

walk about 15 steps and stop at 1504.and he’d pat him on his backside and start shouting up at the 

windows, “Getta your sweeta bananas here today, a penny a piece only today.”    
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1931 - 1960 …ANNA FURLONG 

 

I told Mary Jane, “Did you ever stop to think that  were only 3 years old, when Anna first came to us, 

and Anna was the one who brougthyou up, not Momma. I remember the day Anna came to  us 

because  it, was on my birthday, it was 5 years old on September 5, 1931, and I was  going to start 

school and I was telling Anna when she came to meet us, that I was going to school and I was going 

to be in the 1st grade. The.Catholic schools didn’t have kindergarten classes like the public schools 

did.  

 

It was the Depression and Momma was going to work for Mrs. Hardon,full time, and needed 

someone to take care of us. She coudlnt’ find anyone until she went to Catholic Chariites and she 

found Anna there, ‘looking’ for a job.”. 

 

Before the crash on Wall Street, most of the rich homes had 9 or more in help  The maids, nannies, 

cooks, kitchen  were from Ireland  But.after the crash most of them lost their job when  they had to let 

some of the help go.and Anna was helped in the kitchen and she was let go. The women went to the 

offices of Catholic Charites to see if they could find them another job. They had no family here, they 

were destitute. They needed to work where they would get their meals and a place to live.”.  

 

Momma had just talked to the women in charge at Catholic Charities and ,Anna was next.  While she 

was interviewing her, she let her know,  there was a woman looking for someome to take care of her 

3 small children. She asked Anna, would she be interested?. Anna only worked in the kitchen, and 

knew nothing about taking care of  children.and she said she would think about it  that she did not 

want to take care of small children unless she really had to.. She decided, maybe if she met the 

children to see what they were like, she might conider it, but he ould bprefer towork twere there wer 

no children.  

 

Anna decided to came to our house to meet. We liked Anna right away and she liked us. and she told 

Momma she would like to take the job, stay, but ‘that it was a terrible climb to get all the way up to 

the 5th floor.‘.Momma agreed with her, and invited her to stay for a piece of  my birthday cake and a 

cup of coffee..” Anna smiled and asked her, “Would ye mind if I had a cup of tea instead?” Momma 

made her small pot of tea for herself, that pleased Anna. 

She told Momma, ‘You really do have three lovely children, is why I decided I would like to take 

care of them.’. Momma was so relieved, being she was to start work for Mrs. Hardon in 2 days, 

because she had no one to take are of us until Anna said whe would. stay.. Momma showed Anna her 

room, tht used to be Uncle Mick’s, andand opened the closet to show her where she could hang her 

clothes. Seeing how Anna kept eying  the 3’ X 3’ cardboard box in the  corner. Momma explained to 

her, it continaed some very expensive hand make  lace curtains in it,  and she hoped it didn’t 

mind.that she  would cover it with a ;ae tablecloth and put a small lamp there for her..” Anna assured 
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her it was fine, but little did Anna realie how many more boxes Momma would evenually put in her 

rrom, as time went by’..    

 

Mary Jane sighed, “I know I keep saying this, but  I will never understand why Momma would take a 

job,  knowing she was not going to be home with us, except on Sunday afternoons. Do you think  she 

did it to get away from Daddy? As good as Momma was to us, there  were a lot of things she did, that 

I never could understand. Look how she was away from us every summer from 1931 to 1939 he 

sspent 6 motnhs evry year in Connecticut with the ahardon’s, and from 1940, until 1956, she  was 

working and spent every summer in Lake Placid, that we hardly ever saw her,. when we wer growing 

up. Haven’t you wondered why?. I know I could never do that to my kids, never.”  

 

I  nodded my head, “Well, you couldn’t blame her for wanting to get away from Daddy. Honestly,  I 

don’t really think Momma had any idea wht it was like for us growing up without her. Because I 

remember pm Sunday nights, when we saw her pick up her pocketbook, it meant she was leaveing, 

and we’d get hysterical and hang on her skirt and be pleading with her ‘not to go Momma’,. She 

would kiss us.and run out the door.and we’d run to front window and be waving to her as she got on  

the trolley.and see it conintue on down the hill, an dthen our house was like a morgue when, Momma 

left, there was no more laughing and no more hugs until she came back the folowing Sunday 

afternoon 

 

Every Sunday afternoon, Anna would wait until Momma came home, before  she ;leave to go 

downtown, and for years, she did the same thing everySunday afternoon, go see her lady friends 

because  it was her afternoon and evening off, even when Momma was in Connecticut, or Lake 

Placid, we had to stay with Daddy.  When Momma was home she always ttook us some place where 

she knew we’d have fun  and we d be gone all afternoon andtake the ferry Staten Island or the ferry to 

New Jerrsey, because we loved to go hiking.”.  

Anna was always home around 9 o’clock and Momma would have left, and we’d be  crying because 

Momma lhad to leave. Daddy would yell at us for crying, and Anna flet sorry for us and would take 

us in the kitchen and give each of us 2 “LORNA DOONE cookies and a half a glass of milk.and then 

we’d get  into our night gowns and go to bed, .after we said our prayers. We’d be so 

unhappy.knowing how Momma. used to tuck us in and  kiss us ‘good night’but Anna never let us hug 

or kiss her, as long as she was with us..”  

 

Mary Jane sat there thinking, “I wonder why anna never let us hug or kiss her?. Do you think it was 

because she grew up in an orphan’s home in Ireland? She used to tell us, that it was run by very strict 

nuns that made them do all the laundry.and ironing..”  

 

I shrugged, Maybe no one ever kissed or hugged her, because  but,  Anna was the kindest and 

sweetest person and the way she took care of us.She never got mad at us, or hit or yelled at us.”.Th 

enex thing I knew the tow of us was sitting there sboobing, and looking at on eanohter, remembering 

the good time and the   
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bad times we had when we were growing up, and I sobbed,  “It seems like it all went by so fast, we 

got married and we had our own children, and now it is so hard to believe that Momma is really gone 

and we are going to bury her with Daddy, when I know that is not where she wants to be, Mary 

Jane.”.”. . 

 

Mary Jane kept shaking her head and saying, “Rose, Momma belongs with Daddy, he was still her 

husband..” I let out a long sigh, and didn’t’ say anything I changed to the subject.   “Even though it 

was the Depression, there was no reason why Momma had to work. Not with the money Daddy was 

making at Sheffields Farms, because he was using all his money gambling was why she had to work.. 

That was always Momma’s biggest argument with Daddy,. because she knew he  made more money 

than any of the other fathers on our block,.and she was the only mother that had to work to pay the 

bills.” 

 

Mary Jane groaned, “Well,  it was Momma’s faul that she let him away with it for as long as she did. 

.Why did she stay  married to man like that. He didn’t  love her and she didn’t love him  Yet, when 

you think of all those years, she allowed him to live there an dhave  a roof over his head, and Anna 

did his wash and ironing. Momma even bought him his clothes and shoe and , he got steak for dinner 

every night, and we didn’t, and he never gave her a penny to help with the  bills, and yet when we 

worked, we had to give Momma our entire pay, and we’d  give us back carfare and just enough for 

lunch money..” 

 

Mary Jane rolled her eyes up and asked me.,”Do you rmember the time Father Costello came to our 

house on a Sunday afternoon when we lived on 136th. Street I was only 8 and I remember it.” 

 

I told her, “OH, I sure do. Somehow Father Costello  knew Momma was only home on Sunday 

afternoons, because he didn’t know Momma because she didn’t go to mass at our church, she always 

went to the 6 oc’clock mass at. At. Vincents de Ferrer’s on 66th and Lexington, when she worked for 

Mrs. Hardon.  . 

That Sunday we were all in the kitchen with Momma talking, while she was making herself some 

coffee. Sonny was downstairs playing stick ball,. when we heard someone knocking at the door.  

Momma told me, “Go see who it is.”  When iA oopend the door, was  I surpriised to see Father 

Costello standing there, with his hat in his hand. He asked me, “May I come in?  I need to speak to 

your mother..” and I wondered to myself, how did he know she was home?” 

 

I reminded Mary Jane, “When Momma looked out to see how it was, she  seemed puzzeled when she 

saw Father Costello, come walking in our house.. He went right in the kitchen and shook her hand 

and told her he needed to talk to her ‘privately’, and asked us to stay in the kitchen while they stood 

in the hall and talked. We were trying to hear what he was saying.andheard him tell Momma,  “Mrs. 

Mc Arow, do you know your neighbors have been stopping in  the rectory and complaining tthat your 

husband is drunk  hereevery night and he mistreats these poor children while you are at work. They 

said they  hear the children crying because he is beating these children, unmercifully with a strap or a 
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stick, that they can hear thempleading with him to stop hitting them, that he is hurting them.  I 

questioned your son Thomas about this, and he told me his fatherholds him up againt  the hot radiator 

and burns him to punish him,  because he forgot to say,  “Yes … father? This man is crazy when he is 

drunk and he is obviously drunk every night, from what I hear. ”  

 

“Good heaven’s woman,  you can’t let this go on. You are their mother. You must do something 

about it  now! I saw your husband at the 12 o’clock mass this morning. Where is he now?” .Momma 

pointed to the dining room. Father Costello looked in, and saw Daddy’s head down on the table, he 

was asleep on the Sunday paper,  with an empty whiskey bottle in front of him.  Father Costello  

stepped back and went to Momma shaking his finger and telling her, ‘Mrs. Mc Arow, you must leave 

this man for the sake of these children.’  

 

 Momma sobbed, “I can’t.  I took vow before God ,when I got married, that it was for better or for 

worse. and I got the worse. a drunk and a gambler.’ 

 

Father Costello assured her, “Mrs. Mc Arow,  What makes you think God wouldn’t forgive you for 

breaking that vow?  He would never want your children to be with a father like him. If you love your 

children, you will do something about this terrible situation now. ”  

 

Momma cried,. “I can’t.. I took a vow. I can’t ..”  

 

Father Costello said, “God help these poor children, He put his hat on and left. ”   

 

I just said, “I don’t know why she didn’t,  when he told her to.  I hate to say it,  but I never believed it 

was because she took ‘ a vow .There had to be another reason that she tolerated him living there and 

he never helped her with the rent or grocery bills.. No woman in their right mind would put up with a 

man like that, while she worked so hard and she was on her feet all day, 7 days a week, with only 

Sunday afternoons off,.It certainly wasn’t because she loved him.”  

  

I sat back and told Mary Jane, “All my life all I can remember is Momma and Daddy fighting and 

ialways about the same thing, money  and Daddy’s drinking and playing the numbers.. I remember  

when I first started school,  Momma used to lay on my  bed and she would cry and sob that  Daddy 

wouldn’t give her any money to pay the bills.and she had to go to work full time and leave us.  So we 

were all victims of Daddy’s drunken craziness..” 

  

Mary Jane groaned, “It used to make me so mad Daddy got steak every night and we couldn’t have 

any.. Well, we will never know what Momma’s reasons were for letting him get away with what he 

did,  All I know he was a horrible person. and we had a horrible life at home because of him. .’  

 

I reminded Mary Jane, “Don’t forgot, Momma was very selective about what she told us. She never 

told us she was engaged to Earl or that he jilted her.in 1923. She did mention he used to walk her to 
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school everyday, but, she made it look like it was because he was Leo and Ervin’s friend. Aunt Vina 

told me, she was engaged to Earl for 4 years, and she had picked out her wedding gown and was going 

to marry him. While she was working for Mrs. Eggleston in New York City, Earl goes and married 

Alta without telling her.. It was her girlfriend Helen, that wrote and told her what he did.. No one in her 

family was brave enough,not even Aunt Vine, she knew it would break her heart.” 

 

Naturally, she had a terrible time trying to get over the shock of what he did and after a couple of 

months when she started to feel herself again,  Bridgetta the Irish maid that worked for Mrs. Eggleston, 

took her to an Irish dance hall for St. Patrick’s Day, on east  86th Street in Yorktown.  

The first night she was there she met Daddy and Uncle Mick and she married Daddy within the 

year..Mrs. Eggleston begged her not to, that she felt she was only doing it  to get back at Earl. The Irish 

maids warned her, ‘Tom’s  a heavy drinker and a big gambler,’. and she argued,”But, he promised me, 

after we are emiarried he will never drink or gamble again.”  She believed him.but no one else did, and  

you know the rest he never even tried to keep his promise.” 

 

“When Gramma died of a stroke in July of 1957,  Momma drove up by herself and got there just before 

she died.and she asked me to come up, and I took the train up to be with her. After the funeral  when I 

asked Aunt Vina, who Earl was when he came to dinner at her house, because I saw Momma run 

upstairs when she saw him walk in. Aunt Vine told me, “Why Rose, you mean you don’t know who 

Earl is. I can’t believe your mother never told you she was going to marry him.”. She couldn’t believe  

Momma never told us about Earl.” 

 “Earl drove to Towanda from New Jersey, to attend Gramma’s funeral. He knew Momma would be 

there. Mary Jane, I wish you could seen the way Momma treated him..I can only imagine what she  

must have felt,  seeing him face to face, after what he did to her.30 years ago”. Aunt Vina said she was 

sitting in the front row in the funeral parlor  with her 3 girls, at the Funeral and Momma was sitting  

beside her.  when she noticed Earl walk in the door with his hat in his hand.. He nodded to Leo and 

Ervin and went right over to Aunt Vina and and put his arm around her and offered his condolences 

and when Momma looked up and realized who it was, she go up and ran to the back and hid.in one of 

the rooms.”  

 

Earl saw what she did, and he sat down in the back row with  Leo and Ervin, being they were the best 

friends ever since they were kids in school. Uncle Henry was sitting with them and Earl shook his hand 

and he thanked Earl for coming..  Aunt Vina went around and invited the relatives and friends and Earl, 

to come to dinner at her house after the funeral the next day, because she was having a special dinner in 

honor of her mother.   

 

I didn’t want to go to the funeral, and see Gramma laid out in a coffin, that is not the way I wanted to 

remember her, so I stayed and fixed the food and I had Freddie with me, bering he was 2 years old, I 

had to keep an eye on him every minute.  After the funeral, I noticed the cars were pulling in the 

driveeay and the yard.  Momma checked what food could be put on the table, and while she sitting 

down,  peeling peaches for dessert, Earl walked in, She looked at him like she had seen a ghost and put 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          333 

 

the knife in the  bowl  and ran upstairs.. Iit was obvious she didn’t know he.was coming, then Aunt 

Vina went flying upstairs after herand everyone stood there looking at one another, wondering what 

was going on  and suddenly it got very quiet.  

 

Everyone could hear Aunt Vina scolding Momma, “Myrtle, this is my house, and I will invite whoever 

I want to have dinner with us. Ma always liked Earl, since he was a boy.W henever he is here visiting 

his brother, he always stopped in to see her.and you know as well as I do, Earl’s been Leo and Ervin’s 

best friend since they were boys.  Just because he didn’t marry you, doesn’t mean he’s not our friend. 

Besides, what happened over 34 years ago.is done and over with and I would think by now, you would 

have gotten over it.. Life is too short to be holding a grudge agaist anyone We like Earl and he is 

always been welcomed in our house.” 

 

“Aunt Vina come down the stairs first, then Momma. and she was wiping her eyes when she walked in the 

dining room. By then everyone was sitting at the table, and momma sat next to me and kept her head down. 

Earl was sitting at the other end of the table and Momma kept glaring at him through the entire dinner.that 

he finally got up. He went over and apologized to Aunt Vina, ‘I decided not to wait for coffee and cake. I 

have a long drive to get home.” .Earl put his hat on, and Aunt Vina, Uncle Henry, Leo and Ervin walked  

him out to the back porch. 

 

  I was standing at the kitchen window holding Freddie, and I was so surrised to see Uncle Henry take his 

wallet out, and give Earl one of Momma’s green business cards. A few weeks later, after the way Momma 

treated Earl, he brought his son Rodney along with him, and he drove to Valley Stream to see Momma. 

When Earl walked in her store,  she pushed him back outside, and slammed the door in his face and pulled 

the shade down.and she left the two of them standing there. They had no choice but turn around and go back 

home.”. 

“That was 1957. Then in May of 1961, Daddy died. He had been in the mental hospital for 7 years 

and he died of cancer. His obituary was in the Towanda Daily, because Momma grew up in Wysox. 

.The article said something like, ‘Local girl’s husband dies in Veteran’s Home, Myrtle Squires Mc 

Arow was the daughter of  Rose and David Squires of Wysox, and  she  grew up here and went to the 

one room school house in Wysox..”  

“Since Earl had the Towanda Daily mailed to him everyday, he read in the paper that Daddy died.  I 

don’t know how it happened but Momma and Earl started writing back and forth. Then they were 

calling one another, not that  Momma told us what was going on, and she never told us Earl was 

living with her.and he had moved in with her  bag and baggage sometime in 1964, He was with her 

until he died.in 1976, when they operated on his head to try and stop him from having seizures.”. . 

I was pouring hot coffee in our cups and I told Mary Jane, “What does any of this matter now?. No 

wonder  Momma used to say, ‘All things are passing.” I never realized how true those words were 

until we sat here tonight talking.and I realized, you and I  are the only ones left in our family. Anna 

died in 1960, Daddy in 1961, Earl in 1976,  Sonny in 1987, and now Momma.is gone” and.the I cried, 
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“It’s so hard to believe Momma is gone.” 

Mary Jane said,  “I just want to talk about the good times we had with Momma.when we were little 

and how she always  took us somewhere we’d have fun. We’d go hiking and she’d make a fire and 

she’d would bring little chunks of meat we could stick in the fire on the end of a branch or stick.. I 

loved it Cone island We had to take the subway and change a couple of times and get on a different 

subway that would take us out to Coney Island. Sometimes It would be in the late evening when we’d 

go. amd was so different from Palisade’s Amusement Park. We’d walked around with Momma and 

enjoyed ourslef, knowing Momma couldn’t afford to let us on the rides We didn’t care, we loved 

being there with all those people talking and laughing.” 

 

“Yes, as unhappy as we were at home with Daddy,  we were lucky in a lot of other ways,  we could 

go to Aunt Vina’s, and Mrs. Hardon would send her chauffeur Chirs to get us after school on Fridays, 

if she didn’t’ have company that week-end, .so we could be with Momma, and we spent a lot of 

Christmas and Easter vacations there too, and Momma was there because the Hardons spent 6 months 

of the year in Connecticut , for tax purposes, is what Momma said “.  

 

“Mrs. Kolman had her summer home in Lake Placid, and we would go there for a few weeks at a 

time,  from 1940 to 1944, Then in 1944, JudithGarden bought her house when her mother, Mrs. 

Bectker died,  and we still went there from 1944 until 1955. They would insist we stay a week or two, 

so we could  be with Momma because she was there for the entire summer. We stayed in the cottage 

that was in the woods,  back from the main house. It was on a small island in the middle of Lake 

Placid.and was like a different world when we were there, we were on an island was surrounded by 

water and huge mountains and we could see Whiteface mountain.and there was nothing but pine trees 

everywhere, and a few houses then.”.  

 

When I.think how we took the Trailway bus overnight to go there to be with Momma.. We’d  go 

swimming but the water was very cold, or we’d take the canoe out and paddle around the island, and 

we stayed close to shore.. Mrs. Kolman and Judty Garden were very good to us and would want us  to 

stay more than 2 weeks We didn’t tell them we wanted to go to Aunt Vina’s.” 

 

Mary Jane kept shaking her head, “But, no matter where we went,  we knew we had to go home and 

be with Daddy. To this day I renenber the day Daddy took a hold of Sonny and he kept banging his 

head against thehot radiator and then he held his body up tight against it and burned him, and he did 

the same thing to me a couple of times, but not as often as he did it to Sonny.”.  

 

“I  remember what he used to do to Sonny the night Daddy came in with a big piece of ice sitting  

upon his shoulder, that he got downstairs in the saloon. He put  it in the bathtub, and got an ice pick 

from the ktichen and he started chipping away at the ice until thee was hardly any left. The tub was 

full of small pieces of ice.and he turned the coldwater on and. we stood there wondering  what was he 

going to do with all that ice in the tub? “ 
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“He pushed us out of the way.and stomped inside.and grabbed Sonny by the hair, and dragged him in 

the bathroom.Then he picked him bodily, clothes and all up and shoved him down into that ice cold 

water. Sonny, he was only 12 then. He was so shocked at what Daddy did to him, and he just sat there 

and never moved. His lips turned blue.because ye was so cold he was shivering uncontrolably, yet he 

never cried or said a word, he just took it...Daddy could even stand up he was so drunk and he started 

yelling .”You thought I didn’t see you today hitching a ride on the back of the trolley Well, I did. I 

was on that trolley and I saw you and Joey Kane when you jumped off at 135rd Street ” 

 

I groaned, “Oh! that was such a cruel thing he did to Sonny.because, I wouldn’t’ mind he never got in 

trouble, Anna would tell Momma all the time, how good he was yet,  for some reason, Daddy always 

picked on him, more than he picked on us .”   

 

I reminded Mary Jane. “Look what Daddy did to us when we were old enough to be working  He 

thought mothing of  twisting our arms up in back of us and ramming his knee in our backs and he 

hold us there, and try to make us say, ‘He was the boss in the house, not Momma.’ Mary Jane, You be 

crying and pleading with him to let you up,  because he was really hurting youHe’d demand you say 

what he wanted to hear  before he’d let you or Sonny up, but I wouldn’t say it for him, and that used 

to make him so mad.” 

 

“Rose, remember when he was a chauffeur for Mrs. Hardon when Chirs and his wife went to Englad 

for their vacation, , I was 10, and you were 13, and she sent him to pick us up and bring us back to 

Wilton.and he put you out of her car, when we were going back to Mrs. Hardon’s house, We were on 

Merritt Parkway and you refused to say he was the boss in our house. He got so mad he pulled over 

on the side off the road, and he had a flat crome bottle of whiskey in his back pocket and he took a 

few swigs, then dragged me off the back seat, and he drove off and left me there. It was just 

beginning to get dark out, and you told me later on you and  Sonny were  begging Daddy to go back 

and get me, nd he wouldn’t, only the state troopers came by and they took me to Mrs. Hardon’s and 

she fired him when he walked in.... .  

 

I took a deep breath remembering that and sighed, “Mary Jane he had to have been crazy ven then, to 

do something like that to me..I don’t know why Momma let him get a way with what he did to us, or 

why did she tolerated him living in our house all that time, knowing hoe he treated us? ” . 

 

Mary Jane yawned, “I  know, it will always be a mystery to me too,  like a lot of other things. I know 

Daddy didn’t love her and she certainly didn’t love him, so why did they stay together?.”  

 

“Blowing the smoke up in the air Mary Jane lit another cigarette and she reminded me. “and another 

thing I could never figure out is why she let Daddy make you and Sonny  open and close that candy 

store we had downstairs, when you were only 13 and Sonny was 12?.”  
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I let my head go back and stretched my legs., “I know we didn’t want to do it…and we didn’t dare 

say no to Daddy?  He stayed  in the store during the day, but when it was time for him to go upstairs 

and have his supper, he never came back, he went in the saloon and stayed there.  

 

Sonny and I had to make sure we did our homework when we came home from school, because we 

knew  after we had dinner, we had to go downstairs and take care of the store,  while  Daddy had his 

supper, but  he never came back. He’d go in the bar next door and stay until it closed at 2 in the 

morning. and we had to close the store at 11 at night,  and in the morning Daddy didn’t come down, 

until it was time for us to go to school..” 

 

I sighed,  “Do you  remember how Daddy used to make the 3 of us get down on our knees on the 

linoleum floor in the dining room and we had to pray that  Notre Dame would win the football games, 

on Saturday afternoons.. He would sit in the chair, and lean over with his ear glued to the big wooden 

radio, and God help us if any of us dared to talk, while he was listening to those games. After an hour 

our knees would hurt from kneeling so long and praying for them to win, and he wouldn’t let us get 

up, we had to keep praying until the game was over, and if they lost, he’d accuse of not praying hard 

enough 

 

We were sitting there laughing and crying because it was first time Mary Jane and I felt like talking 

about  when we were growing up. It made us realize what we actually had to go through, having a 

father that was mentally sick and drunk every night..   

 

I  sighed and told  Mary Jane, “I really think that is why you and I are so strong, it’s because of what 

we had to go through when we were growing up, . but it didn’t make Sonny strong. I think it  was 

because of the way Daddy beat him and was always punishing him for no reason, that added  to 

Sonny’s depression.  Sonny drank and he’d get drunk,  but I never knew hom to be mean or cruel like 

Daddy was to us,  Sonny would just withdraw from the world around him. He didn’t want to see or 

talk to anyone. When I think how  Daddy used to take his belt off and beat Sonny so hard with it, I 

honestly think he enjoyed hurting him, because Sonny would never cry out and I remember all the big 

red welts he had all over his back. arms and legs. Someone should have done the same thing to Daddy  

and let him know how it felt to be beraten with a leather belt..”  

 

I sighed ”Daddy was losing his mind for a long time but no one realized it  It wasn’t until 1957,  he 

was finally taken away in a straight jacket. and put in a Veteram’s Mental Hospital in Kings Park, 

Long Island, for 7 years.  

 

He didn’t know  Momma  or any of us. He thought he just got out of the navy, and lived in Mount 

Vernon, New York, and heworked for James Butler store, which he did do before he worked for 

Sheffled Farms, and before he met and married Momma. That is where his mind stayed, for 7 years, 

he was living in Mount Vernon and working for James Butler stores.” 
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“Momma went see Daddy about every 2 weeks, year after year.and she would bring him new pants, 

shirts or a button up sweater, I could never figure out. why and who knows if he ever got to wear 

them. When Momma insisted I go see him, I would get annoyed and I would ask her, “Why would I 

want to see him for?”  But, I did go twice, because she begged me to go with her one Christmas and 

Easter,  but I never went again. Momma talked Sonny into going with her to see Daddy and I was 

surprised  he kept going to see him, after the way Daddy had treated him!. Sonny  lived in New Jersey 

and it was a long drive for him go out to Kings Park..Sometimes,  he’d pick Momma up at her store 

and take her with him  Before he got there, Sonny  would stop and buy a bottle of ginger ale and 

some ice cream for Daddy, because he knew Daddy liked ginger ale and that was something he 

enjoyed, and something he never did before.’ 

 

In May of 1961,  they discovered a suspicious lump on Daddy’s neck. They called Momma and told 

her they were going to  remove it.and he was being sent to a Veteran’s  hospital in Brooklyn. It 

was.Sonny who went  to see him, and he was surprised how well he was doing,  but he could hardly 

talk, but he was walking around.and again, heasked Sonny to bring him some ginger ale and ice 

cream The next day Sonny went back with the ginger ale and ice cream.but when he went to go tp his 

room  when the nurse saw him she stopped him, and told him,  his father had  passed away. and they 

had just notified his wife.  Sonny. was so shocked, that he dropped the bottle of ginger ale and it went 

all over the floor,  and he told me, he was so embarrassed, because the nurse had to call maintenance 

to come clean it up.”  

 

Mary Jane stretched her arms up and yawned, and I  reminded her, ‘I still want to tell you the story 

about what happened to me on my first day of school,Anna had just came to us.. Momma was going 

to start working for the Hardons in 2 days.and there were so many things going on in the house that 

morning, .She telling Anna what she needed to know, and I was waiting to go to school. 

 

When the nuns wanted Momma to buy my school uniform,  she told them she couldn’t afford it, 

because of the expense of  paying for the radium treatments on your leg. She brought in a dress she 

made and showed the nuns what she could do, and they made an exception, and let her make my 

uniform as long as it was the same as the regulation uniform.’ 

 

 It was the week before school started, and Momma made me a navy blue skirt with pleats around it 

and 3 white middles with a round collar and long sleeves. and the following year,  she made Sonny’s 

unform, a navy blue suit with knickers, a white shirt and red tie, and she made all your uniforms too. 

But, after she there was so much work involved, she bought Sonny’s uniforms.  

 

1931…MY FIRST DAY OF SCHOOL “ 

 

The day I was to start school, Momma still had not finished my school uniform. she still had to press 

the pleats in the skirt  she made me, and she was busy talking to Anna, while was tyring to hurry up 

and  I stood there waiting in my slip and middie blouse..Then Momma stood the iron up on end, and 
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took a piece of white cardboard and started writing down names and phone numbers on it for Anna, 

she put down  Mrs. Hardon, Dr. Fitzgerald, and Sheffield Farms where Daddy worked. and gave it to 

Anna  to hang in the kitchen.. Anna looked around, to see where our telephone was.and. Momma told 

her, “We don’t have a telephone, you will have to bring a nickel and use the pay phone in the drug 

store on the corner. It’s  right under our building on the corner, and if there is an emergency and you 

call the doctor first than me.” 

 

‘ Meanwhile I was getting so worried, because I had to be in school at 8:30  and Momma kept talking 

to Anna. and telling her to bring the book with her when she shopped for groceries in James Butler 

store downstairs and to make sure she watched what he wrote down, and no tto give him any money 

because she pays the bill once a month.”. 

 

 Momma was at the ironing bord and she squeezed the water out a piece of cloth she had in a pot of 

water and  put it over the pleats that she had sewed down with big stiches of white thread to hold the 

pleats in place whle she pressed it. The steam poured out and I could see the skirt had pleats all the 

way around., l thought she was never going to get finished on time. When she finished and handed it 

to me it was still hot when I buttoned the skirt around my waist, and was ready to go, I got  my book 

and pencil.and Momma made me hold still while she tied a navy blue ribbon around the neck of my 

middie and made a  bow, and she combed my hair quick, telling me, she was going to be working 7 

days a week from now on and she could only be home with us on Sunday afternoons “. I was listeing 

but I wanted to go to school.and Momma kept talking and telling me, ”I will walk you to school this 

morning,  but from now, you are going to have to walk to school by yourself, but Anna will be here.  I 

will be working way downtown..You are a big girl now, and when you come home for lunch  you are 

to wait on the uptown corner of Amsterdam and you call up to the window.and.Anna will hear you, 

When the light turns red, she will tell you when it is safe to cross.. Will you remember that?”   

  

‘I nodded and assured her I would because Momma had told me the same thing so many times before.  

I was so excited when she finally said, “Well, we can go now.”  I waved to Anna and.I clutched my 

noterbook and pencil Momma looked in the mirror and put some lipstick on quick and fluffed her hair 

and we left.. She held my hand going down the stairs,  We stood at the corner with all the other 

mothers and their girls and waited for the red light. Momma reminded me again, ‘When you come 

home for lunch, remember you must call up at the window, and Anna will come to the window and  

tell you when the ;light turns red and it’s safe for you to cross.’  

 

There were no policemen or crossing guards until a few years later, because Amsterdam Avenue was 

a  wide and busy street with trolleys cars and a lot of trucks going up and down the hill. When the 

light turned red, everyone hurried across and we walked up 131st Street.and we passed the boys’ 

school, in the middle of the block.  The Dominican nuns were out on the sidewalk, lining the boys up 

2 X 2., and warning them, ‘There will be no looking around or  talking!” The convent for the 

Dominican nuns was in back of the boys’school  and it was attached to the church..  

 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          339 

 

We turned down Convent Avenue, and  passed the Knickerbocker Hospital and we stood on the 

corner of  130th, and Momma  showed me. there was no light at that corner, and I was to be sure I 

looked both ways before I crossed’.and we head over to the girls’ school that was surrounded by  a 

big stone  8’ wall  that went around the entire property.and  big ta;; black wrought iron gates. The 

school was a 2 story building  on the grounds of the college.that was run by the Madames of the 

Sacred Heart.that taught the girls in college and grades from 1-8 in our school.  They  were not 

allowed off the grounds, like the Domincan nuns  at the boys’ school, we would see them all over, 

because  they did a lot of charity work in the parish,and visited the sick  and elderly. 

 

Manhattanville College was started in1841 and many years later it was destroyed by a fire and it was 

rebilt t in 1888. The grounds wer huge, it.took up 5 city blocks. and it was wonderful to live in the 

city and see the green lawns and  big shade trees. They had gardners on their knees weeding along the  

paths that were everywhere, outlined with colorful flowers. We would  see the nuns walking along the 

paths saying their daily prayers, or they would be kneeling in front of  many sreligious statues 

throught the grounds. It was unusal to see grounds like that in the middle of  New York City, and now 

it was gone. The property was sold in the early 50’s and they moved to Purchase, New York. The 

picture below taken in 1938 does not show how beautiful the groinds real;ly were. It was oabviously 

taken on a gloomy day in winter.Where the arches are,  was the emain entrance. and all the buildings 

were all made with the same dark red bricks, and so was the guard house at the entrance at 133rd 

Street and Convent Avenue.   

                                              

  

 

It had a high stone wall tyat went around all 4 sides of the peoperty and it was 5 blocks long and a 

block wide. The main entrance was at 133rd Street, and Convent Avenue. There was a guard house 

there and everyone that went in or out was checked,  a red brick guardhouse there that checked We 
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were not allowed to go through the big black wrought irongates and walk over to our school that were 

on the same grounds, we had to go through the gates at 120th Street, or else!. Only the wealthiest girls 

went to Manhatanville College.and they came form all over the world, and  Monday mornings we 

would see them arrive in chauffeur driven limousines, beause some of them lived in the city and went 

home for the week end, and they were checked before they could go in.. 

 

Momma walked me up to the big wrought iron  gate in front of our school, and I was so excited when 

I saw the nuns inside,  lining up the girls 2 X 2, according to what grade they were in. I went to walk 

in and Momma pulled me back and reminded me,  ‘I didn’t kiss her’. and again she told me again, 

“Remember, I won’t have the time to get you when you get out for lunch.so you be sure you wait on 

the corner of Amsterdam and call up for Anna or me and we will hear you.” 

 Anna you have do the same thing when get out at 3 o’clock .’  

 

Momma kept telling me the same thing so many times, but I didn’t say anything. I recognized my 

teacher Mother Reed, she was standing inside the gate. I met her when Momma registered me for 

school. I wanted to get on line.and I gave Momma a quick kiss and ran through the gate and stood 

beside Mother Reed. She looked at me, and never acknowledged t she knew me or said hello, all she 

said, was  ‘get on the end of the line’.  

 

“The 1st   graders were ordered to go in, and we marched up the steps 2 X 2 and  saw Momma 

standing at the gate looking in and she was crying, I waved to her. Mother Reed pushed my hand 

down and scolded me. ’ and I decided, I did not like school, all the nuns had such mad faces!’.  

 

We marched down the hall and into a big classroom.  Mother Reed had to sit according to our 

height.and I was assigned a seat in the back row..She kept telling us, ‘There will be absolutely no 

talking, do you understand me?”  I opened the black and white compostion book, I was told to bring 

and Mother Reed stood at the blackboard telling us, “Today we are going to learn how to write  ‘a b c 

and d e f’. When she wrote it,  I was so disappointed because I  knew how to do that, Uncle Mick  

taught me to write  abc’s and my name.  I was so bored sitting there and was so glad the bell finally 

rang and we could go home for lunch ane was wishing I didn’t have to go back..  

We lined up again, and were not allowed to talk, and walked 2 X 2 until we were outside the gates. 

There were so many girls I knew from our block, I walked with them and their mothers. We were 

laughing and talking when we crossed Convent Avenue and walked down 131st Street. We stood on 

the corner of Amsterdam.and  waited for the light to turn red. and I kept calling up to our window 

really loud, “Anna,  Momma, and Anna again.”  No one came to the window,  to tell me when  I 

could go across Amsterdam “. The mothers insisted  I cross with them.I shook my head ,“I can’t, my 

mother said, I have to wait for her or Anna to come to the window and  they will tell me when to 

cross.” They left and I stood there with my hands cupped over my mouth, yelling ”Momma, Anna, 

Momma.” No one came to the window,. andI panicked .because Mother Reed warned us if we were 

late getting back to class, we would be punished. ”   
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“I watched the light turn green and it turned red. It turned green and it turned red again. I decided I  

had to cross by myself, because I didn’t want to get punished . I looked up and down, before I stepped 

out between the 2 cars, and I never saw the taxi cab down on the corner of 130th Street. It was making 

a right turn and started up the hill, as  I  ran out between the parked cars. I remember hearing the 

screeching of  brakes, and I was flying through the air and landed on the other corner.and hit my head 

so hard it must have knocked me out. When I came too, I couldn’t focus my eyes and everything was 

going round and round and when I looked up and saw where I was,  I started to shake. I realized I was 

under Cushman’s Funeral Parlor’s  navy blue awning that went out to the curb. It was the one place 

every kid on our block dreaded to go by,  Cushman’s Funeral Parlor, and the boys told us,  they kept 

dead people in there in wooden boxes..’  

My head hurt so bad that I  touched the back of my head to see if I was bleeding, but there wasn’t 

any.. I felt dizzy and.eerythign seemed blurred.and  I looked around to see where I was, and I 

gasped.when I saw the undertaker standing over me in a grey striped suit.  I got scared he was going  

to put me in one of those wooden boxes he had inside and I let him know, “I’m not dead.”  

He laughed and brushed my hair off my face and told me, “I know that, but lay there and don’t move. 

The ambulance will be here any minute.You have a nasty bum on the back of your head.“ My heart 

was ounding I was so scared of him, and he asked me,  “Where do you hurt?” I started  shaking and I 

couldn’t stop, and he asked me again. I managed to whimper,  “My head. It’s my head that hurts and I 

can hardly see you.” He knelt down on one knee and put my hand in his and assured me, “You’re 

going to be alright. Didn’tyour other teach you to look both ways before you cross, Ihappened to look 

out the window and I saw you walk out between those 2 cars, right in front of that taxi cab” He 

smiled, “.It’s a wonder you aren’t dead. I hear the sire, they’ll be here any minute and take you to the 

hospital. and they’ll check to see if you have any broken bones.”  

I saw all theses women’s faces looking down at me, and couldn’t make out who they were, my visiion 

was so blurred. I knew they were from the neighborhood, because one of them said, “Isn’t that 

Mrs.Mc Arow’s little girl. Oh! dear God in heaven, and she just got hit by that taxi cab.’   

The undertaker stood up when the amblance arrived,.and he asked everyone to move back and let 

them get through .The docotr had a stethescope hanging around his neck and it hit me in my face, 

when he leaned over me and he aplogized  He verygently opened my eyes and asked, “Can you see 

me? I nodded. Now show me where you hurt the most?” When I  tried to put my hand on the back of 

my head, he helped me sit up.and had me lean over, so he could see the back of my head, then he felt 

up and down my arms.and legs, and told  the undertaker, “She is so lucky, she doesn’t seem to have 

any broken bones but. they’ll take x-rays to be sure, when we get her to ER..”  The doctor liifted me 

onto the stretcher.and then into the ambulance and we took off with the siren going.and we only had 

to go around to  the middle block n 130th Street.  

We pulled into the E:R entrance.and the doors flew open and they wheeled me down the hall to a 

room with a lot of lights, where another doctor was waiting .They liftd me onto a bed with wheels.and 

they left. The doctor looked me over.and proceeded to check my arms and legs for any broken 
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bones.and  he smiled “You seem fine, what a lucky girl you are that you don’t have one broken bone 

that I can find. Then he asked me if I knew my name and where I lived. I told him and I asked him 

why he wanted to know that for? He laughed, and seemed satisfied I was alright.and ordered an x-ray 

for the back of my  head. When I came  back, Momma walked in.and she was hysterical. and she was 

telling the doctor the man behind her, was the taxi cab driver that hit me.He stood there blessing 

himself and seemed so upset. that he was praying out loud in Italian..  

Momma started scolding me, “See what happened to you, because you didn’t listen to me.. How 

many times did I tell you, be sure and  call up to Anna or me and we would tell you when to cross 

Amsterdam Avenue. Now what am I going to do, I am suppose to start a new job tomorrow..”  

The doctor got annoyed at Momma. and told her. “Your little girl doesn’t need to hear that now. She 

just got ht by a taxi cab. This is no time to be scolding her. What she did.was wrong, but what is done 

is done. You should be glad she didn’t get killed.  She was thrown 40 feet up into the air and landed 

on her head.and she has a fractured skull but she doesn’t have any broken bones. She will be alright., 

as long as she stays quiet for the next week or so.But, there is no reason you can’t start your new job.I 

am sure you have someone at home taking care of the children.and as long as they see she stays quiet 

and no running around and no school this week,  she should be fine..”  

He went to leave  and he stopped.and cupped my face in his hand  and looked at me and asked 

Momma “Wasn’t she in here last summer?  Isn’t she the little girl that hit her head on the curb.and 

was  knocked  down by the force of the water coming from the water hydrant.when the kids opned it 

up to cool off? Yes, I  remember her, and she hit her head that time too! .”   

 

Momma sighed, “Yes, that was her.and it was you took care of her. She had a concusion then.” 

 

 He scratched his head. “Well, just make sure when she goes home, she must stay quiet and I want to see her 

in a week.” Momma made a face. “I  won’t be able to bring her in, but Anna will. She is the lady that is 

going to care of the children while I’m working. I’m just starting a new job, and I would rather not have to 

ask for time off,  so soon, I mean if  I don’t have too. He nodded that’s fine and left..  

 

Momma noticed the nurse was winding yards of white gauze around my head. and seeing Momma’s face, 

she smiled at her, ‘I know, I’m padding her head real good, because kids will be kids,  it’s just in case she 

should bump her head,  this will  protect it.. ’  

 

“The taxi driver took  us home and he insisted on carrying me up the 5 fights of stairs in his arms, like a  

in his arms like a baby. He kept  telling Momma, “I am so sorry  this had to happen to your little girl. I 

didn’t see her. She ran out in front of my cab.and I feel so bad.because I have 2 little  girls that are  5 and 6, 

and my Annamarie, she started school today too’. 

   

Momma assured him, “It was not your fault..Rose disobeyed me. This would never have happened if she 

did what she and was told.  When we to to the 5th floor, Anna stood there wringing her hands, and was all 
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upset  that something like that should happenon the first day she was with us..Momma told her the doctor 

said, that I had to stay quiet..Momma put me in my bed with lots of pillows and gave me a glass of ginger 

ale, and some of my children’s books to look at,  but I didn’t want  them, all I wanted was to lay down and 

close my eyes. because my head hurt so much.” . 

 

Later that afternoon, the door bell rang.when Momma opened it, she ws surprised to see Sal, the taxi man 

standing there with his wife and  2 little girls. She invited them in.and his wife handed Momma a big  box  

of chocolates, and their girls gave me a pretty card they made with their names on it and  a big coloring  

book and a box of crayons and I thanked them The mother said, they weren’t going to stay, their girls just 

wanted to see me. . Leaving the father handed Momma an envelope with money in it. He told Momma in 

broken English, “I feel so bad I hit your little girl.”. Momma refused to take the money, and made him take 

it back  “Thank you. I do appreciate you did that, but you have your own family to take care of.  You heard 

doctor say,  she was going to alright, she just has to stay quiet and no school this week.”.  

 

When they left, Momma explained to Anna, she would have take me to the clinic next week, because she 

would be working. Anna looked surprised and concerned.and. Momma took  a piece of paper and drew a 

map for her, and assured her, “You can’t get lost, because it’s only down 1 block and then cross Amstrdam 

and walk up the hill.and the clinic is right there in the middle of the block on 130th Street..”  

 

Anna told her, “I realize that, but I don’t know where that is, I’ll need to take the map with me.” 

 

 Momma laughed, and Anna was so concerned she put the map in her pockertbook right away Momma told 

her,  “You need to bring 50 cents  to get in the clinic, and be sure to write it down in the book, so you can  

keep a record of the money I gave you to run the house. Don’t use that money when you get groceries, 

because I pay th bill once a month. Ane make sure  the grocer writes down whatever you get and th price in 

his book and the book I gave you.”  

 

“When Momma went work,we were young and so confused.,  we coudln’t understand why Momma wasn’t 

home with us, and.when we said our prayers, we were so used to her tucking us in and kissing us ‘good 

night’, .I think that bothered us more than anything else. As sympathetic as Anna was, she tried to soothe us 

with cookies and milk, but we didn’t want cookies and milk, we wanted Momma.“  

. 

The following week, Anna had to take me to the clinic for my check up. Since she was not used to taking 

care of children, taking the 3 of us she got a little frustrated at the thought She waa about 35 then, and a lot 

thnner than she was when she got older.This was a new experience for her, since she had only worked in the 

kitchen in rich home for years. Anna wached us like a hawk and never raised her voice to us.as we wer 

going down the 5 flights of stars.. She held on to Mary Jane’s hand and made sure Sonny held on to the 

banister, and being I was 6 year old I felt grown up and walked behind them.. 

 

When we reached to the main floor, Sonny ran got the wicker stroller for Mary Jane that was kept 

underneath the stairwell. Anna put her in it and Sonny held on to the handle but I was allowed to walk by 
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myself. Going down Amsterdam to 130th, everyone was turning around and staring at me, seeing the big 

white bandage on my head. The women stopped Anna and gushed,  ‘Good heavens, what happened to her?’ 

Anna told them I got hit by a taxi cab and landed in the hospital.’ and they shrieked , “Oh.. how awful. Will 

she be alright?” Anna told them, ‘She’s fine’. ..”.  

 

When we went to cross Amsterdam, Anna was a nervous wreck checking to see we were right next to her, 

while we waited for the red light. . Whe we stepped up on the sidewalk on the other side,  she held up the 

map and looked at it and we walked up the hill on 130th  1 and she found the clinic was where Momma said 

it would be.. We climbed a flight of metal stairs to get in the clinic, and Anna  paid  50 cents at the desk. 

And we wer told to wait until they called my name. The nurse didn’t’ like we all went in the room where the 

doctor was, and Anna explaind to her, she was afraid to leave Mary Jane and Sonny alone in the waiting 

room..The nurse nodded and proceeded to cut off the big bandage on my head, so the doctor could look at 

the lump in back of my head. He smiled andtold Anna, ‘It looks very good..She can go back to school and I 

will see her back here in a month, but she still has be careful for another 2 weeks.’ I was so glad  I could  go 

back to school. and you can be sure I waited for Anna to tell me when I could cross.”  

 

WORLD WAR 11 … 1941~1945 

 

           I looked  Mary Jane and asked her,  “You had to be old enough to remember when WW11 started? I was 

17, so you have to be 13, when the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor.and war was declared. It started 

December 7, 1941.and lasted almost 5 years, and it wasn’t until August of 1945 Japan surrendered...”.   

 

 Mary Jane sighed, “I remember it, but what I remember the most is how scared we were everytime the air 

raid sirens go off in the middle of the night. We would sit up in bed and be terrified thinking any minute the 

Germans were going to drop bombs on us like they were doing in England.  We would listen to see if we 

heard the drone of German bombers coming, because in the movies they always showed the latest  

newsreels about the war, and  how many people were killed and how mnay new and old  buildings were 

being demolished, We saw pictures of what was happening to the cities and towns in England.and they were 

in every magazine and newspaper. There was no TV then, but all the movie theatres showed the latest 

newsreels about what was going on with the war in Europe and the Pacific. As the war progressed, the 

Germans developed the V 1` and V 2  bombs. and without using a pilot or a plane, they could program them 

to hit their targets accurately with the guided missles that were loaded wit bombs. They would launch them 

from Germany and they would fly over the English Channel and hit London again and again. ..  

 

We thought they were going to do the same thing to New York City, not realizing the distance it would have 

to travel from Germany, to fly  across the ocean.  The devastation those bombs caused was unbelievable and 

so many innocent people were killed and historical old buildings and cathedrals were left in ruins. We had 

seen all this in the newsreels, and we never had any way of  knowing whether the Germans were coming or 

not.because the air raid wardens were out on the streets checking everyone’s windows making sure no light 

could be seen.  
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Momma wasn’t living at home with us, and we’d be sitting in our beds, as old as we were , we’d be crying 

and wondering if we were ever going to see Momma again, while Daddy slept through it all. When the‘all 

clear’ sirens  went off, it was such a afeeling of relief that  we could lay down and go back to sleep.” 

           

           I reminded Mary Jane. “We went to the movies almost every week, and after the main feathure they 

always showed newsreels of the war, and where the boys fighting in italy, France and Gemrany. In the 

beginning of the war, they were fighting Mussolini’s  Itlalians and Germany’s Rommel in  North Africa, 

becaise they had joined forces with Hitler,  as and in the  Pacific, the Allies were fighting to take back the 

little islands the Japanese had taken over, as well as off China, the Jaanese had taken over Singapore and 

totorured the English they took prisoners. Because the Japanese had and captured most all the islands in the 

Phillipines.  They always showed the men in the navy that were fighting the war on air craft carriers, 

battlships and cruisers and  submarines, that were somewhere in the Atlantic and the Pacific, so we were 

well aware of what was going on, and we had evry reason to be afraid,” .  

            

          When Mussolini and Hitler joined forces, they help Franco with the Spanish Civil War, in 1938-1940 they 

wer called the Axes, and  Churchill called Mussolini a 'jackal'. when he joined Hitler, but it turned out Italy 

was a burden instead of an asset to Hitler..because Mussolini started skirmishes in North Arica. and Hitler 

sent Rommel in with his men there and it entangled Germany in so many different fronts.that it delayed 

Hitler's plans to take over Russia like he ha dplanned to do.. He did not like that he had to postpone the 

invasion of Russia so many times that in the end, he was no longer able to do it.  

           

          Knowing what Hitler was planning to do, the Russians  hid all their valuable paintings and treasures and the 

room full of amber that was very valuable and they took it apart piece by piece. Almost everything in the 

Hermitage was hidden away so the Germans couldn’t get their hands on any of it .  

             

          The war lasted longer than they ever though tit would.and the Amercans had a long and hard fight, against 

some impossible odds, before they finally did win the war with Germany for the second time in 20 years.. 

The weather was horrible, it was one of the worst winters ever with so much ice and snow and below 

freezing weather, and they fought ther way through Italy, France and finally into Germany.but it took 4 

months short of  5  long years of men dying, day after day. After D-day they would have some of the 

biggest losses at the Battle of the Bulge, because the Germans knew they were losing the war.and countless 

lives were lost on both sides, and like in all wars, both sides suffer, when so many men die for their country. 

But, this is how it has always been, since the beginning of time, one war after the other...   

 

          Bob Hope joined the USO and he made sure he entertained the men every Christmas. He went where they 

were fighting, and many famous singers, comedians and actors gave of their time and travelled with Bob 

Hope and the USO, so they could cheer up the boys for the holidays, knowing they were far from home. 

          They  landed on ships in  helocopters on some of the  big U.S. carriers  and all sizes of navy ships that were 

at sea somewhere in the Pacific. Bob Hope was born in London, England, and his first name was Leslie 

Towns Hope.  He was born in1903 and he was 100 years old, when he died in 2003.  

. 
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          As the war progressed Germany was making bigger and better bombs.and they began sending the 

unmanned missles over England, they were falled  V-1 and V-2 bombs, they didn’t need pilots ir planes to 

They were launched from Germany.and were programmed to fly over the English Channel and thy would  

hit the targets everytime.. All during the war we would see the newsreels that showede the people on the 

street shopping in London  and when the air raid sirens went off,  they would grabb their children and run to 

the nearest air raid shelters, as the buidlings were collapsing all around them, ane they made their way to the 

air raid shelters, that were in the subway system, that were down 2 and 3 levels underground, and they were 

built in the late 1800’s.  While the Germans were bombing England, the Allies were sending squadrons of 

planes over Germany and  bombing the strategic cities in Germany, and entire blocks of factories, railaroad 

yards and beautiful old buildings were destroyed and crumbled to the ground. So many innocent people died 

in England and Germany, day after day and night after night.”  

 

Mary Jane leaned back saying, “I remember.everyone thought D-Day in June of 1944,  would be the end the 

war with Hitler. We used to tease Sonny, because the week he was sent to Germany, they surrended, in 

April of 1945, but his outfit had stay in another 2 years I Germany beforehe came home... ”: 

 

I let her know, “The Germans knew they were losing the war, and that was why the Battle of the Bulge was 

the deadliest.  So many men died because they froze to death on both sides, because they didn’t have 

enough warm clothing for below zero weather. The war was over in April of 1945 in Europe, byt it wasn’t 

until August  the Japanese surrounded. But only after we dropped the A Bomb on two of their cities, it 

would have been 3 except the thir plane had engine trouble on take off and had to go back, ‘very carefully’.. 

.Even though we dropped thousands of leaflets warning the people in those cities, to leave, and we warned 

the leaders of Japan to surrender, or we would drop the bomb, they  didn’t believe we would. It was a 

horrible thing to happen to any country, and the shame of it was, the people that did die had nothing to do 

with the war, but it did put an end to the war, and saved countless lives of the men on both sides.”    

 

 

MOMMA…A NIGHT OF HORROR . 

 

I reminded Mary Jane,  “ I will never forget what happened to Momma, the night of my 19TH  birthday 

September 5th  1944  Momma was only back a couple of days from Lake Placid, because she had been there 

for the summer with Mrs. Kolman.  They were getting unpacked and stettled and Momma had called in and 

ordered the groceries from Gristides and the meat market that was over on Third Avenue. They delived the 

grocerie and meat and she put everything away. After a light dinner,  she was glad to get off her feet  go to 

her bedroom, she was tired and she decided to go to bed early, knowing I would be coming in soon. 

Because I was back to staying with Momma, being Mrs. Kolman was back in the city.. 

 

 Momma was reading in bed, and suddenly she a hand on the wall and it turned the  light off,  and. for a split 

second, she saw the face of the black boy who had delivered the groceries earlier. He dropped his ipants and 

started tp rape her and he laughed and told her if she ever told the police who he was, that  he knew her 

name was Myrtle and that her daugher’;s name was ‘Rose, and he knew eaxctly where she lived on 
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Amsterdam Avenue., She  screaming and he put both hands around her neck and tried to choke her to death, 

not once but several times. when she passed out, he ran out and left her on the floor thinking she was 

dead.figured she was dead  He escaped by getting on the service elevator that went to the cellar and walked 

awy thinking no one saw him, but Mrs. Kolman did, just as he ran in the elevator..... 

 

Early every  morning 2 detectives came to our house and  would show Momma several big books of 

pictures of young black boys, .hoping she would  pick him out. but she’d  turn her head and wouldn’t look 

at them. They got so frustrated, because they knew she recognized him, but she was too afraid to let them 

know who it was, because he had warned her,I f she evertold the cops,  he would  kill her because he new 

where she lived, but Mrs. Kolman wasn’t scared to describe him and what she saw. and  which delivery boy 

she thought it was...’  

 

Without Momma’s cooperation, their hands were tied. Day after day they detectives came with more  books 

of pictures, and they realized  it was useless, Momma  refused to look at  them,  Even thoughthe detectives 

toldher how important it was that she tell them, because he ha tired to kill her and  she had so many black 

and blue imprints of his hands around  her neck, that showed how he intended to kill her.  

Being she passed out, they told her is what saved her life  because he thought he had kiledl her, is why he 

ran.’  

 

The older detective shook his head when he told Momma, “Mrs Mc Arow, I doubt very mich he  knows 

where you lived. believe me,  he  said that to scare you, how would he know where you lived?. You  need 

tell us who he is so we can arrest him and get him off the street. You are not the only woman he has done 

this to, we have several cases of  women being raped by this same guy, and they are all in that same 

neighborhood and everyone of them  are too scared to tell us who he is..’ Momma shook her head and they 

knew there was no way she was going to telll who he is.“ 

 

 As we sat there talking about that awfull night,  told Mary Jane, “I probably passed him on the street, and 

didn’t even know it. Because I was satying with mOmma tht night, and I walked in, right after  it happened.  

 

That night the girls in my office took me out to dinner for my birthday. We all got in the same taxi and we 

were laughing and went to dinner  a nice Vienese restaurant on 14th Street, on the east side. We had such a 

good time and when we were leaving  I called Momma to let her know I’d be there in about 20 minutes. 

When she said she was in bed reading, I suggested she leave the bedroom door ajar so she wouldn’t have to 

get up to let me in..’.. 

 

 If you remember  I was staying with Momma at Mrs. Kolman’s, because after work  I was going to school 

at 41th Street. and Fifth Avenue, learning steno-type. When I got out of class it was late and  it was easier for 

me to take the subway to 53rd and Madison, and walk up to 55th  Street and stay with Momma. that go all 

the way hom at that tiem of night. After we celebrated my birtheday I took the subway to 53rd Street and 

when I was walking along 55th Street towards Mrs. Kolman’s apartment house, I noticed  an ambulance was 

parked in front of the building. The doorman opened the door for me,  like he usually did,  and I thought it 
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was odd he didn’t give me his usual, cheery ‘hello’ in fact, he avoided even looking at me. . 

 

 

He walked beside me when I went to get on the elevator and hesuggested  I sit on the sofas in the foyer and 

wait because both elevators were busy  I could see he seemed nervous, and I sat there and just assumed they 

were bringing someone down on the elevator, that probably had a heart attack  I  watched the metal arrow 

over the elevator, show that it was coming down.to the lst floor an dI got up and.the door slid open aThe 

elevator operator stepped out,  ahd the doorman came over to me and stood right in front of me,  and I saw 

the gurney as they pushed it out.and he gave me the finniest look, liked he didn’t want me to see who was 

on the gurney.  

 

.I stepped out of the way to let htem pass and I screamed when I saw it was.Momma onand they had her 

legs and arms strapped down. and her eyes wer closed and he  never moved and I kept saying,”Momma, 

what happened to you?”  I got so scared because I thought did she have  a heart attack, and then  I noticed 

the red marks all around her neck and I gasped, “Oh my God, what happened to my mother? “.Because her 

neck was so swollen and no one say saying anything, they wer jus tlooking at me.  I cried,“Will someone 

tell me what happened to my mother? “ The doorman walked away.because he did not want to be the one to 

tell me, Momma had been raped and he tried to strangle her and left her for dead...  

 

I  sobbed to the attending doctor, “ I don’t understand what happened because, I was just  talking to my 

mother on the phone and telling I’d be right home, just 15 minutes ago?  Did she have a heart attack and 

what are athose red marks all over her neck?” 

  

He looked at me and  took a deep breath and was about to tell me when the other elevator door opened.and  

Mrs. Kolman came running out . She was in her night gown, robe and slippers.and she threw her arms 

around  me and hugged me to her and I clung to her because by then I  knew something terrible happened to 

Momma. 

 

Then I heard the attending doctor say, “We’re taking your mother to the Roosevelt Hospital,.”. I told him, 

“Why can’t you you tell me what happened to her?.”.He looked at Mrs. Kolman.and I pleaded with him, “I 

wan to go with her in the ambulance? . He shook his head,  ‘No I’m sorry you can’t. You can call the 

hospital in about an hour, and they will tell you what you want to know.”   

 

They left with Moma on  the gurny and the doorman held the door open for him, and he  rolled her out on 

the sidewalk and Momma was in the ambulance and they took off with her, with sirens going, and I couldn’t 

believe they left me standing there, and I stinl didn’t  know what happened to Momma..”. 

 

My head was going round and round.because I was so confused  as to what happened.that I couldn’t stop 

crying. Mrs. Kolman took my hand and told me to sit with her on the sofa in the lobby. And she would tell 

me what happened, that the men felt it wa best that she tell me and she told me., how she saw him run in the 

elevator. I burst out crying. and she  put her arm around me and kept saying, ‘Your mother is alive and that 
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is what is important, and if you had come home a few minutes earlier, it  would have been you he would 

have raped and he could have easily killed you nd your mother..”  Then 2 detetives walked in and flashed 

their badges and sat with us, nd had mrs. Kolman describe what she saw and heard. 

 

I didn’t know he almost killed Momma, until the detectives told me that he tried to strangle her several 

times.and that the imprints of his hands were all around her neck and it showed how many he had tried to 

choke her to death, to make sure  she wouldn’t tell who he was, because obvioudsly she had recognized 

him.’.   

 

They tp;d Mrs. Kolman, he knew is way around and planned this, like he did in all the other cases, because 

he removed the broomstick he used to hold the elevator door open so he could make his escape., and he ha 

done this again and again, and we can’t catch him.  Did he see you?” Mrs. Kolman shook her head and said 

he  didn’t.see her, becaue she stepped back in the foyer but she saw him get run in the service elevator. 

 

“Later that night, the same 2 detectives drove Momma home from the Roosevelt Hospital downtown, and 

told us they had to giver her a sedative, because .while she was in the hospital, everytime she saw a black 

person, she’d start screaming and fighting the nurse or doctor wanting to escape and run off, that  they had 

to give her a needle to calm her down so they could bring her home. 

 

The next few days Momma kept reliving what happened  and had horrible nightmares of him  attacked her 

all over again, and she would be sreaming and criying in her sleep.and no matter wht we did, and we 

couldn’t wake her up, to get herout of the oirrlbe nightmares she was having. 

 

I was surprised how concerned Mrs. Kolman and Judith Garden were ,that they called me every morning.to 

see how Momma was. They would offer different solutions how to get her out of the house 

because,.Momma stayed in bed for several weeks and all she did was cry, that I thought for sure she would 

have a nervous break down, she was so over rtought by what he did to her.  I don’t know why the hospital 

didn’t suggest she see a doctor, knowing she had been brutally raped. They could see how upset she was  

because the detectives told me, they had to give her a needle to calm her down. 

.  

For several weeks Momma refused to leave the bed, or get up and get dressed and go downstairs. She didn’t 

even go to Mass on Sunday, because said he was so sure heknew where she lived and he would see her and 

kill her. 

  

She definitely needed professional help, or some kind of medication to calm her nerves down because.even 

while she slept, she thought he was trying to killing her and was fighting him off in her dreams. and we 

didn’t know how to help her..” 

 

“One morning, when Judith called and told her that she would like her to work for her. She had seen what 

she could do with flowers at Mrs. Kolman’s.because she definitely had a flair for arranging flowers.and 

offered to teach her. to be the best florist she had working for her. Needless to say, . Momma was flattered 
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that she would want her to work for her, and she really wanted to, but she was so afraid he would see her, 

because her shop was a brownstone house, and it was only a few doors from Mrs. Kolman’s apartment 

house, where he had raped her..”  

 

I put Momma in a cab and took her shopping over on 125th Streetr, and it turned into a nightmare, she 

panicked and screamed and lmost passed out she anicked when she saw several black boys walking along. It 

the took weeks, before she got  the courage to leave the house again, ubt  Judith talked her into taking a taxi 

and have lunch with her. and she did it.. But, night after night, she  had the same nightmares, and she would 

wake us up screaming, thinking he was attacking her again. that I began to worry about her, and wonder  

would she ever get over being afraid of him..    

 

When she decided she would like to work for Judith, she had Tony or Joe, that worked for her, pick 

Momma up every morning and bring her home at night, so that she would never be alone. It was being 

around  all those beutiful flowers, that she began to find her way back to being herself again.because she 

was so happy how well she was doing, making  flower arrangements. It was  knowing Judith Garden was 

very proud of her, and she liked working with Hedwick and Michele. Then there was  Joe and Tony, father 

and son, and Al that  made flower arrangements, and they were exceptionally good to Momma, but  I think 

it was the delicious brownies she made at home and bring them ti the shop for them have with their coffee. I 

know many a time, she would have them stay for supper when they took her home at night, and they would 

have dinner with her and like everyone else, they loved her Lemon Meringue pie..  

 

It took a long time for Momma got over what happened to her, but I have to say,  Judith was really the one 

who helped her to get back on her feet, because she was wonderful how she tried so hard to help her. She 

had her change her name from Myrtle to  Mary, telling her, ”He would have no reason to think you are 

working here, as  a florist…” But,  it was still two houses up from where it happened, and there were 

Gristide delivry boys and the meat market delivery boys coming an dgoing all the time,  and Judith gave 

orders to her help, Momma was never to be left alone in the shop and she kept her word... 

 

“Mary Jane smiled and blew the smoke from her cigarette up in the air and said, ”I remember when Sonny 

turned 18, he joined the Army on Halloween. It was Octiber 31, 1944.. and he didn’t tell Momma until after 

he had signed up to become a paratrooper. because he knew it would upset her, being it was only 8 weeks 

after what happened to Momma ,and when he told her he joined the Army, oh how she cried.” . 

           .  

         The war lasted longer than they ever thoughtit would.and the Amercans had a long and hard fight, against 

some impossible odds, before they finally did win the war with Germany for the second time in 20 years.. 

The weather was horrible, it was one of the worst winters ever with so much ice and snow and below 

freezing weather, and they fought ther way through Italy, France and finally into Germany.but it took 4 

months short of  5  long years of men dying, day after day. After D-day they would have some of the 

biggest losses at the Battle of the Bulge, because the Germans knew they were losing the war.and countless 

lives were lost on both sides, and like in all wars, both sides suffer, when so many men die for their country. 

But, this is how it has always been, since the beginning of time, one war after the other...   
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          Bob Hope joined the USO and he made sure he entertained the men every Christmas. He went where they 

were fighting, and many famous singers, comedians and actors gave of their time and travelled with Bob 

Hope and the USO, so they could cheer up the boys for the holidays, knowing they were far from home. 

          They  landed on ships in  helocopters on some of the  big U.S. carriers  and all sizes of navy ships that were 

at sea somewhere in the Pacific. Bob Hope was born in London, England, and his first name was Leslie 

Towns Hope.  He was born in1903 and he was 100 years old, when he died in 2003.  

. 

          As the war progressed Germany was making bigger and better bombs.and they began sending the 

unmanned missles over England, they were falled  V-1 and V-2 bombs, they didn’t need pilots ir planes to 

They were launched from Germany.and were programmed to fly over the English Channel and thy would  

hit the targets everytime.. All during the war we would see the newsreels that showede the people on the 

street shopping in London  and when the air raid sirens went off,  they would grabb their children and run to 

the nearest air raid shelters, as the buidlings were collapsing all around them, ane they made their way to the 

air raid shelters, that were in the subway system, that were down 2 and 3 levels underground, and they were 

built in the late 1800’s.  While the Germans were bombing England, the Allies were sending squadrons of 

planes over Germany and  bombing the strategic cities in Germany, and entire blocks of factories, railaroad 

yards and beautiful old buildings were destroyed and crumbled to the ground. So many innocent people died 

in England and Germany, day after day and night after night.”  

 

Mary Jane leaned back saying, “I remember.everyone thought D-Day in June of 1944,  would be the end the 

war with Hitler. We used to tease Sonny, because the week he was sent to Germany, they surrended, in 

April of 1945, but his outfit had stay in another 2 years I Germany beforehe came home... ”: 

 

I let her know, “The Germans knew they were losing the war, and that was why the Battle of the Bulge was 

the deadliest.  So many men died because they froze to death on both sides, because they didn’t have 

enough warm clothing for below zero weather. The war was over in April of 1945 in Europe, byt it wasn’t 

until August  the Japanese surrounded. But only after we dropped the A Bomb on two of their cities, it 

would have been 3 except the thir plane had engine trouble on take off and had to go back, ‘very carefully’.. 

.Even though we dropped thousands of leaflets warning the people in those cities, to leave, and we warned 

the leaders of Japan to surrender, or we would drop the bomb, they  didn’t believe we would. It was a 

horrible thing to happen to any country, and the shame of it was, the people that did die had nothing to do 

with the war, but it did put an end to the war, and saved countless lives of the men on both sides.”    

 

 

MOMMA…THE NIGHT THE LIGHT WENT OUT. 

 

I told Mary Jane,  “ I will never forget what happened to Momma, the night of my 19TH  birthday September 

5th  1944  Momma was only back a couple of days from Lake Placid, because she had been there for the 

summer with Mrs. Kolman.  They were getting unpacked and stettled and Momma had called in and 

ordered the groceries from Gristides and the meat market that was over on Third Avenue. They delived the 
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grocerie and meat and she put everything away. After a light dinner,  she was glad to get off her feet  go to 

her bedroom, she was tired and she decided to go to bed early, knowing I would be coming in soon. 

Because I was back to staying with Momma, being Mrs. Kolman was back in the city.. 

 

 Momma was reading in bed, when the light suddenly went off and. for a split second, she saw it was the 

black delivery boy who delivered the groceries earlier. He was there to rapd her and then he tried to choke 

her to death. Thinking  he had choked her to death, he rand left her lying on the floor and got the service 

elevator that went to the cellar and he escaped and no one saw him, but he didn’t know  Mrs. Kolman had 

seen him get in the elevator..... 

 

Every morning 2 detectives came to our house and they would show Momma big books of pictures of 

young black boys, .hoping she would  pick him out. She’d  turn her head away and wouldn’t look at them. 

They’d get so frustrated, because they knew she recognized him, but she was too afraid to say who it was, 

because he warned her,if she told the cops,  he would  kill her because hetold her, he  knew where she lived, 

andmrs. Kolman was just as scared as she was to say who she thought it was...’  

 

Day after day the detectives came toour house and were there by 9 o’clock, with more  books of  pictures, 

until they realized  it was useless, Momma just refused to look at any of them, The detectives told me how 

important it was that she tell them, because she had so many black and blue imprints of his hands around  

her neck, that it showed how he intended to strangle her. Being she passed out, he said, ‘ probably saved her 

life  because he thought he had kiledl her, is why he ran.’  

 

The older detective shook his head and told Momma, “Mrs Mc Arow, I doubt very mich he  knows where 

you lived. believe me,  he only said that to scare you, how would he know where you lived?. You really 

need tell us who he is so we can arrest him and get him off the street. You are not the only woman he has 

done this to.’ Momma shook her head and they knew she was not going to telll them.“ 

 

 I sat there remembering that horrible night and told. “Mary Jane, I could have passed him on the street, and 

didn’t’ know it. Because I walked in right after it happened. That was night the girls in my office took me 

out to dinner for my birthday. We all got in the same taxi and we were laughing and went to dinner  a nice 

Vienese restaurant on 14th Street, on the east side. We had such a good time and when we were leaving  I 

called Momma to let her know I’d be there in about 20 minutes. When she said she was in bed reading, I 

suggested she leave the bedroom door ajar so she wouldn’t have to get up to let me in..’.. 

 

 If you remember  I was staying with Momma at Mrs. Kolman’s, because after work  I was going to school 

at 41th Street.and Fifth Avenue, learning steno-type. When I got out of class it was late and  it was easier for 

me to take the subway to 53rd and Madison, and walk up to 55th  Street and stay with Momma. that go all 

the way hom at that tiem of night. After we celebrated my birtheday I took th subway to 52rd Stee and when 

I was walking along 55th Street towards Mrs. Kolman’s apartment house, I saw there was  an ambulance 

parked in front of the building. The doorman opened the door, like he usually did,  and I thought it was odd 

he didn’t give me his usual, cheery ‘hello’ in fact  he avoided even looking at me. . 
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He walked me to the elevators and suggested I sit onone of the sofas in the foyer and wait because both 

elevators were busy  I did wonder why he seemed so nervous while I I sat there. I assumed they were 

bringing someone down on the elevator, that probably had a heart attack. I watched the metal arrow over the 

elevator show it was coming down.. The doors slid open and.the elevator operator stepped out,  I got up, 

The doorman hurried over and stood in front of me, when they were pushing the gurney out.and I got 

annoyed that he acted like he didn’t want me to be there. 

As they pushed the gurney out. I stepped aside. and then I screamed. I saw it was.Momma and they had her 

legs and arms strapped down, and her eyes wereclosed and never moved when I spoke to her.  I kept 

saying,”What happened to you Momma?”  She  laid there like she was in a coma. I got so scared because I 

thought sit  must have been Momma that hada heart attack, until I noticed all the red marks that were all 

around her neck. I gasped, “What happened to my mother ecause her neck lo was so swollen and all red. I 

cried out loud,“Will someone tell me what happened to my mother? “ Everyone just atared at me. No one 

would tell me.what happened, I saw the doorman walk away.because he did not want to be the one to tell 

me, Momma had been raped and was left for dead on the floor..  

 

I  sobbed to the attending doctor, “ I don’t understand, I was just  talking to my mother on the phone 15 

minutes ago?  Did she have a heart attack? Is she in a coma. What are those red marks all over her neck?” 

  

He looked at me and  took a deep breath and was about to tell me when the other elevator door opened..Mrs. 

Kolman came running towards me in her night gown, robe and slippers. She put her arms around me and 

hugged me to her and I clung to her spbbomg because by then I  knew something terrible had happened to 

Momma. Then I heard the doctor telling Mrs Kolman and me, “We’re taking your mother to the Roosevelt 

Hospital,.”.  

 

I asked him, “Why can’t you you tell me what happened to my mother?.”.He looked at Mrs. Kolman.and I 

pleaded with him, “It’s my mother, Then let me  go with her in the ambulance? . He shook his head,  ‘No. 

I’m sorry you can’t go with her.. Call the hospital in about an hour, and they will tell you what you want to 

know.”   

 

He pushed the gurny ahead and the doorman held the door open and they put Momma in the ambulance and 

took off  down tht block with the sirens going, and left me standing there crying not knowing what was 

going on.”. 

 

My head was going round and round. because I was so confusedwhat could have happened to her, beause I 

was jus talking to her. I couldn’t stop crying.and Mrs. Kolman took my hand and had me to sit with her on 

the sofa in the lobby and she told me what happened. I burst out crying and she  put her arm around me and 

kept rocking me back and forth saying, ‘Your mother is alive. That is what is important, aIf you had come 

home a few minutes earlier, it would have been you he raped and he could have easily killed you and your 

mother too.”   
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I didn’t know he almost killed Momma, until the detectives told me that he tried to strangle her, not once 

but several times. The imprints of his hands around her neck showed the force he used, when hetried to 

choke her to death, so she wouldn’t tell who he was. She probably recognized him and he knew it.’ He 

explained to Mrs. Kolman, he planned this because you saw him remove the broomstick he used to holdi the 

elevator door open, while he sneaked in her bedroom, knowing she was in there,”  

 

“Later that night, two differnt detectives brought Momma home from the hospital The explained they had to 

give hr a shot because she was till hysterical, because  everytime she saw a black person in the hospital, 

she’d start screaming and tyring to hide from them.and she was fighting the nurses and the doctor off, that 

they had to give her a needle to calm her down so they could send her home. 

 

The next few days were a blur, with Momma reliving what happened. She was having awful nightmares and 

reliving hin attacking her.  I was surprised how concerned  Mrs. Kolman and Judith Garden were, because 

they called Momma every morning.to see how she was.  The detectives were at the door at  9 o’clock every 

morning for a week, with books of pictures, but she refused to not look at any them because she was so 

afraid he would come after her, because he said if she told, he knew where she lived... Momma just stayed 

in bed for weeks and all she did was cry,  It was heat breaking to hear her sobbing,. I don’t know why the 

hospital didn’t suggest she see a doctor, knowing how she had been brutally raped, and they knew how 

upset she was because they gave her a needle to clam her down,  

 

For several weeks she wouldn’t leave the bed or go downstairs, She wouldn’t even go to mass on 

Sunday,she was so sure he would see her. She really needed professional help, or something to calm her 

nerves down. Even while she was sleeping, she thought he was killing her and she was fighting him off. We 

didn’t know how to help her..” 

Judith suggested, If I were to put her in a cab and take her shopping over at 125th Street, it might get her 

over her fear of seeing black men.” I said I’d think about tit..  

 

“One morning, Judith called and I thought I was hearing things when she told Momma, ”Myrtle, since you 

can’t go back and work for Hazel, I would like you to come work for me. I’ve seen what you can do with 

flowers. You have a definite flair for arranging flowers. Turst me, I will teach you to be the best florist that 

ever was”..  

 

Momma was very flattered she asked her because she really wanted to, but she was afraid he would see her 

there, because her shop was a few doors up from from Mrs. Kolman’s apartment house.”  

 

I decided to take Judith’s advie and I put Momma in a cab and took her over to 125th Streetr, to go shopping. 

It turned into a horrible nightmare, she panicked and screamed and almost passed out when she saw several 

black boys walking along in the corwd of shoppers.. It the took weeks before she got the courage to leave 

the house again, but thi time  Judith talked her into taking a taxi and goo downtown and have lunch with 

her. and she met her at a restaurant on Madison Avenue.  But, night after night, she  had the same 

nightmares, and they would wake us up, she would be screaming, thinking he was attacking her again. that I 
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began to worry about her, and wondered  would she ever get over being afraid of him finding her?.    

 

After a lot of thought,  she decided she would like to work for  Judith. She would send Tony or Joe, that 

worked for her, to pick Momma up every morning and they woudl her home at night, so  she would never 

be alone. Being around all those beutiful flowers, she began to find her way back to being herself again. 

because she was so happy to see how she was making beautiful flower arrangements, like Michele and 

Hedwig that worked thre..  

 

I think t was  knowing that Judith Garden was very proud of her, and she liked working with Hedwick and 

Michele. Then there was Joe and Tony, father and son, and Al that made flower arrangements,they were 

exceptionally good to Momma, but I think it was the delicious brownies she made at home and brought 

them ti the shop for them have with their coffee, that won them over. 

 

 I know many a time, she would have Tony or Al, stay when they took her home at night and have dinner 

and like everyone else, they loved her Lemon Meringue pie..  

 

It took a long time before Momma got over what happened to her, but I have to say,  Judith was really the 

one who helped her to get back on her feet  She was so understanding and tried so hard to help her find 

heself again..The first thing she did when she went to work for her,, was to change her name from Myrtle to  

Mary, telling her, ”With a name like Mary he would never think you were working here, as a florist…” But, 

it was knowing that two houses up from where she worked it happened that bothred her, beause there were 

Gristide delivery boys and the meat market delivery boys contantly coming and going up and down 55th 

Street on their bikes all the time. Judith gave orders to her help,that Momma was never to be left alone in 

the shop and she kept her word. Momma worked for her from 1944 to 1956, and that was when she opened 

her own flower shop on Long Island. 

 

“Mary Jane sat there thinking, and smiled as she blew the smoke from her cigarette up in the air saying, ”Do 

you remember when Sonny turned 18, he joined the Army?”  It was Octiber 31, 1944.. and he didn’t tell 

Momma until after he signed up to become a paratrooper. because he knew it would upset her. Being it was 

only 8 weeks after what happened to Momma when he told her,  he joined the Army,she cried and 

cried......” . 

 

“I will never forget how I felt the day Sonny left for Fort Dix, to be inducted in the Army. We were still at 

war with Germanyand seeing him leave, was a terrible time for all of us, We hated to see him go, especially 

Momma. But of course, Sonny was very happy leaving because he was finally going to be a paratrooper, 

like he wanted to be.. He was good at writing letters home and telling us what kind of training he had to go 

through to become a paratrooper. They sent him to Georgia first,,then Florida.and in every letter all he 

talked about was how he loved being a paratrooper, and what a thrill it was the first day he jumped out of 

the plane with a full pack.  

 

A few months later we got a letter  he was coming home for a few days because they were  being sent to 
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Germany., We were so proud of Sonny when he came home, and saw himin his paratrooper’s uniform. He 

looked so hansome and he had a beautful tan, and he was so happy. When Momma saw him she burst out 

crying.and told  him,‘You’re going to be nothing but a ‘sitting duck’ for those Germans to shoot at.”  It hurt 

him to hearher say  that, because he was so proud,that he was a paratrooper.” .  

 

 I reminded Mary Jane, “Do you remember when Sonny came home on leave, he had st turned 18, and he 

was going to be sent to Germany?” She shook her head.  I reminded her, it was the end of March in 1945 

and Momma was crying while she made Sonny his favorite, a roast beef dinner with gravy and mashed 

potatoes. He loved it and while we sat there eating and talking, he looked over at me and said, “You know, 

there is one thing I would really like to do before I leave.” We waited to hear what he was going say, “I 

would like to go deep sea fishing on one of theose boats that take you way out on the ocean.” We looked at 

one another and shurgged And he said all excited, “I’d have to go tomorrow or Wedneday because I have to 

report back byThursday.”  

 

He was staring at me and asked, ‘Would you go with me?”  

 

I was so stunned that he thought I would want to do somehtihng like that, and I stuttered, “Ahhh…You want 

me to go deep sea fishing with you?” I sighed, because it was the last thing I wanted to do. but I agreed to 

go with him. I let him know  I’d have to ask my boss,  if I could get the day off. It was after 7, and I  didn’t 

whether to call hin at home or not. I decided I’d better call and tell him what I’d like to do. When he heard 

Sonny was going overseas, he seemed pleased to hear I would do that for him. my brother, and I laughed 

when he warned me ‘ make sure you dress warm ’. 

 

We found an ad in the paper with the name of the boat and where it was docked, but t neither one of us 

knew the first thing about fishing, let alone deep seas fishing. We left early in the morning because we had 

to find where the boat was docked.  We had no idea it was going to be so cold, and we were definitely not 

dressed for being at sea. But, we wer goingdeep sea fishing somewhere out in the Atlantic Ocean, the first 

week in April and it turned out to be so was.cold that I stayed inside the cabin, right next the warm stove 

and a pot of hot clam cowder, the whole time I was aboard that boat. We were out 30 miles in the ocean and 

was it cold.  One of the old timers was good enough to loan Sonny a jacket because he was shivering 

because all he was wearing was a cotton uniform that he wore in Georgia... 

 

The men were pulling in one fish after the other, but Sonny only caught a few small ones.. When we wer 

leaving to go back, all the fishermen gave him part of their catch in a big burlap bag, just before we docked 

when they heard he was a paratrooper being sent to Germany;. They put patted him on the back and wished 

him well and we had so many fish in the big burlap bag was so heavy he had to drag it on th ground..  

 

When we got to the subway, we were laughing so hard, because we didn’t realize,  it was rush hour. Whne 

we got on with the big bag of fish,  the subway was packed and we had to stand and hold onto a pole in the 

middle, because we were down in the Wall Street area and Sonny had that bag of fish at his feet. .It was 

funny to watch the men and women dressed  in business suits, stand beside him, and  they’d look at him, 
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then the bag of fish, and slowly move away.because they realized it was full of fish.  

 

I was glad I went, because Sonny really enjoyed himself, but I would never go again. When we got home, 

Sonny gave away most of the fish to the cook in the bar downstairs,because they had a big freezer and they 

were glad to get the fish, could use .and he offered some of the fish to neighbors,  some pf te wanted it and 

others didin’t. There were so many fish andwe could only keep so much. We didn’t have  room in the 

freezer or refrigerator for all of them, and I wa glad he gave so many of them away 

 

It was a big relief to know Momma was very happy in her new job, She was very proud of herself, that Miss 

Garden had such confidence in her that she  was sending her to do the flowers for the Duke and Duchess of 

Windsor at the Waldorf Towers..  

 

Meanwhile Sonny was stationed in Germany,and Momma kept lighting candles and praying for his safe 

return. She would kneel sp,amu to,es before St. Anthony in church and light several candles for him every 

Sunday, because.she was so worried about him  

Sonny wasn’t there  a week when Germany surrended in April of 1945. The news spread  like wildfire the 

war was over, but his outfit sill had to stay for 2 years..  

 

Without telling us, Sonny certainly surprised Momma. In 1946, He came home a few days before Christmas 

in 1946,They did’t stay for 2 years, they were there 18 months. When he got off the boat, unbeknownst 

toMomma, Sonny took a taxi  to Judith Garden’s shop and walked in. When Momma looked up and  saw 

Sonny standing there grinning at her in his paratrooper outfit and  holding on to his duffle bag, she thought 

she was seeing things and she alsmo fainted.  

 

But, he didn’t know that she almost fainted,  I  think it was wonderful that Judith, went over to Sonny a big 

hug and told Momma, “Mary go home and enjoy your son and take the rest of the week off with  pay.” For 

her to do that, the week before Christmas was unheard of because it was the busiest time of the year for the 

flower business. Judith looked at Sonny in his uniform and told  Momma,:“I  wish I had a son like him, 

Now go home and enjoy your son.  now that he is home for Chirstmas, and be happ that yourr family can be 

together for the holidays.” .   

 

 I looked at Mary Jane, “The thing I never could understand about Judith Garden was, it was a well known 

fact that he a bad reputation for her temper and for saying such nasty things to people, and she could be very 

mean when she wanted to, Yet there was something about her  when it came to Momma, she couldn’t do 

enough for her..She had done some wonderful things for Momma, she buys her beautiful leather 

pocketbooks and cashmere sweaters that Moma would never  buy for herse;f, She told me, it made her so 

happy that she dot those things for Momma. I remember I was about22, and I was visitng Momma, when 

she was in Lake Placid, and I admired a dress Judeth was wearing, the next time she saw me, she  gave it to 

me and tol me, “Enjoy it, I’ve worn it a couple of times  and I enjoyed it, no you enjoy it..”. 

 

That was how she was, but a lot of people found it hard to believe  she was capable of being so nice or kind. 
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I got to knpw her, because I used to sit and wait for Momma in her shop. so we could go home pm the bis 

together,  because I worked down the block from her.and I can honestly say, Judith was always very good  

to Momma and me too.. Look what she did for my wedding, The money it must have cost her for all the 

flowers that were used in the bouquets, the corsages, to decorate the rectory and the reception hall and all 

the arrangements that were on the tables. People can say what theywant about Judith, but I always liked her 

and found she very interesting to talk to” 

 

The war was over the weekr Sonny was stationed in Germany, Momma cried and wet to church [rayng for 

him and lighting several candles for Sonny’s safe return  because she was so worried one of the Germans 

might kill him becaue he ws an American. .  

 

Little did she know how his life would eventually turn out. all the dreams he once had would fall  by the 

wayside,.At least he did attend Pratt Institue in Brooklyn. 

 He didn’t become the architect he had hoped to be one day to be,  He had new responsiblities when he got 

married, a wife and children to support. He could no longer keep going to school, but he did become a good 

draftsman.form what he already learned and had a good job with Vic Tanney on Fifth Avenue in New York 

City, before Pat died.  

 

While he worked there, he was doing well.and then Pat died/It was a  terrible shock, suddenly be faced with 

taking care of his 6 children, from a year and a half to 16 years old. From then on his life kept spiraling 

down and down.and his drinking got so bad, he no longer cared about himself or anything else..  

 

“The day Sonny left for Fort Dix,the war was still on, so it was a terrible time for all of us, to see him pack 

and leave, especially  Momma. Sonny was very happy that le he was finally going to be a paratrooper. He 

was  good at writing home and telling us the kind of training he was going through to become a paratrooper. 

They sent him to Georgia,, and then to Florida. and in every letter  all he talked about was how he loved 

being a paratrooper, and what a thrill it was the day he first jumped from a plane with a full pack.. A few 

months later we got a letter hisoutfit was being sent to Germany., and he was coming home on leave for a 

few days before they left. We were so proud of him when he came home, seeing him  in a paratrooper’s 

uniform. He looked so hansome and he had a beautful tan, and he was happy. When Momma saw him she 

cried.and told  him,‘You’re going to be a ‘sitting duck’ for the Germans to shoot at.” It hurt him to hear her 

say that because he was so proud, that he was a paratrooper.” .  

 

 I reminded Mary Jane, “When Sonny came home on leave, before he was sent to Germany, it was the last 

week of March in 1945, If you remember. Momma made his facorite, a roast beef dinner with her gravy 

over mashed potatoes. While we sat there talking and eating, he looked  at me and said, “You know, there is 

something  I would really like to do before I leave, is go on one of those boats that take you way out on the 

ocean to go deep sea fishing. But, I have to go either tomorrow or Wedneday because I have to report back 

Thursday.” Then he turmed to me and asked, ‘Would you go with me?”  

 

I was so surprised that I stuttered, “Ahhh…you mean youwant me to go deep sea fishing with you?”  I was 
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so surprised Sonny asked me and not you. It was the last thing I wanted to do.But I did agree to go but I’d 

have to ask my boss if I could take the day off.. It was after 7, so I decided call to him. He seemed very 

pleased to hear I would do that for my brother, knowing he was going overseas and I laughed at him, when 

he warned me ‘to make sure we dressed warm’ 

The thing was, neither of us knew the first thing about deep sea fishing. Welooked for and found an ad in 

the paper where we had to go, We left early in the morning, because we had to find pir wau tp where the 

deep sea boats were docked  We had no idea it was going to be so cold, amd we sioon found out, we were 

not dressed to go deep sea fishing out in the Atlantic ocean. It was the first week of April and it was so cold 

that.I stayed inside next to a nice warm stove and enjyed the cooks’ New England clam chowder.I was glad 

one of the old timers was good enough to loan Sonny one of his jackets when he noticed he only had on a 

cotton uniform tjjat he wore while he was stationed in Florida. 

 

While the men were pulling in one fish after the other, Sonny only caught a few and all the fishermen gave 

him part of their catch before we docked when they heard he was a paratrooper and he was being sent 

Germany in a few days. They patted him on the back and wished him luck and put the fish in a big burlap 

bag, and it was so heavy  Sonny had to drag it along. We were laughing so hard, when we got on the 

subway, because it was rush hour and we had this big bag of fish. Of course, the subway was packed and we 

had to stand because we were down in the Wall Street area and Sonny had that bag of fish at his feet.. It was 

funny to see the men and women dressed  in business suits, look at us then move away.when they’d realize 

we had that bag of fish. 

 

I was glad I went, because Sonny really enjoyed himself that day, but I would never go again. When we got 

home, Sonny gave away most of the fish to the cook in the bar downstairs, because they had a big freezer 

and they could use it. Some of the neighbors were glad to get some of the fish and we kept as much as we 

comld because there wasn’t room in our refrigerator for so many fish I felt bad he had to give so many of 

them away, but the wouldonly go bad if we didn’t.” 

 

Momma was happy in her new job, and felt proud of herself,  that Miss Garden had such confidence in her 

and she  was sending her to do the flowers for the Duke and Duchess of Windsor in the Waldorf 

Towers..While  Sonny was on Germany, Momma was praying for his safe return and she would kneel 

before St. Anthony and light candles for him every Sunday, because.she was so worried about him being in 

Germany.. Sonny was only there less than a week, when Germany surrended in April of 1945, and the new 

spread like wildfire that the war was over, but his outfit had to stay for almost 2 years..  

 

Sonny came home just before Christmas in 1946. What a wonderful surprise that was for Momma. Sonny 

took a taxi when he got off the boat and when he walked into Judith Garden’s shop. When Momma saw him 

standing there,  gtrinning at her, she almost fainted. She thought she was seeing things, seeing him in his 

paratrooper unfiorm holding on to his duffle bag.  

 

I  think it was wonderful of  Judith, that she gave Sonny a big hug and told Momma, “Go home and enjoy 

your son Mary, and take the rest of the week off, with pay.” For her to do that, the week before Christmas 
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was really something, because it was the busiest time of the year for the flower business. She looked at 

Sonny in his uniform and  told  Momma,: “I  wish I had a son like him, Now go home and enjoy your son, 

now that he is home for Chirstmas,  and your family is together for the holidays.” .   

 

 I looked at Mary Jane, “The thing I never could understand about Judith Garden, she had hve a bad 

reputation for her temper and the people at the flower market disliked her, because she would say such nasty 

things to them. I know she could be very mean when she wanted to, yet there was something about her  

when it came to Momma. She couldn’t do enough for her..The things she did for Momma, she bought her 

that beautiful leather pocketbook, and a couple of cashmere sweaters to gounder her suits.  She told me, that 

it made her feel so happy when she gave something to  Momma..  

 

I know once time when I was in Lake Plaied in her house, I admired an expensive  dress she was wearing by 

Pauiue Tregere, The next time she saw me, sh  give it to me in a bag and told me, “Enjoy it, I’ve worn it a 

couple of times  and I am tired of it.”.That was how she was. A lot of people found it hard to believe that 

she was capable of being kind. Yet, In all the years I knew her, because when Momma felt better and was 

no longer afraid, to go home alone, since I worked down the block from her,  Iwould sit and wait for 

Momma to get finished so we could go home together, and I don’t’ know why, but can honestly say Judith 

was never like that to Momma or to me. 

 

Even though the war was over, shortly after Sonny was sent to Germany, Momma used to cry and go to 

church and light candles and  pray  for Sonny  because she was so worried one of the Germans would kill 

him becaue he ws an American. . Little did she know how his life would eventually turn out. and all the  

dreams he once had would fall  by the wayside,. At least he did attend Pratt Institue in Brooklyn. like he 

wanted to.and he didn’t  become the architect he had hoped to be, when he got married, he had a wife and 

children to support and he could no longer keep going to school, but he did become a good draftsman.and 

had a very good job with Vic Tanney on Fifth Avenue in New York City, before Pat died..  

 

While he worked there, he was doing so well.and when Pat died ot was a  terrible shock, and he was faced 

with taking care of his 6 children, from a year and a half to 16 years old. From then on his life kept spiraling 

down and down.and his drinking got so bad, he no longer cared about himself or anything else..  

 

He struggled and tried to make ago of his business, putting in kitchens and bathrooms, and  helost 

everything, By 1976, he was evicted from his apartmet again, and Momma took his children in. so they 

would have a place to live, and his 5 teen age boys needed some kind of supervision since he was never 

home.. Momma cooked their meals and clothed them, and Matty won a scholarship to college and the 2 

older boys went out on their own. She had Nora, Michael and Bobby them a home for 13 years.  Sonny died 

of cancer on January 4, 1987, and he was 59 years old in October 31st of 1986, just 2 months before. 

Momma still had Michael, Nora and Bobby until 1989.and ny then she was 89 and was having so many 

health problems, she had to come live with us.” 

 

I mentioned to Mary Jane, “I don’t’ know what would Sonny have ever done, if you didn’t take care of him 
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that last year and a half of his life? No one but you would have done for him, what you did..”  

 

Mary Jane sat there smiling, thinking about him. “I felt so sorry for him. No one really knows what was a 

good person Sonny was, and somehow he just got lost.and couldnt find his way back again after Pat died.” 

 

I agreed with her. “I remember when he came out of the army, he had such high hopes about what he 

wanted to do with his life, and he was happy and doing so well, for about 15 years. He got married in 1950. 

He lived in the city then he moved to New Jersey and as he got older he started drinking and that’s when 

things started to go down down down, and he no longer had any direction in his life. I don’t know if was 

because of Pat’s death, or if it was his drinking, but gradually he lost all interest in life it was like he did’t 

care anymore about anything..  

 

Mary Jane let out a sad sigh. “When I took him home to my house after they operated on him, he was in a 

pitiful condition. I almost fainted when I saw what they did  to him,  but he had cancer everywhere and they  

removed as many tumors as they could, to make him more comfortable.. He had cancer of the bladder, 

colon and prostate and the lungs, and. he could no longer drink, and to see him being his old self.again was 

wonderful..”  

                                           

We started talking about Momma again and I reminded Mary Jane...”It was Judith Garden that changed 

Momma’s life, after that horrible things happened to her.  because Judith taught her to be one of the best 

florists she had working for her and Momma no longer worked as a cook, she stayed at home and if you 

remember,  that was big change for Momma, and for us. We had 1 small bathroom, and the 3 of us had to 

get dress and go toworik at the same time. After 10 years , being a  French chef and wearing a white 

uniforms and white shoes where she worked,  when she went to work for Judith Garden, she had to get an 

entirely new wardrobe and where did she gok but to Klien’s..where she never wanted to go before. She 

found beautiful good wool suits there and matching silk blouses and sweaters, and she bought some nice 

looking jewelry  at Macy’s..She didn’t wear high heels, she wore business heels, and carried leather 

pocketbooks,  Judith gave her for her birthday and for Christmas .What Momma made in a week at Judith 

Gardens,was what she made in a month when she worked for Mrs. Kolman. and week-ends, when they did 

weddings Momma made overtime, and her life changed completely when she worked for Judith,.”   

 

I laughed, “Who would have thought Momma would be doing  flowers for the Duke and Duchess of 

Windsor in their apartment at the Waldorf Tower, on Monday mornings whenever they were in the city, 

which was quite often.They loved being in New York City, especially when the duke’s 4 year term of 

governor of  Nassau was over. They loved  associatomg with the theater crowd and going to parties.”.   

 

I sat there thinking, “Momma did the flowers for a lot of famous people, she really liked Helena 

Rubenstein’s , she did her Spring and Fall shows and she knew Elizabeth Arden well, being Mrs. Kolman 

hadher showroom on her 2nd floor, up over her  salon , and she did the windows for Steuben’s Glass on 

Fifth Avenue,and she loved going the Twenty-one club, where famous people gathered during the war. She 

loved going to Ray Bolger and his wife’s apartment, because she did their flowers every week, and he 
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would give her tickets to go see him in ‘Charlie’s Aunt’ in exchange for her homemade chocolate chip 

cookies. He loved them and Momma said he’d hide them from his friends.. Ray Bolgers and his wife spent a 

lot of  time at Judith’s summer home in Lake Placid, because it was so peaceful there.”   

 

I laughed, “When I think about Momma’s life, it really was like a roller coaster ride with all the ups and 

downs she had in  her life., but she always saw the bright side of life. The best thing that ever happened to 

her was when Earl came back in her life in 1965. She was so happy, she looked 20 years younger, and then 

Earl died in 1976. He had Epilepsy, and they operated on his brain to try and prevent him from having any 

further seizures,  because he would pass out while driving but he never came out of it.” 

 

Mary Jane groaned,. “At the same time Earl got operated on, Momma ws rushed to the hospital an they fond 

she had 3 anurisims on her brain and she was in the hospital 3 months and  didn’t know any of us/  When 

she did get her memory back,  John and Johnny brought her to my house and. she couldn’t walk fter being 

in bed for 3 months, her arms and legs had become atrophied and she exercised them faithfully every day 

and in no time she was back walking again.  

 

Momma was only with me  about a month when my neighbor called to tell me, Sonny was being evicted 

again and the county was coming to take his kids and they were putting them in foster homes”. Momma d 

rented that house on Elm Street, and she took in Sonny’s 6 kids. because she knew Sonny wasn’t taking care 

of them. It broke her heart to hear how he was drinking and was never home.Finally the neighbors finally 

called the police and complained about the lous music and other boys  being their late at night. ..” 

 

I nodded my head,.“When Momma took them in, Nora was in high school, and Martin was about 24, and 

working and Tommy was 23, and he was working. Bobby was 21, and he couldn’t work because he was 

mentally retarded.and Mattie was away at college. After awhile Martin got his own place and it didn’t t long 

before Momma threw Tommy out the fromt door clothes and all, when she found drugs in his room.and he 

lied to her about them. She refused to let him come back, except at Christmas and Easter, so he could have 

dinner  with his brothers and sister, and he always behaved himself .”  

 

“ I don’t know how Momma took care of them for 13 years,  with no help from Sonny and the county 

refused to help her. When Sonny died in 1987, Momma was 87 yeas old, and her legs were giving out on 

her. In November of 1989.she had no choice but come live with us.but she hated Florida. All she was cry 

she wanted was to go back to her house on Elm Street. and as many times I would tell her, she can’t go 

back, that someone else lives there.she’d get mad at me and think I was lying to her.”.  

 

Mary Jane sat there thinking , “We’ve been sitting here all night and talking about when we lived on 

Amsterdam Avenue, and I never realized until now, what  a horrible life we had with Daddy, He was drunk 

all the time and he was so cruel to us.. Yet in many ways we were lucky, we were invited to stay in the 

homes whereever Momma worked,  because they were very fond of  Momma, and wanted us to spend as 

much time with her as we could..”  
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“Mary Jane, when Momma came to live with us in 1989, she would sit outside on the patiowith me and 

she’d talk about Mrs. Eggelston and how good she was to her.when she was 13. When she asked her, if she 

could work for her and stay there,  of course  she hesitated because she was so young and they already had  

9 in help in the city. And, she know all about the trouble she could get into, from her seamstress, because 

her daughter played with her and they were best friends.” 

 

Mary Jane sat there thinking before she said.” I wonder where Momma would be, if Mrs. Eggleston didn’t 

take her in? I’m sure she would she have stayed around Towanda, like the rest of her family did?   

 

I nodded that I agree with her.“Mrs. Eggleston was extremely good to Momma. She  dnded up taking her to 

the city and she lived there 9 months of the year from 1913 until 1924 She took her to the city. with them 

and traveled  back and forth with them on their private train.. She taught her to be a lady, and made sure she 

went to the beauty parlor every week, and all her clothes came from the same stores where Mrs. Eggleston 

bought got her clothes on  Fifth Avenue. Mrs. Eggleston taught her what she liked o wear, and the closets 

held her fall and winter clothes, and another closet held her spring clothes. She made her her personal maid 

and showed her  how to lay out the clothes she wore in the morning, and the proper shoes and  jewery, 

because she changed 3 times a day, morning, afternoon and evenings she wore a long gown and her husband 

Richard would dresd for dinner every night.  

 

I smiled, “Momma worked for her from 1913 until 1924. and when Earl married Atlta, and didn’t’ tell her,  

that saem year she met and married Daddy.. Mrs. Eggleston  begged her to reconsider.what she wss doing 

that  she was only marryng Daddy to get back at Earl. for what he did to her.”..Momma used to tell me, 

every night she said  a prayer for Mrs. Eggleston and one for Mrs. Hardon before she went to sleep because 

they were so good to her.. 

 

 I remember being in church with Momma and so many times she would stop in front of St. Anthony’s altar 

and light a candle for them and tell me, “I’ve never forgotten how good they were to me.”. 

 

On December 9th , 1939 Mrs, Hardon died, whe she was 86 and the following month she would have been 

87, on January 9th. 1940. Momma was heartbroken when Mrs. Hardon died, because she was very fond of 

her.  

 

 

 

 

CORA BURR HARDON … 86 years old 

                                           January 9, 1847 – December 9. 1939                                         
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                              In 1879, Cora Burr  Hardon was one of the  first women  to graduate 

                              from RADCLIFFE College, Cambridge, Mass., when HARVARD just  

                              opened the college for women. The women were taught by the  

                              faculty of Harvard. Then, in 1970, a 100 years later, they decided to 

                              call it HARVARD-RADCLIFFE.   

 

I  reminded Mary Jane, “Mrs. Hardon never forgave Daddy for driving her car while he was drunk and that 

he left me on the side of the road and the state trooperbrught me to her house., 

when I was 13,  because I wouldn’t say ”He was boss in our house. not Momma..”  

 

Mrs. Hardon died in 1933 and Mr. Hardon died.in 1939.  Momma held her in her arms  

and she just closed her eyes and seemed tp be content knowing she was where she wanted to be when she 

died, in her beloved house in Wilton, and not in a hospital all by herself..Momma cried  and very uset when 

she died, and it upset her that  neither her son Knox nor her daughter Anne was not with their mother when 

she died, when.they knew she was dying..Anne only came when she heard she has passed away, so she 

could attend the funeral..” 

 

Mary Jane thought about it, “I don’t remember when Mrs. Hardon died. because I was only 10. I liked 

when we stayed there, we had that big bedroom that was her granddaughter Linda’s bedroom, 

upstairs  in the main house. She used to visit her grandmother when she was younger.. At the back of 

the house was the maids’ quarters where the help slept and  Momma, Mary and Chris stayed there. I 

laughed when I told Mary Jane, it was alwasy calledm  the Long House because ir was a big long house.The  
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house was built in the 1700’s, and  itwas owned ty the village blacksmonth an then it was  

moved it up on the  hill where it is now, Through the years 3 additions were added to the main house, and 2 

long extensions of each end, and the last addition was done in 191l...      

“Mrs. Hardon’s daughter Anne Hardon Pierce, and her husband and two children lived  in East 

Palaka, Florida. Basil was a year older than his sister Nancy and they came often and stayed with 

their grandmother, We never saw their mother Anne, but Momma knew her. They.owned orange 

groves and packing houses and shipped oranges all over the country and  every Christmas she sent us 

a double sided crate of oranges. For us that was some gift because we never had oranges in our house, 

we were happy when we got just 1 orange for a present in our stocking at Christmas.  

Anne was an alcoholic, Mrs. Hardonshe did everything she could possibly do to get her help with her 

addiction.but it didn’t matter where they sent her for treatment, nothing helped.. The following summer was 

probably the only time Momma ever spent an entire summer with us at Aunt Vina’s. She was only able to 

do it  because Knos Hardon, her son, paid her extra money for closing the house-down in Wilton and the 

apartment in the city. He had make an inventory  of all the valuable things that were still in the house after 

Knox and his sister Anne took what they wanted, because he was going to sell everything else, have the 

house painted and put on the market, as well as the apartment in the city..  

 

It  took a couple of months to list everything she had, room by room and the attic had years and years of 

things stored up there and long forgotten. Her daughter Anne lived in Florida,  and the antiques were 

divided between them, as was everyuthing else. What was left,  Momma listed everything down and what 

room it was in, and when she finished she  give the list to Knox Hardon. He was very plesed and thanked 

her for what she had done. When she finished, it was with a heavy heart she knew she was going to have to 

look for another job and she dreaded it.. She decided  with the extra money Knox. gave her, she had enough 

to pay the bills for a couple of months, so she decided to take the time off and enjoy the summer with us. 

She knew once she started working again, she couldn’t take any time off. 

Anne had a son Basil and he was very handsome.with blonde hair and we loved to hear his  southern 

drawl, being he was from Florida.  In 1938,  when he turned 18, there was talk of another war, 

because of Hiitler beginning to take over several countries in Europe.  Basil decided to join the navy,  

against his mother and grandmother’s wishes.  Mrs. Hardon was very fond of Basil, and she was 

extremely upset when she heard he joined the navy when he was so young. She felt it was more 

important he go to college and graduate first, then he could  join the navy and become an officer if he 

wanted to..  

When Basil finished his training, he was assigned to a new submarine, and they wre headed for water 

around North Africa. Before they shipped out, they were given leave to gp see their families.and Basil 

went to see his grandmother being she was in the city that week, instead of going to Florida. H e 

stayed a few days. and the day he was going back to his ship ,  I happen to be there that day,.because  

I had no school that day,. I took the trolley and went to see  Momma . Basil had dinner in the dining 

room with his grandmother and they had a long talk and he let her know,  to really had to get back to 

his ship. He  hugged and kissed her, and he kissed Momma, and then he kissed me, and my head was 
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spinning. I was 13 and he was the first boy that kissed me. What a crush I had on him after that kiss.  

A week later,  Mrs. Hardon was in the library listening to the news on the raido and Momma hear her 

crying and she ran in and she told  her  she had just heard  the submarine Basil was on. sank off the 

west coast of Africa and there were no survivors.and they were not able to locate where it went s 

down it was so deep they could never reach it  .Mrs. Hardon wept over Basil’s death a long time.She 

was very fond of Basil, and couldnt’ talk about him without crying,  ‘if he had only listened to me, he 

would be alive.’. 

Mary Jane said, “I don’t remember Basill, but I remember Nancy, and I liked her..”          

 I reminded her, “Before Nancy married Carl, when she was there she used to take us for a walk up by 

the reservoir and we’d sit by the water and she’d tell us what it was like in Florida and how her 

parents had big orange groves and there were oranges every where and alligators and we asked 

her…what is an alligator, and he eyes got real big and she’d say, :You meanyou don’t know what an 

alligator is?” and we’d hake our heads, ‘no’”.   

Momma always listened to the problems Nancy had with her mother and grandmother. She would tell  

Momma, she knew they would have a fit when they found out she married Carl, without telling them. 

Because she was only 18k when they found out.his family had no money and he was not going to 

college, they were furious because they had expected Nancy to go to college and get an education and 

she married Carl instead. .Mrs. Hardon told her, ‘what she done was unforgiveable and asked her, 

Where are you going to live,. Are you going back to Florida to live? How do you expect him to 

support you in the life style you/ve been accustomed to all your life?”   

When Mrs. Hardon found out  Nancy was pregnant, she did buy them a modest little house in Wilton, 

and gave them some money to furnish it, so the child would have a place to live. But, there was no 

peace, .everytime Nancy came with the baby to visit her grandmother, she would scold her about 

getting married so young and telling her she was going to end up in the poor house being married to 

Carl because, at the time, he had no education..’. 

Momma would try to console Nancy when she would sit in the kitchn and cry, tellingher m, ‘my 

mother doesn’t want anything to do with ne.or the baby. and dearma, (what they called their 

grandmother) keeps lecturing about what a terrible mitake I made, and then she found out that Mrs. 

Hardon was so angry at her for the predicament she was in, that she cut her out of the will. That was 

when Carl decided he had enough of the in-laws and decided he  was going to move and go to college 

in one way or ohe other, and they moved to Ohio.. They sold the house in Wilton tand took the 

money and bought  a big house with lots of rooms. Nancy and Carl worked hard and fixed it up and 

turned it into a boarding house for the college students in the area, to make money so Carl could go to 

college. They did so well,  he graduated and became a successful CPA, and they stayed in Ohio and 

raised their 3 children there...Nancy never forgot how kind Momma was to her when she married 

Carl, when her family was against her marrying him. She always stayed in touch with Momma for 

fifty-two years. As the years went by, Nancy and Carl were still happy together, and her grandmother 
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died, her father died, and her mother died.and after they disowned her and all they put her through for 

marrying Carl, and in the end everything went to Nancy. They left Ohio and moved into her mother’s 

house in East Palataka,  the house where she grew up in and was no longer welcomed, and after all 

that was said, they were still, very happy together... 

The irony of it was after grandmother and the her mother turned their backs on her all those years,  

Nancy ended up inheriting her mother’s house,. the furntiure her mother had and the beautiful 

antiques and expensive furniture that was her grandmother’s that she once admired when she was a 

little girl, and she even inherited their orange grove business and  added a new line, and were selling 

canned potatoes andthey had every reason to be bery proud of what they had accomplished 

by.themselves, without any financial help from her grandmother or mother’s money . 

 

“All those years, Nancy continued to stay in touch with Momma, until she died. She really cared 

about Momma and would send pictures of the boarding house they had, andthe children as they grew 

tolder and pictures of Carl and herself. When Nancy read on one of Momma’s recent Christmas cards, 

she  was living in Florida, Nacy and Carl drove from East Palaka to Fort Pierce, a 5 hours trip to see 

Momma. What an emotional reunion it was to see them together.. We had lunch and Nancy and Carl 

talked and talked about what they remembered when they wer in Wilton,  because they had not 

seen.one another in over 50 years. throught the years  I saw  pictures of Carl and  Nancy and their 

children, because she would send them to  Momma.every Christmas.  I was only 13 the last time I 

saw her, and she was 60, when she came to our house  see Momma and she still had that same sweet 

smile tht I remembered.. 

 

Mary Jane just said, , “I kind of remember Nancy  but  I don’t remember Mr. Hardon at all. Momma 

said he died shortly after she went to work for them,  think in1933.Momma had  a lot of  pictures of 

them and their house in Wilton.”   

 

When Momma received a $2,000 check, Mrs. Hardo’s lawyer told Momma it was part of the money and the 

rest of the money was in a trust found with Berkshire, and she would receive monthly checks for as long as 

she lived.  Momma decided to buy Aunt Vina a new kerosene stove, an electric refrigerator and linoleum for 

the kitchen floor. I got a piano for my 15th birthday, Sonny got a new sax and Mary Jane a new violin. When 

Daddy found out, he went crazy  that she didn’’ give him some of the money so he could  pay off his 

gambling debts.” .  

I was getting tired and I sighed, “I don’t remember him either.I was six years old when Momma went 

to work for them. I know Momma admired him and she said he was a very quiet and kind gentleman, 

and he enjoyed being alone and he would sit in his library and read for hours. He was a Professor of 

Law at Harvard and at Columbia University, and when Momma worked for them, he was the head of 

the Emigration Department in New York City. and  Pres. Franklin Roosevelt and Prime Minister 

Churchhill, and dinner at  their apartment, sometime during the early 30’s.when Momma got to meet 

them. 

Mary Jane sat their thinking,  “ I liked staying in that big house  We stayed in that beautiful 
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bedroom,that was Linda’s, .she was Knox Hardon’s grandaugher’s. She didn’t come as often, because 

once she got older and went to college, she didn’t stay with her grandmother as much, and I think 

they moved to Arizon. Down the hall was where Sonny slept in her brother’s room. Once they grew 

up, they didn’t come anymore..’ 

I nodded.. “The room we slept in was Mrs. Hardon’s son Knox’s daughter Linda’s bedroom when she 

used to come visit in the summer, but being she was grown up and ddin’t come anymore. They  lived 

out west somewhere. The room looked over Mrs. Hardon English flower garden.and she had a full 

time gardener, Guiseppi, and he worked very hard to keep it looking beautiful. He also took care of 

the long rectangle fish ponds on each side of the path, that had pink water lilies in them  and ornate 

concrete benches where you could sit on watch the big goldfish swim back and forthl. The flower 

garden was huge and it was on both sides of the path. It went all the way back to an old stone fence at 

the back of the property where a snake used to slither out from behind the old mossy rocks and hiss at 

us, and when we’d see it we’d scream and run and go back inl.  

.Off our bedroom was a screened -in porch where we played checkers or bingo,whenever it rained. 

and the bedroom had book shelves with stacks of  children’s books  and boxes of crayons, and 

coloring books.and very page was neatly filled in by Linda, and her art work was something, every 

page was done perfectly, we admired how she never went outside the line We never touched anything 

that was on those shelves, because we knew they  belonged to Linoda, besides we had ourown 

coloring books and crayons, Momma bought us to keep us busy and out of the way..” 

   

When Nancy was young her  mother sent her toWilton every summer, to be with her grandmother  I 

think Knox and his family lived in Arizona, funny,  we went there for 9 years, and we were there  for 

all the holiday, so we could be with Momma, and we never saw Knox or Anne come visit their 

mother.  Mrs. Hardon was a very swet  kind lady and  yet  I had the feeling as close as Mrs. and Mrs. 

Hardon were,  they not that close with their son Knox or their daughter Anne...                                       



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          369 

 

                                
 

Momma admired Mr. Hardon, knowing how devoted he was to his wife, Cora. When he died in 1933, 

Mrs. Hardon took it very hard.and grieved ovr his death for a long time.  Momma did her best to help her 

through those sad and lonely days, because she would tell her, ”He was not just my husband he was my 

best friend.” . 

 

Mrs. Hardon tried to keep herself busy and was involved with the Museum of Art and  Natural History 

Museum as well as the Planetarium. She used to take me with her to the meetings and I’d have lunch 

with her and the women on the committee, wearing clothes Momma had borrowed from Alice, Aunt 

Rose’s daughter around my age., so I would I look nice when I was out with Mrs. Hardon.   

 

Six years after Mr. Hardon died, Mrs.Hardon died  and Momma held her until she took her last breath, 

and none of her family was  with her, and that broke Momma’s heart. After the funeral, Anne and Knox 

decided what  antiques they would like to have, and each one took one of the big grand pianos, one was 
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in Wilton and the other one was the apartment in the city. They had everything crated and shipped to 

their homes along with several of the beautiufl Oriental rugs.  

 

Knox asked Momma, if she would she stay and oversee things, that he had hired a compay to close 

down the house, and he would like for her to be there, but first he wanted her to take an inventory 

what was in each room, because he was selling what was left, then he  would have the interior painted 

and put the house  on the market, It took 2 months before everything was done, and Knox paid 

Momma well for what she done, because of  the work that was involved in taking an inventory of 

what was stored up in the attic, and she had to list all the paintings, vases, dishes,and furniture that 

Anne and Knox didn’t want and he went over the list, of what was still in Wilton and the apartment in 

the city.  

 

Knox gave Momma a check for what she done, and thanked her for being so good to his mother, and 

reminded her that his mother was very fond of her.  When she saw how much he paid her, she 

decided to take the summer off and spend it at Aunt Vina’s with us. because figured, the money he 

gave her was enough  to see her through the summer. She gave Anna money to pay the rent and the 

bills while she was gone. not knowing, she would get a checkfor some of  of the money from the will, 

before we went to Pennsylvania. I think that summer was  probably one of the nicest summers she 

ever had. Momma worked seven days a week, from 1931 to 1939, and she only had Sunday afternoon 

and evenings off when the Hardons  were in the city, and she worked all summer with no days off, 

when they were in Wilton, Connecticut, their coutnrty home.  It gave her the chance to relax and she 

really enjoyed being there with Aunt Vina and seeing her sisters and brothers. I t was the only time 

Momma had an entire summer off, she had to work all her life to support herself because of Daddy 

drinking and gambling. 

 

I asked Mary Jane, “Will you ever forget how angry Daddy got when he heard that Momma got a 

check for $2.000, from Mrs. Hardon’s lawyer.lawyer?”  

Mary Jane let out a ong sigh saying, “:I sure do remember it. It was the summer of 1940, and we were 

getting packing to get ready to go to Aunt Vina’s. and Momma was going to spend the entire summer 

up there.with us.  

Daddy borrowed a car from his friend, like he did every year, and we were getting ready to leave at 4 

in the morning. Momma was packing her suitcase, and Daddy heard her mention to us, she had 

cashed the $2,000 check at the bank that Mrs.Hardon’s lawyer gave her. Daddy started screaming at 

her because he was so mad that she didn’t tell him she had all that money.  He walked over to her and 

demanded she give him half of it.  Momma refused to give him any of it. He yelled at her and warned 

her , she had better give it to him or she would be worry, and he shoved her up against the wall telling 

her, ”You better give me half of that money because I need it to pay my bookie!” 

“Momma pushed him away fand stood there starung at him that  he finally walked away. The more he 

thought about the money she had, it the madder he got because he wanted that money. He was so 
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drunk he could hardly stan dup and he tried to stand  in front of her and had his fists clenched so tight 

that I thought he was going to hit her., but Momma stood her ground and told him . “There’s no way 

you are getting any of this money.  Mrs. Hardon’s lawyer, Mr. Reynold’s read the will to me. and it 

stated in her will, that Thomas Mc Arow, will not to get any of the money, and should something 

happened to his wife, Myrtle Mc Arow., the money will  be equally divided between her three 

children. But not her husband, Thomas.” When Mrs. Hardon made sure your didn’t get any of that 

money,The $15,000 she left me, us in a trust fund with Berkshire Life. and they are going to mail ne a 

check,a couple of times a year  the rest of my life.”  

Daddy’s face turned white, and he was breathing so hard, his chest was going up and down when he 

heard that. He  turned around and went to bed./  

Momma whispered to us, ?I don’tdidn’t think he is going take us to Pennsylvania, we might have to 

take the train,, but he did take us.. He hardly spole to Momma or to us all the way up and kept 

drinking some of the whiskey he made, and kept under the front seat of the car. He dropped us off and 

drove  home alone the next day, he didn’t stay the week like he usually did..” 

After Daddy left, Momma asked Uncle Henry to take Aunt Vina and her to town that she wanted to 

go  Sears & Roebucks. She surprised Aunt Vina when she told her to pick out  one of the white 

electric refrigerators, an electri washing machine with rollers, and a green and cream colored enamel 

kerosene stove, so  she wouldn’t have to cook on the hot wood stove anymore 

Then she went to a store where she could order linoleum for the kitchen, so she wouldn’t have to 

scrub the old wood floor on her hands and knees anymore. . Aunt Vina was thrilled to think that she 

was going to have a kitchen with a new stove, a washing machine and arefigerator,and linoleum on 

the flloor. When she hugged Momma and thanked her for what she had done for her, Momma let her 

know, t was for all the years she had taken care of the three of us,  summer after summer, and she was 

never in a position o give her any money for what she had done. Aunt Vina bawled like a baby, when 

she stood there when the appliances were delivered,  I think knowing she had a refrigerator meant the 

most to her.  

 

 While Momma was there, we visited relativeswe hadn’t seen in a  long time and we spent thre days 

with Gramma. We went blackberry picking but all they ever did was argue the whole time they were 

together. For some  reason, Momma and Gramma never did get along.  When Daddy came up with 

Archie Dreshier around Labor Day, he was still pouting when brought us home and had little to say to 

Momma or us. After being with Momma all summer, we hated it when we heard her say,  she had to 

find another job. That was in September of 1940, when Momma went to an agency to get a job and 

they sent her to see Mrs. Kolman. She liked her right away and and hired her and she start working 

for her right away, and that was in September of.1940.”  

 

Aunt Vina wrote Momma, she scouldn’t believe it was her kitchen when she walks in it in the 

morning.  She told her  could never thank her enough for what she ddid, because now it was so easy 
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to light the kerosene stove in the morning and she loves to open the refrigerator and look in, and now 

they have ice whenever they want it. Momma had warned Aunt Vina  and us, we were not  to let on to 

Daddy, that she bought the stove and refrigerator and the flooring for Aunt Vina, when he came to get 

us. When we went home, I happened to tell Anna what Momma did, but Momma didn’t want Daddy 

to know it. and Anna  let it slip and told  Daddy. what a wonderful thingt Momma did for Aunt Vina.”  

Mary Jane groaned, ‘Oh God! I remember that night. They were arguing so loud over that money 

again. The way Daddy was screaming at Momma, I was afraid he was going to hurt her, because he 

kept demanding,. “You  give me  some of that money right now, because I owe my bookie a lot of 

money and I need it to pay him right now.’ Momma just said, ”I told you before, you are not getting 

any of this money. Mrs. Hardon left this money for me, not you.”   

 “What makes you think I would give you any of this money, so you can pay your bookie and use it to 

drink.  All our married life you have never helped me  pay any of the bills in this house. Every week,  

I have to work so hard, while you spend your entire pay to make  whiskey and gamble it, when you 

should be taking care of your family, like any decent man would do..All you ever cared about is that 

damn whiskey and getting drunk night after night. How you can ygo to mass every Sunday and hold 

your head up in church, and not feel guilty for the  way you treat your family, is more that I can 

understand. It’s a wonder that God doesn’t punish you for what you do.” 

                     

Mary Jane sighed, “It was a good thing Mrs. Hardon put that money in a Trust Fund so Daddy 

couldn’t get a hold of it. I remember Momma went to Lak Placid that summer with Mrs. Kolman, and 

when she came back from Lake Placid after being there all summer, that was September, of 1941 he 

started in on her again and he demanded she give him some of that money, and the more he yelled at 

her, the more she ignored him and he was furious that she wouldn’t answer him. What did she do,she  

took the three of  us downtown to a big warehouse,  and Momma bought me a beautiful used piano 

for my 16th birthday,  a new saxaphone for Sonny  and a new violin for you. Then she ordered a new 

washing machine and a refrigerator for our house, from Sears, and told us she used up the entire 

$2,000, so Daddy wouldn’t get any of it.  

 

When Daddy found out Momma spent some of the money on us, he went absolutely beserk. He 

screamed and yelled that she was hiding the money somewhere and that he would find where she was 

hiding it..  

 

He was walked back and forth in the hall, like a crazy man talking to himself out in the hall by the 

kitchen. We  were sitting inside listening to him go on and on about the money and the next thing I 

knew, I thought I heard him smack Momma  in the face real hard. and I could hear .Momma was 

crying. I sneaked out in the hall and I saw him push her down on the floor. and he was ready to hit her 

again, byt Momma managed to get  up and she took a deep breath and went over to him, don’t you 

ever do that to me again. I told you  ah dI will tell you again,  you are not getting a pennyof that 

money and I mean it.’ and she walked away.  Daddy’s face turned red as a beet and he ran after her.. 
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“Well,  you better give me some of that money because it just as much my money  as it is yours. 

because you are my wife and by law what is yours is mine.”  

 

Momma grabbed her pocketbook and went in our room and threw herself dowm on our bed. She was 

sobbing like we had never heard her sob before.  We were so frightened when we sawher pass out and 

didn’t move or respond to us.  

We didn’t know what do for her. Do and we certainly didn’t know she was hyper-ventilating, and she 

would eventually come around,.which she did.  She got up and washed her face and put some lipstick 

on, and went back downtown on the trolley to stay in the room she had in Mrs.Kolman’s apartment. 

The funny thing was,  when there was no more money left, there were no more fights about the 

money Mrs. Hardon left Momma.. 

 

Mary Jane yawned, then asked me.“I wonder why Mrs. Hardon hired Momma, when she had Mary 

and Chris Hill living there year round, as their cook and chauffeur all those years. I guess, being 

Momma was a French Chef and they always had very important people come to their house for 

dinner,  maybe it was something they liked to say they had a French Chef working for them?”  

: 

I reminded her, “In fact, it was at their apartment at East 66th that Momma met President Roosevelt 

and Prime Minister Churchill when they had dinner there.  Mr. Hardon was the head of the 

Emigration Department in the early Thirties, and they  entertained a lot of political friends in their 

home. Mr.Hardon died around 1933,, and that changed everything. Mrs. Hardon grieved over his 

death for a long time.. She tried to keep busy and stayed involved with the different charities they 

donated their money to and  their causes. She was actively involved with ,e,ber f the board and went 

to meetings, fpr the Planeterium, The Natural Museum of History on the wesit side and the Museum 

of Art on Fifth Avenue. 

 

She donated a lot of money to help cure Tuberculosis, because in New York City, so many people 

were dying from it, especially the Irish. I remember entire families died in our neighborhood, from 

tuberculosis.  They used to have stamps, not postage stamps, the kind  you licked and on the back of 

letters or on letters with their logo on it,  to show you donated money to their cause. Years later, it 

was all but wiped out in the United States,.but once in a while you hear of someone having it.”  

 

Many a time Mrs. Hardon would take me with her to the meetings.. She would call the doorman 

downstairs and ask him to have a taxi waiting.and he’d help her get in, and I’d sit beside her... I liked 

going to those meetings.and, I was the only child there.  I’d sit next to Mrs. Hardon and listen to what 

was being said, and look at all the different faces. Momma made sure I looked very nice, because we 

would have lunch there, or Mrs. Hardon would take a cab and we’d go a few blocks to a  French 

Restaurant and meet her lady friends there and. she wouldorder our lunch in French..”                                                                                                                                                                         

“Momma started to work for the Hardons in 1931. The Depression just started.and in the city  

there were accomplished artists struggling to survive, and  Mr. and Mrs Hardon tried to help them.. 

When they had company, after they finished dinner they would have their guests  sit in the living 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          374 

 

room. and they would be entertained by these professional musicians. It was to help them out 

financially, because with of the Depression, hey had little or no work. They paid them to play the 

piano or the violin, and many ties they had opera singers who sang arias from different operas.If we 

happened to be there.with Momma that day, we would hear classical music being played inside on the  

grand piano, or someone was singing and when every would would clapping, we’d peek in to see who 

was bowing..  

 

One day Kathrine Hepbern was there for dinner, and she was starring in a very successful play on 

Broadway, called “ A Bill of Divorcement’. Momma said, when she walked in she was wearing a big 

red round hat, and smiling at everyone. After dinner since Mrs. Hardon admired the way she read 

poetry, she handed her a book of poems and had her read a couple of them to their  guests,  not 

realzing what a big movie star she would become, later on in Hollywood.” 

 

Mary Jane made a face, “I never did like poetry or classical music, and neither did Sonny. You and 

Momma did, but I couldn’t stand it, because that was all Momma ever listened to on the radio.”..  

 

I laughed at her and nodded,”I often think about when we were in Wilton, because we went there 

from 1931 to 1939. What good times we used to have there, with Norman Legge, he lived next door  

and Martin Ficke he lived in town,.but all his friends called him “Cookie’ The two of them were so 

different..Norman was rather dramatic, tall and handsome and Cookie was quiet as a mouse,. short, 

and bashful.  Norman’s father, Pastor. Legge lived next door,  was Mrs. Hardon’s minister.and  his 

church was across the road.from his house. Cookie lived down the hill, past the post office, by the 

Wilton library that Mrs Hardon donated money to and helped  get started.. 

 

“One day Chirs drove us to Norwalk so Mrs. Hardon could go shopping. She liked to take me with 

her.and he dropped us off at Grant’s 5 and 10.Mrs. Hardon bought some white hairpins and white 

nets for her hair, and I spotted a Shirley Temple doll and was eyeing it.. She always carried a cloth 

shopping bag with her and when she paid for what she got, she put it in the bag. and went to buy 

some wool for her needlepoint work, and I went over and  picked up the doll and was looking at it 

lovingly. I put it back in the box and went to where they had coloring books.  I didn’t know she 

went back and bought that doll for me. and she had it in her bag.                                       .        .               
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..    

 

I reminded Mary Jane. “We wer all around the same age,  12 and 13 ,Norman, Cookie and Sonny and 

me andyou were a year  were 11 and12 years old you were only10,  and I was were 12 and 13, and.we 

had a lot of fun playing soft ball in that big fleld in back of Mrs. Hardon’s property. One day Norman 

hit the ball hard and I caught it without a mitt and it broke my ring finger. It hurt so bad and thenit 

swelled up,when I showed it to Momma, she made me keep my hand in a bowl of ice water. Then she 

dried it and put a popsicle stick under it and wrapped it real tight with adhesive tape. It throbbed and 

hurt worse.and Momma insisted I had to leave the tape on it,. and to this day that finger is still 

crooked. 

 

Mary Jane sat there thinking, “Norman’s father was Rev. Legge, he.was the minister of the church 

where Mrs. Hardon. He lived next door anddhis church was. across the road. Momma would insist 

one of us walk Mrs.Hardon down down the hill because it was steep. She was in her 80’s, and 

Molmma was afraid she might fall because she walked to church on Sunday morning, it was about 

500 feet from her house.. Even though she was in her 80’s , she wouldn’t hear of anyone helping her, 

unless it was raining out, then she would have Chris drive her to church and back.” 

 

I laughed,.”When we were there, we’d get upset that we would miss mass on Sunday, because can y 

ou believe it, we were taught in school, that it was a mortal sin to miss mass on Sunday. and we 

would go straight to hell if we didn’t go to mass.” When we would cry and ask Momma  ”Why can’t 

Chris take us to church?.” She’d get sort of a bot flustered and tell us, “ I can’t ask him to do that, he 

works for Mrs. Hardon, not me..” Then she’d warn us, “You cannot to tell the priests or the nuns in 

school, you don’t go to  mass.when you are here. They just wouldn’t understand.”  

 

The same thing happened when we were at Aunt Vina’s every summer. We couldn’t go to mass, and 

Momma would tell us the same thing, ‘don’t tell the nuns or the priest in confession. When we’d get 

home we’d tell the priest in confession, because we figured it was better we confessed and be 

forgiven and say five ‘Our Father’s, then end up in hell.” 
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Mary Jane laughed.. “Norman’s father was a minister, but he never talked to us about religion but  

he used to tease us and call us.‘the city kids’. He’d tell us, “You girls can use our girl’s bikes, and go bike 

riding with the boys around the resovoir,  as long as you put them back where you found them in the 

garage.”  The gardener Guiseppi, would let Sonny’s use his bike so we could all go with Norman and 

Cookie and ride around the reservoir, and we always put the bikes back where we found them..  

 

When the Legge girls came home from college one summer,  they were outside on the lawn talking with 

their father,  and they were trying to figure out where they could put a tennis court  They had an acre 

and a half and afer much deliberation, Pastor Legge decided he felt it  should be on the side of the 

house, not in the back.. They bought a book that told what the demensions should be for a tennis court 

and the girls took a long cloth measuring  tape and  measured how many feet it should be and they  

pounded wooden stakes into the 4 corners. then they went back and pounded in several more 

stakesabout every 10 feet, and they tied string around them, and that was where the tennis court was 

going to be. Their father came out and looked at the string outline and told them ”Well, as soon as 

you girls pull out all that grass, I will call and have the foundation put in for the tennis court..” The 

girls were thrilled they were going to have their own tennis court.”. 

 

“A few days later we saw the girls over in their yard with a wheel barrow pullin g up the grass, di 

where they had it marked off and were pulling the grass out,  We went over and asked if we could 

help and Norman, Cookie, and the 3  of us spent several days pulling the grass out and throwing it in 

the wheel barrow. and we got a terrible sunburn from bending over and being out in the hot sun, day 

after day.. The girls felt sorry for us and smeared cold cream all over our necks and the back of our 

arms and legs, and it helped, but the boys backed away, they didn’t want any of that stuff on then.  

Mrs  Legge constantly brought out a big pitcher of ice water and glasses, and set it on the back porch 

for whoever wanted it. I don’t’ think we ever drank so much water as we did when we were pulling 

out that grass. Before we climbed over the stone wall to go back to Mrs. Hardon’s,  Pastor Legge took 

the hose and held it while we washed akk the dirt off ourselves because we were covered with dirt 

and it was mixed in with the cold cream. What a mess we were, standing there trying not to touch our 

sunburn, and very carefully trying to get the dirt off ourselves..  

 

 

Mrs. Legge tried not to laugh at us, when she handed us some old towels to dry ourselves with 

because we were so careful patting ourselves dry, because the back of our arms and legs were so 

sunburned, it hurt and felt like they were on fire . 

Our rms and legs were so hot. 

 

She had us sit on the porch and the girls brought out a tray with bowls of vanilla ice cream for 

everyone. That ice cream tasted so good after being in the hot sun, pulling that grass out, because it 

was a lot harder to do that we thought. 

   

A few days later a big  truck pulled in their yard and put in the foundation for the tennis court, and 
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when it dried the girls  painted it green with white lines, when that dried, Mr. Legge helped the girls 

to set up the net. The girls were so happy they had their own tennis court like they had always 

wanted. .                 

 

Mrs. Hardon’s House in Wilton, Connecticut, L 1919 and R in 1939                                          

  

 Left    .     .    September 1939..Rose, Martin Ficke, Norman Legge, in the English Garden                                                    

 Middle          Summer of 1938  Rose, Mary Jane, Momma in the garden.  

 Right               Mary Hill, Rose, Mary Jane  in the living room and  Momma at aunt Vina’s.  
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ice tennis court.  
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When the tennis court was finished, and the girls weren’t playing there with their friends, Norman   

would call Momma on the phone, to see if we could go over and  play a game of tennis with Cookie 

and him  There was an old stone fence that separated the 2 properties, and all we had to do was climb 

over it and we were in his yard. When we walked over to where they were waiting, Norman handed 

Mary Jane a tennis racket and told us it ws going to be Norman playing against  Mary Jane and 

Cookie against me,  as if we knew how to play tennis. Well, at least we admitted we didn’t know how 

how to play tennis and then we found out, neither did they. We did try  and if we were lucky if we hit 

the ball once, but we had a lot of good laughs,  falling and trying to hit the ball over the net to them.. 

Cookie was so quiet, compared to Norman, .but we all got along so well and there was never a time 

we didn’t have a lot of  fun with them”   

 

I reminded Mary Jane, “As miserable as we were living at home with Daddy, we had a lot of good 

times too, when we were growing up. We were very lucky  we could spend so much time at the 

homes wherever Momma worked.  We went to Mrs. Hardon’s home in Wilton, Connecticut and to 

Lake Placid, 360 miles upstate in New York, to Mrs. Kolman and Judith Garden’s home year after 

year.  We had no idea just how fortunate we were theywould invite the three of us to stay in their  

homes, so we could be with Momma. Mrs. Hardon would send her chauffeur Chris, to pick us up on 

Friday afternoons after school, so we could spend the week-end in Wilton. and drive us home 

Monday morning on time for school. Being he was from England, he liked to tell ys what his life was 

like in England, while he was driving us ti Connecticut, from 1934 to 1939. Momma’s heart was 

broken when Mrs Hardon died in 1939.  

 

Momma worked for Mrs. Kolman and her mother, from 1940 until 1944. She had a big 

summer home on one of two islands in the middle of Lake Placid and would insisted we 

come and stay a few weeks and we’d take the overnight bus to get there. Then Mrs. 

Kolman’s mother died, and she sold her summer house to Judith Garden. When Momma 

was brutally attacked in Mrs. Kolman’s apartment, she couldn’t go back there again.  Judith 

Garden hired her and taught her how to make unusual flower arrangements, and she became 

one of the best designers. Judith always invited us to go to her house in Lake Placid. We 

spent several weeks up there every summer for 13 years, four years with Mrs. Kolman, and 

then with Judith. She hired a German cook and maid, for her house in Lake Placid and took 

Momma with her to the lake every summer, She was unbelievably good to Momma. Her 

only job was to make fresh flower arrangements for all the rooms in the house. Being she 

was a Certified French Chef, she asked her to make a menu for the next day and she would 

order what was needed from the store in town,  then give the menu to the cook.  Judith 

loved to entertain, so she was constantly entertaining  people from the city, that would fly 

up, because she was not able to do it in the city, becaue she ran her flower business in her 

brownstone house.  and you remember how she often had Ray Bolgers and his wife there. 

He loved sitting on that big deck because it was so peaceful, it overlooked the lake and you 

could plainly see Whiteface Mountain.  
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               What fun we used to have when we were there, jumping off the pier  

               and holding our nose, but I will never forget how cold the water was     

               in that lake.. When we took the canoe out, Sonny paddled us around   

               the island, and we could take the canoe out whenever we wanted to.  

 

               There were two small islands in the middle of Lake Placid and Mrs.    

               Kolman’s and her sister, Mrs. Bill Rose, had their homes one one of  

               them. Both of their houses were on the water, and they lived within    

               walking distance of one another. Bill Rose,was a lawyer, he was not   

               the Billy Rose, most peole know that was in show business back then.  

 

               Kate Smith had a house on the other island. She lived there all summer  

              And her house  was right across the water, near Judith’s house. Every   

               Friday afternoon, like clockwork, we would see Ted Collins’  

               seaplane, come in for a landing down the lake, and pull into the pier in            

               front of her house. 

 

When we were up there, sometimes when Murray, Mrs. Rose’s chauffeur, that Mrs. 

Kolmnan and Judith shared, wheven he would go tto the mainland, he ask us if we would 

like to go along in the speed boat. He’d tie the boat up at the marina, and we’d get in the car 

that was always there and go into town.. He’d have several errands to do, and drop us off so 

we could go to the movies or go in and out the shops that were in Silver Lake, mostly for 

tourists. Everyone mistakes Silver Lake for Lake Placid, when it is so much bigger, and 

further down the road. Murray would tell us what time he was going to pick us and we’d go 

back and thank him for taking us into town. 

               and Murry decided to take picture of us and gave them to Momma.   

 

                                   LAKE PLACID, SUMMER OF 1945 
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                       Mary Jane 17,  Rose 20,  Lake Placid, New York    

                       Sitting in Judith Garden’s  new Chris Craft, speedboat.  

                       \’ 

When Murray docked at the.marina, and  he wold drive Judith’s car car and drop us in town, and we 

would go to the movies while he did errands for Jdith and her hujsband, and he tell us what time he 

would be back to pick us up and go back to the island.  

                     

“Of course, we had no idea just how lucky we were. that we could spend time at Lake Placid, as often 

as we did. We were both working and Judith wanted us to spend as much time with Momma as we 

could and we loved to go canoing and swimming. When Mary Jane and I would go there for our 

vacation, and stay a week with Momma then take the bus to Towanda, to go see Aunt Vina in 

Pennsylvania/ We were qiote ised t pot because tjo sos wjat we did year after year, because Momma 

was in Lake Placid every year. First with Mrs. Kolman, from 1940-44 and when she worked for 

Judith Garden from 1944 until 1957. Once we were married, we  went up there once in 1948,, But 

Momma was there every summer for almost 17 years.  

 

We loved being with Aunt Vina, being we were with her every summer of our lives, being on that 

farm was probably the happiest days ofour lives, with Momma away so much working all the time.. 

Her girls used to laugh at us because, as soon as wegot there, we took off our shoes and run around in 

our bare feet. Even though it was a long, long walk to go swimming down at Buttermilk Falls, we 

looked forward to going, but we didn’t do it too often because but it was about a 3 mile walk to get 

there. It was down the mountain but. we couldn’t go unless Shirley was with us, because it was so 

dangerous going down the rocks along side of the falls, to get to where we culd go swimming. It was 

so much fun walking down the mountain, but climbing back up to go home, in the hot sun, made it 

really miserable. We’d  be sweating and it was so hot, the the flies would be biting us, and it took 

forever to get back up that mountain that we  used to wonder, was it worth it,  to go swimming way 

down there, until the next time we wanted to go.” 
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“By 1939, both Mr. and  Mrs. Hardon died, when they were in their eighties, but we  still stayed in 

touch with our friends Norman and Cookie for a very long time. We would send Christmas cards to 

one another, with long letters inside telling them what was going on in our lives and we’d be so glad 

to get their letters,.   

 

In the fall of 1940, Momma went to work for Mrs. Kolman and in December of 1941,  war was 

declared when the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor, and  before we knew it we we were wearing high 

heels and working downtown. Life was more or less the same as usual, except at night, it was 

constant  the horror of hearing the air raid sirens going off in the middle of the night, not ever 

knowing whether we we going to be bombed by the Germans, because they were bombing London, 

night after night..  

 

Soon after we got ration books, once they began to ration meat, sugar, butter and gas. Since we didn’t 

have a car, rationing gas didn’t mean a thing to us, Like most people that lived in the city, we took the 

bus or subway to work every day. We had no way of knowing, how it affected so many  people’s 

lives. when they rationed gas.  We  knew Daddy  was no longer able to get gas to take us to Aunt 

Vina’s, so we took the Greyhound bus. We wer glad he preferred to go himself on the bus, because he 

always liked to spend his vacation on their farm, even though he knew Aunt Vina would not allow 

any liquor in her house,  he did respect her wishes and never tried to sneak it in  

 

“During the war it was so hard to get nylons.  We had to stand on line for an hour or two just to get on 

pair. When word got around in the office that one of the hosiery stores on Madison Avenue had 

nylons, by the time I’d got there, they’d be sold out.   

 

While we sat there talking about Wilton, I told Mary Jane, “ I don’t think I will never forget that night 

we heard someone knocking  at our door and you went to see who it was.  Seeing the look on your 

face,  I got up and went to see who it was. We kept looking at this young man standing there, in an 

Army uniform, and the way he kept grinning at us,, we figured we should know who it was. but we 

didn’t recognize him.”  

Then he burst out laughing and said,, “It’s me…. Cookie?” I don’t know who was more shocked, you 

or me. We hadn’t seen Cookie since he was 13, back in 1939 and it was in the spring of 1944. We 

hugged and kissed .him, and pulled him inside and Momma hugged him and asked, “How did you 

find our house. and are you stationed near here?”  

 

The expression on his face changed and he stood there biting his lip and keptlooked down at the floor 

and just said., “No. I was just home on leave.for a few days, so I could spend some time with my 

parents and younger brother, because I am going  overseas. Snce I was passing through New York 

City,  I decided to take a taxi and come see you.  I can’t stay long. I have to get back.”   

 

We had him sit down in the dining room and he kept taking his hankerchief out of his pocket and 

wiping his eyes, We could tell he was very upset about going overseas.  We didn’t know what to say 
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and he looked at Momma and told her  “I don’t want to go overseas. I  know I am going to get  killed 

as soon as I go over there and I’m never going to come back home, I just know it.”                    .   

 Momma put her arms around him. ”It’s only natural that you feel that way, don’t you think  every soldier that goes 

overseas has those same fears. The war is almost over, and you will be back hiome before you know it, and you better 

not wait 5 years before you come see us again..” He finally laughed, “I promise you,  I will come see you..”  

Momma made coffee and she cut up the  pound cake.while we sat there reminicing about all  the fun we had when we 

were in Wilton, We got him laughing, and he kept checking his watch. Then he got up and hugged Momma and 

thanked her for the cake and coffee, and he hugged us, and took a deep breath, and picked his hat up saying,  “Gee, 

how I hate to go but I have to, I can’t be late getting back.” We said our ‘good-byes’and he opened the door and left 

and we hurried to the  window and waved and waved  to him, as he got in the taxi. He kept waved  and the taxi 

disappear down the hill and we never saw Cookie again..” 

                       

Mary Jane sighed, “I  still get goose bumps when I think how Cookie kept telling  

Momma, he knew he was going to get killed over there. Then a couple of weeks later, Momma got a letter 

from his mother, and.as soon as she looked at the envelope, she gasped, “Oh… No! Don’t tell me Cookie 

got killed.”  She opened it and there was the letter from his mother, togetherwith a newspaper clipping, an 

obituary from the Wilton newspaper.  

 

 

Momma closed her eyes saying,.“Oh dear God, Cookie was killed the first week he was  there.” Then she 

read it to us, Pvt. Martin Ficke, died in action somewhere in France.the  

irst week he was in France.” We were all crying and Momma said, “His poor mother. Can you imagine how 

his parents must  feel? They are both deaf and mutes.They can’t talk about how they feel or hear what 

people have to say about him.  They can only read he was killed in action. I must write her and you must 

write her too. Let her know how much we loved him and telll her how sorry we are, and he stopped in to see 

us before he went overseas.”  

 

A week later, we received a letter from Norman telling us what happened to Cookie. He told us he was 

having a hard time trying to accept his death. that they were more like brothers than friends. For some 

reason, we never heard from him again, but Nancy Johnson, Mrs. Hardon’s granddaughter, was good 

friends with Norman’s sister she would mentioned  Norman and his sisters in her letters to Momma..” 

  

 

 

 

 

HAZEL KOLMAN… 1940-1944  

 

In 1940,  when we came back to the city around Labor Day,  Momma went to an employment agency 

knowing she had to find another job. She was so worried she would never be as happy as she was with Mrs. 

Hardon.and they set up an interview for her with a Mrs. Hazel  Kolman, at 75 Eat 55th Street, and they 
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explained to her  she lived with her elderly mother, Mrs. Rose Becker, in a penthouse that it was the only 

apartment on the 10th floor. That Mrs. Kolman.swas a very business woman that she owned and ran her own 

lingere salon in the CBS building at  53rd and Madison. and she was seldom home. and that her mother 

traveled a lot, and spent her winters at the Breakers in Palm Beach, Florida.  

   

When Mrs. Kolman met lMomma, she liked her right a way. She asked her if she had any children,and 

Momma  she said, she had 3.children.  She paused and let her know she would like her to work for her, but, 

if she took the job since she had 3 children at home, she should think about it, becaue she would have to 

spend every summer at Lake Placid, and it is 350 miles way up in New York State.  Momma let her know 

it would be no problem, because she had a lady that lived in and she took care of the children. They spend 

every summer with my sister in Pennsylvania.and when I worked for Mrs Hardon. I spent 6 months of the 

year at their home in Connecticut, so they are used to my not being home.”    

   

   “Mrs. Kolman was a little concerned and told her, “I would like to meet your children and take them to 

lunch. Momma was rather surprised that she asked to do that. and we went. Momma made sure we were 

dressed very nice, I was 13, Sonny was 12 and you were 10. Mrs. Kolman like us as soon as she met us, 

and took us to a lovely restaurant.on Madison Avenue, When we finished, she suggested we go to her 

penthouse,that she watned to talk to Momma..  

 

   We were fascinated when we walked in and we could look out and see all the flowers growing on the roof, 

and big pots with trees growing in them  here and there, There was black  wrought iron furniture all around 

here  and a dining room table under an awning with six chairs.. We had never seen anything like it 

before.and.she had us sit down and we’re looking up at a;; the big tall buildings. After Mrs. Kolman 

finished talking to Momma she smiled and told her she would definitely like her to work for her, and she 

told us, we were invited to come and stay at her summer home that was on a small island in the middle of  

Lake Placid. That she wold want us to spend some time with Momma, that she had a lovely big cottage in 

the woods in back of the main house, and it was surrounded by [ine trees and she had canoes we could use.. 

   

    The following summer, we went to the lake and spent 2 weeks with Momma. and Mrs. Kolman wanted us 

to stay longer. Momma was very glad she enjoyed having us  

   When we went, we took the Trailways bus overnight.but we had no idea what it was going to be like. The 

house was on 1 of  2 small islands in the middle of  Lake Placid. Mrs. Kolman and her sister, Mrs. Rose 

lived on that island and Kate Smith lived on the island nearby..From 1941 to 1944,  we spent 2 weeks on 

the lake, with Momma,  t then take the bus to Towanda and spend the rest of the summer with Aunt Vine.” 

 

Mary Jane mumbled, “Momma never went back to work for Mrs. Kolman, after that   black man raped and 

left her for dead. There were times I thought she would never get over it. I thought she was going to have a 

nervous break-down, the way she kept crying and burying her face in the pillow night after night..  

 

For weeks she lived in the fear he would come after her, because he told her, he knew she lived on 

Amsterdam Avenue. Being he delivered the groceries at Mrs. Kolmna’s, he probably heard Momma 
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mention it. .What kind of a person would do something like that to Momma, It took weeks and weeks for 

her to just leave the house. I think because she decided to work for Judith Garden and being around all those 

flowers, the horrible nightmares tapered off and then stopped altogether.’ 

 

Judith Garden was a verygood friend of .Mrs. Kolman.  and she lived a few doors up from her apartment, in 

a brownstone house with her husband Ben, They often had dinner or lunch together and. Judith would 

admire how Momma arranged the flowers when she would bring them to Hazel. She would  tell her, “Any 

time Hazel doesn’t want you,  Myrtle, you can come work for me . I will teach you to be the best florist 

around.”  So she knew and liked Momma, was why she kept calling her every morning, when she heard 

what happened to her.  She was very worried when I told her, that she kept cryimg and refused to leave the 

house, Judith  kept telling me, :Rose, you listen to me, you  have to get her out of the house, It doesn’t 

matter where you take her, just get her out, Take a taxi and bring her over  to 125th Street.and take her 

shopping, it will get her mind off what happened? “  I was only 19,  I didn’t know how to help Momma.  I 

finally got her to agree, to gol. It was her first time out since it hap;p;ened, and she was very nervous when 

she  got in the taxi with me and we went over to 125th  Street, What a big mistake that was, when we got 

there, she panicked and screamed and tried to run away. I had to held her back because  when she saw a 

black boy or man walking towards her. she was sure it was him and he was going to  kill her, like he said he 

would that terrible night he tried to choke her to death..  

 

Mrs Kolman felt terrible about what happened, and understood why Momma couldn’t go back to that 

apartment.  

When Momma told Judith, she could bog back and work for AMrs. Kolman,  Momma wasn’t coming back, 

that was when Judith called Momma and  asked her. “I would like you to come work for me Myrtle, I have 

seen how you arrange flowers for Hazel. I know you would love working her and be around all these 

beautiful flowers.’ Momma didn’t believe her. She thought she was only saying it to make her feel better. 

When she assured her she  meant it,  Momma said, ‘Well, I really would like to work for you, but I have to 

think about it, because your shop is only a few doors up from where Mrs. Kolman lives, ”  It was true 

because Mrs. Kolman lived.at 75 East 55th and Judith Garden had her flower shop was at 55 East 55th.  She 

and her husband Ben, owned the brownstone house and her shop in the back but it was so close to where it 

happened, you could not  blame Momma for being afraid, because he was probably still delivering groceries 

in the neighborhood. When Momma said, she would like to work for her, knowing how afraid she was, 

Judith decided thateveryone should call her Mary, not Myrtle, and it made her feel a lot better.  

 

“When Mrs. Becker died, Mrs. Kolman sold the big house on the lake to Judith and her husand Ben Wyker. 

Judith loved that house because it had a huge porch that hung over the lake. S he had a notebook filled with 

the ideas how she was going to decorate and paint all the rooms in the house and she couldn’t wait to start.  

 

One day she said, ”Mary …how would  you like to spend the summer with Ben and me, j; at Lake Placid? 

I’ve already hired a cook and  maid, just like Mrs. Rose did, because we both belong to an organization that 

helps Jewish refugees that escape from Germany. They find them jobs and help them get settled and most 

all of them are highly educated but, speak little English. I think ot would do you good to get away for the 
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summer, don’t you?” 

 

Momma looked at her and didn’t know what to say.because, she had been going there every summer for 

four years and was looking forward to being home in the summer.   

Judith told her,“I’d really like you to come and help me decorate the entire house.because as you know, 

every room needs to be done over. I think it would be lots of fun, don’t you?” 

 

 Mrs. Rose and I are going to share their chauffeur Murray, since he lives with them year round.   You 

already know him, when you were there with Hazel. He will be taking care of our boats and taking our 

guests back and forth to the mainland like he did before.  Ben ordered two new Chris Craft speed boats  

one  for our guests and the other one is for Murray to get the mail and groceries at the dock. Mrs. Rose and 

I are going to share Ash too,  he will be our caretaker and since. he lives in town and goes home every 

night, he sai dhe preferred to use his own boat to go back and forth.. 

When I was talking ot him  I on the phone,  he asked about you. and your children, He told  me is a 

Canadian Indian, and that he traps animals in the wintr and makes all his own snowshoes, I heard he has a 

teen-age son that is very talented and he plays the violin on a float when they have a big celebration at 

Silver Lake every summer..  

 

“Momma hesitated, because she wanted to think about it, because it meant she would  be away all 

summer again.. Judith showed her the notebook she had filled with sketches,, “See I am writing down 

all my ideas, and what I want to do when we get there. I know you can help me decorate, Mary, you 

have a good eye for color.  You know how drab and dull things looked when you were there. I want 

to put bright, happy colors in every room. In the summer, business is slow I have  Joe and Tony there, 

and they will run things  while I am gone, and both Hedwig and Michelle like to take a month off.  I 

want you think about it. The only work you will have, is taking care of the flowers in all the rooms. 

Ash is going put in a lot of flowers in the garden for me, so I can have fresh flowers every day.  I 

think you might enjoy making the menus for our guests, when they come,, being you are a  French 

Chef. I would like you to decide what the cook should order and make for our guests when the come, 

because I don’t know anything about cooking and I don’t want to.”   

 Ben and I are planning to do a lot of entertaining while we are up there., In fact. Ray Bolger and his 

wife are coming, and we’ve already invited several of our friends, to repay them for all times we’ve 

had dinner at their house. We never could reciprocate, because my shop takes up the kitchen and 

dining room is why we don’t entertain the way we would like to, Sometimes we take our guests to a 

nice restaurant, but it’s not the same as inviting them to our home.” 

 

Momma sort of laughed, and told her. “I can’t imagine Ray Bolger wanting to stay on an island in the 

middle of the lake, when it is so isolated and quiet there.” Judith raised her eyebrows saying,”That is 

exactly what he is looking forward to, his wife said. he can’t wait to have some, peace and quite and 

just lay in the sun, faway from the hectic life he has in the city.” 
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I called Ash for the number of a painter up there, an dhe glady gave it to me I spoke  to the painter 

and he is going to send me a chart with the colors on it, and as soon as I decide the colors I want, he 

will start painting the rooms. I will draw an floor plan of the house, to make sure he paints the room 

the color  I want. He is also sending me a chart with the colors of  porch paint he can get.” 

 I could tell he was shocked when I told him I decided I am going to paint the outside of the house 

and the deck black with bright orange- red trim.on the shutters, and all the wooden chairs and chaise 

lounges will be painted black too,  I ordered a bright orange-red pads for them, and they will send 

them up there when they are finished and Ash will pick them up at the dock for me.” 

 “I have been very busy. I also hired a carpenter and told him  to make long wooden planters that will 

attached to all the  railings on the porch, but he will have to make the top rail wider, to accomodate 

the size of the planters, and they have to be screwed on real tight. He assured me he will have it done, 

as soon as he can because that had to be doen before the painter can paint the deck. He will will.put 

three coats of enamel on the in side of all of them and drill holes in the bottom so the bottom doesn’t 

rot from watering them. Once they are filled with lots of tall red geraniums and white sweet alesiums 

under all of them and lots of  English ivy hanging down on both sides, it will be just beautiful.” 

Momma listened to her go on and on but she didn’t say anything, but she was thinking to herself, why 

would she want to paint the house black? And it turned out to be absolutely stunning, once the 

geraniums and sweet alseium were in the planters, and with the bright orange-red pads, on all the 

chairs and lounges with big matching over-sized pillows, it was something to see. 

When Mrs. Kolman was living in that house, we were there every summer for 2 weeks, from  1941 to 1944. 

When Judith Garden bought it, she too, insisted we come as often as we wanted to and we went every 

summer.from 1944 until I was married in 1948 , when Judith invited Fred and I to spend some time at the 

lake.  

 

It was the summer after we got married in 1948, when Fred decided we would go to Lake Placid, since 

Judith kept asking us to come up and stay a week.. Since Fred did not want to drive 350 miles to get there, 

we took the Trailways bus. While I was used to riding all night on the bus, because Momma was at Lake 

Placid every summer  from 1940 until 1944. Then  Judith bought ihe house when Mrs. Kolman’s mother 

died.  When we took the bus,  Fred was miserable, because he couldn’t sleep, but I could.  He grumbled  he 

was not going home on no on a bus and have to sit up all night and go to  work Monday morning. We were 

going to fly home and that is what we did.  He called his father to pick us up at La Quardia airport .and Fred 

would never go to Lake Placid again. Momma was there from Memorial Day until Labor Day week with 

Judith Garden and her husband, from 1944 until 1956, and year was when she had her own flower shop in 

Valley Stream, Long Island.”  

 

                                       

 1930-1940  MOMMA AND HER BOXES 

 

Mary Jane had to laugh when we started talking about the trips we used to take to Pennsylvania, 
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every summer. Every year Daddy had to borrow a car from one of his friends that he worked with at 

Sheffield Farms, either Archie Drecher, or Mr.Wolfman, because we never had a car.  Getting ready 

for that trip every year,  was something we would never forget, because of all the arguing that went 

between Momma and Daddy before we even got on the road.   

 

Momma insisted on bringing all the boxes she had lined up in the hall, to her family, and Daddy 

argued, he wasn’t driving the car with all those boxes, becaue she even had them piled up on top of 

the roof, and tied down with ropes. She would ignored him and put the boxes on the back seat 

because cars didn’t have trunks back then,. Oof course, she never left any room for us to sit and the 3 

of us had no choice, but  sit on top of the cardboard boxes. 

 

We went every July 4th, because Aunt Vina held the annual Vanderworker Family Reunion at her 

house. .Momma and Daddy took their vacations that week, and all they did was fight and argue all 

the way there, mostly about all the boxes she was bringing to her family, and he was hiding illegal 

whiskey under the front seat, since it was during Prohibition.  

 

 “The night before we left, it was unbelievable the excitement that went on in our house. 

Momma.would be all excited and happy while she getting everything packed and making the food we 

were going to eat along the way. The boxes were lined up in the hall that she was taking to her 

family, that were filled with all kinds of things she had saved during the year just for them..  

 

Every year we’d be so excited we couldn’t sleep the night knowing we were going to Pennsylvania.. 

We’d keep asking Momma, “Is it time for us to get up yet?” Daddy would be walking back and forth, 

having a fit seein all the boxes Momm had lined up to go. He’d screaml at her, ‘You do this to me 

every year, I told you before, I  don’t want to drive with all those boxes in the car..’ Momma carried 

the boxes downstairs herself and put them on the back seat of the car. The cars then didn’t have 

trunks, they had, a big chrome luggage racks with sturdy canvas straps to hold the luggage and if it 

rained, they just would put oil cloth over them, then put th strap on. Dadd had a big galvanized 

coolertstrapped to the back of the car he borrowed, to put his beer, in it and  left little room for the 

food Momma prepared for the trip, because it would take 16 hours to get to Towanda, because of the 

bad roads thay had back then.   
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“During the year, Momma had several boxes in Anna’s room  that she  put  things in she 

was taking to her family in the summer./ It didn’t matter if it was new or old, or something 

she found in one of the thrift shops. It was more important that everyone got something 

from her, wrap it in colorful crepe paper with lots of ribbons, the it would.almost look like a 

Chirstmas present, because to her, going home  was like ‘Chrirtmas in July’ when Momma 

arrived. No matter  what she brought them,  they loved it because it was from ‘Myrtle’.” 

 

“We were up In the middle of the night helping Momma because she was going up and down the 5 

flights of stairs, carrying the boxes down to the car, .Being Daddy was mad at her for bringing all the 

boxes, he refused to help her., and he reminded her he wanted to be on the road by 4 in the morning, 

to avoid traffic.  

 

Daddy parked the car under the street light, in front of the stoop, so Momma ha dno problem to see 

what she was doing. When there was no more room on the back seat she put the boxes on top of the 

car, and in the wells in front of the dar, that was meant for spare tires,  She reached up and t ied the 

boxes down with ropes and twine, and we got in the car and helped pull the roped through the back 

windows, and Momma would bring up   

and Momma would pull th rope up and over the top of the boxes, again and again, and  we would 

catch the rope on the other side but she would wrap it around the door handles and tie the rope in a 

knot, on one side and then the other side of the car. In order for us to get in or out, Momma had to 

slide us  over the boxes and out the window, whenever we had to go to the bathroom. 

 

 

When it rained we couldn’t close the windows, so it would blow in on us, but being it was July, the 

rain would cool us off, because the car didn’t have air conditioning. To make sure the boxes on the 

roof stayed dry, Momma covered them with a big piece of white oilcloth that had big bright orange 

poppies all over it, and she made sure it was tied down so it wouldn’t blow off. When Daddy came 

downstairs and saw what she did, he had a fit. and screamed, :I am not driving that car with that 

white oil cloth over all those boxes on top of it.” And they’d have another big fight bfore we even 
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got on the road.  boxes.boxes on top of it, covered with that dam white oilcloth that, and it caused 

another big fight. After sitting on those boxes for 16 hours, our rear ends would get numb and then it 

would hurt if we moved. The roads were horrible, because it was one detour after the other and there 

were dirt roads and mud, and one lane cement roads with a line down the middle ,and rarely a red 

light,  because it was before they had highways like we have today.  

 

 

 

\ 

it didn’t matter, he drove the car with the white oilcloth on top,  because Momma was determined she 

taking those boxes to her family one way or the other, and … she was the one that paid for the gas, 

He didn’t...”.  

 

I asked Mary Jane, “Were you old enough remember when he was driving through the Poconos, near 

Scranton.we had the white oilcloth with the big orange poppies on it. Daddy would lose it and 

scream, “We look like a bunch of God dam gypsies going through these towns with those damn boxes 

on top of the car and God damn white oilcloth over them” Momma didn’t care, she was so happy she 

was going home and had something for everyone.  Those boxes she brought to Pennsylvania, caused 

more fights between Momma and Daddy everytime we went up there.” 

 

Mary Jane laughed. “ I will never forget that day, when we were going through this town, and  people 

actually stopp and turned around and stared at all the boxes that were tied down on top of the car, but 

it didn’t bother Momma, and it didn’t bother her that our rear heads were so sore and numb from 

sitting onthe boxes she had on the back seat, but in the fall we had plenty of room..”   

 

Mary Jane looked so tired and asked, ‘Should I make some more coffee?’ I shook my head,  “No, not 

for me, I had enough coffee.” We were so tired but we were enjoying going over when we were with 

Aunt Vina and how good she was to us.. 

 

Mary Jane reminded me,  “When we were home, we had chores we had to do on Saturday, but when 

we were at Aunt Vinas she never let us help her around the house. She’d tell us,, “You kids go play 

outside Dorothy, Shirley and Lily will do what needs to be done. With all the extra work she had with 

us being there, she never complained.about the extra washing and ironing she had to do and she 

cooked and fed 11 people everyday, Uncle Henry, their 4 children, Lilian and Aaron, and the 3 of us. 

” 

 

I let my head back and closed my eyes and Mary Jane said,  “Don’t go to sleep. Drink some more 

coffee.”  I told her I couldn’t drink another cup of coffee.”.  

 

Mary Jane wanted to talk about when we used to be at Aunt Vina’s. She got comfortable and said. “I 

loved when Uncle Leo and Ervin came to dinner.”  
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“All the grown-ups would eat  in the dining room, and Roseanna and the 3 of us, ate at the ktichen 

table with Aaron and Lily .  

 

While dinner was cooking,  I’d feel very important when  Aunt Vine would ask me,  “Would you like 

to help me set the dining room table/  She’d put on a plain white starched tablecloth first, then  she pu 

tone of her big white lace tablecloths she crocheted, over the white tablecloth. Then she’d walk 

around and smooth it out and check to see it was even on all sides. Then she very carefully took out 

her good china, and tell me , “I think it’s best I put these plates on the table, just in case, and you can 

put the silverware at each side of  the plate. I enjoyed doing that, because we never ate in our dining 

room, except on a special occasion, if Aunt Rose or Aunt Mary in Brooklyn was coming. but they 

rarely ever came. We always went to their house for dinner, because they didn’t like seeing Daddy 

drunk every time they were at our house.”  

 

Mary Jane looked at me, “We hardly ever had company. Momma’s good dishes sat in the china 

closet, year after year,  let alone having white tablecloth on the table. The only time I remember her 

setting the table was the night Aunt Vina and Gramma came in 1938, when those robbers broke in,  

and in 1946, Uncle Jake came to see us for the first time,  and when she had your wedding shower in 

1948. That is the only time I remember Momma putting a nice tablecloth on the tabe  and she’d take 

her good dishes out, and when she did.it, it was no nice to see fresh flowers in the middle of the 

table.”  

 

Mary Jane grumbled, “Daddy thought he owned the dining room table, because he was the only one 

that sat at it. Can you imagine we were not allowed to eat at the dining room table, only Daddy could 

and he at that table every  night for as long as we lived in that apartment.. We had to eat in the kitchen 

on  the cover of the stationary tub, and only one person at a time could eat there.and do you know,  

we did had to do that until the day we got married..”  

 

Mary Jane yawned,  “I know, and that is why I liked being at Aunt Vina’s, After we had Sunday 

dinner, she would chase the men outside to sit on the back porch because she wouldn’t allow them to 

smoke in her house.  

 

The men carried the chairs from the kitchen and dining room and put them out on the porch so the 

adults would have a place to sit and we sat on the porch steps. We couldn’t wait until Uncle Leo and 

Ervin wouldknock themselves out laughing, telling one story aftger the other, about Momma and the 

trouble she got into when they wer growing in in Wysox., and of course,we heard  the same stories 

year after year, but we still loved hearing them again.”  

 

Mary Jane got up and stretched her back saying  “What used to amaze me was with all Aunt Vina had 

to do, she loved to have company on Sunday.and it was usually Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin. The 

funny thing was they were both married and had homes of their own, yet they loved to come and have 

dinner with her.. They would tell us one story after the other about what Momma used to,  and they’d 
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laughing and slapping their knees saying  “Bet you kids didn’t know what a dare deveil your mother 

was. Why she  got in more trouble than any girl in Wysox? She was never afraid to try anything. It 

was a wonder she didn’/t get herself killed. with the thing she did, but, nothing ever happened to 

her.except Ma beat the life out of her.when she came home.   

 

While we were sitting there inMary Jane’s house, we were laughing about what Momma used to do,  

and we began to feel guilty that we were laughing at a time like that, when we should be grieving 

over Momma being gone. But we knew Momma would never want us to be sitting there crying, she 

would want us to laugh and remember all the good times we had when we were with her.  

 

Mary Jane smiled, “Aunt Vina certainly enjoyed all those stories Uncle Leo and Ervin told us.”    

  

I reminded her, “You forget, she didn’t grow up with them. Gramma let her sister Aumt Vine in 

Hornell, adopt Vina when she was around 8 or 9, because she couldnt’ have any children. Gramma 

brought Aunt Vine up ever since she was a baby, because their mother died in childbirth when Aunt 

Vine was born.. And as good as Aunt Vine was to Vina, when she was growing up, she always 

wanted to go home and be with her own family.”.  

 

Mary Jane asked. “How could Gramma let her sister adopt her own daughter?“ 

 

“Well, Momma said, because Gramma raised Aunt Vine, she was more like a daughter to her than a 

sister and.when Aunt Vine got married, and she foiund out, she couldn’t have children, she went 

crying to my  mother.and because she  named Vina after her, she let her adopt her because she felt so 

sorry for her,”. 

 

I will never forget how upset I was, the day the tookVina away in their buggy.. My mother used to 

say,  Vina will have a better  life because they are able to give  her things, we could never  afford. to 

give her. It was true because her husband had a very good job at the bank  and they owned a lovely 

home in town.’ and Vina did have the best of everything, but they couldn’t give her what she wanted 

the most, she wanted to be with us..”   

 

Mary Jane looked confushed, “But, Aunt Vina told  me her that her father was so unhappy that her  

mother let her sister adopt her, being she was his first little girl, and his favorite child. and she had 

been brought up a Baptist, and Aunt Vine was bringing  her up a Catholic and sending her to a 

Catholic school, and my father felt that was wrong.  He didn’t understand because Aunt Vine became 

a Catholic so she could  marry her husband, it was her duty as a Catholic to bring up her adopted 

daughter a  Catholic and she sent her to a Catholic school and she wore the school uniform   

 

“When my  father decided to move us toWysox, it was 100 miles away from Hornell, and it broke my 

heart because it meant,  I wouldn’t see Vina any more She was 13, before Aunt Vine brought her to 

see us, and she let her stay  2 weeks  It was a long ride from Hornell to Wysox,  in a horse and buggy 
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those days,  but they did bring  her and let her stay 2 weeks, but when they came to take her home, 

they took the train to Towanda and back to Hornell. .” 

 

 “That was why Aunt Vina loved hearing  those stories Uncle Leo and Ervin used to tell us, she didn’t 

live at home with them.  When Momma got in all that trouble when she was only 12 years old, she 

would get her girlfriend Helen in trouble with her mother, because she did want lHelen playing with 

Myrtle Squires, because everytime she did, Helen would get in  trouble and twice she almost got 

killed because she listened to Momma. .”.  

 

You know the story about the time Momma talked Helen into going fishing out in the middle of  a 

one-way railroad bridge It went over the Susquehanna River,  and  there were signs all over that said 

‘NO TRESPASSING.’ Helen argued wit her that she did not want to go, but Momma talked herinto 

going with her, that they would get bigger fish if they dro;ped heir lines down in the middle of the 

river because that was where the water was the deeopest... Being it was a one-way bridge there was 

no room on either side, it was just railroad tracks and if a train came along there was no place to go.” 

 

Myrtle and Helen were sitting out in the middle of the wooden trestle bridge, fishing and dangling 

their legs down, laughing and talking, while they sat on the the railroad ties, unconcerned, eating their 

lunch.  Momma happened to turn around and she sceamed. whe she saw the huge locomotive coming 

at them, pulling long line of freight trains and there,was no place for them to go. . She yelled to 

Helen, “Quick bend over and grab on to the railroad tie, and hang on to it  until the train goes by’. 

They got down just in time and the train roared over their heads and the bridge shook and rattled and 

shook as the freight cars went by,. and when thecabose finally went by  they knew it was the end of 

the train.”.  

 

When they went to swing their legs up, they couldn’t swing them up high enough so they could wrap 

their legs around one of the ties. so they could get back up. Meanwhile, in Towanda,  the train finally 

stopped and the engineer and his men ran back , expecting to find pieces of their bodies strewn all 

over the tracks. Then they heard the girls crying under the bridge. Instread of trying to pull them up 

through the narrow opening of the tiies, they lowered them down with long ropes into the waiting row 

boats.”  

 

Mary Jane laughed. “What about the time when Leo and Ervin tried to save Momma from drowning 

in the creek  in back of their house, when they had a bad flood that spring.. Leo and Ervin tried to 

swim out to get her and then all three of them were taken downstream by the fast moving muddy 

flood waters. Leo was a good swimmer but he couldn’t swim in that water because it was mving so 

fast and took everything that was in it’s way with it. 

 

 Her mother warned her, not  to go near the creek that monring, because it was flooding so bad and 

taking barns and big trees along with it.. Momma sneaked down to the creek anyhow, because she 

wanted to to go fishing.  Ervin and Leo were up on the roof fixing a leak, and they saw a big tree 
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coming down the middle of the creek, and it was moving so fast thatone of it’s branches hit Momma 

and knocked her into the water.and she grabbed a hold of one of the branches and  realized it was 

taking her downstream. Leo and Ervin  panicked. because they  knew  a few miles down the creek 

emptied into the Susquehanna River, then they’d never be able to save her.. 

 

So they climbed down off the roof and  jumped in and Leo tried to swim out to her. and then Ervin 

tried, but he was a vrery poor swimmer, and  all 3 of them were being taken downstream because the 

flood water was moving fast and it was so powerful,  they didn’t stand a chance to swim against it.. 

Only that some of their neighbors stood out on a small bridge, that had water flowing over the top of 

it, when they saw them coming they threw them some ropes and pulled them out of the water one by 

one and they saved them.” 

 

Mary Jane sighed, .”No wonder Gramma beat Momma black and blue when she got home. It is hard 

to believe, she dared to do such dangerous things,. when she was only 12 years old...”  

 

“When Momma’s brothers and sisters got married, they all stayed in and around Towanda and raised 

their familes there. Momma was the only one that left and lived in New York City. Except in 1935, 

Uncle Leo was so proud  he became a state trooper and he lived in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania. He met 

his first wife Virginia there, she was a school teacher.and they decuded to be  married in  New York 

City .  Momma. made them a fancy wedding dinner and a beautiful wedding cake. when we lived at 

492 West 136th Street then, and we helped to decorate the dining room wih wedding  bells, and next 

to each plate Momma made little white crepe paper swans and glued little paper cups inside them , 

and she filled them with white candied almonds..They thanked her and went home.Then they had a 

son Rodney, but the marriage didn’t last. They got divorced.  

 

During WW11,  Unicle Leo joined the Air Force and while they were bombing Germany, his plane 

got hit and some of the shrapnel hit the plane a piece of it lodged in the middle of his back.and the 

military doctors decided to leave it there, that it was more dangerous to try ti remove it.. After the 

war, he married Aunt Ruth. She was half his age, and they got a house  in Towanda and theyhad five 

children. Years later Uncle Leo died of cancer as a result of the shrapnel in his back.and Aunt Ruth 

never remarried and she raised 5 wonderful children and they all went to college. Her girls had 

familes of their own. and it was so sad that 2 of her daughters died from cancer. 

 

              

               

 

 

 

 

 

I reminded Mary Jane, “Momma aways said,  she was the happiest when she was working for the 
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Egglestons and was with them sin ceshe was 13 years old.  Trom 1913 to 1924, she traveled with 

them on their private railroad cars to New York City, where they lived 9 months and 3 months to one 

of their 2 summer homes either  in Wysox, or the big house the had on Alexandria Bay, on an island 

in the middle of the St.Lawrence River, up by Canada.. 

 

Mary Jane sighed, ”Can you imagine the life he must had traveling back and forth in their private 

railroad cars, because. when she wa growing up, her father couldn’t even afford to own a horse and 

wagon. They had to walk everywhere they went, and to have had the luxurious life she hadwith the 

Egglestons.”  

 

I smiled, “Momma often showed us the pictures and talked about the house they had on an island and 

it had big long pier that jutted out into the river, because they had a yacht and a captain,  because Mr. 

Eggelston would take some of his friends along and go deep sea fishing. He had some of the maids 

aboard and cooks and a crew that took care of the yacht and the boats in the boat house.” 

 

“I have several pictures of Momma when she was young, taken at Sports Island, in the days when she 

went there with the Egglestons. They had a big home in the Thousand Islands, and at that time it was 

known to be quite a fashionable place to have a summer home at the Turn of the Century and during 

the 20’s, because the rich and famous were building homes and castles on those islands.” 

“When Egglestons were at their summer home in Wysox, they would insist Momma take their horse 

and buggy to visit her mother and father, but Momma never got along with her mother, but she 

adored her father, but she never stayed long. She spent her time with her sister Vina because she had 

her own home, because she married Henry Hardenstine,in 1914, when she was 16,and they had their 

own house in East Towanda, near the Towanda Bridge.  

 

It was in that house, in 1924, she gave Momma hr wedding reception, when she married Dddy, and 

you were born in the house  ‘almost’ on July 4th. But, you were 10 minutes late, and Momma asked 

Dr. Brown to put down on your birth certificate that you were born on the 4th, he refused to do it,  he 

put the 5th.. 

 

Mary Jane smiled, “When you think how close Momma and Aunt Vina always were, I always 

wondered  why she didn’t move up there and live near her?  She was so happy, she was such a 

different person when she was with her family.” “And  we didn’t want to go home when Daddy came 

to get us around Labor Day, to go to school. .When I asked Momma why she didn’t live up there,  she 

shrugged and just said, “That would have been no life for me. I couldn’t have made any money up 

there. I needed a job so I could  pay the rent and put food on the table. Besides, where I would get a 

job up there with the pay I made in the city? Besides, it would be frowned on, because none of the 

women up there  had to work.” I could tell Moma didn’t want to talk about it, so I dropped it.”  

 

                                            *             *             * 
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In January of 1944, we were having a terrible snow storm in New York City and Momma was 

working for Mrs. Kolman. in her penthouse.and I was working downtown around Wall Street. The 

girls in the office were getting concerned how they were going to get home on the bus, because you 

could hardly see the street downbelow it was nowing so heavy,.When the office  phone rang. it was 

my mother. I assumed she was calling to tell me to try and get off early and go home because of the 

snow storm we were having. 

_  

                             

                       In 1944, Momma wrote this on the back of the card   

                     . 

Instead she was so excited telling me, “Oh Rose! I wish you were here, so you could see the 

snowlady, I made on Mrs. Kolman’s pentroof this morning. It’s going to be in tomorrow’s 
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newspaper, do you believe that?.”  

 

I laughed at her because I thought she was kidding me..She insisted, “It really is. A newspaper 

reporter and photographer just left, They took pictures of me.” “And my ‘snow lady: .They said it is 

going to be in the paper tomorrow.” 

Mary Jane smiled,“I remember when she did it and it was in the newspaper.What I remember the 

most, is when I was only about 9, Momma used to take music lessons across town, at the New York 

School of Music. It was up on the first floor and had big glass windows that went from the floor to the 

ceiling that overlooked Columbus Square, Broadway and  59th Street and across th street was Central 

Park. Painted across the windows was a big sign.”  

                                                    
THE NEW YORK SCHOOL OF MUSIC 

 

Piano, Violin, Trumpet, Sax and Guitar lessons 

               

                          25 CENTS A HALF AN HOUR 

 

 

 I sighed, “Can you imagine piano lessons only 25 cents a half-hour? that wa where Momma bought 

that beautiful shiny blonde guitar she had, and  paid 50 cents a week until it was paid off, while she 

took lessons on it. She surprised everyone that she took lessons and learned how to play it the right 

way. The year before, she had just learned to play the piano and she only took lessons for a year, and 

she could sit at the piano and read sheet music Music she had never seen before and I couldn’t do it. 

and I took  piano lessons for five years. First  from the Dominican nuns on 66th Street, then Professor 

Sobel used to come ot our house, he taught the boys music at Cardinal Hayes High School. I always 

had to practice the same piece over and over before I could play it right.”                

        

Mary Jane stretched her arms up.  “Do you know what I think, Momma learned to play the piano for 

Aunt Vina? The summer of 1937,  I was 9 when we wnt to Aunt Vina’s.and Momma just learned to  

play the piano. When we got there, she couldn’t wait to sit at that old piano in the parlor and play it 

for Aunt Vina.”  

I laughed, I rmember she waited until we had dinner then she announced, ‘I want everyone to sit in 

the parlor because I am going to surprise you.’ Everyone hurried  in and sat own and we sat on the 

floor with Roseanna. Aunt Vina sat with Uncle Henry on the old black leather couch.and John, 

Dorothy and Shirley stood in bk of them, eyeing one another, wondering what Momma was up to. 

She sat down at the piano and put the sheet music before her, and she turned around to make sure 

everyone was paying attention before she started to play.”   

“Aunt Vina sat there and ddint say a word, beause she thought Momma was kidding, as usual, until 

she heard her start to play, “When The Moon Comes Over The Mountain’, That was the song Kate 
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Smith made famous.on her radio show. They there was stunned when they heard Momma play that 

piano.. Of course, we  knew the song, because.everyone in the city knew it because Kate Smith sang 

it on the radio every week. But, of course they had never heard it. They didn’t have a radio or 

electricity until 1940.  

Then I noticed Aunt Vina was taking her handkerchief and wiping her eyes,because she was  crying 

she was so happy to hear Momma play that old piano and she was sopourd of herelf, sitign ther 

smiling.” 

Mary Jane nidded,.“Because that was something Aunt Vina always wanted to do herself, and never 

got around to doing it, She used to tell us,‘There’s no sense getting this piano tuned because no one 

can play it. But I’m hoping one day, I can learn to play it.’ That pinao sounded awful but that night 

Aunt Vinawas thrilled to hear Momma play it, even as bad as it sounded. The only time anyone 

touched it was when we were there, We used to bang out ‘chop sticks’ on it, and think we were just 

great  Momma asked Aunt Vina to make sure you practiced an hour evrery day and how yuu hated 

playing that piano.” 

Mary Jane lit another cigarette and sat there thinking, “One Saturday Momma had off, and she asked 

me to go with her over to 125th Street.I was about 9, and we went in this  fancymusic store and she 

bought three things, a chrome music stand,  a bigfancy “Homer’s chrome harmonica that could be 

played on either side, and a metal harness that went over her shoulders that held the harmonica in her 

mouth, while she played the guitar.”  

“That summer, when we went to Pennsylvania,  when we arrived there the first thing Momma did 

was bring in her new guitar she had in the big black case. While Aunt Vina was kissing her, she kept 

staring at the guitar case, and   wondering why she brought that in for?  Momma was giggling when 

they walked in the house and she set it down on the floor in the parlor, and Aunt Vina asked her, 

“What in the world are you going to with that guitar, Myrtle?”   

Momma’s yees ere dancing and she smiled tellling her, “You have to wait until after dinner and then I 

want everyone to go in the parlor, and I am going to show you, how I can play the guitar now.” Being 

Johnnie had his own band and he played the guitar,  he laughed out loud at Momma, seeing her sit 

down on a chair, holding the guitar, because he was sure she was trying to tease them.”  

“After dinner walked in the parlor, and they sat down and waited  to hear Autn Myrtle try to play the 

guitar. Daddy and Uncle Henry weren’t nterested so they went outside And sat on the back porch 

where theycould talk and smoke.” 

Mary Jane laughed as she remembered,, “I can still see Momma’s face when she took that guitar out 

of that case.with a  bright red plush lining. Momma looked  so proud of herself, when she held up that 

shiny blonde guitar.and showed everybody it and they were sort of stunned when they saw what a 

beautiful guitar it really was. Of course, you know Momma, she was showing off when she opened 

the collapsible music stand and set it on the floor, knowing everyone was watching her and 
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wondering what she was going to do with it, because Johnnie’s band didn’t play by music, they 

played all the barn dance songs by ear. Aunt Vina kept looking at the shiny chrome harmonica as she 

put it between the red felt jaws of the chrome harness and tightened it, to make sure it wouldn’t fall 

off,  When she  put it the over her shoulder she was being so dramatic about it. that you could hear a 

pin drop. All of a sudden no one was laughing at her anymore, they were waiting to see what she was 

going to do.” 

  

I reminded Mary Jane, “I was standing in back of  Aunt Vina and I heard her whisper to Johnnie, 

‘Will you tell me what on earth is Myrtle trying to do with that guitar and harmonica?” Johnnie 

hollered over to Momma, ‘Hey Aunt Myrtle, don’t tell me you think you are going to play that guitar 

and that harmonica at the same time?’ andehe laugh3ed out loud at her again.Momma looked at him 

and opened up the music book on the stand, and she  put her lips around the harmonica nd started to 

play one of Aunt Vina’s favorite cowboy songs. ‘The Red River Valley’, and she surprised all of 

them.”  

 

Johnnie sat there with his mouth open when he heard Momma play that guitar and harmonica at the 

same time. They loved it and  kept clapping for momma because they never dreamed she could play 

the guitar like that. and Aunt Vina shook her head and sighed, ’Who but Myrtle could do something 

like that?’  

 

Mary Jane assured me, ‘But, you know Momma loved  to show off when she was with her family. 

She was so happy, when she was up there with them.They really loved her because, she was so full of 

life and always laughing and joking around,  compared to the quiet life they led.  When she was 

young, it was always Momma that was always in trouble with her mother, because of all the 

dangerous things she done. Growing up,  none of others ever did what she did.” Not even her brothers 

Leo and Ervin would have dared to do what Momma did when she was 12, she  hung between the 

railroad ties and let the train roar over her head, and the time she hitched a ride on the back of a 

cabose and jumped off when the train was moving so fast, and then there ws the time she almost 

drowned  Ervin and Lep. when they swam out and tried tosave her,when she fell in the flooded creek 

in back of their house in Wysox..No wonder Gramma used to beat her, not that it ever stopped her.All 

her life shedid daring things.” l  

Mary Jane thought a minute. “The sad thing was, after Momma took all those lessons and lshe earned 

to play the piano and the guitar, when she was home, she never touched either of them. The only time 

I remember her playing them was when she at Aunt Vina’s.” 

I reminded her, “What I don’t’ understand is, she didn’t even like cow boy music. You and Sonny 

always liked country music, but not Momma. She only listened  to classical music on the radio,  she 

was never into country music .That is why I know, she only learned to play those cowboy songs to 

please Aunt Vina and her family.” 
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Mary Jane groaned, “Probably, but why would she go to all that ttrouble to learn to play the piano and 

the guitar just to please Aunt Vina.?”.   

   

I looked at her, “Who knows why? But I do know it did make her very happy?.”  

 

We kept yawning and we loved sitting there talking about all the funny things Momma used to do and 

I laughed, “When I was about 7 years old, when we were going to go to see Aunt Rose or Aunt Mary 

in Brooklyn on a Sunday afternoon, Momma would put the curling iron in the flame on the gas stove 

and wait until it got red hot and curl my hair with it, She would have me sitting on some pillows. so 

she didn’t have to bend down and she would take that redhot iron, and curl my hair with it.  I’d start 

to cry when I’d smell ny hair burning and she alwaysburned the edges of my ears. I’d pull away from 

her and be crying because it really hurt. it didn’t bother her.  The problem was, I liked how I looked 

when I looked in the mirror after Momma curled my hair.and she used to tell me, “If you want to look 

beautiful you have to suffer for it.’        

 

Mary Jane laughed,, ‘I was too young to remember that, but I have told the story how we had to take 

our  baths on Saturday afternoons, toso many people  when we were at Aunt Vina’s, it was like 

something you would see in a movies. “We would wait our turn upstairs in the hall because there 

were 6 of us girls that had to take a bath. We had to stand up and wash ourselves in a big round  

galvanized washtub, because it was not big enough for us to sit down in. .                                                                                                          

Dorothy being the oldest carried the tub upstairs to our bedroom and set it on the linoleum floor and 

Lily carried 2 pails of cistern water upstairs that she had pumped up  and Shirley was in charge of the 

2 tea kettles filled with hot water and one by one we took our baths in the same water..”  

 

 I reminded Mary Jane, “Roseanna, you and me slept it the big white iron bed, like Dorothy and 

Shirley had, and both mattresses sagged in the middle because it was held up with ropes, it didn’t 

have any springs. There was a  window between the beds, and on the other side of the room, wa the 

door to the attic. We were always scared at night, because every night we’d hear strange noises going 

on in there,, and Johnnie told usm nt to worry that it wa only the ghosts that were in the attic, and we 

believed him. It wasn’t until we got older we found out that it was the bats that lived in the attic”    

 

“Dorothy always took her bath first. then Shirley. She would add more hot water as we took our 

baths, to take the chill off the water. We had to stay out in the hall, and Dorothy would close the door 

while she got undressed… and because the door never would stay closed, Shirley would shake her 

finger at us and scold us hat we were not to peek in when they had no clothes on, “   

 

When Dorothy finished, she got dressed and then she would hand Shirley aa piece of brown soap and 

the towel she dried herself with, After Shirley finished, it was my turn and you and Roseanna would 

be sitting on the steps waiting. Shirley would hand me  the same damp towel and brown soap.and add 

some more hot water before she left. and after I finished and dried myself off, I’d give the soap and 
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the wet towel to  Lily, because she washed you and Roseanna together, in the same water the three of 

us had used. I don’t’ know how, but she dried you off with the sopping wet towel, but somehow she 

did. She’d ipout your clothes back on then it was Lily’s turn to take a bath.”  

 

 Mary Jane laughed out loud, “ Can you imagine 6 of us girls taking our baths in the same water? But 

we they grew up taking their baths like that, so they knew no other way, but being we were from the 

city, we were used to taking our baths in clean hot water. Not that we ever complained about the 

water being cold, because Shirley would get annoyed at us, that we wanted her to add a little more hot 

water. She’d make a face and take the tea kettle and our some in. t 

Mary Jane remionded me, “After we had our clothes on, we’d go downstairs to the kitchen and wash 

our hair in the little white enamel basin, that sat on a table in the corner next to the hand pump.  We’d 

pump some water into the basin and wash our hair with shampoo, and Shirley would rinse our hair 

with a pot of water she had added vinegar to and remind us, it would make our hair shine.”   

 

“Since Dorothy and Shirley had permanents. they ddn’t have to use curlers and  you had natural wavy 

hair and I always had straight hair. I loved how I looked when Momma curled my hair with the 

curling iron.even though she always managed to burn my hair and the tips of my ears.” 

  

I remember when I was.13,  Momma bought me a package of my first curlers,. pink Shirley Temple 

rubber curlers. I brought them to oPennyslvania with me, because Ninna was in Connecticut, and I 

coujldn’t figure out how to use them. Shirley showed me how to put them in my hair when it was wet, 

and she would have me sit outside in the sun and so my hair would drywith the curlers in my hair. I 

never forgot the thrill, when she took the curlers off, and combed my hair, She had me go look in the 

mirror, and I was so happy to see how I looked, More so, because every Saturday night we went to 

town with Uncle Henry.and Aunt Vina and after they finished shopping, they took us to a barn dance, 

because their son Johnnie had a band, and he sang and played his guitar at Silver Lake on Saturday 

nights.  

 

Mary Jane smiled as she remembered. “When we went to town, we used to get dressed like we were 

going to church, We wore our good dresses, white socks and good patent leather shoes. Sonny never 

went with us, he was always with Johnnie, and he would wear clean long pants and a starched shirt 

and tie..  

 

Any time Aunt Vina went to town, she wore her good Sunday dress with pretty beads, a navy blue 

straw hat with a white flower and a veil and she always wore white crocheted lace gloves and carried 

a white pocketbook.. When she finished her grocery shopping, Uncle Henry would be waiting to put  

the groceries in the car, and he’d go back to talking to his friends on the street,  and Aunt Vina would 

take us up Main Street and across tne street, thatwasfilled with the same people that went to town 

every Saturday night, we’d go to Grant’s 5 & 10. She  had a list of things she needed, hairpins, 

packages of needles and a couple of balls of ecru crochet thread to make another table cloth, and the 3 

of us would  be a few aisles over in the toy department, oohing and ahoing at what we saw/. 
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When we left there Aunt Vina would take us in the ice cream parlor  and  buy each of us a double-dip 

chocolate and vanilla  ice cream cone  We’d be busy licking our ice cream  while she was talking to 

the ladies she knew, and tell the ones that didn’t know,  as she put her arm around us, “These are 

Myrtle’s girls, they live in New York City and are here for the summer.” We’d smile and they’d be 

smiling at us and be looking us up and down.” We would wonder, how come they knew who Myrtle 

was, not realizing no one ever moved, one generation after the other lived there and everyone knew 

everyone in town, even their grandmothers and grandfathers.   

 

“By nine o’clock we’d be back in the car and on our way to Silver Lake to hear Johnnie sing and 

Sonny was always with him.”  

 

Mary Jane reminded me, “The boys in Johnny’s band all went to the same high school in Ulster. They 

were so popular, they were hired to play there every Saturday night at Silver Lake during the summer. 

Dorothy’s boyfriend, Andy Phelps was from Ulster, he played the sax, and Jerry Place up the road  

played the banjo and Jim Schaefer down the road, played the bass guitar..Since we could n’t all fit in 

Uncle Henry’s car, Andy would pick up Dorothy,and  he wasn’t too happy about it, because they 

were going steady,  he’d take Shirley along with them to Silver Lake.”   

 

“Before the dance started, being they had loud speakers placed all around the wrap around[porch, 

once the band was ready,an older man that stoodup on the stage, once he got everyone’s attention he 

announced, “Ladies and Gentlemen, tonight we have Johnnie Hardenstine and his band to play for 

you. ” The people would be clappping and we’d be turning around and be so proud telling everyone,  

“That’s our cousin Johnnie and his band up there on the stage.”  

 

MaryJane shuckled,”Johnnie looked so handsome standing up on that stage playing huis guitar and 

singing into the microphone. We’d see the young girls listening to him sing and they’d be trying to 

flirt with him. and he just loved it and he’d be winking back at them and they’d swoon and giggle..” 

 

Most of the boys in the band lived on the same dirt road as Johnnie. Only Andy Phelps lived.in 

Ulster, the next town over. Jerry Place lived on the road to the left of Aunt Vina’s, and Jim Scheafer’s 

lived up the road. Friday nights they got together and practiced in one another’s house, what they 

were going to play on Saturday night, and Aunt  Vina and Uncle Henry would go and take us  

 I reminded Mary Jane, “What a wonderful life we had every summer we were with Aunt Vina and 

her family. Even though a lot of things were different compared to what we were used to at home 

because they went in bed at nine o’clock because Uncle Henry got up so early to go to work.  But, 

Friday and Saturday nights, we were up late. and Uncle Henry had to go to work on Saturdays, but 

hewouldn’t miss hearingJohnnie play, even at theiwhenthey were only practicing. The boys practiced 

at the Schaefer’s house or the Place’s house, and all the neighbors would drop in and dance  while 

they’d tried out different numbers. We had to put on clean starched dresses and clean socks.and we’d 

climb in the back of Uncle Henry’s 2 door car, and  go up the dirt road about a mile to the Sheafer’’s 
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house.  

The neighbors would be there, laughingand square dancing in the living room.and they’d bring a cake 

or cookies. and the mother would boil coffee in a big pot on the wood stove  and ladle it out to 

whoever wanted it .Everyone had such a good time, 

 

 Only the grown-ups sat on chairs because there wasn’t enough chairs to go around so all  kids sat on 

the floor with our backs up against the wall and we were warned, to keep our our feet in, so no one 

would trip over them when they were dancing. We’d sit there watching them dance and be,wishing 

we knew how to dance like they did.  

 

When we went to the barn dances, we wuld sit on the benches that were built in, all around the porch,  

and we would see Johnnie up on the stage singing. and hear him over the loud speakers that were all 

around the porch so everyone could hear him call, ‘Swing your partner to the left and swing her to the 

right.”           

 

I sighed to Mary Jane. “Do you rmember what a beautiful house that was, where they had the square 

dances on that big wrap-around porch that over-looked Silver Lake.We’d sit thnerewith Aunt Vina on 

those white wooden benches in front of the wooden railings, so no one would fall off and we loved 

being there and watch everyone dancing and laughing, and we’d be wishing we knew how to square 

dance too, 

 

We could see down below, they had a big fire going by the edge of the lake. and they’d be selling hot 

dogs on a roll with sauerkraut and mustard for 5 cents and there were pails of ice with different 

flavors of what they called, ‘pop’ and we called soda, that were 5 cents each. Smelling those hot dogs 

cooking, our mouths would be watering and we just had a big dinner before we left.  

Aunt Vina would open her pocketbook, and give Roseanna you and me a dime each and we’d would 

run diwn the back staurs and get a hot dog and a bottle of soda, and she’d give me an extra nickel to 

get her back an ice cold orange soda. It was a big treat to have an ice cold soda, because they didn’t 

have uce boxes or electricitysi they could have a refrigerator. But, we didn’t  have a telephone, and 

we had electricity, and Aunt Vina had a phone, but she didn’t have electricity and it was called a 

party line, so many rings was for her, and you  could pick up the phone and hear the other person on 

the line talking. 

 

Mary Jane chuckled, “ I remember Uncle Henry never missed a dance. He was so funny, and always 

out on the floor dancing with a different lady. When he’d try to coax Aunt Vina out on the floor, she 

would not go. and Uncle Henry loved to dance. I don’t know why but for some reason, she would 

ever get out on the floor and dance with him.  

 

Then he dragged the twi of us out on the floor an dleft us with two young boys that he knew. When 

he tried to make Roseanna get up and learn to dance, she hid  behind her mother, and refused to learn 

to dance..We gladly went and stood there because we didn’t know what to do when the music 
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started.”   

 

“Uncle Henry gave us to two young boys he knew, ‘Now, you young fellas show these city girls how 

we square dance up here.’ and he walked away and left us there,” 

 

 The boys stood there looking at us and we looked at them and no one said anything. They were as 

embarrassed as we were.that Uncle Henry threw us together. Then to add to our embarrassment we 

heard Johnnie announcing, ‘Well, will you look at what we have here, 2 pretty young girls from New 

York City, and it looks like they want to learn to square dance. Well, let’s all give them a hand.”  

 

We turned beet red hearing everyone clapping for us and when the music started, the boys grabbed 

our hands and the next thing we knew we were doing what everyone else was doing, dancing to the 

left and to the right because the boys knew how to square dance, and we did whatever they did.‘ 

 

What fun we had and when the music stopped, we stood there waiting for the next number to begin, 

the boys were telling us how they wished they lived in New York City, ‘that it must be so exciting to 

live in a place like that.’  

We did say anthing, but we culd’t help but wonder,  ‘why would they want to live in New York City 

for, because we loved being up there in the mountains.’  

 

We danced with the boys the rest of the night and when it was almost twelve o’clock, Johnnie 

announced,’This will be the last song for the night folks.’’\ 

 

We were so tired, we didn’t’ care. We  were glad to climb back in the car and go home. So was Aunt 

Vina but not Uncle Henry. I think he would have danced all night if he could.  

 

On the way home Aunt Vina turned around and told us, ‘I’m so glad you girls finally had a good 

time. and you learned to square dance, I wish Roseanna would, but she won’t even dance with her 

own father.”   

 

Mary Jane smiled, “Do you realize how young we were then? I was ten and you were 13, when we 

learned to square dance. It was cute how those  boys would wait for us to get there on Saurday nights, 

so they could dance with us again.  When we came back the following summers, they’d be looking 

around for usm and they’d fund ysm and we akways had so much to talk about..” 

 

It was nice to remember those days, because Mary Jane and I for some reason, had never talked about 

it before. It seemed life went by so fast, because  by 1941, I was 16 and the Japanese bombed Pearl 

Harbor and war was declared. In no time, most all of the boys we knew on our block were either in 

the Army or Navy or Marines.and were sent overseas  

 

Everyone’s  life changed when war ws declared. We never went to those barn dances again. gas was 
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rationed, and we never went to another barn dance at Silver Lake. Johnnie was in the Army, and gas 

was rationed, so Daddy wasn’t able to get gas to take us to Pennylvania fir the Fourth of July.. Only 

the people who worked in jobs that were connected to the war, could get ratuon books for gas and 

only enough gas that would get them to work and back. Ond day Fred brought somebody home, when 

they got sick at work. Being it was out of his waym in the city, he ran out of gas. His father had to put 

some gas he ha din the garage in a gallon container, then into a zipper bag with handles  and carry it 

on the bus and the subway, so he could give it to Fred, so he could get home.” 

 

“ If you remember we were old enough by1942, that we could take the Greyhound bus by ourselves, 

and spend most of  the summer with Aunt Vina, Then we’d take the Trailways bus to Lake Placid, 

during the war, and spend time with Momma, because for almost 12 summers, from 1944 until 1956 

she was working in Lake Placid from Memorial Day.until Labor Day.”   

 

After the war,  life on the farms were different. The fathers and grandfathers that used to work the 

farms and grew their own food. They milked the cows, and made their own butter,and baked their 

bread,  the chicken laid eggs, and they dropped a pail down a well to get drinking water.It wasn’t until 

around 1940, they got electricity. Then they were able to have running water, refrigerators, elecric 

washing machines.  

 

When the war was over and the boys came home from WW11 and the Koran and Vietnam War, 

many of them dud not want to be farmers like their parents were.. The veterans had the GI Bill of 

Rights, and they could go to college, some got married and bought a house with no money down. and 

life as we once knew it, was never the same on Saco Hill.  

 

We grew up during the Depression, and WWll, and by 1945, the war as over. and we were working. It 

was a new era, and a new generation by 1950’s. One we will probably never see the likes of  again . 

 

The world progressed so fast and into an electroinic age. It was .beyond anything anyone could have 

ever imagined. We developed the atom bomb, and  went to the moon. We discovered new and better 

medicines and antibiotics, and before we knew it, we had computers, printers and cell phones that 

could do amazing things. You could talk to anyone anywhere,  take pictures and videos.  

 

We soon learn as we get older, that we live and we die, and new generations step in and replace ys, 

and they will discover  greater things and life will go on and on.  
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A BABY IN THE NURSING HOME! 

 

While I was telling  Mary Jane about the last day we had spent with Momma, and that she went in a 

coma and died a few days later. Valerie was with me that day.. She lived in Miami, and it was about 

100 mile trip for her to come see Momma in the nursing home.and bring her 2 month old baby. 

 

Momma was 91m and she had been operated on for uterine cancer, and her time was running out.  

She ,kept telling me, she wanted to see Valerie’s baby, because Valencia was her latest great-

grandchild. I told Valerie Momma was was complaining, ‘it wasn’t fair  that she didn’t get to see 

Valencia. that she had crocheted her a pink blanket and booties for her.’   

 

I tried to tell Momma they wouldn’t allow a little baby like that in a nursing home, “ She  argued, ‘I 

can’t see why not. Did you ask the nurse if you could?”  

 

I told her again, ’They are not goin gto allow a little baby like that in here.” nur. 

 

She pouted,  ‘You don’t know that.. Go ask the nurse at the front desk right now, if you can.”  To 

satisfy Momma I went and I asked her. Was I was surprised when she said,  ‘Of course you can bring 

the baby in, it will brighten up the day for some of the women. They would love to see a litle baby.’   

 

Valerie and I went to see Momma the following Sunday. As we walked down the long hall in the 

nursing home, I carried the diaper bag and she carried Valenciam dressed so cute that she looked like 

a little doll in a.little pink fluffy dress with lots of lace on it, and pink socks and tiny patent leather 

shoes. 

 

 As we were headed for Mommas room,  word got around fast, once the women saw the little baby,  

Suddenly we were surrounded by all these elderly ladies coming towards us. and some of them were 

still coming out of their rooms in their slippers and night gowns, wanting see the little baby. ” 

 

‘Valerie looked at me bewildered seeing them coming towards us, that s he didn’t know what to dol 

There were so many of them crowding around the baby, and all wanting to touch and kiss her little 

hands and chubby legs. They started  pushing one another so they could get in and have a better look 

at the baby. Valerie smiled at them and turned her around so they could see her better. Valencia hd 

the biggest brown eyes and they were opened wide, staring at all those strange faces that were 

grinning at her and as they were ‘oohing and aahing’ over her they forgot their aches and pains.’ They 

took turns and gently rubbed her chubby little legs and Valerie had to hold on to her real tight, 

because they all wanted to get in closer to touch the baby.  
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The expression on their faces was so touching, to see all those white-haired ladies standing there, 

caressimg Valencia’s little fingers that were wrapped around their gnarled fingers and to see how they 

were smiling, as they brushed their wrinkled hands over her soft velvety cheeks and kissed her. 

 

 I tapped Valerie on the shoulder and told her, “Come on …we really have to go. Nana is waiting for 

us.” When they heard that, they started to moan and groan and begged us to stay a little longer. I 

explained to them, “We can’t, her great-grandmother has never seen her and she is waiting to see her”  

 

They walked away and seemed so disappointed, as they shuffled back to their rooms, and we hurried 

down the hall to Momma’s room, when an elderly man sitting in a wheel chair, wheeled himself in 

front of Valerie. She looked at me confused, and he smiled at her and told her quietly. “I waited until 

all the ladies had their turn to look at your baby. because. I was hoping, maybe you would let me hold 

her for just a minute?”  

 

His grey eyes were pleading with Valerie and I could see she didn’t know what to do. She did not 

want him to hold her, because she was afraid he would drop her..”The next thing I knew, she was 

putting Valencia in his arms. and his face lit up like a candle and he hugged her to him, and put his 

wrinkled face against hers and kissed her. We saw the big tears welling up in his eyes and we could 

tell he was so happy he could hold her.  

 

Then we saw the ladies coming down the hall and they were  pushing and shoving one another as 

they crowded around the old man in the wheel chair. From the look on their faces, we could tell they 

felt cheated that he was holding Valencia and they didn’t.  

 

They were quite vocal scolding him, ‘You’re not holding that baby’s head up right,” and demanded, 

‘Put your hand in back of her head or you will drop her.’ as if they were the only ones that knew how 

to hold a baby.”  

 

 

He ignored them, but it was obvious, he did not like them telling him what to do. He sat there and 

looked as though he was in another world, hugging Valencia and talking to her as he lifting her up in 

the air.” She seemed to be enjoying it because she never crired, she kept looking down at him. Then 

suddenly,  his arms gave out, and he had to bring her down fast. He looked at Valerie and told her,  

‘My wife is gone, and so is our little girl.  I’m all alone now Seeing your little baby reminded me so 

much of our daughter when she was that age. She looked just like your baby.’  

 

He looked so sad when he kissed Valencia again and handed her back to Valerie.  We got zll choked 

up seeing the tears running down his face while he was saying,”Thank you. You don’t know how 

much it meant to me to hold your little baby in my arms.”  

 

By then, we were almost crying with him, but I knew we had to go. Leaving, Valencia told him,  ‘I’m 
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so glad you could hold Valendia, and that she reminded you of your daughter when she was a baby. 

When we come back again, I will look for you…okey…and off we went”  

 

The womenwere shuffling and grumbling as they headed back to their lonely rooms, and some of 

them  they looked back at the baby then disappeared into their rooms. The old man sat there in his 

wheel chair with his eyes closed, remembering another time and another place. and we felt so sorry 

for him, seeing him sitting there all by himself. 

 

Two doors down was Momma’s room, and we hurried in. She was sitting up in bed waiting for us.and  

I could telk from the expression on her face, she was mad and she let us know it. “I heard you out in 

the hall talking. Why were you talking to that man and those women for, when Valencia is my great-

grandchild, not theirs.”  

 

Then she pouted, “You knew I was in here waiting to see her.” We kissed Momma, but she was so 

mad at us for making her wait to see Valencia. When Valerie leaned over and put her in Momma’s 

arms she cautioned her, ‘Nana! Whatever you do, don’t let her put her fingers in her mouth  I have to 

wash her.  Everyone was touching her.and I don’t know how clean their hands were.’  

 

Momma nodded and was smiling because she was so happy she had that baby in her arms. When 

Valerie tried to wash her, Momma could hardly hold on to her, so she could wash her face and hands. 

She screamed and  Momma lifted her way up in the air and got her to smile, but her arms gave out 

just like the old man’s did. From being in bed so long their muscles  become atrophied, and they lose 

the strength in their arms and legs.” 

 

Momma  couldn’t wait to lay Valencia on the pink blanket she crocheted for her, and when she  tried 

on the booties she made her,one fit  and the other one was too small. Momma shook her little foot 

telling her, ‘I guess I’ll  have to make you a bigger one tomorrow.’  

 

But there were no more tomorrows! That night Momma slipped into a coma, she never came out of. 

At least I know she spent a beautiful day with us and she was not in any pain, she was laughing and 

so happy she got to see Valentia.” 

 

“When we left that night, I never thought it would be the last time I would hear Momma laugh or that 

it would be the last time Momma would kiss me. We had dinner and Valerie went home, and she 

called to tell me that Valencia cried all the way back to Miami. 

 

Later that night the phone rang around 11 o’clcok.. I thought it was Valerie, but it  was Momma’s 

nurse Iris,  I knew for her to call me that late, something happened to Momma. She quietly told me,  

“I just wanted to let you know,  after you and your daughter left, your mother slipped into a coma. 

One she will not come out of. There is no reason for you to come now,  if I she gets any worse I 

promise, I will call you right away.’   
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I was sure Momma would come out of it because  she was so alert and laughing when we left, but she 

never came out of it The next day I went there and stood by her bed, and Momma never moved when 

I leaned over and kissed her. It was the same on Tuesday and Wednesday. Thursday morning, Irirs 

called me early and quietly said,‘Rose, You better come now so you can be with your mother.’ I 

drove there as fast as I could, and got there just in time.   

 

 I hurried into her room and one of the doctors was with Momma. Seeing her just lying there, I kept 

repeating to myself,  ‘this is the day I dreaded all my life.’as I sat on  the bed and held her in my arms 

and kissed her. I remembered Momma saying to to me a few months ago,  “Rose, we all live and we 

all die, and there is nothing we can do about it,  because that is what life is all about.”  

 

“I was so thankful I was there with her. I sobbed when she took her last breath, so peacefully and.I 

will never forget the pain I felt in my heart knowing Momma was gone. .I looked at Mary Jane,  “You  

know what it felt like. You held Sonny in your arms when he died.” She nodded and wiped her eyes  

   

Mary Jane kept wiping her eyes.  “I guess Momma got very thin and weak?”  

 

I laughed, “Pale and weak? She was as feisty was ever,She was always pale because she was anemic 

and your Mary Jane gave her  B-12 shots every week “   

 

 Mary Jane was crying and I told her,“When Momma was in the nursing home, she ate everything on 

her plate, even that last day we were with her.I am so thankful they were so good to her in that 

nursing home. For one thing, they encouraged the women to get dressed for dinner. Most of them 

preferred to stay in bed. Around 4:30, the LPN’s went around, male and female, and helped the 

women out of their night gowns and into their own clothes, and combed their hair for them.” Momma 

was very fortunate she  had a RN nurse like Iris, because she really looked after her. And there was a 

young male nurse named Eric from California, he got such a charge out of Momma, being he was an 

aritist, he would bring in some of his work and show it to her. Sometimes he’d bring Momma one 

beautiful rose from his mother’s garden and put it in a glass of water for her and bring her freshly 

baked cookies his mother made..wrapped in aluminum foil.. One day I was there, even though it was 

Eric’s day off,  he brought in his mother and girlfriend, so they could meet Momma. .  

 

One day when I was there, his girlfriend dropped by.and brought Momma a box of fresh strawberries. 

I sat there watching how she enjoyed eating them out of the box, and I thought, ‘why didn’t I think of 

doing that for her, and I did.  It was such a relief to know she was happy there, because you know 

how  she hated being that nursing home in New Jersey “ 

 

Mary Jane sobbed and cried, “Oh God, I can’t believe Momma is gone.” 

 I took a deep breath because I couldn’t stop crying. ”I think we always thought Momma would live 

forever. We could not imagine her ever dying, Look how many times the doctors told us, she was 
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going to die.and she lived to see 16 grandchildren and 17 great-grandchildren. We are so lucky we 

have such wonderful memories of her, and all our kids loved being with their ‘Nana’when they were 

growing up,.and she always took them on picnics and to the beach.”  

   

Mary Jane laughed “Momma used to take my 5 kids for a week at a time in the summer and during 

their Christmas and Easter vacations,  and they didn’t want to go home when they were  little and 

even when they were teen-agers.”  

 

We both agreed. “Momma never forgot their birthdays. She would come with a cake she made, 

decorated with their name and the right number of candles. Always lots of presents, not expensive 

ones, the kind she knew they would enjoy. She’d wrap them with white wrapping paper and draw on 

it and put their name on it with silver sparkles.  Who but Momma would do that for them.”” 

       

                           ,  

 

I sighed, “It was wonderful how our kids loved being with Momma, But, unlike you,  I never let them 

stay over-night. I know it really upset Momma that I wouldn’t let them, but I had every reason to be 

afraid.becuase I knew of she ever had a fire,  they would never be get out, not with all those boxes of 

waxed  flowers she had on the shelves. She had no bed, she slept on the couch and she had all your 

kids sleeping on quilts on the floor in her living room.” 

 

“You know as well as I do, when she waxed those flowers, the wax went everywhere in her kitchen, 

even though she’d shake the hot wax off in a cardboard box. it still went all over the cabinets and on 

the floor, Then she’d shape it and stick each flower in a piece of styrofoam. to let it cool. 

 

 I don’t think you realized how fast those waxed flowers would go up in flames if she ever had a fire 

there. In the wintertime, it was dangerous because she had kerosene stoves on the floor in the kitchen 
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and one in the living room wher everyone slept. “I know it didn’t bother you that your kids stayed 

there overnight, and I know you thought I was being ridiculous,  

 

Then one night it happened in the middle of the night, there was a big fire. Not in Momma’s store. but 

in the tire store, 2 doors up and the smoke and flames coming from all those tires on fire, was 

horrible. No one noticed it so it spread so fast to all the other stores that were along there. 

 

Being It was below zero that night and the water coming  from the firemen’s hoses turned to icycles, 

while they were hosing down  the walls of the stores to prevent the fire from spreading,The smoke 

was so bad.the firemen could hardly breathe.and they found Momma passed out on the floor in the 

back of her store  

They rushed her to the hospiial unconscious, and someone called Mr. Gibson. He had his men board 

up allthe stores with plywood, to prevent looting. 

 

Mary Jane said, “I never thought about it and she almost died in that fire.” 

 

I reminded her, “That Happened in 1975. Usually, Earl was always there, but that morning he went to 

Newton, New Jersey to see his son Rodney. Later that afternoon he called Momma, and told ther he 

decided not to drive back because of how it was snowing and the roads were very slippery, but he’d 

be there first thing in the morning,once the roads were plowed and sanded.”  

 

“Being the fire was in the middle of the night, no one knew it so it got  a head start. Momma was very 

luckythe flames didn’t reach her store, but it was the thick acrid smoke coming from the burning tires 

that caused her to pass out.  The heat from the fir  broke the windows and the firemen were able to get 

in her store and hose down the walls. They didn’t’ know anyone lived in the back and with so much 

smoke they couldn’t see an  one of the firemen tripped over Momma on the floor. or she would have 

surely died from smoke inhalation. He icked her up and ran outside with her, and put her in the 

ambulance and rushed her to the hospital.”  

 

“Earl came back early the next morning, and when he drove up he saw there had been a bad fire and 

all the stores were boarded up.  Frank, that owned the deli, told him what happened and Momma was 

in Valley Stream Hospital. 

 Earl called me, thinking I knew what happened, and I panicked, when I heard him say he was with 

Momma in the hospital.because the fire in the tire store that she had been overcome by the smoke and 

passed out..  

 

They stayed with us awhile but it took a long time before Momma could breathe right again. For 

weeks after, the slightest thing would start her coughing and she’d cough and cough until she was 

exhausted.”  

 

“After the fire Momma moved her store over by you and Sonny, in Ridgefield Park. But, it was a big 
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mistake. Things went from bad to worse because her flower business never took off there. They were 

there about two years and the doctors operated on Earl’s head. to stop his seizures, He never came out 

of it. Momma gave up her store and moved in with lil Mary Jane. and took a part time job in a flower 

shop.. 

 

Going to work one morning, she bumped her head hard on the frame of the car, while she was getting 

in. She had three aneuyrisms on the brain, they operated and removed them. and she was in the 

hospital for three months and didn’t know any of us.” 

 

 
                           

          

                                                1958 THE EICHHORN’S   

                                    Rosemary, 9, Diana 7, Freddie 2, Barbara 1                                                        

                              We lived in Aliquippa & Bridgeville, Pennyslvania.  

                                              from April 1958 to July 1960 
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,   

 

                1962   House on Rhode Island Avenue, Massapequa, Long Island 

       

      Mrs. Provolka, Rose 37 Valerie 2 Barbara 4 Freddie 7 Diana 8 Rosemary 10   
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                                 1961 OLD BETHPAGE HOUSE.. 

           Rose 36, Valerie 1, Freddie 5, Barbara 3, Diana 9, Rosemary ll  

 

  
      

                 1965 Diana, 12 Rosemary 14 Barbara 8,  

                          Valerie 4, Freddie 10 ~Nana 65   

                       Rhode Island Avenue, Massapequa 
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             At the farm in Towanda, Aunt Vina 62,  Momma 59 

                                   Lil’ Mary Jane 5, Johnny 4,Nancy 3 Jeanne 2      

                  

        
        

                       1963 CHRISTMAS    Ridgefield Park, New Jersey 

                  Mary Jane 11, Jeanne 8. Donna 3, Nancy 9, Johnny 10                                                  

 Mary Jane kept wiping her eyes, “When I think how many times Momma used to drive from Long 

Island, and take my kids over to her store for a few days or a week, during their Easter and Christmas 
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vacations. And in the summer she’d take them to Rockaway Beach in the evening. She would make 

them things to take home, and use the electric saw and cut out a dog or cat out of a piece of wood and 

paint a face and feet for them.and have them make things they could nail and glue together 

themselves.”  

 

“I still laugh what Momma did for Donna when she was about severn. She had lost most of her front 

teeth and she was very unhappy about it. Momma took a piece of wood and measured the inside of 

her mouth, and carved her some false teeth,  painted the teeth white and the gums pink, and used clear 

nail polish so the paint wouldn’t rub off.   

 

Donna loved them and wore them to school and at home and she was so happy with them . Momma 

got the idea from an article she read about George Washington  He had no teeth Some one carved him 

a set of wooden teeth, and he never went anywhere without them.”  

 

 I told her, “When our girls were little, Momma made them a big cardboard house, and painted it 

inside and out. It had  windows and little wooden shutters, and she made tiny net curtains, and doll 

beds and chairs from empty wooden spools of thread and old fashioned straight wooden clothes pins, 

that had a knob on the end. She even put lace on the pillows and bedspreads and embroidered tiny 

little flowers on them.and our girls loved that dollhouse.”  

 

I laughed, “Do you remember when our girls wer getting married, how Momma would call us and 

say,’ she couldn’t make up her mind, which gown she should to wear to our girl’s weddings? Then 

she’d walk down the aisle in church  and look so beautiful.and be langhing and looking around at 

everyone.” 

 

“The one wedding she was waiting to go to, was Freddie’s, and she wasn’t able to go. She was in the 

nursing home and had cancer. In April of 1991, they gave her a few weeks to live. By August she ws 

still with us and Freddie was going to get married on August 13th.  

 

We decided it was best we didn’t tell Momma,we were going to Freddie and Lora’s wedding on Long 

Island, because she was so sick, and there was no way she  could go and I knew it would only break 

her heart that she couldn’t go. k  

 

 

Being they were giving her morphine, I didn’t know wheher we should go. but we went. When we 

came back, I decided to show her the pictures of Freddie’s wedding, so she would die in peace 

knowing he was happyily married.  

 

She held each one and looked at all of them, then asked ne, ’When did you say Freddie is getting 

married because I want you to make sure I am at his wedding.’  I just closed my eyes and said, “Soon, 

Momma, soon..”                                                                .. 
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   BOTTOM   POP 1980 KATONAH, N.Y           1962 MASSAPEQUA house               

                                                                                     on Rhode Island Avenue                                                                                                                                                                                      

ELM STREET 1976-1989  

 

 

When we were growing up during the 1930’s, Momma would tell us, ‘One day, we are going to have 

a house out in the country.because Mrs. Hardon is going to leave me some money in her will, and I 
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will buy a nice house out in the country,  I will finally be able to hang up those beautiful lace curtains 

up on the windows. You know the lace curtains  Mrs Eggleston gave me when I was 19.  And I can 

finally unpack my wedding gifts, and  put them around, where they can be admired and seen.  But,  I 

don’t want Daddy living with us.“  

 

Momma never got her house in the coutry like she had hd wanted, because she didn’t get the full 

amount of money she thought she would, when Mrs. Hardon died, She did receive a check for $2,000, 

and the rest of the money was put in a trust fund so she would get money for the rest of her life. I 

don’t know the reason why she didn’t get a house, because back in 1940, she could have easily 

bought a house for $2,000 in the country. Of course,  Momma was very disappointed she did not get 

the full amount so she could buy a house and have no mortgage payments.. 

 

When she was 76, Earl had been with her for 10 years, and he died, Then she had three aneurisms 

removed from her brain, and was in the hospital for three months. Then she was living with you.and 

she heard Sonny’s children were being taken by the county and put in foster homes, was when she  

rented that house in Ridgefield Park, and moved Sonny’s children in with her and she finished raising 

them. She was very happy there for 13 years even if it wasn’t the house.she had hoped to have, but it 

had a lawn in the front and back, a two car garage, 4 bedrooms and 2 bathrooms. Not that she needed 

a big house like that, she got it so Sonny’s kids would have a place to live and she took care of them 

from 1976 to 1989. Then she only had Michael, Bobby and Nora and her dog with her.”.  

I looked at Mary Jane. “Remember how you and I tried to talk Momma out of renting that house. We 

felt it was time that she shold retire,and enjoy her life. but, she was worried that Sonny’s kids.had a 

place to live, because the town was coming to take the younger ones, because Sonny was drinking 

and not taking care of them like he should.”  

 

Mary Jane groaned, “Momma had no idea what it was like to take care of his kids. She didn’t raise us.  

Anna did.  So she didn’t know the first thing about how to take care of 5 teen age boys and 1 girl, She 

thought she could change them and make them obey her but she soon found out what a hard job it 

was.” 

“They had been on their own for such a long time, naturally, they resented her telling them what to 

do.”  They felt, she was interfering with their life style and they gave her a hard time. There were  

times, she would call me and want to give up on them one day and the next day she was telling me, 

“God spared my life, so I could do this for Sonny’s children.because they need me.’  

 

We argued with her, ‘You can’t do this, you just got out of the hospital You had 3 aneurysms on your 

brain, When they operated on you. uou didn’t know us for 3 months, You just started to walk again  

so how are you going to take care of those kids, when you can’t even take care of yourself?” 

 

I shook my head. “Well, she fooled all of us. She took care of them for thirteen years, and she finaly 

was able to turn them around. Martin got his own place and she threw Tommy out,  Matty went to 
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college and graduated,  and she was down to Bobby, Michael and Nora and the dog.”   

 

Mary Jane shook her head. I think it was1985, removed one of her kidneys, and then Sonny died in 

1987. That same year, they removed her colon and she had to wear a bag. She kept forgetting to take 

her medicine, and was in and out of the hospital so many times, by 1989, her doctor was putting her 

back in the nursing home she was in 1987, because that is where she belongs.”   

 

I sighed. “Those boys used to get Momma so upset, she would call me crying that, she didn’t know 

what to do with them. That it was a much bigger job than she ever thought.” But we never told her, 

“We warned you.” 

 

I know it made me very angry that Sonnywould let his mother take care of his children while he did 

whatever he pleased.. She was 76 years old at the time, and.he didn’t give her any money to help her 

out when his children were his responsibility, not hers. I felt it just wasn’t right, because Momma had 

worked all her married life, to pay the rent and bills when we were growing up, and to think she had 

to end up supporting his children.”  

 

 Knowing what Momma went through with Daddy’s drinking and Sonny was doing the same thing to 

her. I sort of mumbled, ”My heart ached for Momma because she had her hands full with his boys at 

first, because they were used to coming and going whenever they pleased. Sonny was never home. 

They didn’t have to answer to anyone.  He didn’t care what they were doing home alone.” 

 

Mary Jane sighed, “I know. His landlord warned him again and again, the neighbors were 

complaining about the boys and the loud music late at night, and their friends were coming and going 

at all hours of the night. Sonny didn’t do anything about it, and allowed him to be 6 months behind in 

his rent, so it was no wonder his landlord evicted him and you know, the county was going to the 

younger ones in foster homes..” 

 

I sort of laughed, “Those kids were in for a big surprise when they found out their ‘loving Nana, was 

not about to tolerate any of their nonsense. when they tried to give her a hard time. She let them 

know, they either lived by her rules, or they could leave, that the county would put them in foster 

homes.”  

 

Mary Jane lit another cigarette. “Nora never gave Momma any problems, like the boys. She didn’t 

know how to deal with them. She never knew what they were up to when they were upstairs with 

their friends and .they’d close cl the door, being they were boys she never questioned what they were 

doing, until she found out they were playing cards and gambling and smoking whatever.  

 

Momma worked very hard  to take care of them.and it was not easy for her at her age to take care of 

all those kids. She made their breakfast, bought them their clothes, did their washing and ironing, 

cooked their meals, did lthe dishes and done the food shopping every week, and carried all those bags 
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of food in the house and had to put it away. This was something Momma never had to do before, and 

those boys never thought to help her, until years later “ 

 

I looked at Mary Jane. “I felt so sorry for her because  they wouldn’t listen to her nad kept getting her 

upset, while Sonny was free to do whatever he wanted to do, When Momma heard he was living with 

a woman that was a bartender, and she had several children and her husband was in jaol, she broke 

down and cried so hard.that she wanted to give up on them. 

 

“Eventually, she did straighten them out, except fot Tommy. He was the biggest problem and she 

threw him out.. Momma never stopped loving Sonny. She used to cry because it hurt so much to see 

what he was doing to himself, with his drinking, like Daddy did, he didn’t care about his children, and 

there was a time, he had so much going for him.”  

 

After Pat died, he started drinking more until he lost everything, even his own self-respect.  When 

they operated on him. he had pancreatic cancer and the cancer had metastasized, They removed as 

many tumors as they possible could amd. Mary Jane and John  took him home to their  house. The 

care she gave Sonny for a year and a half,  not many sisters would have the stomach or the courage to 

do. She washed and tended the huge open wounds he had and took such good care of him. He began 

to feel well enough to get up and walk around. 

 

 

Since he didn’t drink any more, she suggested maybe he call the architect company he used to work 

for, and see if they could use him. When he called, he was surprised they wanted him to come back 

and was he was working on  blueprints and plans for condomiums they were building along the 

Palisdades, He finally back to doing the one thing he loved to do and he was a diffeent person. It was 

the unbelievable care Mary Jane gave him that year and a half, thatg made him feel like a human 

being again, and even though he never let Momma see him in the condition he was in,  it really hurt 

her, but she was relieved to know, he was there with Mary Jane.”  

 

“When Momma took his children, Sonny was 51. but, the shame of it was he no longer cared about 

himself, let alone his children. He certainly didn’t care about Momma, or the financial burden it was 

for her to have to feed and clothe them.”  

 

What we did not realize, was how depressed Sonny was after Pat died in 1965. I don’t think, he ever 

forgave himself for not being home with her that night. Then to.suddenly be faced with the caring for 

6 children, from a year and a half old to 16 years old, he didn’t know where to turn, He left the good 

job he had with Vic Tanney in the city, so he could work closer to home.  

 

Mary Jane said, ‘Only now I realize his depression got so much worse.” 

 

I agreed with her, “I know you don’t remember, but when Sonny was little, no matter how hard 
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Daddy hit him with the belt, he never cried, He always kept everything to himself. Pat died in 1965, 

and by 1976 Momma took in his children He desperately needed professional help but he never got it. 

We didn’t know what he must have been going through mentally, so he drank so he didn’t’ have to 

think about all his problems.” 

     

I sighed, “I hope you know that Momma would have died if I had listened to.Dr. Mc Intosh.when he 

wassending her home that morning. I happened to walk in and I refused to take her home. I demanded 

he get a neurologist to look at Momma, and he refused and argued with me, he was fine.  After I kept 

arguing with him, he finally called the neurologist. He came and he took one look at Momma.and he 

came back out and told me,‘I’m afraid your mother only has about four hours to live.’ Can you 

imagine how shocked I was when he said that? Then Momma refused to sign the papers so he could 

operate. and she slipped into a coma. He asked me to sign them.and I refused.to go against what 

Momma wanted.and he oulnt’ believe I would’t sign the papers.” 

Mary Jane said, “Later that night He called me at home, and I went to the  hospital and I signed them 

for Momma or she would have died..” 

 

I moaned,” Before you and Sonny came to the hospital, Momma took my hand and she made me 

promise I would not let them operate on her head..She was afraid of what they did to Earl, would 

happen to her.and she cried,  “I would rather die, then let them operate on my head.” 

 

Mary Jane sort of smiled,, “Just so you know, I didn’t want to go against Momma’s wishes,. but I 

kept thinking if there was the slightest chance she could live, I had to sign them, and that was 1976 

and she lived until 1991..” 

 

“ But Mary Jane, you didn’t see Earl, but I did. When I took Momma to see him in the nursing home 

you would understand why she felt the way she did about them operating on her head. Earl had this 

blank expression on his face, and he sat there and  didn’t’ know Momma or me. All he did was stare 

straight ahead. They had him tied in the wheelchair, and across the chest and waist so he wouldn’t fall 

out, because he couldn’t even hold his head up!” 

 

Mary Jane nodded. ‘I know I heard what happened. But don’t you think it wa strange that Earl died 

about the same time they operated on Momma’s head, and Momma lived 15 years more than Earl did. 

Momma never asked us about Earl. until about a month later. We were with her  in the house on Elm 

Street, and she quietly said, ‘I know Earl died You can talk about it.’  

 

“My heart ached for her.but  I didn’t know what to say. It’s funny that Momma never cried, but  I 

think she did all her crying  the day she saw him staring straight head, and he was tied in that 

wheelchair. She realized, he would die as a result of that operation to prevent him having those 

epilepsy seizures. The last one he had, was when he was driving across the George Washington 

Bridge and he passed out and ran into the bridge and wrecked his car.”  
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I nodded, “I remember when that happened. I started to tell you, when Momma called me that she 

wanted me to come and take her to look at a house,  she didn’t tell me why. When I asked her, she 

wouldn’t answer me so I dropped it.. When I got to your house, she wason the porch,  pacing back 

and forth.“ 

Then you came out to my car and I could tell you were annoyed the way you were rolling your eyes 

up at me. Momma didn’t say a word. she got in my car, and  I had no idea what was going on.or 

where she wanted to go.”  

“Not until you handed me.a piece of paper with a map you drew on it, to show me how to find the 

house she wanted to see. You said, “It’s  off Teaneck Road.” .’ 

“You assumed I knew where it was.but I didn’t know where those streets were  We left and as I was 

going down Main Street,  I noticed Momma was crying.  She said, “Wait..stop here, at Sonny’s 

apartment.  I have to talk to him.” She got out and she came right back, and slammed the car door and 

sat down. She seemed upset and angry when she said ’Wouldn’t you know it, he’s not home as 

usual.” Momma sat there tapping her fingers on the open window. I still didn’t have a clue, as to what 

was going on and I didn’t ask any questions, because it was obvious, Momma didn’t want me to 

know..” 

Then Sonny’s landlord came over to the car.  the window was open, so he leaned in and told 

Momma.” ‘I’m sorry, Mrs. Mc Arow. I really feel bad I had to evict your son, Tom. But I had to. 

He’s a nice guy, but he’s never home with those kids. They are up there night after night, with no 

supervision, carrying on,.and Tom’s out drinking every night.‘They play cards at all hours of the 

night with their friends that come and gp and they have that loud music playing..The neighbors keep 

complaining to me about them. I talked to Tom about it, and he done nothing about it.. I’ve tried to be 

patient with him, but not anymore. Right now, he owes me 6 months back rent.and he’s out drinking  

night after night, That is not right.  I had no choice but to evict him. Did you know the county is 

coming this afternoon to take his kids, They’re putting the younger ones in foster homes, because 

Tom is not taking care of them.”  

Mary Jane groaned,. “You couldn’t blame the man. What did Momma say?.”.  

“She was crying and telling him, “I know, I know, It’s not your fault, I understand why you had to put 

him out. You’ve been very patient with him.”  

He patted Momma on the shoulder and handed her a business card the county gave him, with their 

phone number on it.. She looked at it and thanked him and as he was leaving she asked him, “Could I 

use your phone a minute. I want to call them to see why I can’t take them?”  

“He took her in his house and she called the county and spoke to them. When he heard what she 

said,.he  told her, “I don’t think you know what you are getting yourself into with those kids.”. She 

thanked him and got back in the car and she looked at me ‘ I told the county I was their grandmother 

and I would gladly take care of them..”At first, they said ‘No, that I couldn’t take them.” “They are 
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coming  for them this afternoon. ” I couldn’t believe Momma lied to them, she old them. “I have a big 

house.and I can give them a good home. They will be well fed. I assure you I will see they behave if 

they live with me.’  

 I don’t know how, but she convinced the county to let them live with her, and she didn’t even see or 

have the house yet.  She was living with you at the time., and I couldn’t believe  she dared to lie like 

that, but I knew, it was nothing new to her to lie, even if she called it, ‘exaggerating’.”   

We left there and looked for the street you had on the map. Momma was sobbing, “What’s wrong 

with Sonny? How could he let something like this happen to his children again?  He was evicted once  

before and had his furniture was put out on the street. Those poor children, what a terrible life they’ve 

had.  I have to get this house, so they can have a place to live and not be knocked around like they’ve 

been most of their lives.”  

 

“When we drove up Elm Street and Momma saw the number on the house,  she got so excited and 

kept saying, ‘That’s exactly the kind of house I want.”She got out of the car before me, and walked 

right in. I followed her and the owner was there working on the kitchen sink. .He tipped his had and 

said his name was Pat and he had a real Irish brogue. He shook our hands.and Momma introduced 

herself and when he heard her name was ‘Mrs. Mc Arow’,  he was in all his glory showing her around 

the house. He pointed to the bedroom off the kitchen, the bathroom and living room and a sun porch 

on the first floor and he took her upstairs to show her the 3 bedrooms and another full bathroom,   

When they came back downstairs, Momma never asked him one question, and opened her 

pocketbook and asked him what his full name was. She  wrote out the check for 3 months rent. and he 

smiled and took the check and handed her the keys and told her she could move in anytime she 

wanted to, that the electric was on. and all she to do was have it changed over to her name.”   

 

Needless to say, Momma  was so happy when we going back to your house. When we walked in you 

pulled me to the side and whispered,  ‘She didn’t take it,  did she?’  I nodded she did and you looked 

like you were going to faint.” 

I had to go home and make dinner, so I left. :ater that night you called and you were laughing so hard 

telling me, “Rose, you are not going to believe this, this,.but Momma has moved in already. Martin 

and Michael got their friends that had a truck and moved their beds and bureaus and their kitchen set 

in, and my girls are there now helping them to get things set up.” 

“ I’ll  go down there tomorrow to see what I can do. My Mary Jane and Nancy just went to Valley 

Fair to buy some curtains and curtain rods  for the kitchen and som pillows for living room and sheets 

for Momma’s bedroom.”  “They decided to fix the boys’ rooms later on, they just wanted to finsh the 

downstairs first. My girls called around to their friends, to see what they can get to set up the kitchen 

for Momma, like some pots and pans, knives and forks and dishes, along with what Sonny had. They 

even got a bed and bureau for Momma. and got her set up. .I cooked what food I had  and Nancy 

came and got it while it was hot and they’re right eating now.” 
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Mary Jane sat there smiling, remembering what happened that day I told her, “It is beyong me how 

Momma did what she did for Sonny’s kids., She never gave up on them, ut she did treatened to, a 

couple of times.. Can you imagine the patience it  took to take car eof them  for eleven years. Sonny 

rarely went to see her or his kids for a long time, Then he slowly came back to see them, every so 

often. As far as I know, he never helped her with any of the bills, the rent or to buy their food. Then 

she had Bobby to deal with but it was the boys that gave her such a hard time in the beginning, that 

Momma used to cry to me over the phone. So many times she would tell me, I can’t take it anymore 

but she did.” .  

“The problem was, they resented her telling them what to do. They had been on their own for such a 

long time, they came and went as they pleased.. But, they soon found out who was boss in that house, 

there was no more coming and going at all hours of the night, and having their friends up in their 

rooms plaing cards. , and gambling until the we hours in the morning,  smoking whatever andand who 

knows what else they were doing.: 

 

“Momma put a stop to it, and they resented it. They did not like that she was telling them what to do/ 

Whenever they would  give her an argument,.they got no where/Sshe would open the front door and 

tell them,  ‘ Either you do what I say or go upstairs and pack your bags and leave, I mean it..”  

It was very hard for her to get them to listen to her. If  you remember she threw Tommy out the front 

door, when she found he had drugs upstairs in his room. It took those boys a long time before they 

realized, Momma was not their enemy,. she was the best friend they ever had.  

At time went by, Michael was very good to Momma., and Martin gave her money to help; her out 

when he could. He was 25 when he left and got his own apartment and Tommy was 24. and she threw 

him out because he was on drugs.  They were on their own for so long and in trouble with the cops 

several times, that trying to chagng ethier ways did not happen overnight, but they began to realize, 

Momma really did love them, and that is what turned them around.” 

 

Nora was 11, but Momma didn’t have a problem with Nora, it was.Bobby that drove her crazy. He 

never stopped eating, and he kept gettting heavier and heavier. She put him on a diet. He was 6 feet 

tall and weighed 250 pounds. and he was so proud whenever she weighed him and he saw he had lost 

some weight. But, it was seeimg him sitting in front of the TV all day, is what drove her crazy, 

because he had nothing better to do. She noticed his fascination with numbers and how he would 

repeat and remember the scores of the baseball and football games that he watched on TV. That 

summer Momma showed him how to mow the lawn an he went around the neighborhood, and got a 

couple of jobs mowing other people’s lawns, and made some money for himself. 

 

“Momma called the county one day, and complained about the way they had treated Bobby when he 

was younger. She argued, they should have done something for him, at least teach him something, 

Then she told them how good he was at remembering the baseball scores, but. it didn’t get her 

anywhere They explained to her, it was too late becayse Bobby was 21.  
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That didn’t stop her, she was determined she was going to get some kind of help for Bobby and she 

continued to call them. Finally, they agreed to let Bibby attend a special school, with the 

understanding, she had to drive him back and forth., and that is what she did for Bobby. When she 

discovered they were teaching him to make wooden shoe-shine boxes, she was furious. She got on the 

phone and told them, “What good is it to teach him how to make shoe shine boxes, when he needs to 

learn to read and write to get along in this world.”  They told her, “We are sorry but you don’t seem 

to understand, your grandson Bobby is not capable of learning to read or write, and that is why the 

schools did not take him when he was younger.” So she decided she would teach him. 

 

Mary Jane nodded  “I remember when she took him out of that school, and Momma taught Bobby 

how to read and write.’ 

 

 I said, “I know she did.  She realized Bobby was limited to what he could learn, but she also realized,  

he was very good remembering numbers and people’s birthdays, and especially the baseball and 

football scores But what he.did not understand was money. Afternoons, when he was borned he liked 

to walk up to the police station and would do errands for the cops. Get them pizzas or sodas, and they 

always tipped him. Bobby would go home and show Momma the money they gave him, but he had 

no idea what he had in his hand.  

 

That was when  she sat him down at the kitchen table, and gave him a notebook and and had him how 

draw a line around a dime, and she wrote  10 cents, and made him do the same thing, with the nickel, 

dime  and quarter, She was so happy for him to see how eger he was to learned what each coin meant, 

and made him count on his fingers, how many fingers equaled a nickel, a dime, and 5 times 5 fingers 

for a quarter, and she make sure he understood. The next day, not to overload with with too much 

information, she taught him how many nickels, dimes and quarters made a dollar. When she’d try to 

fool him, she couldn’t. He figured it out and would write it down and always got it right. She was 

shocked how fast Bobby learned, and they refused to take him in school.  

After seeing  how fast Bobby learned about the money, Momma figured maybe she could get him 

some kind of job over at Valley Fair. He needed to get out o f the house an dmix with people. 

Momma called the manager, and explained to him that Bobby was her grandson, and how old he was 

and even though he was  mentally retarded, he could read and write ‘a little’, and she assured him,  he 

had a very pleasant personality and he loved people.”  

“The manager suggested she bring him in, that he would like talk to him, Perhaps he could give him a 

job. but, she had to understand, it would be pushing carts out to the cars for the customers, not at the 

cash registers or putting the cans and jars on the shelves. .Momma laughed and let him know, she 

understood what he meant.  Then he told her, ‘You might like to know, we have several boys just like 

Bobby, and we hire them because we have found they are honest, reliable and dependable, they come 

to work everyday,”  
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Momma had Bobby put on his good suit, a starched shirt and a tie and she drove  him over to Valley 

Fair. The manager shook his hand and after he talked to him he told her, ‘Yes,Bobby is a very nice 

young man and he can start in 2 weeks.”.  

Mary Jane was smiling, “Momma had to fill out the papers for Bobby, andwhen Momma brought 

Bobby home that day, she realized, he didn’t know how to get on or off  a bus. So she decided she 

would teach him. She rode on the bus with him, back and forth,  again and again, and made Bobby 

show her where he would  get on the bus, and get off the bus at Valley Fair, and what number bus he 

would take home. She made him write down the number of the bus and put it in his wallet, because 

there were so many buses pulling in and going in different directions, he had to know the number of 

the bus to get home.    

He went to wor everyday by himself and never had a problem , until one night awhen he got off work, 

he lined up with the people getting on a bus, and Bobby got on the wrong one. He didn’t realize it 

was going in the opposite direction until he landed in next town. He got off because knew right away 

he was lost, and looked around for a cop’s car. He walked over to them, and told them,  he was lost 

and didn’t know how to get home. When he mentioned he was a good friend of the cops at the 

Ridgefield Park Police Station. They called to check on  his story, and  patted him on the back and 

made sure he got on the right bus.   

Meanwhile, Momma didn’t know what happened to Bobby, he didn’t come home at the usual time. 

She got so  upset  she finally called the police station, knowing they were very fond of him. She was 

crying and telling them, Bobby didn’t come home and she was afraid he was lost somewhere.   

They laughed and told her,” Mrs. Mc Arow, don’t  worry, we just heard from the police station in the 

next town that Bobby got on the wrong bus, he was going west instead of east and they put him on the 

right bus and he should be home any minute.”  

Bobby walked in with a big smile and seemed so proud when he told Momma, ”Guess what Nana, I 

got lost today!”  

Mary Jane sighed, “Bobby worked there for 10 years. When Momma moved to Florida. and they 

retired him with a pension, because during a physical they discovered, her had a serious heart 

problem. Bobby lived with Nora and her husband, and she always took very good care of Bobby.”  

We were sitting there talking about what happened to Sonny, and that we really loved him, with all 

his faults. Mary Jane was wiping her eyes saying,.”I think we forget what Sonny went through,when 

we found Pat dead on the floor. “    

He had a very good job in the city, working for Vic Tanny, but he quit, when he was faced with 

taking care of 6 children and Nora was only a year and a half old. Vic Tanny’s didn’t want to lose 

him and offered to pay a nanny to take care of the children, if he would stay, but he decided ti go out 

on his own,  locally” 

 

I nodded, “I know,  Nora was practically a baby, when her mother died. She and Martin was 16. 
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Those poor kids had to grow up without their mother, and Sonny was no help, he started drinking 

heavily and stayed at the Knights of Columbus” night after night, and would leave the kids home 

alone, so Pat’s sister Theresa came and tried to help him.  He went business for himself, building 

kitchens and bathrooms, and for awhile, he was doing so well, but his drinking ruined his business. 

 

 Theresa came from the city and she took care of the children, so he could do his work, but she had a 

drinking problem too, and it didn’t work out and she left and he was on his own.  He floundered 

because could not handle taking care of his children and he ran his business into the ground because 

of his drinking, and that was the ruination of his life and his children had no life with him, because he 

was never home, he was always in the bar, running away from his troubles.” 

  

As time went on, Sonny’s drinking problem only got worse, and he was evicted from the apartment 

where he was living in and he lost everything.The shame of it was, you and Sonny were so close. He 

always lived a couple of blocks from you, and you helped him out so many times.” 

 

“Maybe he was too embarassed, was why he wa avoidng us,  seeing how his life was spiraling down, 

when there was a time, he had so much going for him, because I know he  loved what he was doing. 

He had that good job in the city designing offices, and he was with that firm in New Jersey that built 

all those condominiums along the Palusades. They liked him so much, but they had no choice but  let 

hin go because of his drinking.  

 

“I know that was why he stayed away from us the way he did, he didn’t want to face us. We didn’t 

realize that he really needed help, because his drinking was ruining his life and the lives of his 

children, It got to be, the only time we saw Sonny was, when one of your girls or our girls were 

getting married, At least, he did come. I was so happy that he did show up and he seemed happy to be 

with us and I don’t think he ever realized how glad we were to see him.”  

 

Mary Jane scratched her head, “Yes, I know, but Rose, he was always a quiet person.  He would 

never say what was bothering him, he kept all the hurt to himself. Didyou ever know him to confide 

in any of us, or complain. Never.”  

 I let out a long sigh, “I remember that day in August of 1965, when Pat died.  We were on vacation 

and wer staying at Griffith’s, when you called to tell me what happened. I can’t imagine what it must 

have been like for Sonny, to walk in that night,  and find Pat dead on the kitchen floor. What a 

horrible shock it must have been, because he had no way of knowing what happened to Pat.”  

 

It was only later on, they found out she had choked to death from the fumes coming from the JO bug 

spray.she was using in the cabinet underneath the sink. They lost their case in court, because is said 

on the can. ‘only use it in a well ventilated room’, and their kitchen had  no window and it was a hot 

humid night in August .” 

 

Mary Jane fell asleep, and I gently shook her, “Come on, let’s go to bed. We’re going to be 
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exhausted tomorrow and we have so many things we have to do.”   

Mary Jane stretched her arms up over her head saying, “I don’t want to go to bed yet. How often do 

we get a chance to sit and talk like this., I’ll make  another pot of coffee.”  We drank it and sat there 

and talked for another hour . 

Putting her coffee cup down on the saucer. she shook her head.“I don’t think Momma ever realized 

how I worried about her being in that store working until two in the morning?  She would laugh and 

say, ‘I’m no afraid.’ Her store was in a mall, but she was all alone there at night. All the other stores 

were closed, except for the Italiian restaurant at the end, but they closed at 10 o’clock.and there were 

no houses nearby. She almost died the night the tire store had a fire, and she passed out from the 

smoke and was on the floor.. Only that those firemen went in her store to water down the walls, they 

happened to trip over her in the dark, or she would surely have died of smoke inhalation that night.”  

I reminded her, “Well, every night there was a nice Irish cop that walked around and checked all the 

doors of the stores, to make sure they were locked. He’d stop to see if Momma was alright and they’d 

talk awhile and he’d coninue on. I think he thought she was Irish, being her last name was, ‘Mc 

Arow’.”  

One night I was there with the children and Momma fixing dinner, when the Irish cop walked in to 

say ‘hello’. He seemed to enjoy seeing the children and  once in a while,  if he saw my station wagon 

out front, he’d bring them some lollipops. That night, just as he walked in, Freddie, was 3 at the time, 

had reached up on Momma’s work bench and took the cup that was sitting there and drank the Napha 

Momma was using , when she colored the flowers she made. 

 I  saw what he did, and jumped up and grabbed the cup from him, but it was too late, Freddie started 

gagging and was gasping and trying to breathe.  I thought he was going to die in my arms and I 

panicked, and seeing him walk in, I tried to tell him what he just did. He grabbed him out of my arms 

and ran to his police car and took him to a nearby hospital.  

 I put Rosemary and Diana in the back of station wagon and Momma held Barbara, she was only a 

few months old. Momma was crying because she felt so bad about what happened and I was crying 

and trying to dirve and I couldn’t find where the hospital was, that he told Momma he was taking 

Freddie. I  was not familiar with the area and, Momma was so upset she was telling me, “I think it is 

down this block, no maybe it is down this other block. By then, .I was getting so upset I almost ;ulled 

the car over and cried.  But, it was on the block where we were. I was shaking life a leaf and we ran 

in the Emergency Room and Freddie was throwing up so bad, his eyes were rolling around in his 

head.  I stood there watching him and didn’t know what to do for him. The doctor asked to stand 

back, that he would take care of him. He said, they wre going to hve to pump his stomach out, 

because he swallowed more than they thought,   

Poor Freddie was so sick and they were making him drink this thick black liquid that had charcoal in 

it, and he was giving them a hard time about it, and clenched his lips tight, but the nurse got him to 

take it. They pumped his stomach out and kept him over night/. When  I picked him up the next day, 
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he complained that his throat hurt and he had refused to eat anything for them, The doctor felt, as 

long as he kept drinking juices and some water, when he got home, he would be fine.”  

“At frist Fred was extremely upset, when I told him what happened to Freddie, while we were at 

Momma’s store. He said angrily, :What do you mean that Freddie iss in the hospital.: When he 

calmed down, I esaplined to him what happehd, then said he understood  how it could happen, 

because he knew if Freddie saw a cup, he would associate it with something to drink. Momma never 

put naptha in a cup again, she kept it in a big mason jar on the back of her work table, where none of 

the children could reach it.” 

Didn’t you wonder where Momma got all her energy, because she never seemed to get tired, she 

would take short naps, and be raring to go again. 

 Mary Jane laughed, “She used to say, ’There’s not enough hours in the day for me to get all the 

things done that I want to do. When Momma ame home on her Sunday afternoons off, she was never 

tired, she always took us somewhere  we we’d have fun. At night, I an remember when some of the 

mothers in the neighborhood would knock on our door, crying and ask to talk to Momma.  They’d be 

sobbing and telling her their baby was so sick with a high fever.” 

Momma would drop whatever she was doing and go with the mother and I always had to bring the 

bottle of alcohol. She’d be in their kitchen filling the sink up with warm water.and take the alcohol 

and pour some of it in. then she’d take the screaming baby or child from the mother and immerse it in 

the warm water. She’d take a clean washcloth and let the warm water rung down over their head, face 

and body.and that usually brought the fever down.  

When Momma was leaving she would warn them, ‘If after an hour, if the fever doesn’t stay down, I 

want you go downstairs to the candy srore and you call the doctor to come to the house. Most of the 

time they didn’t have the 2 dollars to pay him, and they’d borrow it from Momma., but.Saturday was 

payday, and they always gave Anna an envelope with the money in it, to give Momma..”  

Mary Jane sat there thinking, ”Momma always talked about when Uncle Mick lived with us  I wish I 

was old enough to remember him. t I saw lots of pictures of him and his family that he’d send and  

she would send him pictures of us. ”  

 

I asked Mary Jane her, “Do you realize how many people lived with us when we were growing up, 

besides Uncle Mick? 

 

I remember Momma said Aunt Dorothy lived with us when she was 16 and she came back again in 

1940, when I just startred high school. But Momma for some reason didn’t like her too much. She 

only let her come  because she had no place to go, when her husband divorced her, He got custody of 

their 5 children, and he took them to California, to get them away from their mother..  

 

     Momma never got along with Aunt Dorothy or  Gramma, they always argued   
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     but Dorothy and Gramma got along. When Aunt Dorothy came to live with us,  

     she worked at the White Towers on Broadway and 137th Street, but she was   

     constantly upsetting Momma with her smoking and coming home late at night.” 

 n“Anna was embarrassed to tell her, that the neighbors were talking about all the different men they 

would see her with, that she would meet at work and go out with. Momma had no idea what she was 

doing and she got so mad, she  packed her bags and put her on the Greyhoud bus and sent her back to 

Towanda. Then we heard she married Bill English. a man that was much older than her,and they lived in 

a house in East Towanda, near where she grew up in Wysox.  

 

One summerm Momma was visiting Aunt Vina, and they decided they really should visit Dorothy, 

becaue they had been avoiding her for a long time When they arrived, they were rather surprised to see 

what a nice home she had,  and how nice she had decorated it, that they could hardly believe it. 

Everything was so neat and clean, and in good taste, they were glad they broke the ice and had gone to 

see her.   

 

“When Dorothy was born her mother was 40 years old. Vina was married and Momma had left home, so 

they really never got to know oher or lived with her. Being she was born premature, like so many of 

Gramma’s babies that didn’t live, Dorothy only weighed 4 pounds. Dr. Brown warned Gramma, not to 

get attached to her because she was not going to live. But, she fooled all of them and lived to be 88 and 

out lived her sisters and brothers, and died of a heart attack, in 2002, in her home in East Towanda, just 

down the road from wher she was born and grew up.”  

 

Mary Jane nodded, “Don’t forgot Daddy’s cousin, Cassie Mc Aleer lived with us when she came from 

Ireland in 1937.  Daddy and Uncle Mick’s parents died when they were born, in 1896,  and there were 8 

children left homeless. The parish priest found homes for all of them, but no one wanted to take care of 

twins. Uncle Mick was raised in town, and the Mc Aleers raised Daddy on their farm. They rarely saw 

one another growing up. In 1914, Aunt Rose was the p;ldest and she went to America to live and she 

paid the way for 5 of her family, to come to America.” 

 

I sort of laughed, “When Cassie lived with us,  Momma gave her my bed because and I had to sleep with 

you on the top bunk bed. She went to work everyday and did not like living in New York City, and in 

1939, she went back to Ireland. “ 

 

     “In 1942, Gramma lived with us, because Aunt Vina couldn’t stand her anymore. Again, I had to 

sleep with you on the top bunk bed and Gramma got my bed, the bottom bunk bed. After a year of 

Gramma picking on Anna and us, Momma sent Gramma back to Aunt Vina but she did not want her 

living with her again. They talked it over, and knew they had to find a place for her to live, because 

Uncle Ervin bought her house for back taxes and remodeled it.  It was the house they grew up and 

they felt very bad about what he did. He argued, she moved away when she married that man in 

Harrisbverg and walked away from the house and never paid the taxes on it. When the town put the 

house up for sale for back taxes, he bought it for a couple a hundred dollars and he put in electricity, 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          432 

 

running water, carpeting, a bathroom and new kitchen, and he wasn’t about to let her move in with 

him and his wife.  

 

     Momma didn’t know what to do and she suggested to Aunt Vina, maybe she could find a small 

house for rent, where  Gramma could live, that she would pay the rent, and Aunt Vina could give her 

milk, butter and cheese and buy her half her groceries and she would pay for the other half. When 

Aunt Vina hear there was a cottage for rent, down the road from her, but far enough away that it 

would be a long walk for Gramma to get to her house she went and looked at it and called Momma.  

Gramma had Aaron move in with her to help to her when it snowed and hoe the garden in the 

summer, but Lily cried and refused to move in with her mother, she wanted to stay with Aunt Vina.”  

 

Mary Jane said,  “And we had John, and then Irene lived with us. When you got married in 1948, 

Irene Barry moved in with us when she was 18. Momma let her , being she used to be in my class in 

school and she felt sorry for her because her father was killed in the big Brewery explosion in 1938. 

Then her mother died of p;neumonia,  shortly after she received a large settlement from the Brewery 

Company. Msgr. Quinn was appointed legal guardian for Irene and her brother Eddy. He  placed 

Irene with one family and Eddie with another, on `134th  Street, but Irene was unhappy there but she 

had to stay. When she turned 18, she  asked Momma if she could live with us and she let her, then 

she met and married Knorby Woods, and I was her Bridesmaid. Knorby had a very good job on Wall 

Street, he was a stock broker and he invested the money Irene’s motherleft her ,and over the years, 

she did very well with the investment, and when you think of all the years you two were so close , 

and you were with her when Knorby died of a heart attack. And out of the blue she turned on her 

own daughter and you, I think that was very strange, after all the years you were the best of friends, 

and she had no relatives, only you and her daughter Irene, and to think how she died … all alone. 

   

 Mary Jane reminded me.“ Sonny brought  John home to live with us and he  pleaded with Momma, 

to let him stay because he was a good friend of his and  he has no place to sleep. His father jumped 

off the roof and committed suicide and his mother threw all the boys out, and told them they were on 

their own  

“Momma argued with Sonny,  ‘And where is he going  to stay? We don’t have a room for him to 

sleep in.  as it is you have to sleep on the folding bed, Mary Jane has her room and Anna has hers. 

No, he can’t stay here?’ Momma thought it over and said, Well, if he is willing to sleep on the floor in 

the dining room, I guess he can stay. John was onlyh too glad to sleep on a quilt, but it was on the 

floor.andSonny got him a job in the fur storge place, down on 129th Street.  

 

The war was still going on and when John was 17, he joined the Merchant Marines.and traveled all 

over the world for 4 years, delivering ammunition and food to the men overseas during WWII. While 

he was gone, he always wrote me a couple times away,  you the whole time he was away.  

Then Sonny enlisted as soon as he turned 18, and he  became a paratrooper, and was sent to Germany, 

just before the war ended in the spring of 1945..”  
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Mary Jane brought in another pot of fresh coffee, ‘Good Lord, Rose, how do you remember all those 

things? I heard the other day, we would never recognize the apartment houses where we lived on 

135th Street. They gutted them and installed elevators and turned those apartments into 

condominiums, snf they are going for $500,000?.” 

 

While I was drinking my coffee I laughed,  “I know.  Rita O’Shaughnessy sent me the newspaper, so 

I could see what they were getting for those apartments a I couldn’t belive it. I drank another sip of 

coffee and asked Mary Jane,   

What do you do to your coffee, because it is always so delicious. You take after Momma because her 

coffee was always delicious too.”  

 

Mary Jane laughed, “Momma always brought a thermos of hot coffee with her, that she made,  no 

matter where she went, and I have to admit, it was good.” 

 

I smiled, “Even back in the Thirties, when we went to Pennsylvania, she would bring 2 big theromas 

of hot coffee with her. Daddy always had to borrow a car from one of his friends so we could go We 

never had a car like sone of his friends did,  because he spent all his money on drinking and 

gambling." 

 

Every summer when we went to Aunt Vina’s, it used to take us  16 hours  to get there, and most of 

those old roads were dirt roads, and if it rained, we’d get stuck in one mud hole after the other and 

Daddy would have to find some cardboard or a piece of wood, and rock the car back and forth to get 

out of it. .”  

 

We kept yawning, and talking, and Mary Jane laughed, “It’s hard to believe it used to take us 16 

hours to get to Towanda, when it only takes 4 hours now!!. 

 “Did you love those picnics we had by a brook, up in the mountains around Scranton. Momma would 

make  potato salad and we’d have cold fried chicken and her one layer chocolate cake with chocolate 

butter icing..”  

 

“I can’t imagine Momma making the 3 of sit on top of those cardboard boxes she had on the back 

seat,  when she knew how it hurt our rear ends after awhile that they would be numb, just so Momma 

could  bring all those boxes she had filled during the year,  for Aunt Vina and her family.” 

 

 I told Mary Jane, ”  What about how she had to  pull us through the open window to get us out, so we 

could go to the bathroom at the gas stations? We couldn’t open the doors to get out , because she had 

all those ropes tied around the handles to hold down the boxes she had on the roof of the car, because 

she make sure  none of those boxes ever fell off.” 
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Mary Jane was smiling when she said,. “You know, the only time Momma was that happy, was when 

she was going to see her family.”  

 

I kept nodding my head and agreeing with her, “I don’t know why she didn’t s move up there, and be 

near her famiy. We would have loved to live up there.  

 

?Too bad we don’t have any movies of what it was like when we traveled with Momma and Daddy 

on those  trips to Pennsylvania every year, especially,.the way Momma tied all those boxes on top of 

the roof of the car and even in the fenders, where they used to put the spare tires. They didn’t have 

trunks on the back of cars like they do today.” 

 

“When Momma and Daddy were gettig ready to leave to go to Aunt Vina’s,  it would be around 3:30 

in the morning. Daddy would be downstairs with an ice pick, chipping away at a big chunk of ice and 

putting it in the galvanized ice box that was strapped on the back of the car. He parked it under the 

streetlight and would put in as many bottles of  beer in the icebox as he could, because it was the 

early 1930’s, it was the days of Prohibition. You couldn’t buy beer or whiskey on the road.but Daddy 

made his own beer and whiskey in our bathtub,so  he had all he wanted. But, Aunt Vina would not 

allow any liquor in her house, and I have to say, Daddy always respected her  wishes. 

 

Whem Momma came downstairs with the food she had prepared, and she saw all the beer bottles in 

the ice box, she had a fit . When he went upstairs, she took  most of the beer out when he wasn’t 

looking and stuck them in the boxes on the back seat, and  she put the food she made for the picnic in, 

but he didn’t know what she did.” t 

 

Daddy always made sure we were on the road by 4 in the morning, because he wanted to beat the 

traffic, but there was no traffic at tht hour.. We always went the first week in July.and we  always ran 

into thunderstorms in the  Pocono Mountains. It would rain so hard, the cars would get stuck in the 

muddy roads.  

 

Not just our car, all the cars had the same problem, because of all the detours a we’d land on one dirt 

road after the other. Everyone was glad to use the same flattened cardboard box or boards to get their 

car out of a mud hole, and get going again.”   
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We’d still be looking for  a brook, and when Momma would say she saw one, Daddy pulled over on 

the grass near the brook. Momma would open the blanket for us to sit on., and we’d  heard Daddy 

cursing  and digging around in the ice, yelling, “Where is all my  beer?’ Momma would tell him I put 

them in the boxes  on the back seat.’  

 

“He’d get so mad, his face was red  and he’d be digging down in those boxes on the back seat and  

put in as man as he could fit in, then eat something, then go to sleep under a tree..   

 

It was useless for us to complain about how our rear ends hurt, because Momma just ignored us. 

She’d hand us a plate with  fried chicken, potato salad, cole slaw and sweet  pickles, we’d forget we 

hurt and wuld sit down and then we had a pice of Momma’s  chocolate cake with the bitter 

cocoa.icing on it.” 

 

.After the food was back in the meal ice box , Momma let us take off our shoes and socks, and wade 

in the brook  , while she stretched out on the blanket, she was keeping an eye on us.”. 

 

Mary Jane yawned, and then I yawned because we could hardly keep our eyes open, we were o tired 

but we seemed to be enjoying talking about all the different places Momma used to take us on our her 

Sunday afternoons off.  .  

And Mary Jane asked me. “Didn’t you wonder where Momma used to get all her energy?  It was 

amazing what she did for us on Sundays,, after she worked all week. It was never about what she 

wanted to do, she was alwayw concered that where we went, we had fun. To think she wiykd take us 

hiking up to Palisades Park or  hiking up and down the hills on Staten Island. Sometimes she’d take 

us to the Central Park Zoo.” 

 

I reminded her, “In June when it was hot, Momma would take us to Coney Island at night, onece, but 

never twice. We’d walk up an down the boardwalk and we loved seeing all the neon signs flashing 

for the different rides,like they had at Pa lisades Amusement Park. Sometimes we’d just sit on the 

benches at the lake in Central Park and with a box o f ‘Cracke Jack’, and watch the father’s with their 

young sons, trying to sail their boats on the lake   . 

 

 I stopped and looked at Mary Jane.:”I wonder why we never did any of those things with our 

children, like hiking or going to Coney Island. We were home everyday when they were young.and 

we never took them on picnics or hiking up and down hills. We rarely went anywhere except the 

beach..” 

 

Mary Jane shook her head. “I never liked going on picnics or cooking over a  fire. like Momma did, 

and I don’t think my kids would have liked it, either..”  

 

 “Oh! I liked going on picnics. We used to go with Momma and Earl a lot. They would come to our 

house, during the 60’s  and 70’s. when Momma still had her store in Valley Stream, and the back of 
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her car would be loaded with boxes filled with the foods he made. She’d have  all kinds of salads and 

cooked  chicken,  and always a cake andwant to go somewhere we could have a picnic. She’d call  me 

and say she was coming to pick us up.When she got there, she’d have a cup of her own coffee as 

usual, then  her car was loaded we’d all get in her car and go way out to the Hamptons for the day, 

and it was a 3 hour drive..”  

 

Mary Jane laughed,  “No, I never liked doing that. Momma and Earl picked us up a couple of times 

and we went with them. the kids loved it, but I did’t.”  

“Wasn’t it funny how Momma always drove.and Earl would sit beside her and I ha dto laugh when 

I’d hear her tell him, “No, I don’t want you to drive, because you drive too slow Earl..” Whenever I 

was in her car with her,  I was  nervous wreck because she drove so fast. A couple of times, I know 

she should have gotten a ticket but she never did.”  

 

I really laughed out loud. “As many times as she was pulled over, she out smarted and charmed every 

cop and state trooper in New York City and Long Island,, New Jersey and  Pennsylvania. She never 

got a ticket,  in all the years she was driving, and she really should have. \ 

 

When Momma and Earl used to come our house and stay the week-end, .Momma liked to go across 

the street to the beach in back of us and take off her shoes  and walk along the edge of the  bubbly 

water, looking for pretty shells. Earl wouldn’t go. He didn’t like getting sand in his shoes He 

preferred to sit in the back yard and read the newspaper.  

 

Whenever Fred was in Europe, she would call that she was coming to take us for a ride, and when she 

puilled on the driveway, the back of her car would be filled with boxes with enough food, to feed l0 

people , We climb and and go for way out on the island. I’d suggest she take Route 25A, even if it 

was a 2 lane road. and slow going. It was better than getting stuck in the bumper to bumper  traffic on 

the Long Island Expressway. because on week-ends it was packed with people going out to the 

Hamptons.  We would follow 25A, along the north shore and Momma liked it because it was so 

peaceful and pretty. We’d pass quaint little towns with houses that were there since the Revolutionary 

War. There were metal signs on high posts along the side of the road, that told the history of the town 

we were passing through, and  the year it was founded, usually in the 1700’s and 1800’s..  

 

The kids were more interested in looking for signs that pointed to the beaches They’d get all excited 

and tell Momma when to turn and she’d follow the arrows to the beach and drive in, To get to the 

beach, most of the towns you needed a sticker on your windshield, or you couldn’t go in. Sje’d turn 

around and we’d continue along on 25A, until we found a beach where we wre allowed to go in. and 

she’d  park as close to the beach as she could..When she got out  she’d be standing there looking at 

me, laughing  seeing our girls standing between the open doors taking off their clothes until she 

realized they had their bathing suits on underneath their shirts and shorts.    

Momma would open bth back of her station wagon nd we’d take out the boxes of food, and the blanket 
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to sit on, Seeing how the bags of ice  on the p;otatoe salad and food had melted, I was concerned in all 

that heat because all that was left of of the ice were bags of water. It didn’t bother her.  

We found a spot where we could sit and she opened the blanket and we put the  bowl of potato 

salad and the cole slaw on it, tnat were covered with dinner plates, and she had a bag with the paper 

plates and plastic forks. A big tin of chocolate chip cookies for the kids and a one layer chocolate cake 

with  icing that was still in the square pan she made it in, that was covered with aluminum foil, with 

pieces of raw spaghetti sticking in it, here and there so the foil wouldn’t stick to it... Rosemary, Diana 

and Freddie ran down to the water, but Barbara and Valerie had to sit and  wait, until I could go with 

them.  I went back for the big gallon glass jar of ice tea, with pieces of orange floating around in it, that 

had been frozen and was melting so it was nice and cold  As I carried it, I could smell dill pickles, and I 

saw parts of the label was still on it that said DILL PICKLES.  I groaned, “Momma,this tea smells like 

dill pickels. Earl went by carrying his aluminum folding chair,  

 

Momma laughed, “Frank, that owns the deli on the corner, he saves those jars for me. I washed it out ad 

I’m sure the smell of dill pickles isn’t going to hurt you.” I shook my head, and gave the girls their pails 

and shovels and they started digging .  

I put a shoe on the 4 corners of the blanket to keep the ends from blowing up, and getting sand in the 

food. Earl opened hi schair and sat down, and the first thing he did was take shake the sand out of his 

shoes and stick his hand inside them to make sure all the sand out, before he put them back on.” 

Momma took out the paper plates, and I called the older children to come eat,They came running ujp out 

of the water and stood on the blanket and I could see Earl was afraid they were going to get water on his 

good pants, and I quick handed them some towels, and  had them sit down. We ate and had spme cookies 

and tea and the older children wanted to go back in the water. Momna felt they shouldn’t not after eating. 

I assured her, it would’t hurt them that they had been doing it most of their lives, Besides they weren’t 

swimming, they were jumping up and down as the waves rolled in. We put the food back in the car to get 

it out of the sun and Momma disagreed me, that they shouldn’t be in the water after eating. Momma laid 

down and closed her eyes, and fell asleep. I sat there looking at her,  and thought how wonderful to 

see her so happy, since Earl was back in her life.    

I looked at Earl and he had pulled his straw hat down over his eyes and he was fast asleep.i got 

bacafter Eventhough he did not like going to the beach, Earl came so Momma could enjoy her 

grandchildren. Momma woke up and and smiled at me.and reached for her big straw hat, and put it on 

and laughed,  

‘I better put my hat on now, or the sun will take the color out of my hair and I’ll only have to color it 

again”  

                      

Earl dozed off, while we sat there admiring the beautiful view, and the wind continued to blow and 

made it very pleasant to sit there in the sun. The gulls wold get nosey and be flying over us, because  
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they spotted people with food. I think they must have some kind of secret code they use to let their 

buddies know where there is food.because suddnely we had gulls coming at us from every direction. 

They were  bold enough to land in back of us and they came  over to us, screeching like they were 

demaning we give them some of our food.  

Momma grabbed on the beach towels and got up telling me annoyed  ‘We got to do something to get 

rid of these  gulls’ She started flapping the towel at them and  I couldn’t believe she ran after them 

and was ,yelling at them, ‘You get out of here …  that food is for us …it’s  not for you gulls!” They 

flew away and didn’t come back. 

  

Hearing Momma scolding the gulls woke up Earland she told him, “I ’ll be right back and fix you 

something to eat.but I promised  Barbara and Valerie I’d tke them down to  the water,.”.She grabbed 

their hands and held on to them and took them where could jump when another wave came onto 

shore, and they loved it. I stayed with Earl in case he fell asleep again, so I could keep my eye on our 

pocketbooks. 

 

He was wide awake and started telling me stories  about when he went to a one room school in 

Wysox, that had grades from 1-8  all in the same room. He would wait at the side of the road fro  

Momma, Leo and Ervin so theycould walk together, and they never missed a day of school in all 

kinds of weather. That they walked through snow 5 and 6 foot snow drifts and real deep snow, and 

blizzrds that you couldn’t see the road ahead of you, and at times it would raln so hrd, t they would 

soaking wet when they walked in the school house .cl  

 He laughed. “We only had a parlor stove that sat  the middle of the room and everyday we had to 

bring 1 piece of wood and putt in the  wood bin, to  keep the fire going becaue the winers sometime 

would be below zero I felt real bad when your Gramma died, back in 1957, shewas real good to me/  I 

never forgot how she always Leo, Ervin and your mother, and she would include me, when gave the  

milk or cold green tea with her big sugar cookies she would make, and those cookies were good and 

big, because she would cut the cookie dough out  with a big coffee mug, and they were so good, my 

mother rarely ever made cookies. My father bought most of what we ate, because he owned the 

general store in town. You know, your grandmother and your mother never liked him’  

 

 I laughed, “Oh@ I heard al kind of stores about your father.” 

 

Earl just laughed, Well, most of them I’m sure were true”  Earl got up and sighed.. “I don’t know 

about you, but I’m  hungry, aren’t you?”  I got up and went down to the water and told Momma, “ I 

think we better eat, because all the ice is melted, and all that food is sitting in that hot sun.”   

       

Momma nodded and agreed and started  to leave with the girls and told Rosemary, Diana and Freddie 

to get out of the water and go eat. They ranup to where we wer sitting, and the water was.dripping off 

the, and even though they stood at the edge of the blanket,the were waiting for me to get a couple out 

of the beach bag, Earl jumped out of his chair and  backed away frm them, saying them, “Please stay 
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over there by your mother so you don’t  get any of   

 that salt water on my good pants.” 

 

 I quick handed them a couple of towels so they could dry off.” and then I heard Momma  yelling at 

them, “Watch where you’re walkng. You’re going to get that sand in the food Imade’” They sat down 

and looked at me and quietly asked, “Why is everyone yelling at us for?.” I sort of whispered to them, 

Earl does not like going to the beach and he not used to being around kids and sand.”    

 

 Momma had me hold the paper plates while she put on cole slaw,. potato salad and  a ouece if the 

chicken she cut up, and I gave it to Earl, and we all got a plates full of food and  we were really 

hungry by then and we sat there eating, the gulls cane back, they were hooering over our heads, 

checkingout what we had on our plates, and we had a good laugh, because when Momma got up to 

chase them away, they took off and flew away.   

 

The older kids had some ice tea andfinished eating.and they opend the big tin of chocolate chip 

cookies Momma made. They took a few and ate them and wanted to know if they could go back in 

the water, I nodded they could and they tossed their paper plates and cups in the nearby wire garbage 

can, and the jumped back  in the water  Barbara and Valerie took out their pail and shovel to dig in 

the sand.and I made sure they stayed away from Earl, even thoughhe said he didn’t mind..  

 

 We sat there and enjoyed the hot coffee and the bitter chocolate icing on the one layer cake Momma 

mde was delicious. I was glad to her her say, she enjoyed how  peaceful it was to sit there and watch 

the waves come in and go out,and how it does it again and  again Tthen Momma ;ooked at me.and I 

could see  she was watching Rosemary, Freddie and Diana playing out in the water, They were 

laughing and jumping up and own as the waves rolled onto shorel   . .    

Momma took a deep breath before she said,, “ They should not be out in that water for at least an 

hour or more  because  they just ate.”  

I sighed and told Momma, “They’re not swimming, they’re just jumping up and down and having 

fun. They’ve been going back in the water after they ate, since they were little.and it has never hurt 

them.” She looked over at Earl,and  I could tell by the expression onher face she felt I was wrong, 

and I shoujdl let them.Earl was not about to get involved, and he pulled his hat down over his eyes 

and pretended he was going to go back to sleep.“ 

After being with Earl and Momma on so many different trips, I could understand why she never 

stopped  loving him, But, isn’t it funny, she would never tell us how they finally did get back 

togetherm becayse when I was at Gramma’s funeral  in 1957, that was the first time Momma had 

seen Earl, since he  jilted her in 1923, and she cried her eyes out when she saw him. 

 .  

Mary Jane  “I remember you told me  AuntVina yelled at Momma for the way she teated Earl, at the 

dinner she had for the family after Gramma’s funeral.” 
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.”I was there. I saw how:she treated Earl.  In a way you couldn’t blame her, he should have been man 

enough to tell her he married Alta, because she was in New York shopping for a wedding dresss. 

someone I laughed, He had the nerve to drive down to Valley Stream with his son Rodney, to see her 

in her flower shop. She slammed the door in his face, and left the  of them  standing there.. 

“Then.Daddy died in1961,and something happened between 1961 and 1965, because she forgave him 

and he moved in with her,  and he was still married to Alta. He told Momma, they were separated and 

lived in separate houses.  

After 40 years,I guess Momm must have forgiven him, because he lived with her until he died in 

1976, but she would never tsay how they finally did get back together..For osme reason, she was 

always very secretive about it. I never knew Earl was living with her, but she was giving me all kinds 

of reason why she wasn’t able to come for dinner, because she was always so busy.” 

         

“I was so happy when Momma called to say, she was coming over for Valerie’s fifth birthday, March 

3, 1965.and was bringing a cake she baked for her.  Then hesitated and asked, “Would you mind if I 

brought a friend with me?” 

 

“Of course”, I said, “Bring whoever you want,  I’m just so glad you’re coming. Momma I havenit 

seen you in several weeks. What is going on?” 

 Well, the friend she brought with her, turned out to be Earl. She forgot I had met him at Gramma’s 

funeral. She  whispered to me, that she  wanted to tell me for a long time, who Earl was. She was so 

embarrassed,  she had me walk around the block with her, and had a hard time trying to explain who 

Earl.was. Then she hesitated nd looked down at the ground before she said, “ And just so  you know, 

Earl has been living with me for about a month now.”  

 

“ I was shocked to hear he was living with her,, but what did I care? I thought it was wonderful they 

found one another again After all the years Momma hated him for what he did to her, and now they 

were living together.. 

 

What I found hard to believe, was Momma all but lived in church, and she was living with a man she 

wasn’t married to! I was very happy for her,  because it meant, she had never  stopped loving Earl, if 

she was so willing to forgive him for  what he did to her, an dlet him live with her after hating him for 

45 years!”    

She was so happy, that she looked 20 years younger.  I felt she deserved to be happy after the horrible 

life she had with Daddy /But,  I wish I knew how Earl  got her to forgive him. Because if you could 

have seen how mad she was at him, at Gramma’s funeral, you would wonder too.”      

Mary Jane nodded, “ I often wondered about that too..but,  I don’t care, I liked Earl a lot and they 

really were so happy together for 11 years/ Earl was very good  to Momma and I never saw him get 

mad at her. I would.hear her scold him like he was a child when she’d find cigaettes in his pocket and 

he’d just laugh it off and shrugged that she caught him with them, again.”   
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I asked Mary Jane, ”Did you ever hear the way Momma used to yell at Earl about him smoking? 

They were staying at our house one week end. And he went for a wlak, and when he came back, she 

went through his pockets to see if he had any cigarettes on him, because she smelled the cigarette 

smoke on him. She took them out of his pocket and crumbled them up and throw them in the toilet.  

She got  so mad she was yelling at him :”You had cancer once, do you want to get cancer of the lungs 

from them damn cigarttes.?”  

 

All he would  say  was, ‘You’re right. I know I shouldn’t smoke. but I can’t help it. I need to once in 

awhile, it won’t hurt me.’ 

Mary Jane laughed, “Oh… she used to do the same thing, when she was here with him. I’d sneak him 

a few when she wasn’t looking and he’d go outside and smoke them, and she’d smell the smoke on 

him when he came back in.“  

I nodded and laughed. “When Momma and Earl moved her store over to New Jersey  we no longer 

took those trips out to the Hamptons anymore.  

By 1971, Rosemary and Diana were married and Freddie, Barbara and Valerie were teen-agers, and 

they liked to goswimming with their friends, naturally.but we had several beaches on the Long Island 

Sound and, in back of our house was the town beach on Oyster Bay, and it was right  down the road..     

.  

 

“Your Mary Jane was the first to get married in September of 1970 then Rosemary and Diana got 

married the following year. Freddie, Barbara and Valerie were still in school and the girls wiykd make 

money for themselves, baby sitting. Freddie was always busy mowing lawns ever since he was 10, and 

he even had a second job when we lived in Bayville, delivering the local newspaper, NEWSDAY.  When 

he was 10, he cut everal shees of loose leaf paper in half and hand printed flyers that stated.“If you want 

your law mowed right, call Freddie, with our hone number.” Then  he  put them in all the neighborhood 

mailboxes, and the phone was ringing all the time for Freddie .I was amazed how many people hired 

him, because he was only 10 years old then. When he was in grammar school in Massapequa, and in 

high school in Bayville, he would ride  his bike and pull the lawn mower hehind him and that was how 

he mowed lawns and trimmed bushes,  and he did several big estates on Centre Island.”  

     “There were days I worried about him when he was 16, because there were time he’d be so sick, an 

dikn pain.  because at that tiem, we didn’t’ know he had several tumors on his pancreas. I’d tell him, 

“I don’t think you should be out delivering those newspapers, I’ll get in the car and do it for you..” He 

refused to give into it and get on his bike and deliver all the papers to his customers. In fact, Freddie 

won a prize from NEWSDAY one year for being the best delivery boy in Nassau County, and another 

boy was named the best in Suffolk County and  they had a celebration for them and mentioned their 

names in the paper.” 
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“You probably don’t  remember when Freddie was 16,  he started passing out. I took him to so many 

doctors and hospitals from  1970 to 1976, on Long Island and in and around New York City, ut every 

doctor tought it was in his head..  

“We even drove him up to Boston, while he was in a coma, because someone recommended that 

hospital, and not one doctor could figure out what was going on.  I didn’t give up I kept taking him to 

so many different doctors for 6 years because, it was happening all the more, and he was landing in 

the hospital. His sugar reading would go from 50 to 15, when he was in Glen Cove Hosptial, near 

where we lived.‘/ It was vrh scary because he didn’t know what he was doing when it happened, His 

speech would be so slurred si that we couldn’t understand what he was trying to say. He felt so bad 

when he ws no longer able to play the trumpet in the school orchestra, because it got so he could no 

longer go to school, because he would pass out in the school hall,and had to be tutored at home.”  

Mary Jane shook her head, “I forgot Freddie had to be tutored at home.” 

This went on for six years,whenever you saw Freddie, he would be holding his hand on the left side 

of his ribs, because of the pain he was in constantly. Yet, every doctor  I took him to, would scan the 

previous doctor’s report, and agree with it. and they would decide it was psychosomatic. I toolk him 

to see the head doctor at the Long Island Jewish Hospital, in the Adolescent Ward, because iyr 

neighbor , the Rosenthal’s suggested I take him there, He listened to what I had to say andlook over 

all the reports of the other doctors,  different doctors and hospitals I had taken him to  He was 

standing there with two other doctors with and he was so rude to me  that he shook his finger in my 

face and told me, “You stop taking up doctor’s valuable time and accept that your son needs 

psychiatric help. He needs to go to an Adolescent Mental Hospital, and I can sign him up Jericho, so 

it will be near you..”  

My husband Fred stood there and was so frustrated having seen so many doctors,  that he shocked me 

when he told me in front of all those doctors, “Listen to what they are telling you, How could all these 

doctors be wrong and you think that you are right, Maybe, Freddie does need to go to an Adolescent 

psychiatric hospital. Something has got to be done, he can’t go on like this.”   

“I refused to do ir, because like I said, I did not believe that was the problem.  

Leaving, I turned and told him, “You are wrong.”  He was furious that I would not listen to him. 

When I went home, I started to keep a log and would write down what Freddie did everyday. I 

noticed every time he exerted himself ,not the first day, but the second day, his face would turn ash 

gray and he’d start to get cofused and go in a coma. Naturally, I was getting scared because I realized 

it was happening more and more, as he got older  Yet no hospital or doctor could tell me why.  One of 

the doctors in the Mineola Hospital yelled at me and insisted,’he was stealing his grandmother’s 

Diabenese pills and taking them to get attention. Or perhaps he doesn’t want to go to school, maybe 

he likes being tutored at home. But, he is not sick, it is all in his head. “ 

     As sick as he was that year, he graduated from Locust Vally High and went on      to Stony Brook 
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College, because he wanted to become a doctor. As you know I was working and still managed to 

take him to all these different doctors and o hospitals. The Presbyterian Medical Center at  168th 

Street in the city, were the only ones that said, it was definitely a sugar related problem, but they had 

no idea what was causing him to go in a coma. 

 I was so angry at that doctor I told him, “Freddie does not need psychiatric help, what he needs us 

a doctor that is willing to find out what is wrong with him. “  I ws so mad that walked away and 

left Fred standing there with them. Do you know that doctor had the nerve to sign Freddie up in an 

Adolescent Mental Hospital in Jericho and I didn’t know it until they called and said the doctor 

had made an appointment for him, and asked me to bring him in. I called him up and told him off, 

and he assured me  I would be sorry for not listening to him.“ 

“Of course, Freddie continued to get worse.  But I was keeping a journal of what he did everyday 

and I began to see there was a pattern. He only went in a coma after he did something that required 

a lot of energy.  

It was all there before me, the day he wanted to surprise me, he had painted the foyer, the dining 

room and the kitchen, three days later he went in a comme. The same thing happened when he 

hoisted and took the transmission out of his car, three days later he went in a coma.   

That summer, he sanded and painted his boat, that he called the Green Hornet and 3 days later…he 

went in a coma. So I knew I was on the right track but the doctors only laughed at me, when I 

showed them how I was keep a recor of wht he was doing., I didn’t care what they thought, because I 

knew I was right. and I was determined to find a doctor that would listen to me. 

Mary Jane said,”Momma used tell me the pain Freddie was in, and that she   

 would see him holding his side and be sanding,or painting his car or boat”. 

.  

 I said “That’s right. His first boat was small wooden speed boat and he had it on a trailer in the 

driveway. He was in pain constantly, and he would be out there sanding it and calking the seams 

before he painted it a light green. He called it, ‘The Green Hornet’ and couldn’t wait  to put it in the 

water.” 

 

“He was so excited when he hitched the trailer to the back of his car, and we followed him in our car 

just down the road to the town beach where the boat ramps were. Fred and I and our girls watched 

him back the trailer on to the ramp and when he released it, we all held our breath seeing the boat 

slide into the water. We clapped and cheered for him. and he quick parked his car with the trailer in 

back of it and waded out and jumped in the boat and he took off,  waving to us, leaving a bug 

rooster’s tail behind, he was going so fast. I was a nervous wreck when I couldn’t see him anymore, 

un case he should pass out.”  

 

 We wouldn’t be able to see him. or get to him because he was way out in the middle of Oyster Bay.  
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Freddie  continued on with his life, like there was nothing wrong with him, and  never complained, or 

let on, when he didn’t feel well, but I culd tell when he was in pain. In  Rosmary’s wedding 

pictures,Freddie is holding his side, because he was in a lot of pain even in 1971, but, it never stopped 

him from doing whatever he wanted to do.  He did it regardless of how he felt..”  

 

Mary Jane sat there saying, “I had no idea he was un pain like that for 6 years.” 

 

 One of the worst scares I had with Freddie was in 1975. He had just turned 20 I  had been to see 

another doctor, that had taken  him off all sugars for the past month.. On the way home, we passed 

Carvel’s, a d he asked me, “Mom, please let me have a banana split, Please? Why not? Not one of 

these doctors know what they are doing because not one of them has come up with an answer as to 

why I have this problem. Not this doctor doesn’t want me to have any sugar, and  I would really like 

to have a banana split. Please?”  

 I agreed with him, none of the doctors knew what his problem was, and I reluctantly let him get the 

banana split. He really did enjod it, but when we got home, I noticed Freddie didn’t look right, his 

face was gray and told him. “You better sit down, or lay down, because you don’t look right.”  

 He sighed and  told me, “No, I’m going to take a walk over by the beach. it might make me feel 

better.” It wasn’t far, it was just in back of our house.  He wasn’t gone too long, when I heard an 

ambulance go by. I knew it was for him.  A policeman came to the door, and told me they found him 

on the side of the road passed out and he had a big cut on his head, that he probabl yover dosed on 

drugs. Needless to say, hearing him say that made me furious. He told me  they took him to Nassau 

Medical Center, and I did not want him there.” 

I got in my car went there, and walked in mad. I met with the doctor in charge of the Adolescence 

Ward, Dr. Collup, He asked me about Fred, and I have to admit, I was very rude to him, because of 

the way so many doctors had treated me. He asked me sit down and I went out to my car because I 

happened to bring the log I was keeping on Freddie. I showed it to him and he was vry interested in it. 

and took down all the information and I was surprised he even looked at it.   

He looked at me,and said.,“ I think I know exactly what is causing his problem,. Bring him at 8 every 

morning, no breakfast.}I laughed at him, but I did bring Frexdie in every monring, with no breakfast. 

Ut was Dr. Collup that discovered that the insulin in his body was urong out of him because Fred had 

several small tumors on the islets of Langerhans, at  the top of the pancreas, and he needed to be 

operated on or he would die, at the rate the inuuslin was pouring out of him.” 

Then when he said :Fred has about 3 months to live, because of these tumors were causing the insulin 

to pour out of him and with each visit it showed it was getting progressively worse. That was why he 

had been going into those comas. but … he needed to be operated on right now. I was relieved to 

know he had found out why, but after hearing how serious it was, I got so upset.  

After 6 years of searching, Dr. Collup found out what Freddie’s  problem was, but I almost fainted 
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when he said, ‘I’m afraid if your son isn’t operated on right now, he will die. But, there is a big 

problem,  I’m afraid  no doctor here in the United States will do the operation, because so many 

people died from that operation, But, most of them were much older, and Freddie is only 21, so he  

might have a better chance, if we can find a doctor that will do the operation. ’  

We went home and later in the evening Dr. Collup called,that he located a specialist, that will do it, 

but he was not from the United States. An international doctor,  Dr  Mishrick, that he was best-known 

for separating twins that were joined at birth. He wanted to make sure that I understood,  Freddie’s 

chances for coming through the operation were only about 7%, but.what was in his favor, he was 21, 

Once his ancreas was removed,  he would have to take insulin several times a day and take 50 

pancreatic enzymes everyday.”  

Dr. Mishrick agreed to do the operation in the Mineola Hospital, not at Nassau Medical Center, The 

operation took 5 hours, and then they brought Freddie back to Nassau Medical Center. 

 

When he finally went home, he had a long recovery, before he was up and around again, but  he has 

been fine ever since, Dr. Collup would take him roller skating with his sons, and Dr. Mishrick, still 

keeps in touch with him.  It took awhile for  his body to adjust, but the doctor couldn’t believe, he  

doesn’t have to take insulin or the pancreatic enzymes… He learned what he could and could not eat, 

and as long as he is careful of what he eats, and reads what chemicals are in the food,  he has been 

fine ever since the operation.  

 

 Mary Jane shook her head, “Oh! I remember how worried you were about Freddie and Momma was 

so upset too. Wasn’t it strange, how you happened to stumble on that doctor in the Nassau Medical 

Center, and he figured out what was wrong with him,. after all the years you were going from one 

doctor to the next, and they could not find why he waw going in those commas. ”    

 

I nodded and agreed, “It was a long time, not knowing and trying to find the right doctor, but I never 

gave up, I just knew there had to be a doctor that would recognize the symptoms he had, when I 

showed them my log. Because most of them would shake their head and laughed at it, that I dared to 

think that I knew what I was talking about, when they were doctors and I was only his mother.  

 

MOMMA GETTING DRESSED FOR WEDDINGS 

         

We sat there talking about  Momma again, and how she loved to get all dressed up and go to our 

girls’weddings. Mary Jane laughed, ‘In the 70’s, Momma was in all her glory going to one wedding 

after the other. My Mary Jane was the first to get married, and the following year it your Rosemary 

and 6 months later Diana got married. Before we knew it, our other 4 children were getting married, 

and we had one wedding after the other going on at our house.”   
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I giggled, “Momma would call me and say, “Rose, which gown do you think I should wear to the 

wedding, and she’d describe the different long flowiing gowns she had, and before I say anthing,  

she’d say, I think I know which one I will wear to the wedding, and she’d hang up. I know she would 

have you curl her hair and you have her wear it up and you sprayed it a couple of times, so it would 

stay up and look nice all night.  

 

Remember how she would go from table to table. talking to every one? 

 Mary Jane laughed, “ Because, she liked hearing how young and beautiful she looked , but she really 

did. She’d have Earl go with her,  but she would never introduce him to any of our relatives, probably 

so they wouldn’t ask any questions, because she didn’t want them to know that he lived with her.” 

 

 No matter how old our children were, they always loved being with their ‘Nana’ Do you know the 

first place my children went, when they got their driver’s license? To see Momma, and I’d  be  home 

dying a thousand deaths, thinking about them driving across the Washington Bridge without me 

showing thenm the way, and I’d be so sure they’d get lost, but they never did”..  

   

Mary Jane took out another cigarette out and lit it, and  she sat there thinking, ‘You know, there is 

one thing I have never been able to figure out,  is why it didn’t bother Momma that she would get 

jobs that she lived with them, and she would was away from us for 13 years, when we were growing 

up. She didn’t know where we were or what we were doing.”   

 

 I thought about it, ”Maybe it did bother her. We wouldn’t know if it did or didn’t because were too 

young for her to discuss something like that with us, Besides, she trusted Anna completely because 

she knew Anna was taking very good care of us.”  

                                *                    *                  * 

We talked and talked and it seemed we always went back to talking about what it was like when we 

were growing up. Mary Jane was much too young to rmember when we lived on the 5th floor, on 131st 

Street, from 1927 until 1934, when  moved to an apartment that had less rent, at 492 West 136th 

Street. 

 When we lived at 131st Street, it was a corner apartment, up on the fifth floor o on the corner of 

Amsterdam, and Uncle Mick lived with us. We could see u and down Amsterdam Avenue, and across 

the street was the Funeral Palor, and  up the hill on 131st was the boys’s school, our church, and the 

Knickerbocker Hosptial and Manhattanville College on Convent Avneue, that was 5 blocks long . 

Because we loved to  look out the windows, it was Uncle Mick that put up steel guards on all the 

windows, so we wouldn’t fall out, not Daddy. He never did anything for us, it was always Uncle 

Mick that cared about us, and I was heart broken when he went back to Ireland to live in 1931, when I 

was six.”  
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I remember I was about 5, and Momma was busy getting everything ready to go Pennsylvania early 

the next morning and Uncle Mick always came with us, because he loved being at Aunt Vina’s farm.  

 

 I remember asking Momma if I could go downstairs and sit on the stoop because it was so hot in the 

apartment, that I wanted to watch the kids play stickball in the street. You cried you wanted to wanted 

to go too, but Momma told you, you couldn’t go because you were only 3 years old, and she didn’t 

trust me to watch you, she was afraid you would go in the street and get hit by a car. Momma told me, 

“You can go ‘if’ you stay on the stoop, because I see some of those boys trying to open that fire 

hydrant downstairs to cool off.” 

 

 I opened to the door to leave, and Momma.warned me again,“You be sure tp stay on the stoop where 

I can see you. Don’t forget you have to  go to bed early tonight, because we are leaving early in the 

morning to go to Aunt Vina’s.”   

 

 I sat on the stoop like I was told , and Momma would look out the window and check I was sitting 

there. because she was concerned seeing the older boys  trying to turn the big nut on the the fire 

hydrant,  but they didn’t have the strength to turn it, and get the water to shoot out across the street, 

The kids  had taken off their shoes and socks and were lined up waiting for them to turn it going, so 

they could jump up and down and cool off.  

 

 Momma yelled down at me, ‘Don’t go near that fire hydrant, because when they turn that water on, it 

will knock you down.’  I nodded. I heard her.  

 

After sitting there awhile watching the boys trying to turn the big nut, seeing they couldn’t do it  I 

wanted to see what they were doing, and walked over to watch them. and when one of the boys got a 

bigger wrench, and when they all leaned on it, I was standing in front of it and the water.shot out with 

such a force that icame out so fast, that it sent rolling across the street  and I weas thrown up against 

the curb, that my head hit the curb so hard, it knocked me out, and I layed there and the ice cold water 

was shooting on me,  

 

 When I came too, I couldn’t get up. Meanwhile, the kids were jumping up and down in the water, 

screaming with joy in the street. One of the boys came over when  he saw me and he came running 

over, and helped me up and asked me if I was alright.. I nodded that I was,  but I wasn’t. I was so 

dizzy I could hardly see him.and he ran off , Being I was right in front of our stoop, I managed to get 

up the steps, and had to  wait for someone to come along to let me in.  I knew  didn’t dare ring the 

bell so Momma could let me in. because I didn’t want her to see I was all wet and she’d only yell at 

me.  

 

The lady on the 2nd floor came along and she let me in. She was laughing seeing my clothes were all 

wet  I don’t know how I did it, but I managed to crawl up t5 flights of stairs and very quietly opened 

the door,  and I was going to go to  my room and change my clothes, hoping Momma wouldn’t see 
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me and I threw up and passed out in front of Uncle Mick’s room.  

 

He ran out and picked me up and he yelled, ‘Myrtle, come quick.’  

When she saw me limp in his arms and my clothes wererwringing wet,  she knew what happened. 

Momma got hysterical and started to cry and left you and Sonny with Daddy, who was drunk as 

usual, and Uncle Mick carried me up the hill to the Knickerbocker Hospital, and around the block to 

Emergency. .   

 

“They lid me on a table and I started to come to.and heard the doctor tell Momma, ‘She fractured her 

skull, and  has to stay quiet for the next two weeks.”. Momma was crying and was so upset and all I 

was worried about was could I still go to Pennsylvania?.  

 

Momma asked the doctor, if I could.and he said, “Yes, but  I couldn’t run around and play. You can 

take her to a doctor up there but she needs to be checked in a week..” He wrote something down for 

Momma to give the doctor in Towanda,.and the nurse bandaged my head.   .    

 

Mary Jane stretched her arm up and laughed, “You were very disobedient when you were young.  I 

never got in the trouble that you did.  Momma told you to stay on the stoop, and you didn’t, and 

another time, on your first day of school,k you got hit by a taxi cab, and you landed in the hospital 

when Momma told you to wait before crossed Amsterdam. And call up to Anna and she would let you 

when I was safre to cross. Wow, I was a very good chid, compared to what you were like you when 

you wer growing up. 

  

:Haven’t you wondered, how the three of us turned out to be as good as we were, because Anna never  

had to hit us and she never yelled at us. I think the worse punishment she ever gave us was when she 

would go,‘Tsh, Tsh, Tsh.’ and it would make us feel terrible..  

 

Anna was always so good to us. Everytime I think about her, I feel bad that we didn’t appreciate her 

more..Can you imagine she was with us from 1931, until she died in December of 1960  of stomach 

cancer, when she was 65.” 

      We were both exhausted  and instead of going to bed, we kept talking about what our lives were like 

when we were growing up.  Again, I mentioned to Mary Jane, ’Remember how we used to hang out 

the window and wait for Momma to come home ,every Sunday afternoon. We couldn’t wait for her to 

get there and we’d watch every trolley that came up the hill to see if she got off.  When she did, we’d 

run downstairs and meet her in the hall. She’d kneel down on one knee and hug and kiss us.and we’d 

hold her hand going upstairs.  

     The first thing Momma did was make herself a fresh pot of coffee, because she would never drink the 

coffee Anna made, she called it ‘dishwater’.  

  

‘Every Sunday, Momma tried to take us to a different place where we would have fun. We loved it 
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where she’d  decide to take us for a ride on the Fifth Avenue  bus, that went down Riverside Drive. It 

cost a dime instead of a nickel on the trolley, so it was a big treat for us. The 5th Avenue buses were 

double deckers, painted a pale yellow and pale green, In the spring until the fall,  they ran open top 

buses so people could enjoy riding them during the summer. 

 

 For us to get on the bus, the  conductor had to lean over and help us up because our legs werent’ long 

enough, to step up on the bus.. We’d be giggling and run up the noisy metal spiral stairs that was the 

back of the bus, hoping tthe front row seats were empty. and they usually were. We’d sit down and 

Momma sat in the middle, because she didn’t like to get her hair  blown around. We enjoyed looking 

down at the people sitting on the benches along Riverside Drive park, with their baby carriages,  dogs 

on leashes, while other people would be sitting in the sun,  reading their newspaper or paiting, the 

fiew of the Hudson River.   

 

Then the conducutor came aroud to collect the fares, and he recognized who just got on, and they’d 

put their dime in and. he’d stand there and wait patiently, while we pushed our dimes in the chrome 

coin machine he held in front of him.. I think we told very conductor we met on those busees, that our 

Uncle Mick Mc Arow used to work for the Fifth Avenue Bus Company a long time, but he went back 

to Ireland.to live, We’d be surprised so many of them remembered him and would ask about him..”  

                

We enjoyed looking at the boats going up and down the Hudson River and the park went for miles, 

the pathss followed the river all the way up to the Washington Bridge. The bus we took downtown, 

turned a 110th Street, and went  across town then it turned down 5th Avenue and went along  Central 

Park. We’d get off at 57th Street..and Momma would pull the cord that let lthe bus driver know, we 

wanted to get off  and we’d jump down on the sidewalk, and wave to the conductor.  

Being it was Sunday,  all we could do was look in the windows of the stores along 5th Avenue and 

Momma would take out her pad and pencil she always kept in her pocketbook, and she would copy 

what she saw and make it later on.  

We enjoyed talking about those days and I reminded Mary Jane,.“Even though athe stores were 

closed on Sundays, Momma enjoyed looking in the windows to see what they were showing for the 

Spring or Fall.. The streets were deserted and the wind would be blowing newspapers in the doorways 

of the stores.  

When Momma saw a dress or coat she liked for us or herself, she’d sketch it in her little notebook and 

she’d find a similar pattern and make the dresses or coats t she saw. Come Easter morning, we’d strut 

down Amsterdam Avenue in our new outfits, and go to mass in our navy blue wool coats and yellow 

Panama straw hats with long, new  navy blue ribbons trailing behind us.”                   

Mary Jane rubbed her eyes, and looked so tired when she said, “Momma made all of our clothes, and 

I used to wonder why she didn’t buy our clothes at Klein’s, down on 14th Steet, like all the other 

mother’s did. They had bare walls, but they had racks and racks of very good clothes, even if the 
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labels were cut off,  the4 were name brands. The only time Momma went to Klien’s was when she 

didn’t have the time to make us a new dress, if. we were going somewhere with Mrs Hardon because 

she always made sure we looked extra nice when we went out with her, which was uite often, after 

Mr. Hardon died.‘ 

I remember several time Momma asked Aunt Rose if she could borrow some of Alice’s clothes for 

me, when I was going to someplace special with Mrs. Hardon.. I loved wearing Alice’s navy blue 

leather coat and velvet dress.when I was with Mrs. Hardon and we’d go to lunch. She was on the 

Board of  Trustees for the Museum of Art, and she took me  to the meetings with her and then we’d 

have lunch there. I loved wearing Alice’s clothes, because they ;werent ;homemade’ like mine were. 

Tor some reason I used to be ashamed that our mother had to make our  clothes when our friends 

clothes were store bought.‘   

When I went with Mrs. Hardon , I’d feel so important that I was riding in a taxi cab, and her lady 

friends were so nice to me. What I  could never figure out was, why Mrs. Hardon took a taxi 

wherever she went, ,when she had a car and a chauffeur , that stayed in Wilton?. She would call 

downstairs and tell doorman when she neded a cab and when we got off the elevator, the cab would 

be waiting at the front door. The doorman would take a hold her arm and help her get in the cab, and 

then he’d help me in, and close the door and off we’d go..”  

                  

Mary Jane made a face, “The only time I remember going with Mrs. Hardon in a taxi cab was when 

she took us  to see “Tom Sawyer” at Loew’s at 72nd Street and  3rd Avenue.. Do you remember that?”  

 

I kind of laughed, “I do, and she sat with us and she really enjoyed it, as much as we did.  She was 

such a sweet lady, and she was always so good to us..” 

 

I sat there thinking, “Do you know I used to be ashamed that we were the only ones on our block that 

hd to wear homemade clothes? I thought we had to wear them,  because we were poorer than 

everyone else. I didn’t realize everyone one on our block was poor, and no one cared or even knew 

the differe ce”   

 

Mary Jane nodded, ’No … I never felt that way about the clothes Momma made us.  The funny thing 

was we didn’t  know until years later, that we were considered to be some of the best-dressed kids in 

the neighborhood, because of the beautiful clothes Momma made us. 

 

I smiled, “ I still remember how the mothers would stand on the stoop, eyeing us when we were going 

to mass on Sunday to see if we were wearing something new that Momma had made us .They would 

have us turn around , so they could look us over, then they’d feel the material, and be ‘oohing and 

ahhing’.and open our coats to see the dresses Momma had made us,  then  roll their eyes up and  say, 

‘Sure, and I don’t think either one of ye girls,  know what a wonderful mother ye ‘ave.’  
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We thought they were so silly and run off because to us,  Momma was no different from any of the 

other mothers, except she had to work and she was the only mother on our block that was born in 

Amercia.’ 

The picture of us  where the 3 of us are standing in front of our candy store, and the cellar stairs are to 

the left,  that was where the look-out man was, in the story about the robbers that  threw Gramma’s 

and Aunt Vina’s pockebooks down those cellar stairs, the night they robbed all the houses.  

 I was on the stoop,  putting my roller skates on,  was how  I heard them planning the rob all the 

house along there, while they were leaning on the newspaper stand, they didn’t know I was there and 

I was so scared they would see me hiding there.”    

              

                                                                              

 

1938 …. ROSE  12,  MARY JANE  9,  SONNY 11,  DADDY, 42. 

On the window just below the Bell Telephone sign, it says Thomas Mc Arow. 

                        

 I asked Mary Jane, “You do know Mrs. Hardon bought that candy store for Momma and she made 

sure she put it in Momma’s name, not Daddy’s? He worked for her a short time, when her chauffeur 

and his wife went back to their home in  England for 6 months, and she fired him when she found out 

what he did to me and that he was drinking on the job.  
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She felt sorry for Momma and thought by having the store since Daddy had been been out of work so 

long, he could make some money and help Momma with the rent and grocery bills. No one would hire 

him. because when he was working for Sheffiled Farnsm he used the money he collected on his route 

to pay off his gambling debts,  not once but twice, and he had worked for them over 20 years. Mrs, 

Hardon felt it would be better for us, if Daddy could be home with us, being Momma was away 6 

months of the year, in her country home and 6 months in her apartment at East 66th Street, but Daddy 

never helped with any of the bills.”  

Mary Jane yawned, “I can barely remember Daddy having that store, but  what I do remember is when 

Mrs. Hardon died, she left Momma some money in her will,,and Daddy did nothing but fight and argue 

over it, telling her that he was entitled to half of it, because she was his wife, what was hers was his .’ 

 

“It took several months before the will was settled and she got part of the money. Daddy knew she was 

getting the money and he gamabled worse than ever thinking he was so sure he was going to get some 

of that money. I will never forget the terrible fights, they had over it becaue he wanted that money  to 

pay off his big gambling debts and Momma refused to give hime a penny of it. 

 

I reminded Mary Jane, “Mr. Reyonold was Mrs. Hardon’s lawyer for years, and he, showed Momma 

where it stated in the will that Thomas F. McArw was not to get any of the money she was leaving 

Myrtle. and in the event of her death, the money would be divided between her  children, but not 

Thomas F. Mc Arow.  

 

 Mr. Reynolds, explained to Momma why the will was written that way, but she knew why. He told her 

she would get a check in the mail for $2,000, and the rest of the $15,000 was in a trust fund with 

Bershire Life, and she would receive monthly checks from it for the rest of her life, At first she was al 

ittle upset that she did not get the money in a lump sum like she thought, because she had planned to 

buy a house, like she always wanted. but it never happened 

 

When Daddy heard the check for $2,000 came in the mail, and she wasn’t giving him half of it, he 

went crazy and. he demanded she give it to him half and she refused, He got so angry he screamed  

‘You better give me that money because I need it to pay off my bookie,.’ Momma refused to let him 

have a penny of it, and it caused caused one of the worst fights they ever had”  

 

I grumbled, “As it was, Sheffield Farms fired Daddy for using their money to ay off his gambling 

debts, and he had worked for them for almost 20 years then Mrs. Hardon fired him becaue of his 

drinking on the job, When he gave them for references, no one would hire him becayse if what he had 

done,. That is why  

 

Mrs. Hardon thought she was doing the right thing for Momma, when she bought the candy store for 

her, thinking Daddy would run it and she would have an income  She was unaware that  two doors 

down was a big saloon and Daddy would go there as often as he could. 
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That was why, Sonny who was 11 at the time, and I was 12, whenwe had to open that store every 

morning at 6:30, so Daddy could sleep after being in the bar until 3 in the morning.  After dinner 

almost every night,  we had to go back downstairs again, and take care of  the store, while Daddy 

went up to eat his dinner, but when he finished,  he didn’t come back,  he went in the bar next door 

and stayed until it closed.  

 

Sonny mopped the floor, so everything would be clean for the morning,  and I’d see that all the dishes 

were washed, I’d count the money and carry it upstairs at 11 oclock at night,  in a cloth bag, with 

Sonny by my side  ready to protect me.” . 

It was Daddy’s responsibility to be in that store, not us. I was only 12 and Sonny was 11, and we 

opened up that store at 6:30 in the morning.and we did it for almost 2 years. We had to wiat until 

Daddy came down, so we could run upstairs and have a bowl of hot oatmeal or Cream of Wheat,, and 

go to school.  

 

When I used to ut the key in the lock and open that store, it was dark out  and  Sonny would be on his 

knees, using a pair of cutting pliers so he could remove the black metal straps that were around the 

bundles of newspapers, The New York Times, the Herald Tribune, The Daily News and The Mirror, 

were the papers we sold and were thrown against the door, in the middle of the night.  

 

Sonny would line them up on the newspaper stand then lay a lead pipe over them, so the wind 

wouldn’t blow them away, then in the afternoon, they dthe New York Journal was delivered and a lot 

of people liked it and bought.it” 

 

Mary Jane sat there saying, “Funny, I don’t remember any of that. ”  

 

Seeing Mary Jane sitting there and lighting another cigarette, made me think I t of  the times Momma 

yelled at her for smoking. It upset Momma to hear her cough until her face turned beet red, and there 

were times she coughed so hard, she broke her ribs and yet, she still smoked.. That was why Momma 

would get so upset and yell at her,  “You are going to kill yourself, with them damn cigarettes, Mary 

Jane.!” Of course she got  mad at her for telling her what to do,  and she’d tell Momma, ‘Stop picking 

on me.’  

 

A  few years later, in 1988, Mary Jane was  operated on for cancer of the throat, and she suffered 

terribly.  The radiation treatments left her shoulder, arm and fingers practically useless,and 10 years 

later it came back with a vengeance. 

Watching Mary Jane rub that cigarette out in the ashtray, I did let her know I was so glad we had that 

time together. Even though, it was a terrible time for both of us, to have arrange for Momma’s 

funeral, We talked and talked about so many things that we never took the time to talk about before.. 

 I don’t think Mary Jane ever realized, just how much I missed her, when we moved to Florida.  I 
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only saw her two more times after that, when I flew up to Sonny’s funeral in January of 1987, and in 

December of 1988  I flew up to see Momma and Mary Jane because they were operated on in 

different hospitals. Mary Jane was operated on for cancer of the throat and Momma was operated on 

because they removed her  colon, and a bag was attached..  

Mary Jane looked at me and took a deep breath before she sighed, “ How come no one realized 

Daddy was mentally sick for  a long time,  I can’t understand  why we didn’t realize it. Why did we  

put up with it for as long as we did?  We wer adults, we should have realized there was something 

terribly wrong with him,  the way he beat and hurt us, and I think he enjoyed hurting us... 

 

I wouldn’t mind but we never got in trouble or were ever bad. I know Anna used to brag to her lady 

friends on the stoop, how good we were, and that she never had to punish us. But come to think o fit, 

you rarely herd of any kis being bad back then.”  

             

Mary Jane grumbled, “When I think what Daddy put us through when we were gr owing up, he 

should have been put in jail or a mental hospital years ago. When they finally did put him away, we 

were already married and out of the house and had children of our own.. At least we can be very 

thankful for one thing, with Momma not livin home, he never tried to touch either of us, sexusally, 

like that perverrt friend of Daddy’s, Mr. Wolfman, he tried to touch  us.  .Because if Daddy ever  did,  

you can be sure  Momma would have scalded him with boiling watert. like she did that  Mr 

Wolfman.” 

 

I cringed when I told her,  “Can you imagine, knowing what he did, Daddy still called him his friend, 

after what he tried to do to me..He worked with Daddy at Sheffield Farms. and Sunday mornings  he 

would come to our house to play cards with Daddy and Anna would whisper, after she let him in, 

“Sure and hasn’t he the nerve comin’ here so early in the mornin’, and helps himself to whatever is in 

the ice box like he owns the place.”  

 

He’d sit in the dining room and eat our food while he waited for Daddy to come  from the 10 o’clock 

mass He usually went to the twelve o’clock mass, except when he knew he was coming. The two of 

them would sit there and play cards for money, and drink whiskey and beer.  

     

 Daddy used to make his whiskey and beer in our bathtub, when you were little.   Even after the  

Prohibition law was over,, he still made it, and so did most  of the other fathers we knew, but at least 

they knew their limits, they’d drink just so much. They didn’t get drunk like Daddy did.” 

 

 “I remember that Mr. Wolfman, sitting at our dinng rom table and was always smiling at us, and he 

was such an ugly man,. He was always eyeing us up and down when we were hanging out the front 

window, with our. good dresses on, waiting for Momma to come come. We had been to the children’s 

9 o;clock mass, and had on our good dresses and patent leather shoes, and Anna would give us 

breakfast, and tie a kitchen towel tied around our necks, to make sure we didn’t get anything on our 
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good dresses, because we were waiting for  l Momma to come home.and she liked to take us all 

dressed up to visit Aunt Rose or Aunt Mary.If she decided to take us hiking,  we would change into 

our old clothes so we didn’t have to worry about getting them dirty.”      

 

Mr. Wolfman would be watching the clock that sat on top of the china closet, and when it got near 1 

o’clock he’d take his hat and leave. He never wanted to be there when Momma came,home. For some 

reason and  she didn’t like him a but she was cordial to him, because Daddy borrowed his car a coule 

of times, because Archie always loaned Daddy his car, to take us to Pennsylvania, but when Archie 

Dreshler’s.had other plans and couldn’t loan Daddy his car, Molmma did no like that Daddy had to 

borrow Mr. Wolfnan’s big car                

            

Mary Jane shivered and groaned, “ Oh God,  I remember that man to this day, he gave me the creeps. 

I hated when he’d  put his arm around me and smooth down my hair, telling me how ‘beautiful’ I 

was. He was so devious, he would tell Daddy he was taking us downstairs to buy us ice cream cones, 

and we were only too happy to go with him. He’d buy it for us, and we go back upstairs. us Until the 

day he took us down by the river, where  the old piers were and so many tramps were.living down 

around there.” 

 

I shook my head say, “What evil man he was, and shrewd,the way he’d buy us ice cones and kiss us 

and we’d thank him and eat the ice cream cone. 

 The first couple of times, we’d go back upstars with.him, and he’d sit down and resume playing 

cards with Daddy.but, he’d keep his eye on the clock and he made sure he was gone before Momma 

came home. Then one Sunday he told Daddy he was taking us downstairs to buy us ice crean cones 

but, we didn’t go back upstairs. He said he was taking us for a nice walk along the park on Riverside 

Drive  We finished our ice cream and he held our hands and walked us down 135th Street hill but. he 

didn’t take us for a walk in the park, he took us down the big stone steps, that led down to the river 

where it  was dark and scary, because it wasunderneath the Westside Highway, where the tramps 

lived.  

 

That was when I got scared, because when we used  to play there with the kids on our block, the cops 

chased us home and warned us, ‘we were  not to play there,  that it was too dangerous for little girls. 

We told Momma what the cops said, and she forbid us to go there.again.  But, Mr. Wolfman was 

holding our hands and he walked us out to the end of a deserted old pier. He looked around to make 

sure no one was around, and put his hany down before he sat on the edge of the pier and let his legs 

dangle over the edge, He reached up and pulled me down on his lap, and pulled you along side of 

him, and put his arm around you, like he was holding on to us, so we wouldn’t fall in the water.  

 

While he had us watching the boats going up the river to divert our minds, I suddenly I felt his hand 

was inside my underpants. When I realized what he was doing, I jumped up and screamed and he 

grabbed a hold of  my leg and tried to pull me back down. I yanked my foot away frrm him, and 

pulled you up by your arm and we ran as fast as we could to get away from him. When I looked back, 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          456 

 

I saw him buttoning up the front of his pants, because they didn’t have zippers then.I thought for sure 

he would come after us, and we ran as fast as we could up the stone steps and across Riverside Drive 

and up the 135th Street hill, and. you kept asking me, “What did he do? What did he do?”  

 

 I didn’t know what to tell you, so I said, ‘Just keep running’’We were out of  breath when we walked 

in the house. And saw Anna had  left for the day. So I ran into Daddy and told him what Mr.Wolfman 

did to me. He pushed his chair back and was shaking his finger in my face,  “What the hell kind of 

disgusting talk is that? You crazy or something? I’ve known him for years. He’d never do something 

like that. Shame on you. when he’s been so good to you, buying you ice cream and you accuse of him 

of doing something like.that? For God’s sakes whatever you do, don’t tell your mother,  because you 

know you’re lying. I know for a fact, that you are lying!” I was so hurt that Daddy didn’t belive me..  

 

Momma walked in and as soon as she saw our faces, she knew something was wrong. We kissed her 

but we wouldn’t look at her, a d we kept looking back at Daddy.She. put her pocketbook down and 

went in the kitchen to make herself some coffee, knowing  we’d follow her and we did.Daddy kept 

walking in and out waiting to see if we were going to tell Momma.  She rinsed out the coffee pot and 

put the coffee in the to of glass Silex maker, and turned  the gas on and when Daddy left,  she asked 

ys, ‘You alright, what is going on here?’ I started to cry and blurted out, “That Mr. Wolfman took us 

down to the river and put his hand inside my underpants.”. 

Momma whirled around and screamed, “He did what? Where is he? I’ll kill him! I will kill him 

dead!’. We shrugged and got scared when Momma stomped intothe dining room and demanded that 

Daddy tell her where he lived.  He ignored Momma and kept reading the Sunday paper.because he 

knew where he lived because he often went to his apartment with the men from work to play cards 

there. Daddy sighed and laid the paper down and glared at me and yelled at  Momma, ”What the hell 

are you listening to her for. Those kids don’t  know what they’re talking about. He’ll be back.because 

he left his new hat here and when he does, don’ t you dare accuse him of anything.  He is my friend, 

and he has done nothing.”  

By then Momma was furious and she went back in the kitchen and we were right behind her. She 

turned off the gas, and didn’t say a word, but we could tell by her eyes., she was extremely upset. She  

poured herself a cup of coffee, but she wasn’t talking to us she just sat there drinking the coffee, so 

we went inside and looked out the window, like we usually did.. It was Sunday so we werewatching 

the people all dresses u, walking up and down  the block going for a stroll up to City College 

probably. Then we panicked.when we saw Wolfman coming down the block.and he turned into our 

house. We ran screaming out to Momma, “He’s here. He’s coming upstairs right now!.”  

“Momma narrowed her eyes, and said, “Good! I’ll fix him but good.”  She turned on the hot water 

and filled the big soup pot with scalding hot water.and warned us to stay back She lifted it up  by the  

handles on the side and stood by the front door.and waited for him to walk him, , knowing he was so 

bold,  that he never rang the bell he just walked in. We heard him coming up the stepas, and when the 

door opened,  Momma dumped the pot of hot water over his head.and he went back down the stairs 
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screaming.  

Momma handed me the empty pot and grabbed the big carving knife out of the drawer and ran down 

the stairs after him, waving it in the air yelling, ‘I’ll cut your tail off with this  knife if you ever go 

near my girls again.’  

We ran inside and looked out the window and saw him running up the block as fast as he could,  and 

he never looked back once.”  

When Momma came back upstairs, she glared at Daddy seeing him standing in the doorway. She 

walked past him holding the big knife in her hand. and he slammed the door behind them.   Daddy 

went inside and sat there awhile, then he got up and told her, ‘Just because you listened to them kids 

tell you that cock and bull storyk,. you had no right dumping that pot hot water on my friend. After 

what you did to him, how am I going to face him tomorrow when I go to work, after wheat you did to 

him ?’  

Momma screamed, “What I did to him? You mean what he did to your own daughter. What is 

thematter with you, aren’t you  concerned about what he did to her? He better not come in this house 

again, and go anywhere near the girls. becauseso help; me God, I will use thaa knife on him and cut 

off his tail.”. 

We were quietly giggling in our room, when we heard Momma tell Daddy that, say that. We peeked 

out and could Daddy’s  face was all red and he walked over to Momma, and we could see he so angry  

He stood there a minute and  sniffed and turned around and sat down and didn’t say anything.   

Momma was shaking she was so upset over the whole thing. She  powdered her nose and put some 

lipstick on and told us to wash our face and hands, and she checked us over we before we left to go 

somewhere for our Sunday afternoon out with Momma. She went in the drug store, and put a nickel 

in the pay phone and called Aunt Rose, to let her know we were coming. They always had a ;hone 

because Uncle Barney was the chauffeur for J.P:. Morgan, and he they had to have a phone. 

  I still remember when he used to come and take Daddy and you and me for a ride out in the country, 

he called it, but it was somewhere yo Westchester. He’d be wearing his charcoal grey chauffeur’s cap 

and uniform his pants tucked in his black boots and pull in front of our stoop and honk the horn.  All 

the kids on the block would come to look at i. They’d walk around the car and stare at it becaue, don’t 

forget,  they had never seen such a gorgous car like that, and to see it parked on Amsterdam Avenue, 

But, it was beautiful, I don’t remember the make of it, butl I do remember it was big and long. They 

looked it over, and When they saw us get in it, they almost fainted. Llittle did they know that it 

belonged to. J. P. Morgan, I am sure t they had no idea wo he was.e known who he was, He was vry 

found of Uncle Barney, and when he died, Aunt Rose said  he was very good to Uncle Barney and the 

family,   

Momma kept talking to Aunt Rose, and putting in more nickel, and she finally came out of the drug 

store, becaue we were waiting for her on the corner and we were so hungry, because we did’t get any 
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lunch because of what happened. We got on the trolley, and Momma told us we going to see Aunt 

Rose and she sat in fron of us, and was very quiet, which was unusal for her. We got off at   82nd 

Street and Third Avenue and walked over the Second Avenue. They lived in a railroad apartment, and 

the Secnd Avenue el ran right past their windows, and the people on the el, would sit there and look 

in their windows.   

Aunt Rose gave us a big hug and a kiss, and we were so glad she had such a delicious dinner. We sat 

with her family, Marie, Jimmy, Rosie, Alice and Eleanor..and Momma tells Aunt Rose what 

happened to me in front of everyone, and I was so embarrassed because everyone was staring at me,  

I held my head down like I had done something wrong.””                        

Mary Jane groaned, “Well, I know one thing, that Mr. Wolfman never put his foot in our house again. 

Daddy was so mad because he wouldn’t have anything to do with Daddy after that. He should have 

been put in jail, for what he did.   

 Daddy grumbled to us, ”What is wrong with you girls anyhow, telling your mother such lies tMr. 

Wolfman. He’s been my friend for years,  and he was so   good to you girls,  every Sunday he bought 

you ice cream, and you go and say somethinglike that about him. abput him. He said, he would never 

do such a thing, and doesn’t want nothing more to do wtih me, and he is not coming here to play 

cards with me anymore.  I lost my best friend, because of you girls. 

 

I let out a long sigh telling Mary Jane. “I don’t know how Daddy could even consider that man his 

friend,  after what he did? Any other father back then, would have socked him in the nose and beat 

him up. He didn’t eve  go after that pervert, he let Momma chase him downstairs with the carving 

knife.   

 

What a horrible marriage they had, Why Momma astayed married t him all those years is something I 

cannot understand. I question why she allowed him to live there with us without giving her any 

money, he had a roof over his head, steak almost every night, and yet we were not allowed to have 

steak, but he could, Anna did his wash, and we had to shine his shoes every night for him. 

Especically, after when Father Costello came to our house in 1936, and he told Momma, she had to 

leave Daddy for the sake of the children, and she wouldn’t do it, and we were so happy to hear him 

say that, and she refused to do it and .and we were the ones that had to suffer, she wasn’t home with 

him, we were.‘     

                    

.I finished my coffee telling Mary Jane, “If akk the fights Daddy had with Momma, yet he never got 

involved in any of the fights the men had downstairs in the saloon on Saturday nights. He thought 

nothing of whacking you or me across the mouth, if we didn’t answer him fast enough and say, ‘Yes, 

Daddy!.”   

 

Mary Jane scratched her head, . “Rose, will you tell me why we let him hit us the way he did, 

because  we were in our Twenties and working, andhe thought nothing of  hitting you or  me, across 

the face with the back of his hand so hard, and it really hurt and stung. We’d have the imprint of his 
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hand on our face and I and used to  have to hold a cold cloth on our face because it hurt so bad. We 

were so afraid of him, is why he got away with it all those years.  

 

When you were 21,  one night you put him to the ground in the bathroom and you  sat on top of him  

him and you used your fists and kept socking him in the face and he was cursing, because wouldn’t 

let him up.  Everytime  I think of that night, I don’t know you ever dared to do what you did to him.  

 

I think I got the strength to do it because it was an accumulation of all the years he hit and hurt us,m 

and how he used to beat poor  Sonny,  You were much too young to remember,  how he used to beat 

him unmercifully. Daddywas really cruel to Sonny, ever since he was little. He used to take his belt 

off and hit Sonny with it again and again, when he was only 5 years old. 

 

 Momma just started working part-tiime as a Certified French Chef, when I was 6, and Daddy was 

suppose to watch us while she was gone.. He’d  be drunk as usual, because he had a closet full of 

whiskey he’d make in the bathtub, and he’d be mad that Momma exoected him, to take care of us 

while she went to work, only part ime, mind you.  She was the one that paid the bills that he should 

have been paying.  

Before Uncle Mick left for Ireland, he realized once he was gone Momma would not be getting 

money for his room and board, and he helped with the electric too. She would have to  work because 

she had 3 children to take care of He saw how Daddy spent his money on making whiskey and 

gambling. 

 Before he left Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary paid for Momma to go to school to become a Certified 

French Chef,  and make some money to pay the bills. Daddy never hit us when Uncle Mick was 

living with us, but once he was gone, he th was brutal the way he treated us.  

 I was 6 years old, and I remember to this day, how Daddy would lift Sonny up off the ground by his 

hair and hold him there, telling him he needed to be punished, and he didn’t do anything. I honestly 

think Daddy enjoyed hurting Sonny . As you know, he picked on him more than he ever picked on us.   

“In 1931, ut was the begnnung if the Depression.  We had a lot of things we had to get used to that 

year, Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary went back to Ireland, and I started school, then  Momma hired 

Anna to take care of us, when she started  workung full time for Mrs. Hardon, and she lived there 7 

days a week, and we only saw Momma on Sunday afternoons. She did not live home from 1931 until 

1944.That was how we grew up, we only saw Momma on Sunday afternoons.  

In 1928 Daddy learned how to make his own whiskey in the bathtub, so he  had all the whiskey he 

wanted during Prohibition, so he was drunk evry night.We used to lay on the linoleum floor in front 

of the big wooden radio with our crayons and we’d be coloring our books and Daddy would be drunk 

and fall asleep..Sometimes he’d grab Sonny by the hair and drag him over to the hot iron radiator, and 

start banging his head against it. He was insane, yet no one even realized it. 
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We’d be crying and watching Daddy, and we felt helpless seeing how he was hurting him.” and yet 

Sonny never cried. He would close his eyes and take whatever Daddy was doing to him and he would 

push him into the hot radiator and hold him there or be banging his head against the radiator, while 

we watched in horror One night I got brave and tried to pull Daddy away from Sonny, and I pulled 

the back of his pants, crying,  “Stop it,]Daddy, you’re hurting him.”  He gave me that look of his and 

went back to burning Sonny. I don’t think Momma believed me when I’d tell her what he did to 

Sonny, and of course, was too afraid of Daddy to say anything against him.”  

 

“I never forgot what Daddy did to Sonny. .I can still see his face, while  he stood there hitting Sonny, 

and I was pounding him on his back, pleading with him to stop hurting him.  He turned around and 

unbuckled his belt and came after me and when was was about to hit me with the belt. I ran and hid 

behind Anna, not that she would have fought him off,  because Anna was more afraid of Daddy than 

we were. He stood in front of her with the belt in his hand, glaring at me and.grumbled something 

incoherent,and went back and he kept hitting Sonny with the belt,so that he had bright red marks all 

over his skinny back and legs.and Anna put cold towels on the welts,  after Daddy fell asleep.Sonny 

never shed a tear, he just kept breathing in and out. and chewing on his lower lip, looking at us, and 

looked like he wanted to cry but didn’t. ”  

Mary Jane was so choked up when she said, “Rose, how did we survive living with someone as cruel 

as  Daddy was to us.  I don’t know but  I said this ti you, before, maybe it make us all the stronger?  

 

They finally put  Daddy away where he belonged, but not until 1957. He was  was in a Veteran’s 

mental hospital for 7 years and he died there? The shame of it was, when Ithink of how many years 

he hurt us and thoughtnothing of burning us,  You and I survived it, and we went on with our lives, 

and were perhaps, all the stronger forit, but the way Daddy beat Sonny, I feel it had a lot to do with 

his depression and drinking,” 

 

I shook my head, .’Let’s change the subject, I don’t like talking about Daddy. Were you old enough 

to remember the New York Worlds’ Fair in 1939-40. You wer only 11,  it was held in Queens, near 

La Quardia Field.  I had just graduated f 8th  grade, and went o to Wadleigh High School and it was in 

the middle of Harlem on 114th Street and 7th Avenue. I walked to school everyday with my friends, 

Rita, Elieen and Kathleen,  because, none of us could afford to pay 5 cents to take the bus twice  day, 

5 days a week. It would have cost Momma 50 cents a week, it was the depression and  most fathers 

were only making $10 or 12 dollars a week,and their wives didt have to work like Momma didm and 

they supported their families paid the rent and the grocer.   

 

I’d  walk down the hill and call for Kathleen Buckley on 133rd Street and then Rita O’Shaughnessy on 

132nd Street, and Ellen Young, on 131st Street, and we walked to school and when we came home, 

we’d go roller skating. I laughed,” “When you graduated, you went to a 2 year Catholic Business 

School and Momma paid for you to go there because you wanted to be with your friends.”. 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          461 

 

Mary Jane laughed. “Because all my friends were going there, and I wanted to go too. At first 

Momma said, she could not afford to send me there. But,  Mrs. Kolman gave her extra money each 

month so I could attend a business school. 

 

We all graduated in June of 1944, and we got very good jobs through the school. I was hired by an 

importing company in the Empire State Building.and what a thrill that was, to be able to look down at 

the city because my office  was on the on 76th floor, I could see all over the city and New Jersey.  

 

I called Momma in Lake Placid to tell her I got the job/ I was so excited telling her, from the officve  

I  could see most of  New York City, New Jersey, the Washington Bridge and Brooklyn.  She was so 

happy for me, because I was only 16 and I was secretary to Mr. Blake, president of a bg export 

company.” 

 

I nodded and told her. “ I still have that carved black wooden elephant  Mr. Blake gave you and you 

gave it to ne, because you thought it would look nice with the Oriental things I had.”   

 

I was working there when I married John in 1951 and only left in1952, when I had little Mary Jane. 

Mr.and Mrs. Blake sent us a nice check, and a sterling silver baby spoon.”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               

 

 Mary Jane rolled her eyes up and asked.”Do you remember what happened when I was worked 

there?” I shook my head, no. “Don’t you  remember a USAF B-25 bomber flew into the 79th and 

80th floors of the Empire State Building and y office was three floors below where it hit? It happened 

on July 28th,1945 because there was a very bad fog that morning. It happened on  July 28th, 1945 and 

14 people were killed and being it was  a Saturday morning, most of the offices were closed or a lot 

more people would have been killed.”  

 

Mary Jane slumped back in the chair saying.’I started to say, I never forgot what you did that night to 

Daddy, when you walked in the house and heard me screaming.  It was 1947 and I was 19 years old  

and I was working for Mr. Blake then.. I got off the bus, and was crossing Amsterdam Avenue, when 

I saw Theresa and and some my girlfriends standing on the corner of 134th Street.  

They were laughing and smoking.because they had just come home from work too, and I joined them 

because we always had a lot to talk about, being we all went. graduated together. We were nice wool 

business suits and high heels and while I stood there with them, I decided to light lit up a cigarette.”  

“We were talking about our jobs and enjoying ourselves. I didn’t know Daddy was sitting in the barm 

watching me. In fact, I never even noticed him when he left and went\ upstairs, because we were so 

busy talking to one another.  

 

 “We said our good-byes.and went home. I was standing in the kitchen, taking my suit jacket off, 

telling Anna that I met Theresa and some of my friends downstairs.  Daddy walked over to me and 

smacked me so hard across the face, that it felt like my face was on fire.Anna ran an d hid, and I 

started to cry and he stood there yelling at me,  ‘You thought I didn’t see you, well,  I did. I saw you 
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smoking a cigarette while you were standing there with those no good friends of yours! Well, let me 

tell you,  no girl of mine is going to stand on the corner and be smoking a cigarette and wearing red 

lipstick, like she’s some ‘street walker.’   

 

‘I was so shocked when I heard Daddy say, I was like some street walker.  I knew he was drunk, so I 

went in the bathroom to put some cold water on my face where he hit me.  When I went to lock the 

door, I forgot the lock was broken and he pushed the door open and came in after me.” 

 

“ He grabbed a hold of my arm and yanked it up in back of me. and it hurt so bad I thought I was 

going to pass out. and he shoved  me between the wall and the mad hot steam pipe in the bathroom 

that went up through the ceiling and continued upstairs and  heated the bathrooms in the front 

apartments. It was so hot it was burning me through myh blouse and he used his shoulder  and pushed 

me in tighter to make sure I was getting burned.   I was in so much pain and I kept pleading with him 

to let me go and he told me,  he couldn’t because  I had to be punished for what I did.’                       

 

I sighed, “ Mary Jane, Look at what Daddy did to me when I was 14. I had just started high school. 

and thought I was old enough to wear lipstick like the older girls did. I was standing on the corner of 

131st Street with my friends, Rita, Kathleen and Ellen. Daddy was on the trolley car going up 

Amsterdam Avenue, coming home from work and he saw I had red lipstick on.”   

 

“When he got home. instead of going in the bar like he usually did, he went upstairs and wet a 

washcloth, got a bar of Kirkman’s brown soap and he walked down to 131st  where I was standing 

with my friends.  I didn’t see him, and he grabbed a hold of me. and my friends were screaming, 

seeing how he was twisting my arm up in back of me, and thrn shoved his knee in my back and put 

me on down the sidewalk.”  

He rubbed the bar of brown soap across my lips sp hard, and it was was hurting me, and I kept 

turning my head back and forth, so he would miss, and then rubbed the soap all the harder against my 

lips and teeth, and I kept crying an dpleading with him to stop. My friends were horrified, watching 

what he was doing to me, and seeing how he holding me down with his knee. Then he  took the wet 

washcloth and rubbed my lips until they were raw, to make sure he got all the lipstick off of me. Then 

he got up off me and yelled at me, “You should be ‘ashamed of yourself,  wearing that red lipstick 

like you were some God damn street walker. Well, no girl of mine is going to stand on  no corner 

wearing red lipstick, because I’ll make damn sure you  don’t.’  

 

“He said the same thing to you as he did to me, but don’t forget, I was only 14 then, and I didn’t know 

what  a ‘street walker’ was.  I should not have been wearing lipstick at that age. but I thought I was so 

grown up, because I was in high-school. You can be sure it was a long time before I put  lipstick on 

again.”  

Mary Jane shook her head,  “Rose, I don’t know how we  survived growing up growing up with a 

father like that.. All I know I never fogot the p;ain I had  id when he twisted my arm up in back of me 
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and pushed me in between the wall and that hot steam pipe,  I kept praying that Momma would hurry 

up and come home. and then I remembered she  had to work late that night and I panicked,   because I 

didn’t know  how long he was going to hold me against that hot steam pipe  When I heard the front 

door open and you walked in,  I screamed all the louder  so you would hear me. You ran in and saw 

what Daddy was doing to me and you put your finger to your lips, so that I wouldn’t say anything 

because Daddy had his back to you and you didn’t want him to know you were there.” 

“I thought I was going to pass out, I was in so much p;ain and I saw you  sneaked up in back of him, 

and you locked your arm around his neck so fast and put him to the floor. that he never knew what hit 

him. When I saw you straddle him and sit on top of him, I though he would kill you for sure.When  I 

got myself out from behind the steam pipe, I couldn’t believe what you dared to do to him.  I was so 

scrared  couldn’t get out of there gast enough but I couldn’t , because you and Daddy were in the the 

way and I couldn’t get to the door.“  

Daddy was cursing at you nd trying to try  push you off of him, but he couldn’t because you  had him 

pinned on the floor, and there was so little room between the tub and the wall, that he couldn’t even 

get up.  I can still see you in that dark green gabardine suit and high heels, and.your skirt was 

practically up around your neck, and you were punching him in the face with your fists.” 

“Do you remember how you leaned over hun and looked him in the eye and asked, “How does it feel 

to have someone beat you up for a change?’ I was so afraid what he would do to you when he got up.  

I thought he would kill you for sure, that you dared to hit him in the face over and over, like you did. I 

knew I had to get out of there, because when he got up, he might kill the both of us. I was stuck in the 

corner by the toilet and couldn’t get past you and Daddy, because you were blocking my way to get to 

the door .  I climbed in the tub, and got out  and  ran out of the bathroom. and grabbed my pocketbook 

and jacket and yelled to you, as I was leaving, ‘I’m staying at Theresa’s tonight.’  

To this day, I feel bad that I left you there alone with Daddy, but I figured, you were a lot stronger 

than me, because I knew if he got a hold of me again, he would shove me behind that hot pipe and 

burn me again.” 

I sighed, and looked at Mary Jane and told her, “What we went through when we were growing up, 

because we had a father that enjoyed hurting us .” 

 

That happened in 1947, when I was 23 and you were 20. When I walked in and saw how Daddy was 

burning you, I lost it.  I don’t where I got the strength, that I was able to put him to floor like I did.  I 

let him have it for what he had done to the three of us, all those  years and I just kept hitting him. 

When you left,  I let Daddy get up. He stood there glaring at me, an dhe thought he was scaring me as 

he brushed himself off ,  ”You are going to be one sorry girl for what you did.  I’m going to knock 

your block offm that you dared to raise your hand to your father and hit me like you did. You better 

get yourself to confession Saturday, because you comitted a mortal sin. You broke one of the Ten 

Commandments, “THOU SHALT HONOR THY FATHER“ and you know,  the priest might not give 
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you absolution, for what you did to me.”  

 

MaryJane and I burst out laughing, when I reminded her of what he said and I told her “You know, 

when he stood in front of me staring at me and  threatening me,  For the first time in my life I wasn’t 

afraid of him. I stared right back at him but you should have seen the look on his face, I thought he 

was going to hit me,  but he didn’t. He turned around and went in the kitchen so he could finish off the 

quart bottle of whiskey he had out there.“ 

                

          Mary Jane shivered and groaned, “Oh God… maybe you weren’t scared of Daddy but I was. I fogot 

what you said, he did when he got up, after I went to Theresa’s house.” 

“Oh! I knew he was going to come after me  I ran in our room and climbed up on the top bunk bed 

and pulled the ladder up with me, so he couldn’t use it. He cane stumbling in and fell up against our 

bedroom door, and when he saw I was up on the top bunk bed, he stood on the bottom bed and tried 

to reach over and grab a hold of my leg so he could pull me off. I started kicking as fast as I could, 

and because I had on those high heels, he kept backing away. He was so afraid I would kick him in 

the eye, but he finally,gave up and stt on the floor. and was going to wait for me to come down,  He 

kept falling asleep because he was so drunk, and then he got up and left and he laid down on his bed 

with his shoes and clothes on and passed out.” 

 

Mary Jane smiled, “He never hit any of us again after what you did to him.”     

I was so tired I go tup and said, “Mary Jane, “I have to go to bed..” 

 She stretched her arms way up and groaned,  “I will, but not right now because I was just going to 

ask you,  hven’t you wondered why Daddy always so mean to us, And why did he  pick on Sonny 

more than he picked on us? What I don’t understand is, none of his sisters or brothers were like him. I 

think Daddy’s mind was going even back then, and no one realized it.?”        

I nodded, “He had to have something wrong with him, the way he beat us and burned us.  Was it 

because he was drunk, I don’t know and, but we had no way of knowing, he was mentally sick.  I 

know Uncle Mick, didn’t drink and neither did Aunt Rose or Aunt Florie. and neither did Uncle 

Barney in Brooklyn. Do you remember what a wonderful father he was to his children? 

‘We loved going there, because they had a brick house and a big back yard where we could play ball, 

and they always had a lot of food on the table and we could have as much as we wanted. Daddy never 

with us, because they had told him, he was welcombed if he didn’t drunk, but they did not like him 

coming to their house drunk, so he preferred to stay home and drink and pass out.” 

“Momma felt so bad when Uncle Barney Mc Arow in Brooklyn died of throat cancer in 1948, He 

looked and acted like he was the twin of Uncle Mick and not Daddy, They were so alike. even their 

looks. Uncle Barney died the same year Fred and I were married and I helped Momma make a 

beautiful blanket of red roses for him in their dining room. She was working for Judith Garden then. 

And was able to get the roses in the wholesale flower market on 28th  Street. When she finished 
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making it, Aunt Mary was so proud of it and had her sons bing it it to the funeral parlor and they 

covered Uncle Barney’s casket with it. “ 

Shortly after he died, Aunt Rose’s husband, Uncle Barney Mc Cann died. She ran the salon by herself 

for a couple of years. Then Daddy died in 1960.  Then she had sold their saloon  on Second Avnue. 

and she went to live with her daughter Rosie and her husband Jimmy Lacey in Queens. Aunt Rose 

died around 1966, of a heart attack, and Uncle Mick lived to be 102 .”  

                                 *                  *                  *  

Uncle Mick met and married Aunt Mary, when she was 31 and he was 35 andthe following year, 

1931 they sailed back to Ireland. They bought a house and a farm  with the money they had saved and 

they had 2 children, Thomas and Eleanor, and Uncle Mick was a very loving father  and would send 

us pictures of the children.  

“Look at what a wonderful mother Aunt Rose was to her six children, We just loved the way she used 

to hug and kiss us, and insist that Momma bring us there every Sunday for dinner. We were very 

close to her family when we were growing up. T Momma was very close to Aunt Rose and Aunt 

Mary in Brooklyn but they hardly ever came to our house  because they did not want to be there when 

Daddy was home.” 

Do you remember Daddy’s sister Aunt Florie and Uncle Dick Mc Guinty? They lived in the Bronx. 

As sweet as she was, Momma did not like going there because Uncle Dick had a drinking problem 

like Daddy and it made her very uncomfortable seeing him. But, we  didn’t mind because we always 

had a good time playing with our cousins downstairs underneath the ‘el’.  

Momma really liked Aunt Florie, but she also knew  had so little money, that she mad sure we never 

stayed for dinner even though she would invite us to stay. Around three o’clock, Momma would give 

their oldest girl, Helen, some money to go to the bakerydown the block to buy a big bag of assorted 

sweet buns. We’d sit at the table and have a cup of tea and then we’d go home on the el, We hardly 

ever rode on the ’el’, and we’d be laughing how it would rattle and shake back and forth it went so 

fast, We’d get off at  125th Street and had to wait for a certain trolley that would take us up 

Amsterdam Avenue .”  

                                                       

                Mary Jane shook her head sayig, “For some reason, I don’t remember going 

                there, but what I do  remember us being on the ‘el’.and sitting on those long  

                yellow shiny cane seats that was one long continous seat the length of the car, 

               and we kept slipping off them, because the el used to shake us back and                                                                          

                 

                LOVE AND MARRIAGE  

 

                When Daddy was discharged from the navy after WWI, he nanaged and worked for the James Butler 

grocery stores in Mount Vernon, New York. They were a chain of stores, likethe A & P back then.  
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He decided he wanted to live with his brother in the city on 125th Street and Broadway and moved in. 

Ue got a job delivering milk  with a horse and wagon, with Sheffield Farms milk company in 1920. 

They had a big bottling plant and platform on 125th Street, and all Daddy had to do, was walk down 

the block to go to work.  Uncle Mick worked for the Fifth Avenue double decker bus company, and 

he just got on one of their busses at the corner and went to work, and the two of them were very  

content living there together and every Saturday night they went to an Irish dance hall, over on the 

eastside, on Third Avenue and 86th  Street, near where their sister Rose lived. 

 

                That was where Momma met Daddy in 1924, and within the year she married him.  He wanted to 

continue to live in the same small apartment with Uncle Mick. Being they were just married, Momma 

wanted him to get their own apartment, she did not like living there because it was so small and it was 

Uncle Mick’s apartment. Neither one of them appreciated that she was trying  to redecorate it and 

painted the walls painted, put up new curtains and put flowers on the table frp,the 5 & 10, they 

wanted it left just the way it was. 

 

                Coming from the luxurious life she had with the Eggleston’s. for the past 12  

                years, having to live in that small apartment, was quite a change for her and it  

                was on 125th Street and old Broadway,  a  noisy, busy neighborhood  

                A month after they were  married, she discovered she was pregnant  and  

wanted Daddy to get their own apartment, but in a nicer neighborhood.  He refused to do it because 

he was always gambling and couldn’t afford to get an apartment because he always owed the bookies 

so much money.  

 

 Momma cried they needed a place of their own, and he got an apartment, up around 160th Street just 

before I was born. Three months later,  she was pregnant with Sonny, and she lerned they had to move 

because they were going to be evicted  Daddy wasn’t paying the rent and he had a good job, and he 

could afford to get a nice apartment, But he spent his money gambling and at the speakeasy where he 

could get whiskey. They were going to get evicted, and he knew he had do something or they’d be put 

out on the street.  

Without discussing it with Momma, he took on the job of being janitor for 2 elevator apartment houses 

in Washington Heights, where he had his milk route. Because being a janitor, meant he wouldn’t have to 

pay any rent.  

 

When Momma heard what he had done.she cried, because she was pregnant with Sonny and it broke her 

heart to think she had to end up being a janitor, because she married  a drunk and a gambler.  Momma 

argued that she did not want to be a janitor and have to bring up her children in a cellar apartment. He 

didn’t want to hear  what she thought, and got some friends and they moved the furniture in.  

 

Daddy put the ash cans and garbage out at the curb at night, and Momma brought them downstairs to the 

cellar in the morning.  She was left with doing all the cleaning and work in both apartment houses. She 

had to mop all the floors and shine the brass mail boxes, vacuum the big Oriental rugs in the main foyers. 
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where  the tenants sat on sofas and over-stuffed chairs and read their newspapers, smoke dor just 

gossiped .While Momma was busy working, I was 9 months old and she had me strapped in a big wicker 

carriage so I wouldn’t fall out,  so she could eatch while she was working, and the tenants would stop 

and talk to me, when they got on and off the elevators. They liked Momma but they did not like Daddy.”  

   

“Every Sunday. Uncle Mick came to see them, since it was his day off, and ehd tell    them that he did 

not like living alone, because Daddy and Uncle Mick had lived together  for years. When he came he 

would bring  a roast beef or a big chicken and Momma would cook it for dinner. 

 

One day in 1926,  after Sonny was born, Uncle Mick asked Daddy ‘If I were tp find a big apartment and 

paid half the rent, and give you money towards the electric and groceries, could I move in with you and 

Myrtle? I don’t like living alone and I don’t like to think that you are janitors and have to live in a cellar 

apartment.” Daddy agreed and within the week, Uncle Mick found an apartment on the top floor, where 

the sun poured in all the rooms. We moved to 500 West 131st Street in 1928, when Momma was 

pregnant with you and the doctor  had warned Momma not to get pregnanat again, or she might die, due 

to the  complications that resulted from Sonny’s birth .When she found she was pregnant with you, after 

theyh mpoved in there, she took us to Aunt Vina’s, thinking she was going to die, she wanted Aunt Vina 

to raise us. And that was wy you were born  in her house, on July 4, 1928. I don’t remember what 

happened, but after you were born, Momma was not able to walk for three months and Aunt Vina had to 

take care of her, and you were a tiny little baby and she had own children to look  after..” 

I know you  were too little to remember Uncle Mick, because he  went back to Ireland when yhou 

were only 3 years old.  As young as I was, I never forgot how good he was to all of us. He was so 

different from Daddy. He would pick us up and whirl us around, and he’d sit on the floor and play 

games with us.  In 1931, he married Aunt Mary and they lived with us  and that same year they went 

back to Ireland to live and because they saved their money they bought a house and a farm when they 

got there. Before they left, they bought an electric vacuum cleaner, toaster, coffee maker, waffle iron 

and a big wooden radio, to take back with them, and they couldn’t use them because there was no 

electricity when they lived. Aunt Mary used to write Momma, when the neighbors dropped in for a 

cup of tea  they enjoyed looking at what the things they brought from Anerica with the long wires and 

plugs on the end of them.”   

 

      Mary Jane groaned, ‘A lot fathers on Amsterdam Avenue drank,  but they    were not cruel like 

Daddy was to us, and their wives didn’t’ have to go to work like Momma did, so she could pay the 

rent and put food on the table.”  

                   

     I nodded, “ We will never know why, but what I could never could understand was bej g Daddy and 

Uncle Mick were twins, they were completely opposite of one another. Uncle Mick didn’t drink or 

gamble and Daddy did. Momma said the only time Uncle Mick took a few a few drinks was St. 

Patrick’s day, Christmas and Thanksgiving and only one time she ever saw him drunk, and thatwas 

the night before she got married, when  the wedding party was at Aunt Vina’s house. when she lived 
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in East Towanda. 

     The Eggleston’s lived in the city in the winter, and Myrtle was there, being her wedding was 

November 19, 1924, she left the week before she got married and took the train to Towanda, and 

staying with Vina and Henry to get ready for the wedding. Before she left, she had to explain 

toThomas and his friend how to get there. They got maps of New Jersey and Pennsylvania, because 

neither one of them had ever been to Pennsylvania.  Since all 4 men had chauffeur’s licences they 

wanted to know what roads  would take them to Towanda. Myrlle was not that familiar with the 

roads, because she travelled with the Eggleston’s back and forth to the city on their private railroad 

cars . They knew to take the 125th Street ferry to New Jersey. but they had to find the roads that 

would take them to Delaware Gap,  then to Scranton and follow Route 46, because they could see it 

would take them intoTowanda,  She  did tell them, not to over the big bridge that goes over the 

Susquehanna River, they would see signs for East Towanda on the right, a few miles before they 

came to the bridge.     

While Vina and Myrtle were busy making the wedding cake, Thomas and Michael were in one car, 

and Bridgetta and their Irish friends were in the second car trying to read the maps and find their way 

to Towanda. They went in two cars. Thomas and Michael in one, because Thomas wanted to be alone 

with his bride when they drove back to the city and Bridgetta was with the 2 men taking turns driving, 

that worked with Thomas. 

While the men were finding their way through the mountains, Vina was busy making a three tier 

wedding cake, and Myrtle told her what it said in the cook book and put out what she was going to 

need on the table, to make a wedding cake that would serve 30 people. Vina followed the directions 

and mixed the butter, sugar and vanilla together and counted the cups of flour she had to add along 

with the baking powder . She added the egg mixture along with the heavy cream and beat it until it 

was the consistency that she wanted,. Myrtle lined up the  greased pans in three different sizes, she 

borrowed from a neighbor.,  and and spoon ed the dough into pans and put them in the oven to bake. 

She noticed Myrtle was very quiet while she was helping her, and she  confided to Vina, how much she 

always liked Mrs. Eggleston, but she was very hurt about what she said about Thomas. Mrs. Eggeston 

was very upset with her that she wouldn’t listen to her, because she told her, Thomas drank too much 

and he was know to gambler and she felt I was wrong to give up my  religion and become a Catholic so 

I could marry a man that drank and a gambled, and he was going to ruin my life. and it was breakikng 

her heart and that  was why she was not going to come to my wedding.” 

Vina  stopped mixing the cake and asked, “But why? I don’t understand how she would know that 

Thomas drank ir gambled? Does he?” 

    

Myrtle raised her eye brows and said, “Not really. On of the maids told her, he was a heavy drinker 

and never had any money, because he gambled his entire pay and was always borrowing money from 

his brother Mick. I tried to explain to her,  I was concerned about it, and Thomas promised me, after 
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we were married he wouldn’t drink or gamble any more and do you know , Mrs. Eggleston laughed at 

me when I told her that? She said he would never stop and he is, because he loves me, but she doesn’t 

believe he will.  Even though she doesn’t’[ approve of my marrying him, she gave me a large sum of 

money for a wedding present. anhd told me to be sure to put in the the bank, because I was going to 

need it one day. The day I leaving, we were both were crying because I was with her for 11 years  and 

she really was so good to me. When she kissed me good bye, she whispered to me,”Please don’t 

marry that man. You are getting married for all the wrong reasons, Myrtle.” I couldn’t believe she 

said that to me, knowing I was coming here to marryThomas.”   

        Vina thought about what she said, “Well, you yourself told me, he drinks too much. So. maybe, she is 

right. But, of course I never met him, but once you are married Myrtle, it’s too late. Do you think 

perhaps, you should have waited to see if he would stop drinking before you married him? Because, I 

know what some  women go through, that are married to men that drink that live here in town.”  

The day befpre Thomas left for Pennsylvania  he stopped at the local speakeasy and paid a lot of 

money for 9 quarts of illegal whiskey, to bring to the wedding because it was during Prohibition,  he 

wouldn’t be able to get any in Towanda because he didn’t know if they had a speak-easy there.   

Since neither Daddy or Uncle Mick had ever been to Pennylvania. they had no idea how to get to 

Towanda, they had to get a map at the gas station  All they knew was Myrtle told them it was 210 miles 

from the city. When they got a map rhey studied it to see which roads they should take. and wrote it 

down. They packed the car and left Saturday at 4 in the morning and.Thomas and Mick picked up 

Bridgetta and two of their friends., and they were on their way.   

 

Mick drove and since he had written down which roads to take, Thomas had the map and would 

check where they were with his flashlight., while Bridgetta sat in the back, and covered herself with a 

blanket, since it was the end of November it was cold, and she kept nodding off, since it was so early 

in the morning .They knew to take t the 125th Street ferry over to New Jersey and theyfollowed Route 

46, west across New Jersey state and when they crossed the Delaware River and went throught 

Scranton,  they were so happy they were finally in Pennsylvania, not realizing they  still had a long 

way to go.  

They went in two cars, so Thomas could drive the bride home, and <ocl amd  

Bridgetta would go back home, with their two Irsh friends, who followed them. while were driving 

over one mountain after the other and thy culdn’t believe there were so many dirt roads and detours, 

that they were beginning to think, they would never get there because they were on the road for 16  

hours before to got to Towanda. 

 

The wedding party consisted of  5 people, Thomas was the groom, Mick, the Best Man Daddy 

brought 2 Irish friends of his. Bridgetta was the Bridesmaid, and she worked with Myrtle at Mrs. 

Eggleston’s. She introduced Myrtle to the twins Michael and Thomas at an Irish dance hall, on St. 

Patrick’s Day, in 1923, because for weeks she had been so depressed over Earl marrying Alta, when 

he was still engaged to her. That night when they first met Myrtle at the dance, they were cutting in 
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and arguing over who was going to dance with her and well, you know the rest.”   

 

     Shortly after she met Thomas, he asked her to marry him. He told her she had to become a Catholic, 

otherwise he couldn’t get married in church. Bridgetta Gaffney, always went to the six o’clock mass 

every morning and suggested that Myrtle start going with her to help her become a Catholic. The next 

couple of months she taught her what was in the catechism and prepared her what she had to know to 

become a Catholic with the help of her Bridgetta’s brother, Father Gaffney afternoon talks, who 

happened to be the parish priest, at the Catholic Church, that was around the corner from the 

Eggleston’s. Soon after she was Baptized aned made her Holy Communion and Confirmation, so she 

could  marry Thomas in a his church. ” 

 

    “When they arrived at Vina’s house, that night, she had never met Thomas,  until that day.Thomas 

was not aware  Vina never allowed liquor in their home, not even before Prohibition started in 1919. 

They got out of the car, and Myrote were introdudced them to Vina, then Myrtle hugged and kissed 

Thomas, ajmd he happily whispered to her, “ I was able to get 9 bottles of whiskey so we can have it 

at the reception.” Momma panicked and quietly let him know, “Whatever you do, don’t bring that 

whiskey in Vina’s house. She will not allow any liquor in their house. You could be arrested for 

having that whiskey in the car, because they are very strick about the Prohibiton law up here.”  

 

He laughed at her, “Why? When you can get all the whiskey you want in any speakeasy in the city.”  

 

Going in the house, Myrtle was upset and concerned Vina would find out e had th whiskey. The men 

carried the suitcases in, and set them down in the foyer  never asked Myrtle or Vina, if all 5 of them 

could stay there that night, they just assumed they could. When Vina walked in, she noticed the sitcae 

sitting in the foyher and Thomas said.”Maybe we should  bring the suitcases upstairs to the rooms 

where we are going to sleep now and get them out of your way?”   

“Myrtle looked at Vina and her eyes got real big and she didn’t hesitate a bit when she told them, 

‘What makes you think we have the room to put up five people? You will have to go to town and find 

a room at the hotel, or you can sleep on the floor . We only have a two bedrooms, one for the children 

and one for my husband and myself and Myrtle is sleeping in with the children/”  

 

They stood in the foyer staring at Vina, because they didn’t’ know what they wer going to do. 

TjemThomas said sheepishly, “If you don’t mind,  we’ll sleep on the floor because we don’t have 

enough money to stay at a hotel.”   

Vina nodded, tnat she would agree to them doing  that. nd she went back in the kitche. Myrtle could 

tell Vina was upset with them being there, and had them take off their coats an dhung them up on the 

clothes tree in the foyer and ushered them into the parlor and Thomas sat there looking around at a;; 

tej amiques, wondering why Myrtle didn’t take care of that for them, because she knew they needed 

to sleep somewhere.  

 

When Myrtle went back to the kitchen, Vina moaned to her, that she didn’t know what she was going 
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to do with so many people in her house, and she had her children to take care of. She was busy all day 

cooking a ham and cut chickens, and was glad Myrtle was there to help make the cake and fix the 

salads. She groaned, :I}m so tired as soon as I finish icing this caek I am going to bed.” ,Touching the 

cakes to check if they had cooled, she was read to ice them. Putting the two biggest cakes on a big 

round glass plate, she iced it, and then the 2 medium size cakes went on and they were iced, and the 

smallest ones went on top. She was going to put the 2 bigs ones on the glass the 3 medium ones on 

top. Afterall put the cakes were together, she stepped back and admired the 3 tier wedding cake ,and 

iced the entire cake and smoothed the icing all around the cake, she added a porcelain bride and 

groom in a ring of white sugar roses she had made pm the wedding cake, and them set the table for 

the reception before she went to bed, then to have 5 people arrive and think they could stay there, 

with all she had to do.”  

  

Myrtle felt terrible, knowing how hard she had worked and seeing the headlights of a car pull in the 

driveway, she knew Henry was home from work.. He came in and kissed her and told her, “It’s 

snowing out, but the roads are not too bad “ She asked him, “Henry, before you take your coat and 

boots off, would you please fill the wood bin  so there’s enough wood for the parlor and kitchen 

stoves tonight.”  

 

 “Vina still had to finish icing the three tier wedding cake she made, mpw tjat jeuy had cooled down 

and she asked the children to set the table while Myrtle put the big pot of chicken stew she made 

earlier with dumplings in it, on the wood stove to heat it up, next to the big aluminum kettle that 

always had water simmering away in it. She watched that the stew didn’t burn. being she was used to 

gas in the city. When it was ready, she moved it to the back, and stepped inside and asked the guests 

to be polite, “Would you like something to eat?” Vina was glad when she heard one of them say, 

“Thanks, but we stopped at a diner and ate before we got here.” Mick quietly asked, “After you finish 

your dinner, could you make us a cup of hot tea, We’re so cold. even with the parlor stove going. 

Were’re not used to it, because we’ve have steam heat in the city. The only heat they have is the 

parlor stove and the wood stove in the kitchen, and they don’t seem to mind it being so cold in here, 

like we do.”  

 

 Myrtle told him “When you were growing up in Ireland, you said you didn’t have heat. So you better 

dress warm while you are here and put on a sweater.” 

 Mick dug down in his suitcase and took out a heavy sweater and put it on, whand Myrtle joined Vina 

and her family at the table.  They enjoyed the hot chicken stew and dumplings,, then they had mugs 

of tea and chocolate cake. Myrtle was surprised to see Vina fixing a cup of tea for Mick,  and bring it 

into him. and she asked Brodgetta if she wanted one, and she shook her head, and the other men 

shook their head they didn’t want any tea, while they thought about the 9 bottles of whiskey sitting 

outside in the car. Biodgetta started to shiver and  opened her suitcase and got out a heavy button-up 

sweater and put it on over the other sweater she had on and sat as close as she could, to the parlor 

stove to get warm, glad to know they wuld roabably being going home tomorrows.”    

After they did the dishes, Myrtle complimented Vina on how beautiful the wedding cake had turned 
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out,  Vina smiled and pumped water into the basin, and washed out the bowl, and she stopped and 

rolled her eyes up and whispered, “I am trying very hard to get over being so upset with Thomas and 

those people thinking they could stay here, because it is your wedding, but I am sorry Myrtle, I think 

they have some nerve because they had to know, all I had to do with the wedding and having the 

reception being held here.“  

 

Myrtle felt it was her fault, that at the time she didn’t think about where they were going to sleep/ She 

realized she should have made some kind of arrangements for them,  to stay at a hotel or with some 

one in the family. and not be a burden on Vina. She went over and  hugged her, “I’m sorry.I should 

have taken care of that before they got here.” and Vina agreed with her.”  

 

Myrlte moved the curtain to the side and looked out the window and told Vina, “ I see it is still 

snowing. I hope it stops. I’m afraid if the roads are bad, a lot of people won’t be able to go to the 

wedding tomorrow or the reception.”   

 

Vina told her,”Oh, it’ll  probably be all melted by morning.” She left and went upstairs to get some 

pillows, blankets and quilts. When came back down she left them on the end of the couch for the men 

and told  Bridgetta, “You can sleep on the couch, and put this heavy quilt  over  you to stay warm.”  

The men looked at one another. They didn’t like the ideathat  they were going to have to sleep on the 

floor, and there was a big thick rag rug that covered the entie floor and the parlor stove would keep 

the room warm.“  

 

Vina went back to the kitchen and and squeezed some oranges to make some juice and added it to the 

punch, seeing how it bothered Myrtle that they didn’t 

have enough juice to fill both bowls evenly. She sliced the rinds real thin and put them in too, but it 

didn’t help, because the bowls were so big. 

 

Myrtle didn’t drink, but Thomas Michael Bridgetta dn their 2 friend did, and they had been looking 

forward to celebrating that night with the whiskey that was in the car, It was the night before the 

wedding and they were very disappointed when they found out  they could not bring any whiskey in 

the house  or have it at the reception because the laws in Pennsylvan were very strict about having 

any liquor in the home or anywhere else .  

 

They were sitting in the parlor. It was cold and they kept thinking about all the whiskey that was 

sitting out in the car and Thomas was so bored,m he took out a deck of cards and started  playing  

solitaire while, he was listening to his them moaning and groaning about  the situation they were in. 

“I’m sorry but what do you expect me to do.  The people up here obey the law, and Vina and Myrtle 

grew up in a house where their father was against any liquor in the house and tomorrow, I am going 

meet them. All I need is if for them to find out, I have all that whiskey in the car. Now what am I 

going to do with 9 bottles of whiskey? I am afraid to drive back to the city with it. I can’t bring it in 

the house and I can’t have it at the reception.Thomas picked up the deck of cards and shuffled them 
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again and again and dealt the cards out to them and they started to play, wbut all they could think 

about was the whiskey sitting in the car 

    

Myrtle was helping Vina get everthing ready for the reception and had little time for her guests. She 

helped Vina put the new, long white tablecloth on the dining  room table and they folded 30 white 

cloth napkins she borrowed from the church, along with 30 white china cups and saucers, plates and 

cake plates.  Then Vina very carefully carried in the wedding cake on a big glass plate and set it in the 

middle of the table, between two tall glass candlesticks with long white candles and white paper 

wedding bells scattered here and there. On each end sat the big cut glass punch bowls, filled with fruit 

juices, even though they were not filled all the way up like Myrtle wanted them to look.” 

 They stood back and admired how beautiful the table looked. and Myrtle hujgged   

 Vina and thanked her all she had done for her wedding, knowing all the work that    

 was involved, she wanted her to have a beautiful wedding reception in her house.  

 

Vina looked her in the eye and held her arm when she asked quietly, “Myrtle, look at me, are you sure 

this is the man you want to marry? I don’t think you are in love with him, I really don’t. I don’t’ like the 

way he talks to yhou for one thing, compared to Earl. I know how much you loved Earl, and howut hurt 

you, that he went and married Alta, but what is done is done. But, I am concerned that you  rushed into 

this marriage so fast and you changed your religion for him. Why?” 

     

 Myrtle got all choked up; and wiped the tears from her eyes and asked Vina not to talk about Earl and 

she sobbed,  “What makes you think I don’t love Thomas? Vina bit her lip and walked away and didn’t 

say anythin, because she knew she was kidding herself, she was still in love with Earl and dodt want to 

admit it.“ 

 

 Myrtle looked at the punch bowls again, “I don’t think we are going to have enough of that punch for 

the reception? I hope you have enough coffee  to go around, because there’s going to be our family  

your friends from church and severl of my friends I went to school with, said they are going to be here.”  

 

Vina finally said, “Myrtle, will you stop worrying about that punch. For heaven’s sake,  it’s so cold out, 

they are not going to want that fruit juice, when they get here tomorrow, they will want hot coffee.  

When I went to town yesterday, with my neighbor  I got several bags of coffee and we also stopped in 

church and I asked the minister if I could borrow their big coffee urn. He put it in a box and he asked 

me, ‘Why is Myrtle getting married in a Catholic Church, instead of  herr own church here in Wysox?’ 

“I didn’t tell him why, and if you remember, Henry and I were married in that church in 1924.” Seeing 

Myrtle didn’t answer her, she went on to say. “I also bought 2 quarts of  cream at the dairy up the road. 

Before I get dressed to leave tomorrow, I will set up the urn in the kitchen so it will be ready when we 

come back. After everyone finishes eating, they will want coffee with the wedding cake, and no dobt 

that juice will probably just sit there.“ 

 

Myrtle smiled,”Maybe if I added some tea to fill up the bowls.”  Vina turned around, ”Oh good Lord, 
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no. It will ruin the punch. If it bothers you that much, on the way home tomorrow I will have Henry stop 

at the gas station and get 2 bottles of ginger ale, it certainl would taste a lot better than tea.” Myrtle 

agreed and covered the salads she made with dinner plates. 

 

They were exhausted when they finally finished in the kitchen. Vina carried the.”  

 kerosene lamp, and they went in the parlor to say good night. Myrtle kissed Thomas and waved to 

Mick, Bridgetta and their friends, and they went upstairs. Myrtle got  in bed with the children and fell 

asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow, unaware what Thomas was panning to do, when he was sure 

they were upstairs for the night./ 

     Thomas waited until he heard the bedroom doors close, before he put his overcoat on and brought a 

flashlight with him. He sneaked out to the car in the snow.and it was pitch dark out, when he opened 

the door of the car Mick had borrowed,  that was parked behind the car belonging to their friends, 

Jimny and his brother Danny, They wanted to go to the wedding, and since they needed another car 

so Bridgetta and Mick could go back to the city, after the wedding, because Thomas wanted to be 

alone with his bride. He kept looking up at the windows, afraid to make any noise that might wake 

up Vina, all he would see was for her to  look out see him, because he had to use the flashlight to get 

the box out of the car.  

     When he went to lift the box of liquor off the back seat, he realized was going to need both hands to 

carry it, do he shut off the flashlight, and stood in the snow and  and there wasn’t a light on 

anywhere to be seen anywhere.   

     He slid the heavy box off the back seat and realized it was so heavy, because there were 9 bottles of 

whiskey in it. Looking around, he kept hoping no one would see him  as he held the box in front of 

him and made his way up the steps, hoping he wouldn’t slip on the snow.and was glad to see Mick 

had the door open and was waiting  for him, He waddled under the weight of the box, and went in 

the parlor and they were  smiling and waiting for him to open the box with the whiskey in it. He took 

off his overcoat  and got down on his knees and used his pocket knife to open the sealed box and 

reached in and took one bottles out and it was ice cold.  

     Bridgetta took the flashlight and went in the kitchen and got 5 small glasses and lined them up on on 

the end table.  Thomas pulled the cork out and filled the glasses then and they stood together and 

clinked them together and toasted the groom. They were tired after the long drive up from the city 

and sat back down and relaxed. They  talked about the old country and the foolish things they had 

done as young boys in Ireland and continued to drink being it wasThomas’s wedding, and like good 

Irishmen do the night before the wedding, they celebrated late into the night.  

     Mick looked around,  nervously, and asked, ‘where the bathroom was.’ and when he heard he had to 

use the potty and go in the next room, the men all but freaked out, knowing Bridgetta was sitting 

there.”  

There was wood burning in the parlor stove, but the room were getting very cold and they started 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          475 

 

rubbing their arms and decided to put their sweaters on. Mick got up and went over to the wood bin 

and got several pieces of wood and shoved them in the roaring fire, dreading the thought of having 

to sleeping on the floor in a house that had no heat in it.  

In no time, they had finished the first bottle and Tom opened the second one and passed it around 

and it didn’t take long before that bottle was gone. Bridgetta yawned after she had a few drinks, and 

said she was tired. She curled up on the couch fully clothed and pulled the heavy warm quilt up over 

her and went to sleep, while the men continued to drink and talking about the folks back in Ireland 

nad how great it would be to be able to back there again.  

The next morning when Myrtle woke up, she looked out the window, and was very happy to see the 

sun was shining and it had stopped  snowing. She afraid a lot of people wouldn’t come to the 

wedding if the roads were bad.  

Vina and Myrtle got dressed and as they started downstairs to make breakfast Vina shrieked, “Oh 

dear Lord Myrtle, Look! They’re laying on the floor with all those empty whiskey, and it looks like 

they got drunk and passed out. 

 

She turned to Myrtle and asked, “Did you know they brought all that whiskey with them?  They 

certainly didn’t get here in town. If Tom was the one that brought  it, he  knows it’s illegal to have 

any liquor and we could be arrested, and so could he.”  

  Myrtle hung her head and sighed,.  “It was probably Tom. I didn’t see the whiskey, but he did tell 

me they brought several bottles whiskey with them, to have at the reception. But, I warned him not 

to dare bring it in your house. I guess when we went to bed, they went out to the car and brought it 

in.”  

Vina was furious, and continued down the stairs and went over and shook Tom by the shoulders to 

wake him up. When he op;ned his eyes, he was startled when he saw her face looking down at him, 

and he jumped up.and stood there. Then Michael got up and stood next to to, and they kept looking 

down at the floor, knowing they had seen all the empty whiskey bottles. 

      Vina lit into him, “How dare you bring that liquor in our house, when you   know it’s against the 

law. Do you want to get arrested?”  

  She rubbed her face, and was so angry she was panting when she told him,.  

“I am telling you right now, Tom, and I don’t care that you are marrying my sister, you will not be 

welcomed in this house, if you ever bring any liquor in here again, and I mean it.”  

Myrtle stood there, looking at then and closed her eyes, to think something like that had to happen on 

the day she was going to be married. She could see Tom’s eyes were blood shot from all the whiskey 

he drank the night before She was so embarrassed what Tom had done and didn’t know what to say to 

Vina. 
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Myrtle put her coat on and carried the box with the whiskey in it and put it down. and struggled to 

pull the corks out and stood in the driveway poured  quarts of whiskey on the melting snow and 

watched the amber liquid run underneath the cars from the city, that were parked there.  

      When Vina saw Myrtle crying, she put her arm around her and told her, “Myrtle, I know this should 

be the happiest day of your life, but afterwhat    Tom did,  you can’t blame me for being upset with 

him. and I know it has you  all upset too, Because he had no right to bringing that liquor in my 

house.        

Vina and Myrtle collected the empty bottles,and took a deep breath and sighed, and looked at 

Myrtle as she threw a sweater over her shoulders and went outside and tossed the empty bottles in 

the trash can,  

. 

  

 

    

 ,  

 

  

      

 

If he and his friends had stayed at the hotel in town like they should have done in the first place, 

none of this would have happened.” Then Vina went back inside to start breakfast. 

Myrtle kept sobbing to think Thomas would do such a thing on the day they were get married and 

embarrassed her in front of her family. For the first time she began to doubt, he would keep his 

word and stop his drinking and gambling like he promised her he would, once they got married.   

With 2 more bottles to go, Myrtle wondered how it would taste if she were to add the whiskey to the 

fruit punch, She figured it  would definitely fill up the bowls like she wanted them. She tossed the 

empty bottles in the trash can and brought  the last 2 bottles inside with her. She poured one bottle in 

the punch, and it filled up the cut glass bowl like she thought it would. Taking a spoon, she was 

almost afraid to taste it, and found it to be delicious, and poured the second bottle in the punch bowl 

on the other end of the table,  

Vina was busy in the kitchen making breakfast, and she couldn’t wait to tell her/ what she had done,   

but when Vina turned around, she wrinkled her forehead saying, “Myrtle, you didn’t.”  “Well, it’s 
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too late now. But good Lord, why did you put that whiskey in the punch for?  Maybe since it is in all 

that fruit juice, it just might dilute it.” 

 Then Vina laughed, “A lot of your friends and my friends from church are  coming, and so is my 

minister. Myrlte, I just hope they don’t realize what you did to that punch, because as you know, 

they are against any kind of liquor.”  

    

 Just then Thomas walked in the kitchen and was looking around, anf asked   

   Myrtle  “What did you do with that box of whiskey you took out of the parlor? There were still 6 

bottles of whsikey in it. Where is it?”      

 

Myrtle froze and looked at Vina, because as it was, she was so mad at him           She refused to 

answer him. He walked over and stood in front of her and    

  demanded,  “ Did you hear what I asked you? Where is the box with my    

  whiskey in it?”  

 

Without looking at him, she told him, “I poured 4 of the bottles in the driveway, and put the other 

2 bottles in the punch bowls., becsuse we didn’t have enough fruit juice to fill them up. ”  

          

         Tom’s face turned beet red and he screamed, “You did what? How    

      could you be so stupid to do something like that. I paid a lot of money to get    

      that whiskey, so we could to have it at the reception, And you poured it in th     

      driveway? You nuts or something?” Scratching his head, because he  

      was so angry,  

 

      Vina was afraid he was going to hit her that went over and    

      stood between them and yelled at him, “Don’t you speak to Myrtle like that   

      …not in my house, because I won’t allow you too.”    

Momma walked away and Vina lectured Tom, “Myrtle did the right thing pouring that whiskey in 

the driveway. Because you are lucky because you could be  sitting in the jail, instead of 

getting married today.” 

               Mary Jane insisted, “Well, what happened when the guests drank that     punch?” 

“Vina and Myrtle collected the empty bottles,and took a deep breath and    sighed, and looked at Myrtle 

as she threw a sweater over her shoulders and went outside and tossed the empty bottles in the trash 

can,  

When Momma was telling me that story, she couldn’t stop laughing,  

Vina and Myrtle collected the empty bottles,and took a deep breath and sighed, and looked at Myrtle as 
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she threw a sweater over her shoulders and went outside and tossed the empty bottles in the trash can,  

”  

“The only Catholics at the reception was the Bride the Groom, Mick being he was the Bestman, and 

Bridgetta was the Bridesmaid, and their 2 Irish friends. Momma only became a Catholic, just before she 

got married and her family was very upset that she changed her religion to marry Thomas.” 

        ” 

Mary Jane asked, “I know Momma got married in November, and  she was living in  the city with Mrs. 

Eggleston  then, so didn’t she have to write and make some kind of arrangements so she could be 

married in the Catholic Church in Towanda?” 

“Yes, she had to get permission. What I had to laugh at, she had never even been in that Catholic 

Church in Towanda. It makes me think what Momma put me through, when I wanted to marry Fred. 

She had a fit because he was a Protestant.  

I groaned, again and again, religion has been the cause of so much greif in our family, Aunt Vina was a 

Bapatist but she was raised in Hornell, New York as a Catholic because when Aunt Vine adopted her, 

she sent her to a Catholic School  But, when was 16, she married Uncle Henry, and since he belong to 

the same Baptist Church, she had gone to when she was younger, and she went back to being a Baptist 

and was married in that little Baptist Church in Wysox, down from Gramma’s house. 

Then Momma only became a Catholic so she could marry Daddy and her family was upset because she 

was raised and still was a Baptist, until they year she married Daddy.  When I was going to marry Fred, 

look at the way Momma treated me because he was a Protestant, She was so upset, she wouldn’t talk to 

me. She even told me she wsn’t going to go to our wedding.  

All that unhappiness was caused over relgion. Mary Jane sat there and looked like she didn’t know 

whether to agree with me or not, and I dropped the subject.  

Momma’s family was no thappy that she changed her religion, but  they never argued with her over it. 

They went to the Catholic Church to see her get married, even though they had never been in a Catholic 

Church before, and the irony of it was, the members of the Baptist church who knew Momma as a girl 

and Aunt Vina’s friends were there too. Uncle Mick was the only relative on Daddy’s side of the family 

.”  

Mary Jane insisted, Tell me what happened when the people from the church drank the punch, that 

Momma put the whiskey in.” 

Well, Momma told me . “After the wedding., everyone went to Aunt Vina’s house. It was crowded with 

people, and Momma was walking round and talking to everyone, and they were congratulating her. 

They were holding their plates of food and eating because they were hungry, but hey didn’t have 

enough chairs to go around, even with the folding ones they had borrowed from the church. Some of the 
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guests had to stand but they didn’t seem to mind, they were so busy talking to one another.  

Momma kept her eye on the guests’ reaction to the punch, and noticed how they kept going back for 

more and no one seemed to be drinking the hot coffee As cold as it was, they were drinking the puch 

because most of the cups and saucers were were still lined up on a separate table, with the spoons, 

pitcher cream and  bowl of sugar and the guests kept going back for more punch, They were telling 

Vina. “That punch is so delicious, you must give me the receipe for it.”  

Daddy, Mick, Bridgetta and their friends were constantly on line and before s knew it both bowls were 

empty. Vina came over and whispered , “I am so    glad I borrowed that urn from church, and made all 

that coffee. I think they are going to need it, seeing how some of the guests were acting silly and 

singing.”  

Momma was surprised how some of the guests enjoyed talking to Thomas and Uncle Mick, and learned 

they were twins, and liked their Irsh brogue. They were facinated by the stories they told them about 

growing up in Ireland, that was under British Rule. That they passed the Statue of Liberty,when they 

arrived in New York City, in 1914, on a big ocean liner that cost $5, in steerage, because the majority of 

the people  there, never seen New York City, let alone seen the Statue of Liberty.”  

Mary Jane smiled . “You know what I found fascinating, when you think of all the years Daddy went to 

Aunt Vina’s for this vacation, he still respected her wishes and never brought any liquor in her house .” 

“I made a face “I know, but, what bothered me was if he could stop drinking and do that for Aunt Vina, 

why didn’t he do it for  his own wife and children? I remember when we used to go there for the 4th of 

July, he’d hide a couple of bottles of whiskey, under the front seat of Archie’s car. but, like you said, he 

never brought it in the house though.” 

 Momma said, Uncle Mick liked to go with us to Aunt Vina’s. He would take his vacation likw Daddy 

did, the week of the Fourth of July. He liked being on the farm and Momma said, he liked her daughter 

Dorothy. She was still in high school and she let him know, she was going to marry Andy Phelps when 

they graduated. Dorothy did marry Andy,and they got divorced  and she got married again and died 

around 1965, of a heart attack  Uncle Mick marriedAunt Mary in 1931,and they went back to Ireland 

and were very happy.Aunt Mary died when she was 68, and Uncle Mick was never sick amd lived to be 

102.” 

“When Uncle Mick lived with us, Momma said he tried so many times to talk to  Daddy about his 

drinking, It was useless, because he made his own whskey in the bathtub and the closet shelves were 

filled with bottles of whiskey.  

One Sunday Aunt Rose decided to have a meeting at her house, and asked Daddy, Uncle Mick and 

Father Gaffney to come,. She invited Father Gaffney, a priest from Ireland, who had a parish down on 

90th Street on the Westside, thinking he could talk some sense into him, Daddy knew him for  a long 

time because he was Bridgetta’s brother, and her other brother Thomas, was Daddy’s best friend for 

years./  
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      His wife Sarah, was a very good friend of Momma’s and they enjoyed one another’s company and 

came to our house on Saturday nights to play cards. Thomas Gaffney owned a plumbing business and 

did well for himself and his family but after they moved to Brooklyn, they more or less drifted apart, 

since Momma didn’t have a p;hone, so she would only hear from them at Christmas, and they lost 

contact with one another through the years.  

     When Thomas Gaffney saw Daddy’s name in the Obituary column, in the Daily News, he drove from 

Brooklyn to be at Daddy’s funeral, with Momma She was glad to see him, and kept thanking him for 

coming because she had not seen him in 60 years.”  

“When Aunt Rose had that meeting for Daddy with Father Gaffney, Momma   didn’t go. Aunt Rose told 

her, theu had a long talk with Daddy and tried to make understand that it was no life for him or his wife 

and family, the way he was  drinking and losing so much money gambling.  Daddy agreed and assured 

them he would stop drinking and gambling, but he had no intention of stopping. Thr night when he went 

home with Uncle Mick, he got drunk as usual and fell asleep in the chair. Uncle Mick couldn’t believe  

he didn’t even try to stop, That was when he decided he was going back to Ireland.”  

“After all the years he spent getting drink night after night, by 1957, his mind finally snapped. The cops 

had to put him in a straight jacket to get him in the ambulance, and take  him to the Presbyterian 

Medical Center Hospital uptown. Them tjeuy transferred him to the Veteran’s Hospital in the Bronx.  

The doctors explained to Momma Daddy had cirosis of the brain, because of years and years of drinking 

and while some men pickle their livers, he pickled his brain. From there they sent him to the Veteran’s 

Mental Hospital in Kings Park, Long Island,and he he was there for 7 years.and died there and no one 

shed a tear at his funeral.” 

“What I will never understand, is why Momma went see him every two weeks, and she would bring him 

new clothes, ice cream and ginger ale. After the way he treated her all their married life. It certainly 

wasn’t because she loved him. And after the way Daddy beat Sonny all his life, he would drive from 

New Jersey, pick Momma up at her store in Valley Stream on Sunday and take her to see Daddy,  

because she didn’t like going there alone, I leved near Momma, buit I wouldn’t take her to see Daddy.” 

  

Not after the way he treated us.  He didn’t even know who Momma was. When the doctor’s asked him 

if he was married, he said he wasn’t and never had any children. He thought it was 1919, and he  just 

got out of the navy. As far as he was concerned, he lived in Mount Vernon. just north of the Bronx, was 

manager of thr James Butler stores, a chain, similar to the A & P.” 

I sighed, “I think what made his drinking problem worse, was because he made his own whiskey since 

1928, and had all the whskey he wanted .Even when Prohibition was over in 1933,  he still made it, 

because it was much cheaper to make it in the bathtub, like so many other men did then. It was during 

the Depression that started with the Crash on Wall Street in 1929 amd lasted until 1941, when the 

Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor,  December 7, 1941 that started WWII, and we joined the Allies in 
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Europe. fighting Hitler until 1945.” 

      “I doubt you would remember, how Daddy would line up the bottles of  whiskey and beer he made on 

the shelves in the hall closet. It used to make Momma so mad when she would open the closet door and 

see all those bottles sitting there.  

     One Sunday afternoon, Momma came home,  it was her usual afternoon and evening off,  Daddy 

wasn’t home, he was out playing cards with some of his friends after Momma opened the closet door 

and took all the bottles off the shelf, and put them in the kitchen sink. One by one she pulled the corks 

out and  poured the whiskey down the sink and tossed the bottles down the dumbwaiter.   

You can imagine the fight they had when Daddy came home and discovered he had no whiskey. She 

told him what she had done, and he screamed and yelled at Momma, and stood in front of her shaking 

his finger in her face. She never moved she just stood there staring at him, and he put he hat and coat 

back on and left slamming the door behind himm probably went to a friend’s house that made whiskey, 

to borrow  a couple of bottles until he made some more.   

 

 Momma was so unhappy being married to Daddy. What made it worse she had to leave the three of us 

and work, so she could pay the rent and grocery bills, after Uncle Mck left. Daddy was using his pay to 

gamble and get supplies to make more whiskey, and would tell her, he had no money to give her to pay 

the bills, This was whenthey discovered you had cancer on the inside thigh of your leg, and you needed 

two years of radiation and doctor’s care. 

 .   “Before Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary left for Ireland in 1931, he let Daddy know, it hurt him to see him 

drunk night after night, because he was his twin, and he cared about him, but he should think what it was 

doing to his wife and children. The only thing that mattered to him, was he had his whiskey, get drunk 

and fall asleep.   

“Momma didn’t have to work when Uncle Mick lived with us, because he paid for his room and board 

and half the electruic and grocery bill, and I am sure Daddy only gave her money every week, because of 

Uncle Mick being there. becauss once he was gone, he always claimed he was ‘broke’.Momma couldn’t 

pay the rent there anymore and we had to move up to 136th  to a cheaper apartment in the back. 

  

After  living in New York City from 1914 until 1931,  Uncle Mick decided to go g back to Ireland, and 

live in the town where he grew up, and saved his money so he could buy a house and farm and have a 

couple of cows, pigs and chickens, and raise his own vegetables like Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry did.  

 Every week when he got paid he went to the bank on 125th Street and put money in his savings accoumt 

and he’d take me with him. I would see them write in his bank book how much he gave them  and we’ 

leave and he’d buy me a bag of candy in Woolworth’s 5 &10, and we’d walk back home, and he’d  stop 

and or have me pick up his shirts at the Chinese laundry.  
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I would see Daddy  pick up his bank book, to see how much he had in the bank, and he would always be 

borrowing money from him to pay off his gambling debts. But, he never gave him back any of the 

money because he borrowed because  felt he needed it more than Uncle Mick did, and he would tell 

Daddy, he was tryig to save his money so he could buy a house and farm in Ireland.”  

“While he was trying to save his money, but being  Uncle Mick was still very generous, because Daddy 

hewas his twin brother,  whenever he asked for some money, he he couldn’t say no and get discouraged 

that it was taking so long to save the money he needed to go back and get a house and farm. The irony of 

it was, had he gone back any sooner, he would not have met and married Aunt Mary, a girl from Ireland. 

I remember how happy they were the day they boarded the big ship and were going back to Ireland 

together.”  

“I know you were much too young to remember Uncle Mick, so you couln’t know how good was to all 

of us. He  cared about us and took us to baseball games up at City College, and take us to the park, where 

they had swings and sliding boards.           

 He’d sit there keeping an eye on us, and read the New York Times. He bought us big coloring books 

and crayons and he would get down on the floor with us and show us how to color. When Uncle Mick 

treated us to a vanilla ice cream cones, downstairs at the corner drug store, Sometimes, when he would 

buy one for himself, we used to watch him, hold the cone away from him, so not to get any ice cream on 

the front of his suit.  When he came home from work, he took his uniform off and hung it in the closet 

and put on his good pants, a white shirt and a bow tie, before he would sit down and have dinner. He 

had 2 pairs of good pants that came with the suit, and every week I would bring one pair around the 

corner to the cleaners, to get the crease pressed in and the next week I brought the other pair in.. His 

shoes were always shined shined, and was very particular how he lookedm compared to Daddy. Daddy 

never did care how he looked, all he cared about was he had some whiskey.” 

“When Uncle Mick went back to Ireland, it was a shame, but Daddy drank more than ever. He didn’t 

care how he looked when he went to mass on Sunday. that he had spots on his vest, pants or tie/ 

whenThere was no reason for him to look like that/  Momma saw to it that his clothes went to the 

cleaners and he had several clean ties and shirts hanging in the closet, but they just hung there 

undisturbed, and if she said anything, he grumble and leave the house..”   

“ Uncle Mick lived with us for as long as I can remember, but Daddy was so different from Uncle Mick, 

not just the way he dressed, their dispositions were completely opposite. Daddy was very selfish, he 

never bought us ice cream cones, let alone get us something for our birthdays or  Christmas. When 

Uncle Mick went back to Ireland, I rwas only 6, but I really missed him.”   

“I remember the day Uncle Mick and Mary left in 1931. He  was 37, when he married Aunt Mary she 

was from Ireland too, and she was 31.  She had been saving her money to go back and so was Uncle 

Mick. So you can imagine how happy they must have been, when they boarded that big ocean liner, 

knowing they could go back and buy a house and a farm. when they got there, ”  
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          I will never forget when Momma and Daddy to us to see the m off.  We walked down this long, long 

pier, until we came to the gangplank where there was a sing that said, the Cunard Lines. We were so 

excited that we were going to see the inside of the ship, and we walked down and down several flights of  

stairs until Daddy found where their state room was. and there were so many people coming and going in 

a hurry up and down the halls.  

    

:When we walked in the room, it was wall to wall people,  all the relatives came with their families to see 

them off, and we could hardly move. There were Bon Voyage signs hanging over  a  long table that had 

lots of gifts and baskets of fruit and flowers on it.. Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary hugged us to them and 

were laughing and crying at the same time because they were so happy. His sisters and brothers were 

there, and  were probablywishing they were going back to Ireland with them. 

     We heard someone announcing really loud, as they walked down the hall, “All Ashore … who’s going 

ashore!” Daddy said it was one of the crew an dhe kept repeating the same thing over and over as he  

continued down the hall.   

         Momma hurried us  out the door and we quick kissed them ‘good-bye’ and leaving  they were saying “ 

Don’t forget to write us.” 

We followed Daddy up the metal stairs, and it seemd like we were never going to  get back up ont deck. 

When we did, I was amazed at the size of the huge smoke stacks that had thick white smoke coming out 

of them, and then hen they blew the fog horn and we jumped, it scared us so that we couldn’t get down 

the gangplank fast enough,  Aunt Rose stood with Momma, and kept wiping her eyes because she could 

not stop from crying, and said that her girls were with their father, Uncle Barney Mc Cann, and Uncle 

Barney Mc Arow, was there with his children, trying to figure out which deck Uncle Mick and Mary were 

on, but with so many people waving and leaning over the railings of the ship, we couldn’t fin dthem.   

 

With so many passengers leaning over the rails and looking down at the people on the pierm  trying to 

see where their relatives and friends were, it was hard to find where they were, because so many people 

on the pier, waving to the passengers on the decks, that Momma made us hold her hand so we wouldn’t 

get lost.”  

Daddy finally saw where Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary was on the second deck,  leaning over the railing 

and waving to us, then we stood waving to them. Aunt  Rose was wiping  her eyes telling Momma, “I am 

so happy for Mick, but I feel so bad becayse I know I will never see him again. He is so happy he is  

going back and he is going to buy himself a house and a farm. It was something he wanted to do and to 

think, before he left, he found himself  a lovely wife, and to think Mary is was from Ireland too. I 

thought he loved being in this country, but he wanted go back to the old country for a long time, and now 

he’s on his way.”        

“We looked up and the air was filled with colorful confetti falling down on all the people. The 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          484 

 

passengers on the ship were throwing handfuls down on the crowds below like it was snowing and it was 

on.everyone’s head and shoulders,  Suddenly the ship’s horn blew so loud that we jumped and clung to 

Momma because we were so scared. Daddy had us watch how the crew were  hurrying along the pier 

and unwinding  the big thick ropes that held the huge boat to the dock. Then the tug boats moved into 

position and started pulling that big boat out into the middle of the Hudson River.  We were in awe 

watching how they turned that huge ocean liner around and the ship blew the horn one more time and 

started down the river.”  

The crowd slowly left the pier and kept looking back one more time at the ship going down the river and 

we stayed at the end of the pier so we could watch it, and the big ship slowly disappeared in the grey 

mist, way downtown. And Daddy stood there, wiping his eyes and telling us, he was in the navy for 4 

years, to let us know he knew a lot about ships and told us, “You won’t be able to see it, but it will turn 

left and go past the Battery, Staten Island and the Statue of Liberty, then it will pick up speed and follow 

along the shore of Long Island for about 90 miles. 

 “Once it gets out in the open water, then it will start the long journy across the    

 Atlantic Ocean and it will take several days before they get to Ireland.”  I nodded  that I understood, but 

I had never heard of Long Island, but I knew where Staten Island was, becaue Momma always took us 

there. I never forgot seeing those little tug boats turn that big ship around and to see it head down the 

Hudson River,for some reason it facinated me to see how they were able to do that.”  

“We walked back down the long pier to go home, and Momma had to carry you   because you 

were only 3 years old because it was a long walk to get off the pier. Momma was surprised when Daddy 

stepped off the curb and hailed a taxi cab to take us home. She got in and held you on her lap, and 

Sonny and I got in we were squeezed in between Momma and Daddy. All the way home, they never 

said a word , Daddy kept his face turned towards  the window and you could see the big tears were 

running down his face and he kept wiping his eyes and  blowing his nose in his hankerchief. I had never 

seen Daddy cry but he cried that day, he knew he would never see him again, and he never did.” 

     Uncle Mick lived with us ever since I can remember, and. that day, when we walked in the house, it felt 

strange to walk past his room and  look in, knowing he wasn’t in there and Daddy reached over and 

closed the door. 

We were too little to understand that he cared about us and Daddy didn’t. It hurt him to see Daddy drunk 

every night and I think he tried to make up for the things that Daddy should have done for us.” 

“It was a few weeks before Momma heard from Aunt Mary and Uncle Mick, that    they had found a 

house and farm, and planned to move in soon, but, they were very disappointed they had no electricity. 

They sent pictures of the house and land and later on we got pictures of their cows, chickens and pigs. 

Momma let them know she was so happy for them and she was hoping one day, she would be have a 

house in the country and get children out of the city.”  

Thomas was born first and they named him him.after Daddy, then they had a    little girl they named 
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Eleanor, after their mother that died in childbirth when Uncle Mick and Daddy were born.       

    “Momma loved to send pictures of us when we made our Communion and Confirmation, and it was 

wonderful how through the years, they always  stayed in touch with us, sending pictures of the children 

as they got older, and they always included the dog, and referred to it as the ‘bitch’. I remember how 

shocked I was when I used to see the word ‘bitch’ referring to the dog, written on the back of the picture, 

when it was, a word we were forbidden to use, andMomma laughed, and told us, over there it only meant 

that it was a ‘she dog’. ”  

Their son Thomas never got married, he lived at home. When their daughter Eleanor got  married, Aunt 

Mary sent pictures of the wedding and the letters started coming with pictures of  Eleanor’s babies, and 

they were so roud that they were grandparents, because she had 5 girls and no boys.” 

“In the Sixties, when Momma had her store in Valley Stream, she received a letter from Uncle Mick, that 

Aunt Mary had cancer, and he was so upset. A few months later she received an envelope and a letter 

edged in black, that Aunt Mary died July 21, 1968.  Momma cried and knelt in front of the altar of St. 

Anthony’s in our church and lit 2 candles for Aunt Mary and had a mass said for her in the Aunnuciation 

Church, where she used to go with Uncle Mick.” 

Momma sent him the mass card with a letter telling Uncle Mick how sorry she was to hear the terrible 

news, that she would keep her in her prayers. Because yoback then, Momma was very religious. ”   

Mary Jane laughed,, “Oh…I remember.” . 

  

” A little while later, Momma got a letter from Uncle Mick, that his daughter, Eleanor’s husband had 

died, and she was left with five little girls to raise and he  moved in with her, and help her, because for 

the past couple of years he was doing quite well, renting sections of his farm to people in town that had 

no land, and they raised their vegetables and flowers on his property in Largy Lack, near Belfast.”  

 

“Uncle Mick stayed in touch with us, and Momma let him know in 1957, Daddy was committed to the 

Veteran’s Mental Hostial out on Long Island, but he rarely asked about Daddy after that.  He wrote and 

told us when the girls graduated fron high school, and when they went off to Queens College in Belfast, 

and how one by one they all graduated. Two of them became solicitors and lived in London  Pauline, 

was they youngesdt and  studied to be an architect, but she did not like it so she went back to college, 

and became a registered nurse and was a lot happier.” 

 

“It was in 1991, Pauline was going to Queen’s College, in Belfast, Ireland.  She flew to Orlando, 

Florida with a group of girls from her college, to see Disneyland and the as a group they took a bus tour 

to see all the sights. 

 

They went all the way up to Washingtom, D.C. ,a d stopped to visit places of interest and the 

Smithsonian Institue, the White House. When they got back to Orlando, Pauline had one more day, being 
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before they were scheduled to go back to Ireland. She called and introduced herself and wanted to know 

if we lived  near Orlando, that she would like to come see us.  Barbara drove to Orlando and brought her 

to our house and Pauline stayed the night.  

 

What a charming young lady she was. we just loved her. She got to meet Momma, who was very sick at 

the time because Uncle Mick wanted her to make sure that she did . She told us, that her brother Thomas 

died recently and that Uncle Mick was 95 and still in very good health and had never been sick. The only 

problem he had, was he was hard of hearing, He still chopped wood for the wood stove and  walked two 

miles everyday, wore a suit, white starched shirt and tie, a blocked felt hat and always made sure his 

shoes were shined.’ “ I laughed and told Pauline the story about Uncle Mick, when he lived with us in 

1930. Even back then he made sure his shoes were shined. He used to tease us and say ‘he could see his 

face in his shoes, because he used a certain brush on them.’   

We got down on our hands and knees and stare at the toes of his shoes and complain, “We can’t see our 

faces in your shoes.” He’d laugh, “Because it’s magic! I am the only one that can see ny face in my 

shoes. Not you, ” Of course, we believed him.”  Pauline assured us, he was still that way. 

 

When it came time to kiss her  ‘good bye’, I got so choked up, because for some reason, I felt I had 

known Pauline all her life. and she was only with us for 24 hours. I let her know how glad I was that she 

came and I hated to see her leave.  

 

That was July of 1991, and the following month, Freddie married Lora, and Momma had waited so long 

to see him get married.and Momma died 4 weeks after Freddie got married. go.  following month was 

September, and Momma died.  

To think that Uncle Mick and Daddy were twins. Daddy was so mean and    

cruel and  Uncle Mick was so kind and gentle. Daddy drank and smoked 2   

packs of Camels everyday so that his fingers were amber, from the smoke and   

he had cirosis of the brain, but he died from cancer when he was 65. Uncle  

Mick didn’t drink or smoke cigarettes, he did moke a pipe once in a while, but  he was never sick and 

lived to be 102. 
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SOME OF THESE FACTS ARE WRONG, THE TRUE FACTS ARE IN THE BOOK 

GRAMPA … DAVID SQUIRES 
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Grampa was born somewhere around Delaware Gap, Pennsylvania, near the Delaware River that 

separates New Jersey from Pennsylvania. He was born and grew up in a log cabin  his father built, 

when he came back from the Civil War.  It was one big room with a dirt floor and huge big fireplace 

where their mother stood and baked bread and cooked all their meals, the didn’t have a stove.  Every 

night David and his younger brother climbed a wooden ladder to sleep up in the hay loft, becaue they 

did have beds.  

They lived on the side of a mountain, and neither their mother or father could not read or write, but 

his mother was very religious, like her mother was, and she taught her boys what was written the 

bible said. like her mother told her. When David grew up, he could quote accurately, many stories 

from the bible.    

On the side of the mountain where theylived, several Indian families lived in tents, and their only 

playmates were the Indian children, The boys never went to school, and they couldn’t read or write, 

but they could quote the bible. David and his brother boy went fishing with the young Indian boys, in 

the  nearby Delaware River, and they grew up,  being very familiar with the ways of the\ Indians and 

saw how they relied on their medicine men to keep them healthy, never dreaming that later on his life, 

an Indian would play a big part in his life.    

When David  was 28, his father gave him a horse to gout on his own. He left his parents and his 

younger brother, who was heart broken that he was leaving. He brought with him,  the tools of his 

trade, some clothes and food , and a warm blanket that was tied on the back of the horse. and left 

home,  to cut down trees and build log cabins, like his father before him had done. . 

He rode north, through Pennsylvania and followed the Susquehanna River and stopped in Towanda. 

His mother told him, they had cousins there, and a few in Athens, which was another 20 miles north  

of Towanda.  

He found out where the cousins lived in Towanda and was surprised to see how successful they were. 

They owned a big dairy farm and had several hired men working for them, and a nice big white 

house.  David was impressed at what he saw. When. they tried to tell him, no one wanted log cabin 

homes anymore, he refused to believe it.  Then they asked him would he like to stay and work for 

them?  he thanked them and said he would  continue on  and look for people that wanted a log cabin 

home, and they tried to tell him, it was a thing of the past. He thanked them for their kind hospitality, 

and continued one disagreed and continued oon until he arrived in Athens, and he visited the other 

cousin his mother told him about, he didn’t stay long, They gave him some coffee and food  then he 

rode day after day, worked at a few farms in exchang for a meal, here and there. As he rode  up 

through New York state, he realized, no one wanted to live in log cabins anymore, and he was very 

disappointed.    

Just when  was about to turn around and go back home, he met a young girl named Rose 

Vanderworker in Hornell, New York.  He was 28 and  she was 16. and he fell in love with her and 

they got married, even though he had no work.   
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Her father, John Vanderworker, was an officer and an engineer durung  the Civil War, was 

concernted when he heard, his daughter Bose was going to marry David. He was a man with no 

money an dno job, so he was reluctant to give them his blessing. Against his wishes, they got married 

and stayed in Hornell, and David made little money cutting down trees for people who needed wood 

for their kitchen and parlor stoves. As a result, life was very hard for them, because they lived in a 

house along the railroad tracks and he had little or nor work. and Rose was having one baby after the 

other. Then two of their homes burned to the ground  

 Living along the railroad tracks was all he could afford and David was so depressed because he felt 

he had lived in Hornell for ten years and he had nothing but bad luck. He decided he was moving his 

family to Towanda. because he was sure his luck would change if he moved there. He would be 

successful like his cousins were.and find lots of work cutting down trees for  wood stoves and he 

would buy a nice house for Rose, with a farm and they’d have cows, [pigs and chicken, like she 

always wanted.  

While David was excited about moving to Towanda,  Rose let him know she was very unhappy about 

it. They were so poor they could not afford to own a horse and wagon. David borrowed their 

neighbor’s open wagon and horses so he could move the family to Towanda. It was a 100 miles away, 

and he knew it was going to be a long ride, but it was something he felt he had to do.  

David promised his neighbor,  he would bring his wagon and horses back just as soon as he got there, 

that his cousins would go back with him in their wagon, so they could take him back, before he even 

discussed it with them.   

Tired and hungry, they arrived in Towanda, and David found where their house was, and when he 

knocked on his cousin’s front door and he saw him standing there with Rose and 5 children, he was 

surprised to see him, because he didn’t hear from him, since David stopped by more than 10 years 

ago when he was passing through on his horse and was going to build log cabin homes.  

He reluctantly invited them in and his wife fixed supper for them, and a place for all of them to sleep. 

The next day, both cousins found a house for them in East Townada, and showed it to him, and it was 

along the railroad tracks, just a few miles east of the Towanda bridge. When they brought Rose to see 

it, she cried when she saw where the house was. She sobbed to David, “You know I said I never 

wanted  to live along the railroad tracks again.”  David shrugged because, he had no choice, that was 

all he could afford.  

When David told his cousins, he had to bring the wagon back to Hornell, they were annoyed to think 

he expected them to leave their dairy, and travel l00 miles, so he could return his neighbor’s wagon. 

Being he was their mother’s nephew, that she hadn’t seen in years, they went but they were not happy 

about having to take the time, to follow David and bring him back in their wagon..   

Rose was very unhappy there because, the last thing she wanted, was to live by  the railroad tracks 

again. Being the cousins knew the minister of the church, down the road from them,  they stopped by 
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and explained to him that their cousin from Hornell, house had burned down and they had nothing, 

and perhaps the ladies in his church, could collect some clothes, furniture and pots and pans, to help 

them out.   

Rose was pleased when she saw all that they brought and thanked the women for what they had done  

but she still wishing she didn’t have to leave Hornell.  They weren’t in that house too long when a red 

hot coal from a passing train, landed on the roof and that house burned down. and they had to find 

another house , The women in the church went around and got donations of furniture, pots and pans 

and clothing and Rose was delighted they found a house with  a h creek in the back and there were no 

railroad tracks.    

Myrtle was 9 years old when they moved to Wysox/Myerberg,  it was a few miles east of  Towanda. 

Her father was sure his luck was going change now that they moved there, knowing how successful 

his cousins were. They had a big dairiy farm and hired help and a big beautiful house.  

David m“Around 1909, Grampa decided to move the family from Hornell, New York,  to Wysox, 

Pennsylvania, because he truly believed his luck would change if he left Hornell. But it was where he 

met and married Gramma, when she was 16, they had 5 of their children there. They never argued or 

fought, but when Gramma heard what he was going to do, she cried and got so upset, she  told him, 

“You can go, but I’m not going to no Towanda and leave my family.”  

It broke her heart to think  he would want her had to leave her father, brother Jake and Neal and her 

youngest sister Vine, who was married by then, and had adopted their own Vina, that was named after 

her Aunt Vine.   

Rose cried all the way and refused to talk to David because she didn’t think it was right tha the was 

taking her so far away from her beloved family because she was like a mother to her siblings. She 

was nine years old, when their mother died in childbirth. She was in the third grade and had to leave 

school to raise the new baby, Vine. Her father had to go to work, and as young as she was, she had to 

get them off the school, cook, bake bread, do the wash and ironing for them, year after year, and their 

father made sure they all went to church every Sunday.   

It was one of the few times David ever got mad at Rose. Although he could not read, he told her, 

“You have to go with me whether you want to or not,, because it says in the bible, ‘a wife must leave 

her mother and father and cleave unto her husband.’ Hearing that, was the only reason she went, 

because she believed that is what it said in the bible.  

That week he had Rose pack what they had ,and they left Hornell, in an open wagon that David 

borrowed from a neighbor. It was a hundred miles to Towanda, and travelling on dirt roads in a open 

wagon with five children, was a long miserable trip, sleeping in the open wagon on the side of the 

road, night after night until they reached Towanda.  

They only stayed a few days with David’s cousins because they were good enough to take them in, 

and in no time, found  them ahouse, but it was by the railroad tracks again. It upset Rose, knowing 
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two of their homes burned to the ground from passing trains, that she did not want to live by the 

tracks again. 

The cousins asked the minister of the church down the road from where they were living, if he would 

ask the members of his church, if would helpt them and  collect some second hand furniture, dishes, 

pots and pans for the Squires family, because they had nothing after two of their homes burned down.  

The first thing David did, being he was very religious, was to join the little white Baptist church and 

the following Sunday the minister introduced the Squires family from Hornell, New York, to the 

congregation and had them stand up, so everyone would see them. Then he asked them, would they 

be so kind to try and collect whatever they could to help this family ,because they had lost everything, 

after their home in Hornell, burned to the ground because of passing trains, when  red hot coals 

landed on the roof “. 

 Rose and David were thankful when they saw what the men and women brought in their wagons, 

beds, mattresses, furniture, quilts, kitchen table and chairs and bags of clothes for the children and 

them, because they desperately needed clothes. David shook the hand of the minister and thanked him 

and the members of the church, for all they had done and let him know he was glad they moved to a 

town with such nice people. Rose did not join in, because she did not want to be there, all she wanted 

was to go back to Hornell. 

In 1910, it was at that church Momma first met Mrs. Eggleston and her daughter, Helen. They had a 

summer home in Wysox, just up the road. Myrtle was not shy telling them, “I am 10 years old. How 

old are you?” looking at Helen. She laughed, “I am 20 years old, and I am here visiting my mother for 

2 weeks.”  From then on, every Sunday Mrs. Eggelston looked for  Myrtle after services because she 

enjoyed talking to her and hearing about all the trouble she would get into and how her mother beats 

her black and blue when she disobeyed her, not that she believe her mother beat her black and blue,  

Mrs. Eggleston was sure she was exaggerating, because she doubted a Christian mother would beat 

their child black and blue with a piece of wood from the wood bin. But the truth was, that was exactly 

what her mother did to her.  

Myrtle had no idea who Emily Eggleston was, or that she had been married to Robert A. Packer, That 

she became a young widow when he died at 41, of  pneumonia and kidney disease, in their winter 

home in Jacksonville, Florida. Robert’s father was the well- known, Asa Packer who ran for 

President against General Ulysses Grant and lost, He had seven children and only two survived, 

Robert and his sister and. Robert was made president of several of his father;s railroad companies, 

when he married Emily as a young girl. 

His father Asa served for 12 years in the senate in Washington, D.C.,and financed and the Lehigh 

Valley Railroad when it was ;put through Pennsylvania, and SE New York. When Asa Parker die, he 

was the richest man in Pennsylvania and the fourth richest man in the 

Meanwhile, David was in Townada, but he was very disappointed that he was making  little or no 
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money cutting down trees,but he figured once the poople knew what he did, he would be busy. Since 

they had no wagon or horses, every Sunday, they walked to the little church down the road. Myrtle 

liked to talk to Mrs. Eggleston after church when she was there for the summer. She happened to 

enjoy seeing Myrtle after church on Sunday, she got to know more about her mother Rose Squires.   

One Sunday. she stopped and asked Rose “I was just wondering if Myrtle would like come to my 

house and play with Helen, she is my seamstress’s daughter? Her mother works for me, and when 

comes to work in the morning, she brings Helen with her, because she .doesn’t want to leave her 

home alone. But, the poor child she has no one to play with. and sits by herself on the back porch or 

the swing. Helen told me, Myrtle goes to the same school as she does. Perhaps she would like to 

come over and they could play together?” 

Rose rubbd her face and thought about it, then she warned her, “Well, she can go, but I don’t know. 

You might have your hands full with Myrtle.because you know,  Myrtle is always getting in trouble. 

If she does, you just send her home.”  

Myrtle was glad to go and the two girls enjoyed one another’s company and played on the porch with 

Helen’s dolls. Having heard the stories about all the trouble Myrtle had gotten herself into from the 

women at church, and hr mother, Mrs. Eggleston made sure,  she kept her eye on her.   

Mrs. Eggleston favorite place  to  sit was in the dark green wicker chair on the porch with a glass of 

green tea, while embroidered, bu tonly in the late afternoon, when there was a cool breeze coming off 

the river. From where she was siting, she could see the girls playung at the far end of the porch, and 

liked hearing them laughing and was very pleased how well they got along.   

One day when Myrtle was there, playing with Helen, Mrs. Eggleston asked her, “How did you get all 

those black and blue marks all over  your arms and legs”  

She shrugged and told her, “I told you, my mother hits me with a piece of wood from the woodbin, 

because she gets really mad at me when I disobey her and come home late for supper.”  

Mrs. Eggleston raised her eyebrows and was appalled to think that Rose Squires really did beat 

Myrlte like she told her, but she didn’t believe her, but she knew not to interfere and said nothing.   

The weeks went by, and she would see Rose in church on Sundays, because the minister was 

allowing her to playthe pump organ for Sunday services, when the elderly organist couldn’t make it 

to the church.  It was then she realized it was Myrtle’s mother, that was teaching  the women how to 

make quilts on Wednesday afternoons at the church.  

Mrs. Eggleston decided she might go, because she wanted to learn to make a small quilt with some of 

the red silk she had. And she also heard the ladies in church talk about the flawless ironng that Rose 

Squires did, so she hired Rose to do their laundry. every Monday.One of the maids dropped off 2 big 

wicker baskets of laundry on Rose’s back porch, and Mrs. Eggleston was very pleased when she saw 

how well, she starched and ironed the lace on her white dresses. The Eggleston enjoyed the little talks 

she would have with Myrtle, and without prying, she asked her, “ Don’t’ you think if you obeyed 
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your mother, and not do the things that you do, Myrlle, it would make your life a lot better, because 

because you know when you don’t, she is going to beat you when you get home.. After all, you are  

12 year old now, you are not a little girl.” 

 You will soon be a young lady.” She was trying to make her realize, it was because she misbehaved 

was why her mother  punished her, but Myrtle acted like she didn’t care, so she didn’t bring it up 

again, and Myrtle continued to have black and blue bruises on her arms and legs, and she shuttered at 

the thought, and couldn’t understand how her mother could do that to her. 

When Momma was 13, as much as she loved her father, she decided she did not want to live with her 

mother anymore because of the beatings she gave her,. She asked Mrs. Eggleston, “Can I work for 

you, like your maids do?” 

 

Somewhat taken back by what she asked,  she smiled, “Well, I will  she have think about it and then 

she told her. “Myrtle, you better  think about what you are going to do, because you are  too young  to 

be working.Youshould be home playing with your dolls.”  Myrlte begged her to let her stay, and told 

her, “I will work for you without any pay, if you will let me.. 

  

Mrs.Eggleston hugged her, “No, for heaven’s sakes no,  I would never let you do anything like that, 

let me think about what you want to do.“  Knowing her mother was going to continue to beat her, she 

decided she could stay a few weeks, with the understanding, she had to behave herself, because she 

would not tolerate her doing any of the dangerous things she had done before.’  

But, the problem was, she didn’t know what she was going do with her, she was only 13 years old. 

She asked d her. “Myrtle you do realize we already have 9 in help plus our butler, George, and you 

don’t get along with him. and you don’t like him. Well, rather than let you go back home, and let your 

mother continue to beat yyou, I willstay and see what happens.”  

Myrtle eyes got real big when she sobbed to her, “No, I am not going back to my mother, I am 

running away,and I will find someone I can work for.” 

 

Shaking her head, Mrs. Eggleston told one of  the maids to get her one of the white uniforms and 

have her  put it on.  The maid Alice, had a good laugh, when she saw it on her, and everytime Myrtle 

walked by, they wuld have a goo dlaugh, seeing the uniform was hanging off her, because it was so 

big on her. Myrtle smiled at them, because she loved that she was wear the white uniform. 

 

Both Mr. and Mrs. Eggleston were surprised that Myrtle was behaving herself,  and did everything 

she was told, and never complained, she was just so ahppy to be there, she had her own room and all 

the food she wanted and everyone was so good to her, except George, he totally ignored her 

whenever he passed by her, an dput hisnose up in the air, annoyed that Mrs. Eggleston tolerated her.  
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Sitting in the parlor with Mr. Eggleston, she told him, “I have to decide what  I am going to  do with 

Myrtle, because we will be going back to the city soon, and we will be gone for 9 months and what 

am I going to do if Myrtle gets homesick, and wants to go home. He was reading the paper and 

looked up and said, “So, we put her on the train and send her home.”   

She shooke her head, wondering what she should do, especially knowing  the reputation Myrtle had 

for getting in trouble. She told Mr. Eggleston, “This is it a difficult decision for me  to make, whether 

to take her to the city with us or send her back to her mother, who would undoubtedly beat her again.” 

She waited to see what  Mr. Eggleson would say, “I can’t see where you have a problem taking her 

with us to the city, I personally think Myrtle will it there.” So, Mrs. Eggleston kept Myrtle and she 

went to the city with them in their private railroad cars, and she bought her all new clothes on Fifth 

Avenue.” 

“Momma was with Mrs. Eggleston from 1913 to1924. and she always said, they were the happiest 

years of her life. The only reason she left was to marry Daddy Mrs. Eggleston tried to talk her out of 

marrying him because the Irish maids that knew him, were soworried that she was going to marry him 

because they told her, they knew him well and that he drank and gambled all his money.’   

 Mary Jane made another pot of coffee and I only took a half a cup, and forgot how tired I was when 

we started going over the past again. We laughed and we cried, because we talked about so many 

things we had forgotten about. . 

Mary Jame sat up straight in the chair and asked me, ‘Will you please tell me why you and Fred took 

out that loan before you even knew whether Momma wanted that store in Valley Stream?’ ‘I thought 

you were crazy for doing it ‘but I was wrong. I never dreamed Momma would be as successful as she 

was with that store, and that she was so happy there, having that apartment in the back.”  

“Not that she got rich but she was there for 20 years. And she loved it, because she loved the freedom 

that she could come and go as she pleased and it was her store, and she didn’t have to answer to 

anyone ever again.”                  

I yawned, “To answer your question, I guess I just assumed she would want it.. But Mary Jane, you 

have no idea how mad she was at me when I brought her to Valley Strean and showed her the store I 

got for her.. I  realized afterwards, I should have told her I got it,  but, I wanted it to be a surprise for 

her.. I thought she would be so happy when she saw it, after the horrible store she had in the Bronx.  

Needless to say, I was heart broken, when she wouldn’t go inside and look at it. she was so upset that 

it was way out on Long Island, but it wasn’t. Valley Stream is the first town outside of Queens.” 

Mary Jane sighed, ‘Why did you take out that business loan and sign the lease when you knew she 

might not like it, and you would have been responsible for it, then what would you have done?  You 

had two little children, and there was no way you could have run that store by yourself.’. 

I tried to explain to her why I did it, “When Molmma broke her leg, she was in a full cast for about 2 

months, or more.  I drive in to see her and  bring Rosemary and Diana with me. every Sunday. One 
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Sunday when I went, she was so depressed, she was cryig that she had to quit her job and was 

hobbling round on  crutches. It was so hot out, that  was sweating because of her leg being in that big 

plaster cast, and my heart ached for her. I didn’t  know what she was going to do once that bit of 

money she had saved was gone.     . 

 That  was 1954, and we were all married and only Momma, Daddy and Anna were in the apartment 

on Amsterdam. It seemed everytime I called Momma to see how she was, , she would tell me how 

hated being stuck there with Daddy on week-ends.and what she didn’t tell me, she was was saving all 

her overtime money so she could get her own flower shop. While she was still working for Judith 

Garden. She mentioned what she wanted to do,  to Fred’s Aunt Alice. When made her flower 

arrangement for her dining room..Aunt Alice  lived in the Bronix, and told her.she saw a small store 

for rent, and Momma went to see it and she liked it/ She signed the lease for 6 months and asked Aunt 

Alice, not to tell us just yet. 

. The next week-end she painted the store before the supplies she ordered were delivered. She went to 

the flower district on 28th Street and bought  lots of colorful silk flowers and  paper flowers she was 

going to wax, scontainers, vases and pots, styrofoam, all colors of crepe paper, different size wires, 

wax and tape. She was thrilled when she opened the store for business. Before she would quit her job 

with Judith, she was going to wwait and see how the store made out. On the week-ends, Momma 

would tell Anna she was working overtime with Judith, Pretending she was doing weddings 

downtown, which she did before he had the store,  she was sneaking uptown to her store in the Bronx, 

not elling anyone”  

It probably was a lot of fun for her, but not to tell anyone where she was. As much as she enjoyed 

having her own store, and being there every Saturday and Sunday, making flower arrangements, 

thinking she would make money for Easter, it never happened, because of the area she was in.  

One Sunday, she was there and seeing it was getting dark out, and the store was in a desolate area. she 

decided she better go home, since it was a long walk to get to the bus. She had her pocketbook and the 

keys in her hand ready to lock the front door, and she shut the light off  It was later than she thought 

because it was dark outside,  and leaving she opened the wrong door and when went to step out  she 

fell down the cellar stairs and landed down in an old, musty damp cellar. Stunned by the fall, and.the 

fact she couldn’t see because it was pitch dark down there, she lay there screaming int dhe dank moldy 

cellar and the smell was making her sick to her stomach.  

      She thought she was alright,  but when she went to bring her leg around,  it was twisted up under her 

and she couldn’t bring her leg back around, it wouldn’t move.”  She knew she was in serious trouble 

because she realized, her leg was broken and it  was beginning throb and the pain was so bad,it got to 

be unbearable. She thought she was going to die there, and no one would find her.. 

Being it was Sunday, and in an industrial area, she knew no one around that could hear her or help her, 

and no one would be back until Monday morning, It  meant no one would hear her screaming, ‘Help, 

Help’ Still she kept screaming until she lost her voice and praying was all she could do.  
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 She thought she heard footsteps outside, and she held her breath and listened, and decided it was her 

imagination. but, no, they kept coming  closer and her heart started to pound and she screamed all the 

louder,  ‘Help Help’  thinking it might be a cop walking his beat, she knew he would hear her. But, 

would he look for her,being she was in the cellar and all the lights were out. She had screamed so 

much, she lost her voice again and. he burst out crying, ‘No one is will ever find me, I an going to die 

here.’ 

 She had no way of know,  wasn’t a cop, it was an elderly man walking his dog. He was a little hard of  

hearing, so he didn’t hear her screaming, but his dog did. He kept pulling him towards her store and 

the man kept yanking him back. He  ot annoyed and he scolded him for not doing what he was told. 

  Then he began to be concerned becayse his dog always obeyed him, and he sat down and was 

listening to something, and he noticed he had his ears up and kept looking over at the flower store..  

                 He decided to investigate.and let the dog take the lead, and the dog took him  over to Momma’s store. 

He looked in the window and he didn’t’ hear anything, it was dark inside. His dog  kept barkimg and 

his tail was going round and round. so he tried the door and it opened, He looked inside and didn’t see 

anyone.  He had seen Momma in there working, when he was walking his dog, and figured she must 

have forgotten to lock the door. He went to leave and told the dog,, “Come on, let’s go. False Alarm!  

See .. there’s no one in there.”. 

When he went to close the door, she got her voice back and she screamed,  ‘Help ne! I need an 

ambulance. I fell down the cellar stairs and broke my leg. The phone is on the counter.”  

The man was standing in the dark, and was all upset hearing what she said and  told her  “I can’t see. 

Where is the light switch so I can call for an ambulance?”  

        Momma told him where it was and he felt along the wall and found the switch and turned the light 

on, and the light in the cellar was next to it.. Seeing the cellar door open,  he looked down and 

gasped when saw Momma lying there with her leg twisted up under her, sobbing because she was in 

so much pain. He saw the phone on the counter and called for an amblance. They came and carried 

Momma up the stiars on a stretcher, then tput her on the gurney and gave her, her pocketbook and 

keys they were underneath her. She thanked them and they locked the door for her. Then she thanked 

the man and his dog that was standing there watchng her being put in the ambulance. Later on, she 

realized she never asked the man his name, soshecould write and thank him..”  

  She was taken to a hospital somewhere way up in the Brons, and wheeled into ER They x-rayed her 

leg and told her, it was broken and put  a full length cast on her leg.and gave her a pair of crutches 

and showed her how to get around with them.. She was so upset what happened to her and had to 

take a taxi to get home  since she didn’t have a car then. Once she was home, he had such a hard 

time trying to get around on  crutches, and it was August and so hot..”  
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“When Momma called and told me what happened and what she was doing there.. I was so angry 

at her, knowing she could have been there all week-end and no one would have known where she 

was, only fpr that little dog that heard her screaming and the man  was smart enough to 

investigate what was  why his little dog kept barking at her store.”  

Mary Jane sat there and  sighed, “ I wonder why she didn’t want us to know, she had that store? 

And  all that time we thought she was working overtime every week-end, with Judiith Garden 

doing weddings. . We would have been  hysterical looking for her when she didn’t com 

ehome.because Anna would have called us  if she didn’t come home that night/  No one would 

have ever dreamed she had a store in the Bronx, and she was laying on the cellar floor with a 

broken leg, She was so lucky that man came by when he did. ”. 

        I reminded Mary Jane, “When Momma broke her leg, you lived around the corner. You couldn’t  

take care of her because you had 2 small children...Anna was taking good care of her and.. I’d 

drive in to see her on Sundays, with Rosemary and Diana and and I’d pick Fred up at the airport 

on the way home. One Sunday when I went in to see Momma,  it was Diana’s 2td birthday, 

August 17th, and  I bought a cake so we could celebrate and watching Momma, my heart ached 

for her, seeing how miserable she was on those crutches and to be stuck in that hot apartment in 

August.. She cried and complained the cast was so heavy that it was itching her  making her 

sweat it was so hot having it on her leg.. She was aing a hrd time getting around the chrutches and 

she was depressed. For some reason, shequit her job and had to let her little store go, because she 

needed the rest of the money she had save, since she was working and that had her all upset... 

 I  don’t know what happened or why Momma left Judith Garden but she had to know she could not  

get a job with that cast on her leg and she could hardly get around on the cruches.. Something must 

have happened that she quit, but she never did say why . She had worked for Judith for 10 years since 

1944, and  you know how good she was to her . I wonder if it was because Judith laughed at her when 

she told her she wanted to get her own store? She told her. she didn’t hink it was a good idea starting 

a business with so little money.. Momma was annoyed that she said that, but I don’t think she would 

have quit over her saying that.”  

“Driving home that night, the children were asleep on the back seat, and all I could think about was 

Mommabeing stuck in that hot apartment all summer, with her leg  in that hot cast.and she was so 

depressed and unhappy. That is why I decided I had to get a store for her and fix it real nice. . I 

thought it would make her so happy but I was wrong,  You wouldn’t believe how mad she was that I 

got it.”  

Mary Jane scowled, ”Oh.I knew.Momma told me how upset she was that you got  that store, behind 

her back and didn’t discuss it with her first.. I don’t know what she was thinking whem she rented 

that store in the Bronx.. I went with Sonny to get her things.and I’d be scared of my life to be there 

alone in that store. It was in a run-down industrial area, and there were no houses around..She could 

never have made any money there. She didn’t make enough to pay the electric and phone, let alone 
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the rent.. I guess for her it was a place to go on week -ends and get away from Daddy.”  

“Like I was saying, that night when I was driving home, I thought if only I could find a store for 

Momma in a nice neighborhhod, I could set it up. and surprise her.and tell her it was hers.”   

Mary Jane made a face.  ‘Momma certainly didn’t see it that way.”   

“I know and  I was so happy and excited the day I brought her to Valley Stream to show her the store 

I got her. I pulled up in front of it and we sat in the car and I pointed to the store and told her, 

“Surprise..That it you store.” Momma sat in my car, and She had the cast on her foot for her broken 

leg and she stared at the sign I had ut over the store, “THE ROSEMARY SHOP” and then she 

stretched her neck to see what was in the window, and instead of being thrilled, she got all upset and 

angry at me and she sat there  cried and refused to go in and see what I had done for her, andmy heart 

sank..” 

 

Mary Jane wrinkled her brow, “What did you expect?  I never could understand why it was such a big 

secret that you didn’t tell me what you were doing.” 

 

“Because I wanted it to be a surprise for her.. I knew you would only disapprove if I toldl you the 

store was in Valley Stream. But, I felt it was an ideal  place for Momma to have her store, she 

wouldn’t have to be afraid being there alone at night, and it had a small apartment in the back and you 

saw tit was in a very nice neighborhood, and in with a lot of other stores. The train was right there. I 

don’t think she had any idea how hard I worked to make that store into a flower shop she would be 

proud of.. It wasn’t easy for me to go there everyday to paint and fix it for her.. it was 36 miles from 

where we lived.and we only had 1 car then. I  Fred to work at Idlewild Airport, now it’s JFK., his 

shift  was 4 to midnight    

 

I brought Rosemary 4 and Diana 2 with me every day, and.they had plenty of toys to play with, while 

I was up on the ladder painting the walls. I drove in the city and bought the supplies she needed, had 

the name of her shop printed on the billheads and business cards,  had a sign painted for over the store 

and made the store in 4 differnt sections with pictures and small pieces of furniture  for French 

Provincial,Italian Provincial, Oriental and Early American. Sonny came over and 

made the work tables and shelves. We were both so excited that we were going surprise Momma. 

You don’t know how hurt I was that she refused to go in.”   

 

“Of course, I knew I was taking a chance she wouldn’t like it. But I never thought she wouldn’t go in 

and look at what I did for her., after I worked so hard, day after day for three  weeks. No matter what 

I said to try and convince her the store was exactly what she needed,  she turned away and said, “I 

told you, I don’t  want it.”. I was crying and telling her, “Momma I got it because I wanted you to 

have a store you would be proud of, why won’t you go in and look at it?“ She wouldn’t. She looked 

at me and stood there grinding her teeth, and  I knew she was so mad at me, and it broke my heart that 

she didn’t like it.” 
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Mary Jane eyes got real big. “Well..could you blame her?  She always lived in the city and you knew 

she wanted to get a store in the city, not out in Valley Stream. But, of course, she didn’t know how 

expensive rents in the city were.’  

 

Fred was home that day and I was about to call and tell him, I wasn’t coming home like I planned, 

because Momma didn’t like the store and she wanted me to take her back home.” 

I could tell Momma’s leg was hurting her and she was so angry at me she started yelling at me, ‘Rose, 

you had no right getting this store behind my back and not tell me. Why in heaven’s name did you get 

me a store way out here for,when t’s in the middle of nowhere.” 

 I began to realize she was right. I should have told her. I felt terrible. All I said was, “Momma, I did 

not do it  behind your back  I would never do that. I did it to make you happy. To surprise you .I 

thought you would be so happy when you saw you had such a beautiful store”   

      She moaned, “Just take me home.  I don’t know what you were thinking getting me a store way out 

here  and you did it without telling me. I don’t’ know what you are going to do with it,.because I 

don’t want it.”   

      I took a deep breath and opened the car door for her “You can sit in the car and get off your leg,  but 

I have to feed the children  before I take you home. They have had nothing to eat since breakfast, I 

am going to get some spaghetti and chicken from the Italian Restaurant on the corner, then I will take 

you home. Would you like some chicken and spaghetti.?”  

     Momma didn’t answer me. I left her sitting in the car with the door open being it was very hot out. I 

put the key in the lock and went in and called my order in. wondering what was I e going to do with 

the store by myself? The only thing I figure I could do, was make it into a gift shop. I could sell cards 

and fill up some of the containers with flower arrangements, I had seen Momma so many times 

making flower arrangements. I knew.could sell them, but, still of the thought of taking on such a 

monumental job with 2 small children, an l car, upset me. When I called the Italian restaurant and 

ordered spaghetti and chicken for 3, and while I was on the phone, Momma made her way in the front 

door on the crutches and sat down, telling me,“Don’t order anything for me. I’m not hungry. I had to 

get out of that heat it’s so hot in the car, I’m sweating.”  

I was more than surprised she came in, but she just sat there and made sure she didn’t look at 

anything. I asked her to watch the children while I picked up the food, that it was only a few doors 

down.. When I got back Momma wasstill sitting thee and she didn’t say anything as I walked past her 

with the ba of food and  went to back to the kitcheninth back.  I cut the chicken up and put it on the  

paper plates along with some spaghetti and gave it to the girls and me. Then Momma said, “I guess I 

am hungry afterall, I think I will have some of your chicken, it smells good and I’ll take some of that 

spaghetti too’.  

She sat ther looking round while I fixed a plate for her and I sat down beside her. I noticed she was 
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looking around, prentending she wasn’t and when she finished I took all the paper plates and threw 

them in the garbage. I noticed Momma got up on her crutches.and went around and started to look at 

what I had done in the store. She sighed,  “Well, I have to admit, I like what you have done here.”  I 

asked her would she like to see there was a small apartment in the back and there was a yard with 

grass and some trees where she could sit outside in the summer. Only then did she smile, “I guess it 

would be nice to sit out there in the sun. wouldn’t it? I was just thinking, if I got a car maybe I could 

learn to drive,if I ‘m going to be way out here.”  

“What a feeling of relief it was to hear Momma wa at least thinking about  staying. She looked at the 

work shop, bfore she went to the kitchen and it  was so the  look on her face when she saw all the 

shelves Sonny had buit, because they went all the way up to the  ceiling, and she touched the two new 

big work tablesin the middle of the room, and she asked, “Did Sonny make these?’ 

 I said, “Yes, he did.” She saw they were stocked with all the Styrofoam andsupplies she was going to 

need, and the vases and dishes were lined up on the shelves.Big long flat boxes of all different colors 

of artifical flowers she could make arrangements with..and she was smiling because the more she 

looked around, the more she liked the store.  

She noticed on the desk where she could sit and a small billing machine and the bill head had the 

name THE ROSEMARY SHOP printed in green and so did the business cards, that were in a dish 

sitting on the counter. 

 I decided to just let her walk around  while I opened a box of Oreo cookies, andgave the girls a few 

with some milk I had in the refrigerator. Then she turned around and the way she looked at me, I held 

my breath when she said, “But, Rose, as nice as it is,  it’s so far from the city. Do I really want to be 

way out here in the middle of no wher. Ii wanted a store in the city.?”  

I tried to explain to her, “But, it isn’t out in the middle of nowhere, Momma. I live in Wantagh, and 

that is 32 miles east of here. but Gibson is p;art of Valley Stream an dit borders on Queens and 

Brooklyn.  

I tried to explain to her, “Mr. Gibson is the man who rented the store to me. Heshowed me the 

pictures he hadhanging in his office, and told me his father built most of the houses in Gibson and the 

town was named after him.. He owns these stores along Gibson Blvd..and a row of stores over by 

Sunrise Highway.  

He is such a nice man, I like him a lot, he and his wife, have been very nice to me.  He would stoop 

by and bring the children and me cold bottles of Giner Ale, he loned me a ladder, and he’d have his 

wife  call and check on me when I was here late at night, because they were worried aobut me goignu 

on the ladder and painting here all by myself.”   

Momma sat down and seeing the expressionon her, I thought she had changed her mind. She asked 

me, “Do you have a hammer and a hand saw?’.  
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I looked at her a bit bewildered. I couldn’t imagine what she was going to do with them. I got them 

and handed them.to her. I was stunned when she told me “I want to cut this cast off my leg.because I 

can’t stand it being on me any more. It itches so and it stinks from me sweating and I’s been on me 

long enough. I’ve got to get it off me somehow. I just might be able to saw it off.”   

I stood there and didn’t know what to say. I couldn’t imagine her daring to do such a thing.and 

watched her take the hammerand she started hitting the cast again and again as hard as she could and 

it would just bounce off, but she kept hitting it. and it was beginning to crack, a little more and more 

then it cracked in several places, but it didn’t fall off it somehow stayed together.She took the saw 

and was going back and forth and she got through the plaster I held my breath watching her and 

thought she was going to cut right into her leg,” 

“Rosemary and Diana stood thee watching her and their eyes were glued on what she was doing, 

because she was having a hard time trying to get that hard plaster off her leg. In desperation she 

asked me, “Do you have a big heavy screw driver, maybe I could get up it inside it, I could pry it 

off.’. 

 

I did have one and I gave it to  her, and the sweat was running down in her eyes, and she got it  

inside the cast and started hitting the end of the big screw driver with the hammer, and parts of it fell 

off to the floor.and Momma let out a loud sigh of relief, and pulled the rest of the cast off, because it 

had been held together with some kind of mesh to hold it together was on it. I looked up, and saw my 

friend John, the cop that walked his beat there every night, come in to see what we were doing. I 

introduced him to Momma, since he heard me talk about her and knew what I was trying doing for 

her. When he saw the cast on the foor, he couldn’t believe what she had done, and he asked her, 

“You should have your doctor do that. How do you know if it has healed properly, Mrs. Mc Arow?” 

Momma assured him she could walk on it was just fine.’ He looked at me and shook his head, and 

waved as he left. 

 

 

Momma sat there a minute to catch her breath, and had me put one of my flat shoes I had there, on 

her foot, before she put her hand out so I could hold her hand, while she tried to stand up, She took a 

few steps.and didn’t have a problem, but she was a little shaky and she kept walking. She was so glad 

to get that cast off, but I thought any minute her leg was going to buckle under her, but it didn’t. She 

had to sit down and had me get her a wash cloth, and put lots of soap on it. 

 She sat there and washed her leg because  it smelled from being in the cast so long. It was so white 

and pale when I dried her leg for her and while she sat there thinking she kept looking around at the 

store, and said. “I think before I make my mind up, I would like you to drive me around so I can see 

what kind of neighborhood this is, if you don’t mind.” Rosemary and Diana grabbed Momma’s 

hands, thinking she needed them to help her out to the car, since she didn’t have her crutches 

anymore.. When she sat down, they climbed in the back and we drove up and down the streets. and I 
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could see Momma seemed pleased. Then I showed her where the Gibson train station was at the end 

of the block, an all the stores that were there.” 

 

Mary Jane smiled, ‘So many times I took the train from the city with the chilcren and we’d go to 

Gibson and spend a few days with Momma in the summer.”   

 

I remember you did that. that was some long trip. Well, after I showed Momma around Gibson, I 

parked in fornt of the store and Momma looked at the store and said,, “I think, instead of you taking 

me back to city,  I’ll go home with you and stay the night, and we can come back in the morning so I 

can see the store again.”   

 

We sat there talking and Momma kept looking up at the sign over the store, and I thought she was 

admiring it and she suddenly said annoyed,  “ If this is suppose to be my store, I want the name on 

that sign changed to THE MARY ROSE SHOP. How come you put your name ahead of mine?’  

 

“Mary Jane, you know Judith Garden changed Momma’s name to Mary in 1944,  because they never 

caught the guy that raped her,  is why she changed her name to Mary. I sighed and told her, “It isn’t 

that I wanted my name first, Momma,   THE MARY ROSE SHOP didn’t sound as nice as THE 

ROSEMARY SHOP, being it was going to be a flower shop.   

Momma thought it over, “Well, I agree it does sound better. But, I want a space put between  ROSE 

and MARY, so they don’t think this is your store when it’s  mine.’  I couldn’t believe we had to go to 

the expense of  having the  people who made the sign come and paint over ROSEMARY and paint 

ROSE MARY so there was a space between ROSE and MARY. And, I had to call and order all new 

billheads and business cards and checks, and hope we would have them in on time for the Grand 

Opening we were having that Labor Day week-end.”  

“Mr. Gibson suggested I advertise the Grand Opening .and had me put cardboard signs in the local 

store windows  Several local stores sent us live plants with big red ribbons on them.wishing us 

success  I wish you could have seen Momma that day. She was so  proud of herself walking around in 

a long acqua crepe gown. She was thrilled to meet the people of Gibson and Valley Stream, that came 

to see the  flower shop and they kept coming in all day.  

Momma went around with a tray serving  hot coffee, and she had several disihes here and there, with 

home made pieces of cake and cookies and tiny little finger sandwiches. We were surprised how 

many people came, even  Mr. and  Mrs. Gibson came with and their friends.and told Momma how 

pleased they were how everything had turned out, and he talked about ‘how he loaned me a big tall 

ladder because  I had done all the painting by myself.’It was nice feeling to see Mr. and Mrs. Gibson 

did enjoy talking to Momma, and as time went by,  Mrs.Gibson was one of her best customers.  

It didn’t take Momma long to feel very proud of the store she had, and  bragged about the flower shop 

she had in Gibson,Valley  Stream, and I used to laugh so t se how loved to hand out her business 
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cards, to just about everyone she met.“  

Mary Jane kept shaking her head. “To be honest, I never thought Momma would be as successful as 

she was for 20 years having her own shop, but,   often wondered,  what would you have done if you 

had to keep that store?” 

“Oh! Don’t think I didn’t die a thousand deaths thinking about it, because it didn’t think she was 

going to take it.. I began to panic because, I signed a year’s lease, and I owned the bank for the 

buiness loan Fred let me take out for the wtore.  I didn’t know what I was going to do. I knew I 

couldn’t afford to put the children in  nursery school and Fred needed to car to go to work, and I 

coudln’t go back and forth on the train, we lived 32 miles away, but Idecided, somehow  I would find 

a way to run the store by myself.”   

Mary Jane smiled  “Not to change the subject, but do you remember when Momma would give Anna 

money for the house once a month what she’d do with it.?’ I nodded that I did. She laughed,‘She’d 

write down the date. how much money Momma gave her and addit to what was had left from themnth 

before, in that little brown book she had. It used to fascinated me to see how she would so much 

moneyin those small business sized envelopes she hd line dup in a shoe box. . Rememberhow she had 

one for Rent,  Ice man, insurance, Electric, Extras, Grocer Vegetableman, Butcher and Church,”.   

I hesitated before I said, “She took such good care of Momman’s money, but, I don’t think Momma 

appreciated  what Anna did for her and for us. Because, in all the years Anna was with us, I never 

heard Momma thank her for what she did. and we wer so lucky to have Anna/. She didn’t smoke or 

drink and she was always home for us.never even went to the movies. The only place she went was to 

church almost every night, and stand on the corner and gossip But, that was one thing about Anna, 

with all the gossiping she did, you neve heard her say an unkind thing about anyone.” 

 On her Sunday afternoons she always took the trolley downtown to visit her ladyfriends, she worked 

with years ago.. And, every Christmas, she took the train to Morristown, New Jersey, to visit her 

cousin. I could never figure out, with all the years and Anna lived with us for 30 years, she never got 

any mail, not even a birthday card? Momma didn’t believe she had a cousin in Morristown, that she 

aid it because she an orphan and didn’t have a family.” 

Momma was so wrong, because  in 1983, would you believe I met that cousin in A&S in Hempstead? 

I worked for Corham flowers, and Jim, was my boss, introduced me to mr.Mr Furlong, and the two 

other men, that were big hots from the manin office. he was with, that, and they were looking around 

at the flowers in the Gift Department. Jim told me that was Mr. Furlong,  one of the head men at A&S  

and  he was going from store to store looking at the different departments. He stopped to talk to Jim, 

an dhe introduced me and I asked him, “Mr. Furlong, do you happen to live in Morristown? “ He was 

sort of  shocked that I knew.and he asked concerned, how do you know where I live?” Jim looked 

embarrassed that I dared to ask such a personal question. No one was saying anything and I asked 

him. “Do you have a cousin by the name of Anna Furlong, from County Wexford, Ireland?” He was 

speechless at first then he said, ‘Why yes, but we call her Johanna. Do you know where she is? We 

haven’t seen Johanna in  25 years. We don’t know what happened to her.” 
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 I told him, “Well, yesl She used to live with us, but Anna died in 1960 around Christmas time.”   

He looked sad and surprised. “I figured that was what probably happened.’ Then he smiled and told 

me,‘Johanna never missed a Christmas coming to our house to see us .because it was her birthday a 

few days after Christmas, and we’d celebrate it with her. For years she always came to see us at 

Christmas. But, what I could never understand was why she would never tell us where she lived, so 

we could never write her. We had no way to find out what happened to her. Do you know why she 

didn’t want us to know where she lived?’ 

I just told him  “She was a very good friend, that I didn’t know why I felt if Anna didn’t want him to 

know, why would I tell him her well guarded secret,if she didn’t want him to know. It was probably 

because she didn’t want him to know she had nothing, seeing they were well off. As he was leaving I 

told him “I have a lovely studio picture of Anna when she was 16, if you would like it, I will give it to 

you.”  

His eyes lit up and he came back and said  “Why yes, I would love to have it’”.We lived in Northport 

then, and when I went home  I looked and looked for it but  I couldn’t find it.  I felt so bad, because I 

had promised him I would get it to him..After Momma died in 1991, I found the picture,of Anna in 

with her things .When I went to send it to him, I found out he retired from A & S  and he was no 

longer listed in the phone book. I still have the picture of Anna, often think of her and how kind she 

always was to us.”  

“When Momma worked for the Hardon’s, it was with the understanding she had to work in their 

home Connecticut, 6 months of the year and 6 months in the city. Anna still had to have her half a 

day off on Sundays.and. before she would leave, she would cook a chicken and leave it cut up on the 

platter, and she always made us potato salad to have with the cold chicken, and she’d leave a bowl of 

fruit cocktail for dessert, with a box of Lorna Dunes. Daddy would  heat up his own dinner that would 

leave ready in the frying pan..We were young. we didn’t realize what an unusual kind person Anna 

was.”   

Mary Jane agreed with me. ’I remember when I’d go crying to her when I’d fall and hurt myself, and 

the sympaithy I got from Anna usually stopped the pain., I remember when one of the boys pulled my 

hair  I’d run upsairs crying to her and tell her what they did, she would  shake her head. and pat me on 

the head saying,’Tsk … Tsk Shame on them..for doing that to you.”  

    I nodded, “Even when we were teenagers, we’d be crying because we had a fight with one of our 

friends. Anna would sit us down and make us a cup of Ovaline and give us some cookies and it 

always made us feel better. I wonder why Anna never talked  much about what her life was like 

when she grew up in an orphan’s home in Ireland. and she never mentioned she was engaged to a 

Brticsh soldier, and he got killed in France during WW1.We only found that out after Anna died. 

You and  Momma went to Brooklyn, and picked up that trunk she had been paying storage on, since 

she came to us in 1931. 
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The sad thing was, that trunk was the only possession Anna had in this world, . and when you and 

Momma opened it, you found a box of love letters tied with a narrow blue satin ribbon and a box of 

cards that came from her friends,  congratulating her on her engagement to a British soldier, and a 

gold watch her boyfriend had sent her. One newspaper clipping told about Anna being engaged to a 

British soldier, and the other newspaper clipping. was that  he was killed in France during WW1. I 

have since wondered was that why Anna used to go to Mass every morning, and it didn’t matter 

whether it was raining or snowing. Did she go to pray for him or because it was it broke heart tht he 

had died? I We will never know how it hurt her when he got killed, because in all the years she was 

with us, she could never talk about him.” .   

Mary Jane said, “I often think when Anna took care of us, she never hit us not even once. If she felt 

we needed to be scolded for something we did, all she had to do was go, “Tsh Tsh Tsh,” and her 

doing that  was worse than getting hit, because it made us feel terrible that we did something wrong..   

 I got all choked up  ”I know we should be talking about the funeral arrangements we have to 

make for Momma, but I can’t. bring myself around to do it. It is so hard to believe Momma’s gone 

andwe’re never going to see her again, that is what hurts.”  

We were both  crying and Mary Jane mumbled, ”Rose, I don’t want to talk about Momma’s 

funeral, I want to talk about the funny things she did, and how happy she was when Earl came 

back in her life, I know thatis what she wold like, not the two of us sitting her crying.’.  

I wiped my eyes . “Momma was very happy during  those ten years she was with Earl? But, I 

never thought, she would live with a man she wasn’t married to. Did you?”    

      Mary Jane laughed. “No, I would never have believed  it. What gets me is, Momma was                                         

always so religious, she all but lived in church. But, when Earl came back in her life., she never  

put her foot in theCatholic church again?”   

I groaned, “Remember how Momma treated me, when I was going to marry Fred? Thefights she 

had with me  because he was a Protestant?  I think what  hurt me the most., was that she would 

turn her face away from me, when I’d go to kiss her ‘good night, and then.told me, she was not 

going to my wedding. Oh! That really broke my heart.and Anna would tell me, “Your mother is  

lighting candles to St.Anthony, asking him to make you see how wrong you are and she’s  praying 

to God, not to let your wedding go through.”     

      Mary Jane giggled, “But, it was alright that Earl was a Protestant, and she lived with him for 10  

years.. Growing up, Earl and Momma were  Protestants and they went to same church in Wysox. 

The only.reason Momma became a Catholic was Daddy couldn’t  be married in Catholic church. 

untless she was a Catholic. Aunt Vina said, she never could understand why Momma changed her 

relgion  when everyone one in her family were Protestants.”                                     

Wherever Momma is, I know she is enjoying hearing us talk about her.’  

 Seeing the  empty package of Pall Mall cigarettes sitting on the table, it bothered me that t Mary 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          506 

 

Jane had smoked most of them while we sat there, Especially, since she had been operated on for 

thoat cancer, and the radium treatments left her shoulder, left arm and hand almost useless. I 

thought about the times Momma and I were at her house and  she’d cough and cough when she’d 

light up a cigarette, and Momma would yell at her, ‘You and those damn cigarettes, Mary Jane, 

they’re going to be the death of you yet.” She’d get so mad at Momma for telling her what to do.   

Momma was right, that is what killed her. When I think how she suffered for such a long  time, 

because she never stopped smoking those cigarettes and she died on  September 24, 2002.”   

 
                                                      
 

_________________________________                       

                  

                                                  7-5-28 ~~ 9-24-2002 

            Years later the cancer came back with a vengeance. Only her family knows how she suffered,  

month after month.  She never complained, not even when the morphone patches no longer 

eased the terrible pain she had day after day and night after night..  
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            The only consolation for her husband John and their  five children,  Mary Jane, Jeanne, John,         

Nancy and Donna was knowing she no longer had to suffer anymore              

 

                                                                                                          

  

  I smiled,. “We were talking about Momma and Earl, and if she didn’t forgive him, look what she 

would have missed. Ten years of being the happiest she had ever been. After the way she treated 

Earl at Gramma’s funeral in 1957.it ws hard for me to believe she let him back in her life and she 

ler thim live with her, being as religious as Momma was. But, it had to have been a terrible shock 

for her, after 35 years to  see Earl face to face that day, because se had not seen him since 1923. 

Even though it happened so long ago, it still hurt her.  I guess she nevr stopped loving him or she 

would never have let him in the door. I can imagine how she  felt, when Earl walked in Aunt 

Vina’s and she  realized he had been invited to the dinner for Gramma,.it was no wonder she ran 

upstairs bawling, because she had to sit at the same table with him.   

Aunt Vina went up after her and insisted she come down, telling her the dinner was in honor of 

their mother not Earl.  She reluctanly came down and sat at the opposite end of the table and Eark 

sat at the other end. but everyone kept watching Momma and Earl, because everone there knew 

what Earl did to her  back in 1923.”     

I was laughing and telling Mary Jane,”:I wish you could have seen Momma’s face, when Earl 

walked in for dinner that day, you would understand why it was so hard for me to believe he was 

back in her life. The only thing she ever told me, was Earl started writing her letters and kept 

apologizing for what he did and  att first she ignored them, but he. didn’t give up, he kept writing. 

Then she began to answer his letters, he started calling her on the phone at night. . I don’t know 

how he did it,  but somehow he won her over, and they were together until he died in 1976.” .  

Momma forgot I met Earl at Gramma’s funeral, and the funny thing was, she ever mentioned ihis 

name to me, or tried to explain who he was when we drove back to the city after the funeral.” 

 

Mary Jane laughed, ‘Well she never told me they          got back together.’  

 

I nodded, “Do you know how I found out Earl was living with Momma?  She called me one 

morning and said she had made a birthday cake for Valerie, being tt was her 5th birthday,  March 

3rd, 1965, that is why I remember the day. After she said she was coming, I happened to ask her, 

“How come we hadn’t seen you in a couple of weeks,Momma?” She didn’t say anything, but. I 

knew she was alright because we talked on the phone every morning..There was a long pause and 

she whispered, ‘I was wondering if you would mind if I brought a friend?’ I was kind of surprised 

and told her, “Of course! ” I had no idea it was Earl, so.you can imagine how surprised I was when 

he walked in with Momma that day..” 
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Mary Jane finished her coffee. “I don’t know about you, but there was something about Earl, that I 

loved. He was a very sweet man.  No wonder Momma never stopped loving him, and that was 

probably why she forgave him like she did and let him come live with her..’ 

I sighed, “Well,  if she didn’t, they would never have had those ten years together, and be as happy 

as they were. What  I could never understand was, how come Momma lived with Earl for almost 

10 years, and he never got divorced. Momma kept assuring me,  he and his wife Alta were 

separated, and if that was true,. then why did he have to go Newton, where he lived and had  his 

house every 2 weeks, was something I could not figure out.”         

Mary Jane looked at me confused, “I guess I really never thought about it. I know that is what he 

did, but why, I don’t know, unless he picked up his retirement check maybe?” 

  

I agreed that could be why. and sighed, “Well, they certainly were happy together for those l0 

years they wer together..  I never saw them argue or get cross with one another , and I know 

there were times Earl could have, because Momma would take his cigarettes from him and 

crumble them up and throw them in the toilet. But, I have to admire her that she found it in her 

heart to forgive him, because you can imagine what she must have went through when she read 

that letter her girlfriend Helen, telling her Earl had married Alta, an dhe never told her, and she 

had just picked out her wedding gown and Mrs. Eggleston was going to pay for it..” 

 

 Mary Jane insisted, “Well, I could understand what happened over time. Think about it, while 

Earl was living in Wysox, Momma was in the city workmg for Mrs. Eggleston 9 months of the 

year in New York City, and they wrote one another letters, and for 3 months in Wysox, when Mrs. 

Eggleson went to their summer home. So,  the only time they were able to see one another was in 

the summer. Afterall, Earl was a young man then. and you can be sure he was lonely, ane he was 

human.  I could see how it would happen, Altha was always there and Momma wasn’t..” 

I nodded,  “Yes, you are right, because Earl knew Alta as long as he knew Momma, because they 

all went  to that one-room school house in Wysox. But he was wrong not to have broken off his 

engagement with Momma, and tell her he had changed his mind before he married Alta 

                      

      Mary Jane lit another cigarette. “Maybe it wasn’t Alta’s fault he didn’t marry Momma. ‘Do you 

remember Earl telling us what his father said, when he told him he got engaged to Momma? Ole 

Gib warned him  ‘if he married Myrtle Squires, he’d cut him out of his will, that he didn’t want 

any son of his marrying a daughter of Rose Squire’s, the woman that did their wash and ironing..”  

      I  shrugged.. “Who knows why he did it. and what difference does it make now, Earl’s dead and 

now Momma’s gone.  Little did Uncle Henry know, when he handed Earl, that business cr of 

Momma’s when he was at Gramma’s funeral, that it would bring them together. Remember when  
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Earl drove to Valley Stream the first time to see Momma, she slammed the door in his face,” 

 

Mary Jane laughed and told me,, “I know, Earl told me all about what she had done to him, when 

he drove to Valley Stream with his son Rodney to see her.and when he saw it was him  she 

slammed the door in his face, and pulled the shade on the door down and left them standing there. 

They had to  turn around go home. A couple of years later, Earl read in the Towanda paper that 

Myrtle Squires Mc Arow’ husband died in 1960, and he drove down again to see her again, with 

his son Rodney, and that time she let them in, and fixed them a nice dinner.’   

 

 Mary Jane sat back in the chair and told me. After Momma had that fire in her store, was when she 

and Earl moved to Ridgfield Park, New Jersey. Every morning Earl would get in his car and go buy 

the newspaper. Momma never knew he’d drive up a few blocks and come to my house with a bag of 

fresh doughnuts. He would smoke a few of my cigarettes,drink a cup of coffee and run, but every 

now and then he’d  leave a couple of dollars under the plate for the cigarettes he smoked. Momma 

would have had a fit if she ever knew I gave Earl cigarettes. She was so afraid he would get cancer of 

the lungs, because he had prostate cancer and was operated on and had chemo. 

,I laughed. “Mary Jane. did you ever see how Momma used to go through Earl’s pockets, to check if 

he had any cigarettes on him? They were at our house in Bayville, one week end,  and Earl went for a 

walk  When he came back, you could smell cigarette smoke on his clothes.  Momma got up and went 

through his pockets, and she found a package in his sweater pocket, and took them and she went in 

the bathroom and crumbled all of them up and threw them in the toilet and fluahsed them and throw 

the empty packagr in the gargage. And he never said a word..and he went over and huigged her and 

thanked her..”   

 

Mary Jane giggled, “They were so funny together. It was hard to believe how patient Earl was 

with Momma, because she was always bossing him and telling him what to do, and he’d just smile at 

her and do whatever she said.   

        but, I think he enjoyed the way she looked after him.. They certainly made up   

        for lost time, because they enjoyed their lives. Momma alwaysclosed her store    

        on week-ends, and they would drive up to Maine orVermont, or to Virginia, but    

but they liked going  to the Poconos Mountains the best.. Sometimes they would ever drive all the 

way up to Towanda to see Aunt Vina. I am sure she had many a good laugh, seeing them together 

knowing the way Momma       

carried on, when Earl went to funeral and how she embarrassed her when he came to the dinner Aunt 

Vina ha at her house, after Gramma’s funeral.”    

     

  GRAMMA’S FUNERAL … JULY 1957 

      

                  Mary Jane sat there thinking. “I know Earl lived in New Jersey, so how come he was at Gramma’s 

funeral, because Towanda was almost 200 miles away.” 
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I nodded.. “Earl always had theTowanda Daily, mailed to his house, so he would know what was 

going on, and Gramma’s name was in the Obituaries.I will never forget when Momma saw Earl for 

the first time since he jilted her back in 1924, the way she treated him at  Gramma’s Funeral. ” 

 

Mary Jane thought about it.”Funny I don’t remember too much about the time when Gramma died. 

All my kids were very young then. I know Momma called to tell me Gramma was dying and she got 

there just before she died.”  

 

I sort of laughed, “I remember it like it was yesterday. We were living in Wantagh, in July of 1957, 

and Aunt Vina called to tell Momma  that Gramma had a stroke and she was in a coma, and that 

Momma better come right away because they didn’t expect Gramma to live through the night.”   

Momma called to let me know she was leaving  and was crying because she was so worried she 

wouldn’t be able to get there in time. It surprised me to hear her crying and so upset ,because as you 

know Momma never got along with Gramma, but, she was still her mother.” 

 

Late that night, Momma called that Gramma had die, and she got there just in time. She was all 

choked up telling me, “I think you and MaryJane should come  up there and be at Gramma’s funeral, 

especially you Rose, because you were named after Gramma.’ I took a deep breath and let her know, 

I would think about it. Afterall, I had 3 small children, and you had 4 small children. I knew you 

couldn’t go, and  I didn’t know how I could go.  

 

When Fred came home from work , I told him what happened and he said he would take the time off 

from work, being it was family, and he felt I should go. that he would take care of Rosemary 7 and 

Diana 5, if I took Freddie who was 2 and he had to be watched. Being he was just 2, the month 

before, he was into everything and I felt it was better he was with me . 

 

We too the long Island train into Pennsylvania station and got on Black Diamond, the name of the 

train on the Lehigh Valley Railroad that went to Towanda. I held Freddie on my lap and he loved 

seeing the big egine and being on the train, andwith the shaking back and forth as the train travelled 

along the tracks, it put him to sleep.  Momma was waiting for us at the Towanda  train station, and 

while she was driving us to Aunt Vina’s house, I  told her, “ I decided I am not going to Gramma’s 

funeral.  I’m sorry Momma” Seeing the look on her face I knew it upset her. I cried and told her, “I 

don’t want to remember Gramma being laid out in a coffin. I want to remember all the fun I had with 

her and that devilish grin she always had on her face.”  

 

Momma asked me annoyed, ‘Then why did you bother coming all the way up here if you are not ging 

to Gramma’s funeral?” 

 

I tried to explain it to her. “I wanted to go, but I changed my mind. If remember I wouldn’t even go to 

Uncle Jake’s funeral, in 1950, when he died.  I don’t want to remember for the rest of my life, seeing 

Gramma’s face laying in a coffin.”And  I sobbed and sobbed, and she could not make me change my 
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mind. then Momma started to cry and she let out a long sigh and didn’t argue with me anymore and 

she shook her head an dlooked at me saying, “There are times, I just don’t understand you, Rose.””   

     “You asked me how did Earl know Gramma died and I saidhe had theTowanda Daily sent to 

where he lived in Newton,  New Jersey. While he was checking the obituary column he noticed Rose 

Vanderworker Squires had died.’  He said, he always went to see her when he was in Towanda, when 

he visited his brother, and Leo and Ervin.  

 

 Earl said he never forgot  how good she was to him, when he lived up the road from her house, when 

he was growing up. He went to the one room school house with Leo, Ervin and Momma. and when  

they would come home from school,  she’d have Earl sit at the kitchen table with her  kids and put out  

a big plate of sugar cookies she made and they’d a;; get a small mason jar, not a glass,  filled with 

cool green tea or hot tea, depending on the weather.  

 

Sp when he read in the Townad Daily she had died, Earl said he felt terrible, bedaue he always liked 

her and  it was a very difficul  decision he had  to make whether he should go to her funeral, because 

he knew Momma would be there, and he didn’t want to cause any problems. He thought about it and 

he decided it  was something he had to do, and that it was the right thing to do, knowing how he felt 

about her and he was  Leo and Ervin best friend .since they were kids,  

 He always stopped in to see them every time he was in Wysox, visitng his brother, and he often met 

Vina when he was walking along Main Street with his brother. She always hugged and kissed him, 

and tell Him how glad she was to see him. That was why he decided he would go pay his respects to 

the family and leave. Stay with his brother, go to the funeral the next day and go home.”  

         

 “When he arrived at the funeral parlor he stood in the doorway with his hat in his hand, and he saw 

Momma with Vina sitting in the first row, and her 3 girls and Ruth was with them. At first, he 

hesitated to go offer Vina his condolence. and he stood there and kept looking around. He was 

surprised how many people  he knew that were sitting there, that remembered what happened 

between Myrtle and him, years ago. Seeing Leo, Ervin and Henry were sitting in the back row, he  

sort of waved to them and let them know he was going to see Vina first,  when they motioned to him , 

to come sit with them, “   

      

“He walked down the aisle and leaned over and kissed  Vina, and then his eyes locked on Momma,  

He couldn’t believe how young  she looked and when she looked up and realized it was Earl, she 

jumped up and grabbed her pocketbook  ran down the side aisle and hid in one of the rooms in the 

back of the  

 funeral parlor, and everyone turned around, because knew what happened.”  

         

Earl saw what she did and continued to talk to Aunt Vina and tell her how sorry he was that her 

mother had died and told her of the fond memories he had of her when he was growingup. She 

graciously patted his hand and thanked him for coming, knowing he drove all the way from New 

Jersey to be at her funeral.” 
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Leo and Ervin were watching Momma to see what she was going to do when she saw Earl was there, 

and they saw how she ran to the back, and they were laughing at her hiding from him.  Earl sat with 

them, and nothing was said about Myrtle,, because she stayed in one of the back offices. 

        

Aunt Vina  went  over to Earl and invited him to the dinner she was having in honor of  her mother, 

beafter the funeral the next day,  that is was only for family and friends. Earl shook his head and got 

all flustered and told her,“ I appreciate your asking me, Vina, as much as I would like to go,  I don’t 

think I should go . I don’t want to upset Myrtle anymore than she is, so I think it’s best I don’t go. I 

am going to stay at my brother’s house tonight, and after the funeral tomorrow, I’ll go straight home.”   

              

Suddenly,  they saw everyone was turning around an looking at who  

walked in the funeral parlor, and Earl said, “It’s your youngest sister, Dorot English.” Aunt Vina was 

furious when she heard how she started in wailing and carrying on, and she was so  embarrassed she 

walked ove to her and grabbed her by the arm and walked her back outside and told her, “You stop 

that nonsense right now, or you can leave  I will not let you  carry on like this, at Ma’s funeral, do you 

hear me. Why can’t you behave like everyone else.?’  

 

 The people that were sitting there, knew that was what Dorothy did, she was paid to wail land moan 

at funerals. She didn’t want to leave, so Aunt Vina let her sit in Momma’s seat, since she was still 

hiding somwhere in the back.’  

             

“Leo and Ervin were relieved to see Aunt Vina made Dorothy stop carrying  

 on like that, and resumed telling Earl, how their mother used to wait until  

 his father, ole Gil, would leave in the morning, to open his general store down the road, and she 

would sneak over to his orchard, holding up the bottom of her apron, and she’d go around and pick up 

all the fruit that was on the ground, beause she knew he would leave them there to rot, but  she never 

picked any   fruit off the trees. One story led to another one, about when they were going to school 

and in the winter they had to bring a iee of wood with them everyday.”  

They were having themselves a good laugh, being best friends all their lives, they enjoyed one 

another’s company whenever they got together and after years and years being together now and then,  

they never asked Earl, why he married Alta instead of  Myrtle?” 

 

The next day was the funeral and while Momma and Aunt Vina was getting dressed, I was getting 

things ready in the kitchen so when everyone came back, all they had to do was  sit down and eat. 

Before Aunt Vina leftm, she had me help her push one of the smaller tables next to the dining room 

table, so everyone could sit together.and she put on two big white starched tablecloths on, then a big 

lace tablecloth, she had crocheted.  

 

Before they left, Momma asked me, ‘Don’t you think you should at least go t Gramma’s funeral?” I 

looked a way and shook my head and nothing more was said and they kissed me and left. While 
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Freddie was taking a nap on the couch,  I set the table and heated up the roast chickens Aunt Vina ha 

cooked earlier, and  the pan of scalloped potatoes Momma made. I noticed one car after the other 

would  drive in, and put something on the back porch,  a cake, or a box of cookies, pieces of deep 

fried, chicken, bowl of hot meat balls in gravy, mashed potatoes, potato salad, a big bowl of cole slaw 

and each one had a Condolence card and I’d carry it inside and see it was from the neighbors and 

members of their church and on the bottom of all the platters and plates were their names written on a 

piece of adhesive tape,  so Aunt Vina would know who the dishes belonged to, and when she saw it, 

she said she would send them ‘thank you’ notes.. Coming from the city, I had never seen anything 

like that before, to see so people drop off food when someone died. They didn’t hang black wreaths 

and black ribbons on the door, like people did where we used to live in the city.” 

 

After the funeral all the friends and relatives arrived and I noticed, there were relatives I hadn’t seen 

for years, that used to come to the reuions Aunt Vina always had, that came from Hornell, New 

York.and one by one  the cars arrived and had to park on the lawn, and out in the hay field but not too 

many parked in driveway, because then no one could get in.”  

 

The house hd wall to wall people and the women helped cut up the roasted chickens that Aunt Vina 

cooked earlier and they put the cold fried chicken and salads on the table, and Shirley and Dorothy 

put out the homemade bread and butter pickles, sliced bread, bowls of butter and a small bowl of 

mayonnaise. Thre were so many people in the house, and outside on both the front and back proches, 

they wer glad to be there, and not in thehouse because it was so hot out. Momma was in the kitchen, 

sitting in front of the screen door to get some air, because it was so hot out.being it was Julyu. She 

was peeling and cutting up peaches into a big bowl she had in her lap and putting the peels in another 

one lon the floow while.  Aunt Vina was busy whipping a big bowl of cream she had dry ice 

around,for the peaches.  She turned around and told Momma, ‘Just so you know,  Myrtle, I did invite 

Earl to come and have dinner with us, but he  

doesn’t know if  he would or not.’  

 

Seeing the look that came over Momma’s face, I knew something was up, because she froze and 

stopped peeling the peaches, and she breathed the words,”Vina you didn’t.” and she sat there and 

nothing more was said. 

                     

 I was washing the bowls as they finished with them, and Freddie woke up .I sat him on a little stool 

we put on a chair and fed him. When he finished, with so many peole walking around in th4 kitchen, I 

held him and let him  

look out  the kitchen window so he could see all the cars that were parked out  

there. Then I noticed a greenish-blue car drive in, and the man was trying to find  a place to park and 

he parked along side the chicken coop. I had never seen him at Aunt Vina’s And I watched him walk 

up on the back porch. He .had on a very nice dark grey suit, a white starched shirt and grey and red 

stripe tie. and he stood at the screen door, and I was watching him and he acted like like he was trying 

to decide whether to go in or not. He took off his straw hat and smoothed down his hair, and knocked 
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on the wooden part of the screen door.  

 

Momma was sitting there.and when she looked up and saw it was Earl, she dropped the knife in the 

bowl and ran upstairs whimpering. Aunt Vina stopped whipping the cream. and pushed the door 

open. I stood there wondering what was going on. I watchedher open the door and say.‘Why for 

land’s sakes, Earl, do come in. I’m so glad you decided to come.’  

 

 I wondered who he was, seeing how she hugged and kissed him but when  

 Momma saw him, she ran upstairs. .Earl walked in holdling his hat in his hand and he Looked over at 

me and smiled and ruffled Freddie’s blonde curls and kissed him too. Then Uncle Leo and Ervin  

came out and were patting him on the back, had him go inside with them. I just assumed he was a 

good friend of theirs. But, then why did Momma run upstairs to get away from him. ” 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               

Dorothy finished whipping the cream for her mother and Shirley cut-up the       rest of the peaches 

and put some sugar on them, and the two of them were 

 laughing and giggling between themselves and I could tell they were talking about Earl. I put  

Freddie down so he could  play with his toys and Aunt Vina announced that dinner was ready and had 

everyone sit down. She told Earl to sit at the far end of the table, and Momma didn’t come down to 

eat, she was still upstairs .While everyone was busy talking Aunt Vina  flew up the stairs. 

 

 We could heard Momma crying and saying, ‘How could you invite Earl when you knew I was here?’ 

I never  heard Aunt Vina and Momma ever argue, and everyone heard her when she said, ’Myrtle, 

this is my houe my house and I will invite who I want to have dinner with us. Today, we are having 

this dinner in honor of Ma. and you know as well as I do,  she always did like Earl.and I felt it was 

only right that I invite him to be with us today.. So, go back downstairs where you belong with our 

family. What is done is done. What happened thirty-five years ago is over and done with. You’ve 

been married to Tom for 35 years, and today.Earl is with us because of Ma, So don’t go ruining this 

day for me, because we are all here to honor the memory of Ma, not rehash what happened between 

you and Earl 35 years ago.”  

                    

 “That was then I realized, something happened between Earl and Momma  

  thirty five years ago. Everyone sat there looking at one another. and    

  Aunt Vina came downstairs with Momma and ha dher down sit at the  

  other end of the table. She kept her head down, and wouldn’t look at me, or    

  Earl or anyone else.There was so such tension in the air, that no one could  

  enjoy their dinner, all eyes were on Momma and Earl. After everyone   

  finished eating, Dorothy and Shirley cleared the table and the people that were  

  sitting outside on the porches brought in their plates, and waited for some  

  coffee that had big urns, that had been borrowed from their church. When they   

  were about to serve the coffee and cake, Earl got up and excused himself and  

  went Aunt Vina and sort of whispered to ther, ‘I’m sorry Vina, I am not going    
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   to wait for coffee and cake. I think it’s best I leave now.  It’s a long drive back   

  to Newton, and I want to get home before dark.’ Of course, she knew that was    

  not the reason why, but she smiled and got up and so did Uncle Henry, Leo   

   and Ervin and they walked Earl to the door. He picked up his hat and looked  

  in at Momma one last time, and she ran back upstairs crying again.” 

 

“I sat there and was so confused as to what was going on, I had to get up from the table when I saw 

Freddie chasing their dog Nipper into the kitchen. 

When I grabbed a hold of him, and as I held him I couldn’t help but hear Aunt Vina say, “Why, 

Earl, you mean, you didn’t know that is Myrtle’s oldest girl, Rose, She lived on Long Island and 

she was named after Ma,  like my Roseanna was. Seeing me standung there holding , Freddie.’. 

Earl gave me a big smile and  ran his hand through his blonde curly hair and I told him, ‘This is 

Freddiem he was on television this past May, Have you ever watched the show, ‘I GOT A 

SECRET’? Well he was on it and and they gave him his first haircut.:  Earl looked at me. ‘I always 

watch that program. I guess I must have fallen asleep, because I would have remembered seeing 

him.” Then he kissed me right on the lips.and I backed away from him. I thought, he had some 

nerve to kiss me on the lips, when I didn’t he know him!” 

 

  “The men shook hands with Earl and I stood with Aunt Vina and U heard    

    Uncle Henry tell Earl,” Oh yes, she’s still married to Tom but he’s was ;put   

    Away in a Veteran’s Mental Hosital, he doesn’t know her or anyone else.   

    She doin’ alright for herself, she a flower shop somewhere on Long  Island.’  

 

I saw Uncle Henry take his wallet out and hand Earl one of Momma’s    

    business cards and.He looked at it, and asked, ‘How come if it is hers, she   

    calls it THE ROSE MARY SHOP?”  Uncle Henry shrugged and Earl  

stuck it in his wallet and dodded and walked down the steps and got in his car. We was waving as 

he left,  but he wasn’t waving to us, he was waving up to Momma, because she was at the window 

upstairs watching him leave 

.  

   Aunt Vina put her arm around me  and we went back inside, and I told her,    

  “You know I am still annoyed that your friend Earl kissed me like that.” 

 

    She looked at me, and I asked her, “Who was that man that just left. I am  

   sorry but I think he had a lot of nerve to kiss me on the lips the way he did.”   

                                  

    Aunt Vine turned around and looked so surprised.“You mean, you didn’t   

    know that was Earl Pipher? For heaven’s sakes, Rose, your mother was  

    engaged to him for four years, they were ready to get married and she had her  

    dress p;icked out, when he jilted her in 1923 or 4 and married Alta, a girl in  

    their class, but, he was wrong, because she was working in the city and he  
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    never told her.  I can’t believe she never told you about Earl. Why he walked  

    her to school everyday, and she was so in love with him, she never went  

    with anyone else. I didn’t have the heart to write and tell her, I knew what it would do to her, 

because she was so happy planning a June wedding. 

  Well, she and cried and cried for months after she found out what he did...’ WAnd don’t you think 

that same year, Bridgetta, a girl she worked with,  I am sure you have heard your mother talk about 

her,  she introduced her to your father at an Irish dance in the city.  She changes her religion so she 

could marry him, and she gets  married in the Catholic Church, here in Towanda, a church she had 

never been in, to make sure that Earl would know, she got married .’  

                     

I was stunned when she told me who Earl was and I asked her   “I wonder why Momma  never told us 

about Earl?” Knowing  Momma was still upstairs she whispered, “You know as well as I do,  your 

mother never loved your father.  She only married him to get back at Earl. I know she never stopped 

loving Earl.  

And the only reason she married your father so fast, was to get back at Earl. 

 I am not telling you anything new, she was never happy.being married to your father  all they ever 

did was fight over his drinking and gambling and she had to go to work to support you kids. I have to 

say this for your father, he never drank when he was in our house. He knew if he brought any liquor 

in our house again,  he could never come back, He liked being here on the farm, becaue it reminded 

of the fam he grew u on in Ireland and he surprised us how much he enjoyed doing odd jobs for us, 

when he was here on his vacation, and I often tell this sotry, how hard your father worked to make us 

a new driveway one summer.’ 

 

“It was the summer of 1942, and we were at war and gas ws being rationed, and you could not get 

gas, unless your job had some connection to the war. because That summer your father took the 

Greyhound bus, and you  kids were with your  

 at Lake Placid, because then she was working for Mrs. Kolman at her summer home, from Memorial 

Day until Labor Day. Mrs. Kolman would invite you kids to come as often as you wanted, but it took 

12 hours on the bus to get from the city to Lake Placid, so you would go for 2 weeks then take the bus 

here and be here for the rest of the summer.” 

                  

While your father was here, seeing the big mud holes in our driveway, your father  he decided  he was 

going to put in a stone driveway for us. We thanked him for thinking he could but we didn’t want him 

to, because we figured he didn’t know the first thing about how to make a driveway with stonesm but 

he did know, and. you wouldn’t believe what he did and how hard he worked out  

 in the hot sun, day after day, breaking up all those stones that we ordered them He  paid half and we 

paid half, because he said it was something he wanted to do for us. because everytime it rained, we 

had all that mud in the driveway. 

                     

We were really afraid to let him do it, because, he lived in the city ever since we  

 knew him, but he convinced Henry, he knew what he was talking about. I was more concerned about 
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the big mess he would be leaving us,  when it was time for him to back to  his job in the city  A big 

truck came and dumped piles of the stones, along the ide of the driveway, and day after day, he was 

out there breaking them into smaller pieces with a big sledge hammer we had in the barn.  

 

Before Henry let him have it, he asked him if he knew how to use it and uour father laughed at him 

and told him  that he used one for years in Ireland, that he worked with his uncle and made driveways 

on his farms with stones, and he helped make the stone walkways from his house out to the barn , and 

outside of the stables they used stones, where  the cows,sheep and horses stood aroud,  so they 

wouldn’t get  mired down in the mud everytime it rained.  

 

We were amazed at what he could do. When Henry would insist he wanted to help him, he refused to 

let him, because he said, it was something he wanted to do that for us and look how it has held up 

after all these year, even with all the rain and snow we’ve had.’   

         .  

Aunt Vina sort of smiled, “I really can’t understand why your mother never told you about Earl. But, 

you have to understand, it was a terrible thing for her to h to go through, she was so heartbroken and 

embarrassed, because of what Earl did to her.  We all agree, he was wrong, he should have broken off 

his engagement to her first.  When I heard Earl had married Alta, when he was still engaged to 

Myrtle. I knew I should have written Myrtle and let her know what Earl  did, but she was all alone in 

the city and no family, I just couldn’t do it,  aIt was her girlfriend Helen Ross, that had the courage to 

write and tell her.’    

 

‘ Of course, you know, that was nothing but a big act she put on today, when she saw Earl. And don’t 

think Earl didn’t have his own problems when he married Alta. He had a drinking problem too.but, at 

least he was smart enough to do something about it, before it got the better of him. He joined the 

AA.and  hasn’t had a drink in 7 years.” 

 

 I’m sorry your mother is so upset about Earl being here. How could I not invite him, afterall,  he’s 

been part of our family all these years, and he’s been Leo an Ervin’s friend since they were boys in 

school, and Ma was very fond of Earl too, that I felt he belonged with us on a day like today.’   

 

“We heard the sound of Momma’s high heels  coming downstairs, and we stopped talking and went 

in and sat at the table  with the Vanderworkers from Hornell and their neighbors and friends from 

church were sitting there talking to one another and drinking coffee, and having some more cake.   

 

Aunt Vina poured  somehot coffee into the cups and asked Momma as she sat deown, if she wanted 

any and she reached her hand out and took the coffee an drank it down and sat there sighig and 

thinking to her self. Shirley cut into another cake and pie and Dorothy put it on the plates and passed 

it around, but the cups of coffee.  Momma sat there eyeing me, and I knew she was wondering if Aunt 

Vina told me about Earl but I sat there watching Freddie, so he didn’t get into any trouble, and she  

didn’t mention his name and neither did I.” 
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“Momma drove me home the next morning and she never mentioned Earl and I wasn’t about to tell 

her Uncle Henry gave Earl her business card.  

 

It seems when Earl went home, he couldn’t wait to get out a map and see where Valley Stream, Long 

Island was. He decided he was going  to go see Myrtle and try to talk to her and had his son Rodney 

go with him. Rodney was about 34 and lived alone. Hewas a disabled veteran, wounded in WWII, 

and was very close to Earl. He had him go with him, since he knew about Momma and what 

happened between them years ago, and he was anxious for him to meet her.’ 

 

They left and when got to the city, they were caught in the 5 o’clock rush hour and had to find out, 

how to get Valley Stream, When they pulled up in front of her store,  Momma heard the wind-chimes, 

when Earl opened the door. She looked out  to see who it was, and nearly fainted when she saw it was 

Earl standing there. She got so angry that she pushed him back out the door and slammed it in his 

face .and pulled down the dark green shade on the door, then locked it. Tthe two of them stood there, 

and all they could do was laugh and find  a place where they could eat and go back home.”  

 

Mary Jane said, “But, 4 years later, didn’t  Earl and Rodney go back to Valley Stream to see Momma.  

It was in the Towanda Daily, that Myrlte Squires Mc Arow, husand had died in the Veteran’s home 

on Long Island, and again he took Rodney with him and they went to see Momma in Valley Stream..”  

 

 

 

 

                        

       MYRTLE SQUIRES MC AROW LOCAL GIRL FROM WYSOX 

 

           HUSBAND DIES IN VETERAN’S HOSPITAL ON LONG ISLAND  

     

       Owner of the ROSE MARY flower shop in Valley Stream, Long Island 

            Husband of 37 years  Thomas F, Mc Arow died May 19, 1961, 

                            in Kings Park Veteran’s Mental Hospital. 

     He will be buried in Pinelawn National Cemetery,  Pinelawn, Long Island 

 

 

 

Momma was so foxy, she never told me they had been writing one another for several months and 

were talking on the phone/She tried to explain to me, that he started writing her, and at first she didn’t 

answer any of his letters, but it didn’t stop him, he kept writing her and one day she decided to write 

him back and let him know how she felt, about what he did to her. That was when he called her.  
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Then she invited Earl to see her, he came with Rodney the second time.. and when he walked in 

instead of saying ‘hello’he tossed his hat in on the rug.    Momma wondered why he did he do such a 

silly thing like that?  He told her, “That’s what the old timers did, to find out whether they were going 

to be welcomed in somebodys house before they walked in any further.” 

Mary Jane chuckled, “I guess that broke the ice for them.”  

“Momma said that Earl just stood there looking at her, and when their eyes met his, it was a very 

awkward situation for the both of them, after all those years t to stand there looking at one another,  

knowing what they had once meant to one another. She quick invited them into the kitchen, and had 

sit down in her liing room, because dinner was ready, if they wanted to wash up, and she showed then 

the bathroom was off the kitchen. When they sat dwon at the card table, she  could see they were very 

uncomfortable, because hd to use a card table and put it in her living room. Seeing the way they  

were.looking around, she knew they were wondering why she lived the back of her store and Earl 

finally asked, “You live here all the time?”             

 Knowing Earl had a house in the country. she explained to him,”Yes, I know this is small, but I am 

very comfortable living here. I sleep on the couch at night and have my meals on this marble-top 

coffee table in front of the TV.” 

And as you can see I have a nice back yard and a big shade tree where I park my car and I love to sit 

out there, and one of the boys in the neighborhood mows the grass for me.” 

    .Earl looked at Rodney and they were a bit bewildered by her lifestyle and she went back to the 

kitchen to bring in their dinner. Seeing the wine glasses on the table, Earl let her know he was a 

recovering alcoholic, and he only drank ginger ale or root beer. She smiled and op;ened a bottle of 

ginger ale and oliyred ut un their  glasses, then brought in the salads and their plates with cut-up roast 

chicken  and buttered asparagas, she had waiting in the oven.  Momma was pleased to see they 

enjoyed their dinner and especially her lemon meringue pie and coffee. They talked so much, she 

didn’t realize what time it was and she wgot  nervous when they didn’t make any effort to leave, and 

was afraid they thought they could stay the night.,  Bit, they got up and said, “Well we better be 

getting along, it’s a long ride back home. This time Earl hugged and kissed her and so did Rodney. 

Seeing them leave, she was glad to see it was Rodney that got behind the wheel, when they waved 

and drove off.  She ulled down the shade and locked the door , and said she couldn’t stop crying, 

because she hated to see Earl go, and realized how much she still cared about him.” 

Mary Jane laughed, “ Well, I guess all was forgiven because it wasn’t long after that visit that Earl 

moved in with her and he was with her until he died in 1976, but she never would tell us how he won 

her over, not that it matters now.”  

 I asked Mary Jane,  “Do you know how I found out Earl was living with Momma?” It was March 3, 

1965, Valerie’s fifth birthday. Momma called to tell me she was coming over with a birthday cake 

she made for Valerie.h There was a long pause and she whispered. “Would you mind if I brought a 

nan friend?”  
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I laughed, ‘Of course not, bring him..”  

 

Momma walks in and behind her was  Earl, and she introduces him to me to him. She forgot I  met 

him Earl at Gramma’s funeral in 1957, when she treated his so badly,  I didn’t let on I knew him and 

neither did Earl. Then she tired to   explain to me me, who Earl was. The next thing I know she asked 

me to walk me around the block with her,  becaue she had to tell me something. She had a terrible 

time trying to tell me Earl was living with her for the past month.   As surprised, as I was,  I was both 

happy ahd surprised she found it in her heart to forgive him, after what he did to her.  I don’t think I 

could have forgiven him.”  

“We walked around the block, she stopped and looked at me, ‘All I ask, is please don’t ask me any 

questions, and le me tell Mary Jane about Earl,.because I don’t want you telling her, because we plan 

to go see her this week end.‘.  

What I could not understand it was so out of character for Momma to do something like that. Who 

would believed she would ever live with a man she wasn’t married to. I mean, Momma was so 

religious she lived in church.: 

What did you say to her, when she told you Earl was living with her?”  

“ I put my arm around her and hugged her and told her, “Momma, I am so happy for you. I can see it 

in your face.,I think it is just wonderful. Did he  divorce Alta, or did she die,  that he is living with 

you now?” There was dead sukencem and I asked her again.” 

She shrugged, and said, “He said they were se;parated and he was living in a separate house on their 

p;roperty.” And she let out a long tied sigh and I didn’t say anything, but I thought to myself…’wow’ 

she sure must love him that he would let him come live with her in hr store, where everyone knows 

her, and I wondered howshe exlained Earl living there, since she wasn’t married to him?  

 Mary Jane sighed, “You can imagine how I felt, when she brought  Earl here the first time and me 

what was going on. At least I did remembere what you told me about what she did, when you were at 

Gramma’s funeral, so I knew she had been engaged to him before she married Daddy.  What 

bothered me was  if he was separted from Alta, then why didn’t he get divorced, when he decided to 

move in with Momma?  Well , we’ll never know why. and it’s really none of our business..”. 

I agreed. “At least they were very happy for 10 years and they really enjoyed the time they had 

together. Every Friday night, Momma closed her shop and they’d take off to Vermont, Maine or 

Virginia, They went away every week end, and didn’t come back until Monday night..  

 

Mary Jane thought about it, “After that fire she had in her store, she moved to New Jersey rented that 

store on the corner of Teaneck Road. Momma was sorry she did, .because she never made any money 

there. I think she moved over there so she could help Sonny, take care of his children, But, you know 

him, he got mad and told her,’he didn’t want her interfering with his kids or his life.’ That really hurt 

Momma because spent her life worrying about him, But, he didn’t care about her, or how 

disappointed her, when he’d call and say he was coming for dinner. She made everything he liked and 
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he never called or show up. 

What always bothered me, you and I know how good Sonny used to be to Momma, and she was so 

proud of how he did are about her. What happened to him when he got older, I don’t know .Maybe 

when Pat died, he just gave up because that was when his drinking got worse and worse. When 

Momma tried to tell him she should be  taking better care of his kids, he’d argue that he didn’t need 

her to tell him what to do or how to take care of his kids. He drank so much, Momma took them in, 

when she heard the county was going to take them from him and put the younger ones in foster 

homes, in 1976.”  

 

“I reminded Mary Jane. “That year so many things happened to her. Earl had Epilepsey and he would 

have  seizure, now and then, but he would be fine after them. When he decided to have that operation 

to try and stop the seizures, Momma pleaded with him not to and he did, and he never recovered from 

it. 

  

His cousins would call Momma and let her know what was going on with Earl, and told her he was in 

bad shape. She wanted to go and see for herself. It was h 2 weeks after he had been operated on, and 

they had placed him in a nursing home  in New Jersey, but it was way west and near the border of 

Pennsylvania. It was a new building built into the side of a mountain, far away from everything else.. 

We met his two lady cousins there, and went to where he was. Momma almost fainted when she saw 

the condition he was in. He never looked at us or even knew we were there. Earl never moved, he just 

sat there and stared straight ahead. Momma kept crying and say his name, andthere was no reaction 

The had his head was banaged so it looked like he had a big white turban on. 

  

He was in a big  room with other patients that were in wheel chairs. The window was huge, it went 

from the floor to the ceiling, and looked out at the side of a mountain Being it was spring and it was 

so beautiful, seeing all  the dogwoods, rhododendrons and azaleas in full bloom. Earl was slumped 

over, but tied around te chest and waist to the wheel chair, they made sure  he wouldn’t fall out. 

Momma kissed him, and no matter how many times she said, “Earl,”  he never responded.  I knew it 

broke her heart seeing him like that,  and I took her home and she cried, “He might as well be dead.” 

and she never wanted to go back , and Earl died. Then Momma hit her head, and she ended up in the 

hospital for three months.”  

 

Mary Jane said, “Yes, it was about a month later, Momma was rushed to Holy Name Hospital,  just 

before her birthday, June 12th. She hit her head on the frame of her car getting in, and she had not 1 

but 3 aneuryisms on her brain.”  

They had to operate on her head to remove them, and.she was in a coma for severl days, and they 

kept her in the hospital for 3 months. And it ended ut that, like Earl,  she didn’t know any of us, and I 

thought she was going to end up like Earl. It was September when we brought her home, and we 

decided it was best that we didn’t tell her Earl had died, and we wer so surprised, she was the one 

who  told us, because somehow she knew he had died.” 
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Mary Jane nodded, “She was in the hospital 3 months, and we never told her. When they finally did 

discharge her.  My John  and Johnny  went to bring her home to our house to stay, and she was so 

thin, because she had  lost 50 pounds, She couldn’t walk, lift her arms or legs, or go up ad down the 

stairs. but  she was determined she was going to walk and started exercising her arms and legs 

everyday, by jusing her mothers old fashioned flat irons,  and in a month later she was walking and 

driving her car.”  

 

We sat there talking about what Momma did when she just got out of the hospital, after being on the 

flat of her back for 3 months. I said, when she was 76,  we felt she should be retiring, instead of 

getting that big house on Elm Street, so she could take in Sonny’s children, because the county was 

going to take them. She gave them a home for thirteen years and Sonny never helped her out, she 

used her money to feed and clothe his children, and it was a lot of work for her to cook and take care 

of all those boys and Nora. You argued with her and I argued with her that she should not get that 

house and take Sonny’s kids in, at her age, she should be retiring. Little did we realize how happy she 

would be in that house, until she finally had to give in and live with me in Florida”  

 

“I didn’t finish telling you about the fire she had in her store in Valley Stream, and how she almost 

died. When I think ofit,  I don’t know of any one that, ‘almost’ died as many times as Momma did.   

 

Earl had gone to Newton on business, and while he was on the way there, it started to snow . When he 

started back around 3 in the afternoon, it was snowing so heavy he could hardly see, and, it was 7 

degrees out.  He he was afraid to drive in weather like that. so he called Momma to tell her he was 

going to stay with Rodney.and gave her his phone number but he would leave early in the morning, 

because the roads would be plowed by then. “ 

 

“The next morning the sun was out, and he called to tell her, he was on his way, but there was no 

answer, Thinking she was out  he left for Valley Stream,. When he went to park the car, he was 

shocked to see all the stores were boarded-up, and realized there had been a fire there, and Momma’s 

store was all boarded up too. He panicked and hurried into the deli.  Frank told him the fire started in 

the tire store, a few doors down, and all the tires that were on fire and  burning. And it caused a thick 

acrid smoke.  When the firemen were going from store to store, tp water down the walls and ceilings, 

because it was  below zero, .the heat c,onmg from the fire broke the glass on the doors, and windows,  

all the firemen had to do was step inside tp hose down the inside of the stores. 

 

 When they got to her store, and stepped inside, they thought he heard someone coughing in the back. 

Whenthey didn’t’ hear it again they continued to hose down the front of store. They didn’t realize 

anyone lived in the back, and somce it was pitch dark when they went to check to see if anyone was 

back there, they stumbled over Momma, lying on the floor. They picked her up and ran outside with 

her  and kept giving her oxygen. but she kept slipping in and out of consciousness, they had her to 

take her to the hospital.” 
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Earl called me from the hospital, “I was wondering if you knew what happened to your mother last 

night? I just got back from Newton, and I’m with your mother in the hospital, because Frank just told 

me, she was in the hospotal because they had a big fire in all those stores last night, and the firemen 

found your mother on the floor, because she was overcome by all the smoke coming from the tire 

store.. The doctor just told me,  she is doing a lot better now.” 

I screamed, “What fire? What do you mean that Momma I sin the hospital because of the fire she had 

in her store?’ 

Earl was upset as it was, and he said, “The fire wasn’t in her store, it started in the tire store and it 

went from one store to the next and all the stores were filled with that thick black smoke. Your 

mother was asleep, andsheinhaled all that smoke, and the firemen found her passed out on the floor.  I 

feel so bad because  I wasn’t there. I wasn’t able to get back last night.because it was snowing so bad 

in Newton,and it being 7 below zero,  I didn’t want to get stuck in the snow along the road.’   

 

I called your mother and let her know I was staying with Rodney and I’d be back first thing in the 

morning, if the roads were plowed, Oh God, I should have come anyhow, only that fireman found 

her, she would have died hee all alone from smoke inhilation. I hope she is going to be alright. The 

docor said they were going to release her soon, but she keeps coughing and coughing, “  

I was gasping, and trying to listen to what Earl was telling me, and I finally told him, “I didn’t know 

Momma store went on fire and she was in the hospital?  

Earl apologized., ‘I am sorry,  I thought you knew.”      

I sobbed,  “No! No one called to tell me Momma was in the hospital”. 

I realized her store was boarded up, and they had no place to go. I told Earl, “You can’t go back in 

that srore, and I want you and Momma to stay here. ”.  

                      

Earl thanked me, and said, “But all our clothes are there, We have to go back one way or the other.” 

A couple of hours later, he called again to say,  they were coming to our house and would be there in 

half an hour.. When I saw Momma getting out of his car, I ran to help her, she looked terrible, and she 

wasstill in the hospital gown with a robe over her,  and she was so weak. I felt they should not have 

released her, because she kept coughing and gagging and had lenty of Kleenex, because she kept 

bringing up so much black soot. because she inhaled so much of the smoke coming from the tires 

burning. 

                            

Momma coughed most of the day and when she tried to lay down and sleep, she could’t, she kept 

coughing and waking up.  Earl kept  pacing the floor back and forth and felt she should go see a 

doctor. She shook her head, and told him annoyed,  becaue she didn’t good good, “I just came home 

from the hospital, why would I want to go see a doctor for?”   
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The next day, she asked me would I take her back to the store. so she could see the damage that had 

been done?  The back door wasn’t damaged, and she pu the kep in the lock and hesitated before she 

walked in.  The entire store was covered with black soot and there was water everywhere and it was 

frozen solid, becaue it was 11 degrees the night before.  

Momma covered her fce and burst into tears when she saw how everything in her store was ruined. It 

was such a terrible mess, not that anything burned  it was  the black soot and water damage..When the 

firemen were hosing down the walls and the ceiling,  the water went in all her customrs’s crystal and 

china dishes and it froze and cracked their beautiful dishes, that were there for her to make  

arrangemtns in, as well as all the vases and dishes she had in stock and lined up on the shelves.. 

Everywhere we looked, the walls, the furniture the pictures, her her silk for the flowers,  everything in 

her living room, the couch, the closet was covered with the black soot, the kind that wouldn’t rub off. 

When we went to take the clothes out of the closet, they reeked from the smell of the smoke, that it 

actually made us sick to our stomach, and we left most of them there, there were so sull of soot. We 

saved what we could, and put them in boxes we got from Frank, in the deli next door. I took all the 

important papers and check book and what was in the folders in her desk,  tax papers, social security, 

Daddy pension paper from the navy, her insurance papers address book with customer’s names and in 

another box I dook some of the pictures she liked off the wall.   

I had to get Momma outside, because the smell of the smoke was causing her to start coughing again, 

and it got so bad, she couldn’t stop coughing and it was exhausting her.. Earl had her sit in the car, and 

he stayed with her while I went back  and tried to save whatever I could, But, it was 17 degrees out, and 

it was so cold, I couldn’t stay. Ear; put the boxes in the trunk,and locked the door. Momma was sitting 

there coughing, and she kept saying, ‘And this too,shall pass’.  

Little did any of us realize then.  that chapter of her life was over. and the next fifteen years were going 

to be very different.”  

 

. 

 

                     

.”                   

               

 

     “ 

 in the wrong location.          

 Mary Jane sighed. “Wasn’t it one of Earl’s sons that “Right. The doctor advised him there was a 

proceedure that ‘might’ help Earl, but, he should think about it,  because it was a very dangerous 
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procedure. Earl and his son decided he should have and Momma pleaded with Earl, not to. He was so 

sure it 

would help him. 

 

“Earl told Momma about his two recluse, strange cousins, a mother and daughter that lived near him, 

somewhere in New Jersey.They didn’t let anyone know where they lived, but him, for a reason. and 

he used to go see them all the time. He never mentioned a father or a husband to Momma, and she 

wondered why and came to her own conclusions. But, they happened to like Earl and they would fuss 

over him, and send him home with canned vegetables or fruit they had put up, and he would laugh 

and tell Momma he was afraid to eat them.” 

 

One day, they decided they would like to meet Momma, but. she had no idea how they lived, but, she 

had to promise she wouldn’t tell anyone else where it was.because they would have Earl. hide their 

money in a big tin box, the had under a  huge rock up on a hill, Earl said the rock so big that only Earl 

could move it for them and put it back for them..At first, they did not like the idea that Earl brought 

Momma along, and kept their eye on her. When she saw how they lived, she was appalled, but wasn’t 

surprised why they kept to themselves and had nothing to do with people. When he told her they were 

strange, she found out just how they strange, because of the way they dressed and lived. and neither 

one of them worked, but she would never ask where they got the money that was sent to the post 

office every month, and Earl was in charge of getting it, cashing it and hiding it for them.. Everytime 

they needed money, they would call him to get out the strong box they had buried there, so you know 

they were very worried about Momma when Earl brought her there that first time.” 

 

“They looked her up and down and refused to talk to her, and walked back in the house without even 

saying ‘hello’ to her, that Momma thought  they weren’t going to let her in and they didn’t.  They had 

her sit out on the porch and they talked, after an hour or so, they probably decided she was alright, 

and invited her inside. Then they couldn’t do enough for her and were waiting on her hand and foot, 

wanting to show her what they had crocheted, a big wool afghan, scarves and sweaters. \\When they 

made lunch and then dinner, Momma was afraid to eat what they cooked, after seeing the canned 

goods on the shelves were rusted, and the canned food they boasted that they had made, the paper 

labels were so discolored that she gagged when they opened the vegetables and put them in a pot to 

heat up. When she didn’t eat the food they put in front of her, they’d insisted she had  to eat 

something. Momma thanked them and told them, ‘she  wasn’t hungry. ’ They made her a sandwich 

and gave it to her.and Momma almost choked when she saw the moldy cheese between the bread. and 

drank the coffee black, after seeing the condition of the label on the can of evaporated milk.”  

“It was those cousins that went to see Earl everyday in the nursing home. but they upset Momma 

by telling gher, he never moves, and je doesn’t know us anyone or anyone else, since those 

doctors went and operated on him.They got him tied in a wheelchair so he won’t fall out and he 

can’t hold his head up. That was all Momma had to hear,  she had to go see him. She called me 

and asked. ”Will you take me to see Earl? No, I don’t know if I want to see him like that.”    
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             I told Momma, “I’ll gladly take you, but you need to find out where it is and what route we   

             should take. The cousins told Momma, it was on the western side of New Jersey, almost to 

the ‘            border of Pennsylvania off route 46.  We drove and drove and we got lost.because of their 

‘    ‘            directions  and had to ask different gas stations if they knew where it was. We finally 

found it.  

             We passed it a couple of times.because it was built on the side of the mountain, away from 

any  

 houses or businesses.  

         

It was April and the mountain side was beautiful, the dogwood trees were in bloom, and the 

laurel, azaleas and  

                    rhododendron bushes was something to see. We walked into the building and the  

                    and the cousins were waiting for us in the lobby. They appeared older than I  

                    expected, probably because of the way they were dressed. They were definitely  

                    weird, like Momma said they were, but they were very nice and soft spoken. You  

                    should have seen how they looked me up and down,.and never said a word to me,  

                    then they walked us down the hall to a huge room where Earl was, with so many  

                   other people just sitting in wheel chairs.. The entire wall was a window that  

                    went from the floor to the ceiling, where they could look at the mountain all in  

                    bloom. As beautiful as it was, seeing the faces of the patients sitting there in wheel  

                    chairs  I doubt they were aware of where they were or what they were looking at.” 

    

 

 

 

                     “When Momma saw Earl, she burst out crying and sobbed, “Oh dear God, what did 

                     they do to him? There’s something terribly wrong  with him that he can’t hold his  

                     head up. See how it’s leaning to one side.’ Momma  leaned over and put her arm  

                     around him, and gave him a big smile,  thinking he would recognize her. But he  

                     never moved, he just stared straight ahead, like he was in a trance. His entire head  

                     was wrapped with layers and layers of white gauze, that it looked like he was  

                     wearing a big white turban.  Momma kissed him, but their was no reaction and she  

                     stood there not believing what happened to him, and the tears were running down  

                    her face, and she kept sobbing, “Earl, Earl, it’s me. Look at me. Please look at me.”   

                    But, there was absolutely no no reaction in his face or his eyes, and she knelt down.    

                    and held his face in her hands and sobbing she told him, “Oh Earl, what did they do  

                    to you?”  The cousins grumbled at her, ”See, didn’t we tell you he couldn’t speak or  

                    sit up! That’s what they did to him.” They just turned around and walked out of the  
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                    room and left us standing there, and they went home.” 

 

                    “Momma  grabbed a hold of my arm so tight, she was hurting me and she sobbed,      

                    ‘Get me out of here and take me home.. I wish I had neve come here anred had to  

                     see him like that.’ She hurried out of the room so fast, and I followed her, as she ran  

                     out of the building and to the car. She got  in and leaned over and covered her face  

                     with her hands and she wept so that I didn’t know what to do for her. She sat there   

asking God, ‘How could you let such a terrible thing happen to Earl, when he is such a   ‘     

good person?’  

 

She had he crying too, because my heart ached for her. She sighed and wiped her eyes and 

looked so sad when she 

                     said,. “Earl is never coming out of that place. He is going to die in there and I will  

                     never see him again.’  She blw her nose in her hanky and sobbed, ‘Why did they                        

                     have to do that to him. He was alright the way he was. He got seizures now and  

                     then, but he always  snapped out of them and was fine. They experimented on him  

                     like he was an animal. Oh, Rose why didn’t he listen to me. I begged him not to let  

      them do this to him. Oh Rose, I’m never going to see Earl again, never.”  

                      

                      Momma cried all the way back to Ridgefield  Park. andwhen we walked into  her shop I  

                      made her a  cup of tea, but she didn’t want it. She laid down on the couch and sobbed  

                      that she was hyper-ventilating, and I thought she was going to pass out on me.”  

  

                Mary Jane kept nodding, ‘I remember you told me what happened. She closed her store 

and lived with Mary Jane and Charlie. And the cousins had Mary Jane’s number and they 

would call Momma and say,.  

,‘He’s a goner, he aint’ neer coming out there. tht Momma asked them not to all her anymore that 

she  knew Earl ws going to die, and she  asked them not to call her anymore. 

 

Mary Jane laughed, ”So what did they do, they called me every night  to tell me, ‘There’s no was   

‘no change’, ask how Momma was and hang up. I’d thank them because, they were 

concerned about Momma too.  

Whe  she closed her store and was living with lil Mary Jaen, she dint’ hae anything to do, she 

was bored and was going crazy with to much tim eon her hands  and she opens another 

store, but it was a vry small store and again she had no customers. Sine she knew this florist 

in Teaneck, from when she worked with Judith Garden, she worked for him part-tiem and 

that took her mind off Earl.  
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I reminded Mary Jane, “We were so glad Momma really liked working there, She. was working 

there about 6 weeks, and we were planning to celebrate her 76th birthday a a restaurant she 

liked, she closed her eyes and quietly said, ‘No, please don’t. I don’t want to celgrte my 

birthday, I’m too upset over Earl.Please, I appreciate it, but  I don’t want any party.”  

      We let her know we understood, and you convinced her she should go and little did we know 

she would be in a coma in a coma in the hospital for her 76th birthday. ” 

 

“She was leaving Charlie’s house in the morning  to go to work in the flower shop. You know 

Momma, she always looked nice when she went to work, and that day she was wearing an orange 

and yellow print blouse and a beige pants suit, and had her hair was tied back with a silkorange 

silk scarf.and  as she was getting in her car,  she banged the side of her head hard on the upper 

frame of the  car. It hurt and she kept rubbing it, and decided she would put ice on it when she got 

to work. When she walkedin they were having coffee as usual, and she sat with and mentioned he 

had banged her head, and forgot to put ice on it.  

 

        “ Suddenly, she complained that she had a terrible pain in her head, and then she got sick to  

her stomach and excused herself and started to run to the bathroom, when she threw up and passed 

out on the floor. Clarence immediately dialed 911, the ambulance came and took her to Holy 

Name Hosptial. 

  

Clarence called you to tell you what happened to Momma then wyou called me,  I panicked and 

drove to the Holy Name hospital and found her on a gurney in the hall in E.R. She had come around, 

and told me how she had hit her head that morning on her car, and was moaning that her head hurt so 

bad, and she kept rubbing it and asking me, ‘Rose, can’t you get someone to give me something, 

because my head hurts so bad. Then she cried out, ‘Can’t someone to give me something for this 

terrible pain?’  

 

“That was a Thursday. I went home and came back Friday, and she was still out in the hall, and not in 

a room, and I stayed a couple of hours with her.  The next day was Saturday and it was your 

Johnnie’s wedding. and I was on the way to the church, in a long gown and decided,  I better run in 

and see how Momma  first.It bothered me how she kept complaining about the pain in her head for 

two days.and  felt ridiculous walking in the hospital early Saturday morning in a long fancy gown, 

but I didn’t care. It was Saturday, and I knew Dr. Mc Intosh had off, and he would be making his 

rounds early.  

When he saw me, he looked at me wearing a long gown and told me, “I’ve signed the papers and I’m 

realeasing your mother today, so you can take her home today.” I told him, ‘I’m not taking her home? 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          529 

 

Not when she is in there moaning with the  pain she has had in her head since Thirsday..  I’ve been 

here everyday, and she’s done nothing but cry with the pain she had had to endure, and she still has 

it?’ I could tell the way he was breathing in and out and looking at me, hesee he was annoyed He put 

his hand on my shoulder “Look! She’s fine or I wouldn’t be sending her home.” He smiled and said 

“.I am the doctor here, and I’m sending her home..’ I got mad and argued, “You may be her doctor, 

but I am her daughter and I’ve with been here everyday with her. You weren’t. I know the pain she’s 

been in these past 3 days, you don’t..’   

“He all but laughed at me and told me, ’Stop worrying about your mother, it’s dementia, it’s  

common for women her age to have it, it’s her way of getting attention from her children.’   

When he said that, I yelled at him. “Are you trying to tell me, my mother has dementia, when there is 

something terribly wrong with her. She has had this sharp pain in her head for 3 days now. Did you 

think  maybe it  is because she bumped her head getting in her car tht might have caused it .”  

                      

“ I don’t have the time to stand here and argue with you, just take her home. I have other patients I 

have to attend to.” I held up my gown and ran after him, and he clenched his lips and stared at me 

because I refused to listen to him. He hurried down the hall and I walked behind him and told 

him,“You seem to think you know my mother, Dr. Mc Intosh because she’s been going to you for a 

couple of years. Well, you don’t.know her, because if you did,  you wouldn’t say  she is trying to get 

our attention, you would be trying to find out why she is having so much pain in her head and it is not 

dementia. “ He all but laughed at me. 

He stopped at a nurses’s desk, and was looking at a patients chart, and I took a deep breath and told 

him. I want you to get a neurologist to go in there and see my mother.. She’s been here since 

Wedneseay and here it’s Saturday, and you re not sending her home, when she still has o much pain 

in her head. and I want a neurologist tosee her right now.” 

“He snapped at me,. “There is no reason for me to do that. You are not listening to me, we examined 

your mother and she is fine. I have released her and she can go home.” . 

We were standing at the nurse’s desk, and I pounded her desk with my fist and yelled at him,“You 

pick up that phone and have the neurologist come look at my mother now.”  

 He cleared his throat and reluctantly picked the phone up and made the call. and the neurologist was 

there in a few minutes. Dr. Mc Intosh was filling him with Momma’s case while I stood there. and he 

was smiling when he was telling him that I refused to accept the fact that my mother was fine and he 

had already discharged her and I demanded that a neurologist look at her..”  

He looked at me in the long gown  and asked me, “Why won’t you accept Dr. Mc Intosh’s diagnosis, 

that your mother is fine. Why do you feel I need to see your mother?” 

      I explained why,  that I was there every day. That the pain she had in her head, did not let up since 

she came to the hospital, and I could tell by looking in her eyes, she was in a lot of pain.”    
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He looked at Dr. Mc Intosh then at me and asked me to wait with Dr. Mc Intosh.and he went in.   

He closed the door, and he wasn’t in there long when he came out.and. , when they brought Momma 

back, and the neurologist walked in with another doctor and they wer discussing the tests Momma 

just had. then he told me, they found not 1 but 3 aneuyrisms on the left side of her brain  “While she 

is still conscious, we will need her to sign the necessary  papers so we can  remove them, and, maybe 

we can save her, because the aneuyrisms are located in a very dangerous area, and because ofher age, 

I can only hope we can save her. I don’t want you to get your hopes up because even if we do take 

them out, she might not make it. 

“They brought the papers in and Momma refused to sign them. Thedoctor stood there and was 

confused He insisted, “Mrs. Mc Arow, if we don’t sign these papers, I can’t operate and you will die.  

  He became very frustrated by her refusing to let him operate and he turned and asked, ‘Why won’t 

she sign the papers, because if she don’t,.she will die if we don’t remove them Talk to her,  Maybe 

she will listen to you. Time is against her and we need her to sgin those papers before it is too late..   

  By then I was crying so  hard I could hardly see, and Momma pulled me to her and. I could barely 

hear her say “Rose,don’t cry. I ‘m not afraid  to die. I’m ready. But, I am not signing those papers.   I 

would drather die, then let them do to me what they did to Earl. I want you to promise me, you 

wouldn’t let them operate on my head. Pleae don’t let them..” 

It broke my heart that Momma wouldn’t sign those papers. When she went in a coma, he he told 

me I could sign them, It was hard to refuse, knoiwing if they did remove the aneuryisms, she But 

I just oculdnt’ do it,  I promised her I wouldn’t and I kept my promise, knowing the operation 

might save her life.. .  

      I knew I had to get to a phone and call you.When I did, and no one answered. I didn’t know what 

to do, because I knew everyone was at the church waiting for Johnny to get married. I decided to 

call the rectory and have one the priest tell you.and I decided to I try your rnumber one more 

time, in case someone might still be there, and lil Mary Jane answered the phone. She was 

surprised it was me and said, “Momma left a list she needs on the table and I ran back and got it 

for her, but I thought you were at the church, the wedding is going to start any minute.  Where are 

you.?” 

      When I hesitated I heard her gasp, “Oh No Aunt Rose, I can tell from the sound of your voice 

something has happened to Nana, Right? . I told her. We didn’t know whether we should tell you 

or wait until after the wedding/ Then we agreed it was best we wait until the wedding was over, 

and lil Mary Jane would tell you and she’d drive you and Sonny to the hospital  

I was sitting there waiting for you to get there, and was crying. I was so glad when the elevator 

opened and you hurried out in your long gown with Sonny,  then  Jeanne, Donna and Nancy were 

running towards me in their long gowns. They were crying because no one wanted to believe Nana 

was going to die. I cried, and tried to tell you what happened,  you were in shock as much as I ws, and 
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I told you how Dr.Mc Intosh had discharged her and was going to send her home, that it was more 

like a terrible dream than reality. 

 

While I was sobbing and trying to explained to you, that they found brain and they needed to operate 

and because she doesn’t want what happened to Earl, happen to her.” 

 

I cried, “No….I can’t. I promised Momma I would npt let them operate on her.” Sonny got mad and 

shouted at me,. “If you won’t, then I will or Mary Jane will?’ I cried,. “No. Neither one of you  have 

the right to go against Momma’s wishes.” 

 

When it. got to be ten o’clock the  

some sleep and  

 

We sat there, and kept going over all the things that happened to Momma when she was alive and the  

tears were running down both our faces. Mary Jane icked up her cup of coffee and finished it saying.  

“It’s funny how things happened to work out that night. By the time we came home from the wedding 

reception, it was around 1 in the morning and the phone rang. I froze. I was afraid to pick it up.It was 

the neurologist at the hospital and he.asked me, Would it be possible for you to come to the hospital 

and sign these papers so we can operate. At least it might give your mother a fighting chance to live a 

few more years, and be with her family.’ 

“I told him, ‘I’ll be right there’  It was late. But I saw my neighbor’s lights were   

still on,  because they just came home from the wedding, the same time we did.  

I had told them,  Momma was in the hospital and dying, so I called them. They  

drove me to the hospital, and waited while I went in and signed the papers, and they  

took me  home.  I sat in living room with the lights out,  and waited for the doctor to  

call, because he said he would. as soon as the operation was over. I sat there in the  

dark by myself, and all kinds of things were going through my mind and when a  

couple of hours went by, before he finally called. me. He told me,  

is resting comfortably right now We successfully removed 3 aneurysms, with no  

complications. She is doing as well as we can expect.and now we just have to wait  

and see.‘ I called you right away. I had to let you know I signed those papers so  

they could operate on Momma, and that she was doing better than they expected. “ 
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                  . 

I looked at her and sighed, “Mary Jane, you have no idea how you upset me that  

night,  to think you went against  

probably saved her life by having the courage to do it.. I had to choke back the tears  

when I thanked you for letting me know.  

“ Mary Jane,  just 

going to be alright. 

coma day   

looked at you, then at me and she didn’t even know whowe were then, or for the  

next 3 months, from the beginning of June until September. I will never forget the  

horror I felt when I first saw how they had her head,wrapped up with layers   

and layers of white gauze,   

I was so  

because she made me promised her I would not them operate on her head, and you  

went ahead and signed those papers and let them operate on her. I couldn’t’  

undertand how you could do such a thing to her.” 

                     .  

“ 

ICU. I was so surprised to see Sonny was there with you. 

looked up at me, and neither one of you said a word to me. 

how Momma looked,  

because we figured  Momma;’s condition looked so hopeless and I stood there and  

thought, what she had feared the most, was happening to her.”  

                      

“Sonny got up 

going downstairs to the  hospital cafeteria to get something to eat   
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bring us a sandwich and some tea. We thanked him, and let him know, we were too  

 

swollen her.head 

 

much so,  

a week and 

turns to sit with her, Sonny never came back after he saw how she looked.  

 

Day after day  

with her. When she in ICU, you found out some of the nurses knew you and lil Mary  

Jane, and they were very good looking in on Momma. After a week, she came out of  

the coma and she was well enough, even though se didn’t know us,they put her a  

room upstairs on the 3rd floor, and I went to see her everyday for the next 3 months.  

I go and have 

to see Momma and I could never figure out, why you never invited me to over for  

lunch or dinner, and you lived so close to the hospital?  

                    

 

container that you made her with her name on it. They put it in the refrigerator that  

was there for the patients, and there a microwave next to it, so you could heat the  

soup up and a cabinet with bowls, spoons and individual packs of saltine crackers.”  

                    . 

 

you  

lovely card you put on the table beside her bed.  

didn’t.  

let her down beause I had promised her I would not let them operate on her head.  
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Since  

everyday. I was so confushed beause she kept  tell me, she saw the nurses eating  

her food and she was so hungry and that is why had lost so much weight, that I didn’t  

know what to think…could it be true or was she just imagining it? 

” 

Mary Jane shook her head, “Don’t think I didn’t wonder if I had done the right thing 

that night, when I signed those papers, because I knew it was not what Momma  

wanted.But the way I looked at it was. if 

And that is why I felt compelled  to do it, regardless of what you thought.  

 

But, when I stood there when  Momma came out  

and then me, and I heard her say,‘Who are you People” I wilted and though to myself             

“Oh! my 

I reminded Mary Jane, “Well, you don’t know how I felt,  going to see Momma                

week  

“I couldn’t believe she wasn’t  

she is never going to get any better and she kept telling me the same thing, that she  

was so hungry she was because  

it..Seeing how he had lost so much weight, I decided I had to look into it but I  

didn’t know who to ask about it.. I finally asked one of the nurses that knew little  

Mary Jane, and she bust out laughing because she thought it was so funny..because  

she said,  ‘Believe me, she eats all her food. In fact,  the LPN’s have to bring her  

seconds because she is always so hungry.”  

 

Mornings when   

glass of water to her mouth and everyday I’d  

1 M Vitamin E and 1 M Vitamin C and 3 
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doctors and nurses didn’t know it.  I knew it would help her, and whether it did or  

not, I really don’t know, because she couldn’t walk when she went to Mary Jane’s  

after she was discharged .. But, when she went for her checkup her doctor was  

amazed that within the month, after going home, she was walking and driving her car.  

                  

“ 

walked in her room,  and was surrised to find her sitting up in bed and she seemed so  

alert.that I was thrilled when I hugged  

am?” She gave me a big smile and said,  

slumped down in the chair by her bed and sobbed, thinking her mind was gone. .“  

                    

“It wasn’t too long after that, Momma began to remember some things, but she  

didn’t know why she was in the hospital or that she had been there for 3 months..  

One afternoon,  

to  

 

They had her dangle her  

her, whenhtey had  

hold of her and picked her up.They explained to her, ‘You’ve been in bed 3 months  

and all your muscles have become atrophied, and right now they are useless … you  

got to get them moving again.’  Momma had lost about 50 pounds, and she looked so  

thin. They held her up and got her take a few steps, and then a few more, and she  

refused to take any more. They scolded her,‘You can’t leave here unless you can  

walk, ’and she told them, ‘I don’t care. I want to get back in the bed.’ and she did. ”  

 

Mary Jane laughed, ‘When they called to tell me they were going to discharge her,  

she couldn’t walk. John  and little Johnny went to get her, and the nurse brought her  
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to the car in a wheel chair.and little Johnny was driving the car and pulked up to the  

curb.  She couldn’t stand up, and big John lifted her and put her in the front seat. and  

the nurse reminded him, “Don’t forget the walker and wheelchair, she is going going  

to need them.. John went to put them in the trunk, and Momma yelled,  ‘No,  I don’t  

want them things. Leave them here. I’m not using no wheelchair or walker to get  

around.” John stood there and didn’t know what to do, and rather than get her upset     

he told the nurse to take them back inside.’  

 

”They had  to carry Momma  up the porch steps and into the house and. when they got to  

 

We got dressed and John.had the table set and we thanked him. We ate, and did the dishes before Lil 

Mary Jane got there, because she was taking us to Vorhee’s to make the arrangements for the viewing 

and the funeral. It was a very difficult thing to do, to have to sit there and talk about burying Momma, 

it jjust didn’t seem real. Neither one of us could stop crying.while Mr.Vorhee explained, we could 

have the viewing Saturday and Sunday nights  and the burial on Monday, at the Pinelawn National 

Cemetry, on Long Island. We agreed.with whatever he suggested.  

 

“Saturday morning,  

 

want to go down there and look at Momma in a coffin!”  

held each other, knowing it was going to be the most difficult thing we would  

probably ever had to do. We dried our eyes and finished getting dressed and sat on  

on the porch and waited for  

how hard Momma had to work all week, and only had Sunday afternoons off, do  

you realize she always took us to places where she knew we would have fun. It was  

never where she wanted to go.”  

                      

Mary Jane nodded,  “I know. Do you remember how the kids on the block would watch us, when 

we’d be leaving with Momma and we’d tell them we were going  hiking. The next day they’d want to 

know what it was like to go hiking on Staten Island and sometimes she took us on  the 125th ferry to 

New Jersey and we’d hike up that big long hill to the Palisades and cook out in the state park. I loved 

when we went Coney Island Amusement Park, in the night, and we’d walk along and see all the 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          537 

 

booths and  neon lights, and the rides on hot summer night.s We never asked to go on any of the 

rides.because we knew Momma couldn’t afford it. but we had a choice of a bottle of soda, an cream 

cone or a hot dog,and share one orange drink?  

 

Mary Jane smiled when she said, “How different mothers were then. Most of the women in our 

neighborhood were from Europe, and probably never heard of the places Momma took us, but their 

kids knew. Remember how they would crowd around us and want to know what was Coney Island 

like, and when we went to Palisades Park, they loved hearing about what was it like to cook raw meat 

over an open fire and ask,  ‘How come you don’t burn your fingers when you hold the meat over the 

fire?’ We’d tell them Momma had a sharp knive and she would cut the end of the branches and make 

a sharp point at the end,  and we’d put our meat on the end of it and stand ther and hold it over the fire 

until it sizzled and was cooked..”   

I interrupted her, “Here we are talking about how the mothers never took their kids hiking and never 

let them cook over an open fire and we never did any of those things for our children . I don’t know  

“I loved it when Momma took us on the Broadway/Seventh Avenue subway to the last stop, the 

Battery, that was at the very end of Manhattan, so we could go for a ride on the Staten Island ferry. 

We would run to catch it before it pulled out, and we had to walk past the cars lined up on the ferry, 

one in back of the other, so we could  stand at the front of the ferry and look down at the water.  

Momma would sit on the long wooden benches, where she could see us, and there was always a 

ferryman stationed there, that opened and closed the folding gates, and he made sure everyone stayed 

behind them or he’d grumble and yell, ‘I SAID … STAND BACK’ the wind would be blowing 

against our faces and the water would be so rough, that it made ferry go up and down  and the water 

would come up oer the front of it and splash all over us and everyone standing there  would get wet.”  

 

Mary Jane leaned back. ”I used to panic when we were getting off the ferry, because I was afraid I 

would get lost, because the people would be pushing and rushing to get off.  Momma would grab our 

hands and made sure Sonny was with us, and we’d walk up a big hill called Bradley Avenue.. There 

were hardly any cars on the road, compared to today. We’d walked past houses and empty lots.and 

Momma would be keeping her eye out for a field, away from the houses, where she could make a fire 

and open up an old blanket to it on. We’d run around and collect the fallen branches and any piece of 

wood we could find, and bring them to Momma to start the fire. Then we’d feel so important standing 

there cooking our own meat on the end of a long branch and.we didn’t care if our meat was burnt 

black, because to us, it was the most delicious thing we ever ate.” 

I mumbled, “Didn’t you ever wonder how come we never got sick from that raw meat, because it was 

in all that heat for hours. Momma would bring it home on the trolley, then we carried it on the 

subway and then the ferry, and then we walked with it for another half hour, until Momma found a 

place to make a fire. Then we ’d stick the raw meat on the end of an old branch we found somewhere 

in the woods, that some dog probably peed on..”  

Mary Jane was nodding her head and laughing about what we used to do. “Momma 

she wanted to be with her family when she died, and not Daddy, and she lived. Then there was that 

time the black boy raped her and tried to kill her by choking her 3 times, and she was unconcscious 
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when they found her and they took her by ambulanceto the hospital, and she lived.”  

“Then there was the time she was with Earl up in the Poconos, and she stepped in a hole and got 

stung by hundreds of wasps and had to be rushed to the hospital and her heart stopped 3 times in E.R 

beause she was allergic to the wasps. Then there was the time the firemen found her on the floor  in 

the back of her shop, overcome by smoke, when she had that fire in her shop in Valley Stream, 

around 1973. What about in 1976,  when you signed the paper so they could operate and removed 

three aneuyrisms from her brain, and the doctor told us she had four hours to live, and she lived. 

When they removed one of her kidneys in 1985 she ‘almost’ died again, and when yyou were being 

operated on for cancer of the throat, they were rushing Momma to the Holy Name hospital and they 

had to remove her colon, and she almost died.  And, we fogot about how she almost got killed three 

times, when she was only twelve years old in Wysox? When she was on that one way bridge, then she 

jumped off the back of the caboose, and the third time was during a spring flood, when she was swept 

down stream.”  

I sat back and told Mary Jane “Do you know what I used to enjoy was, when Momma took us on the 

125th Street ferry  and we’d go to New Jersey. She would give each of us a dime so we could buy  an 

‘Eskimo Pie’.What a treat that was, a slice of vanilla ice cream covered with chocolate  wrapped in 

tinfoil so you could you hold it and it wouldn’t drip down the front of our dresses. Once the ferry 

started, the vender walked around the with a metal ice box hanging on a wide strap that went around 

his neck, it was filled with dry ice to keep the ice cream frozen.Back then, ten cents was a lot of 

money for ice cream. Because a cone only cost a nickel. Momma knew it was a treat for us, and we 

looked forward to having an Eskimo Pie, when we were on the ferry. Then we would hike up that big 

long hill to Palisades State Park, and there were times Momma would pay a nickel so we could get on 

the trolley and go to the very top of that hill, but most of the time we walked along the side of the 

road, and it was a big hill we had to climb to get to the park and we would stand on  top the huge big 

cliffs in New Jersey, and look across the Hudson River and we were fascinated that we could see 

New York City and know somewhere among all those buildings, was our house.” 

Mary Jane lit another cigarette saying “I liked when Momma used to take us downtown on the 

westside of Central Park,. where the Museum of Natural History was, and next to it was the 

Planetarium, and sometimes she’d take the 5th  Avenue bus and we’d get off at 80th Street and go to 

the Metropolitan Art Museum and we’d go to Central Park zoo, down at 60th Street and she’d buy 

each of us a box of ‘Cracker Jack”.In the winter, she used to take us ice skating on the lake in Central 

Park, but, I don’t  remember her ever taking us to the Bronx Zoo.”  

Mary Jane laughed, “Will you tell me where Momma got all the energy she had? She was on her feet 

seven days a week, and she never said she was tired.. Do you remember how mad Daddy would get, 

when she would come  home, after cooking dinner for the Hardon’s  and take us ice skating late at 

night, in Central Park and 59th Street. When it was snowing real heavy all day, she’d come home late 

at night just to take us sleigh riding down that big long hill over in St. Nicholas’s park, in below zero 

weather..None of the mothers on our block did that for their children. We were so proud that our 

mother did that for us, and she worked seven days a week and the mothers on our block were home 7 

days a week with their children, and not one of them ever did what Momma did for us..” 
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wThe funeral director, Mr. Vorhees, must have heard us, because he came right out of his office and 

was extending his hand to Mary Jane, since they knew one another for some time. Then he shook my 

hand, and was very sympathetic when he spoke about Momma, and he let us know he remembered 

meeting her at Sonny’s funeral. We  

 

We looked at one another nervously and walked in. I could feel my high heels sink down in the thick 

carpeting, as we made our way past the rows of empty chairs. We clung to one another all the tighter  

when we saw the open coffin at the far end of the room. It wassurrounded with wreaths and sprays of 

beautiful  flowers.and t 

Mary Jane let go my  

The two of us  stood there bawling and staring at Momma.  It was a 

how beautiful she looked. She was.ninety-one years old. and they had done such a  

remarkable job that her face all but glowed and she had that same sweet smile on  

her face. It didn’t seem possible that Momma was dead, because she looked so  

lovely, laying there.  But it was the worse pain I ever knew, because Momma was  

dead. I suddenly felt like I was going to pass out, becaue my head was going round  

and round.and I was distracted when I saw  

and the tears were running down her face and onto Momma’s face. When I leaned     

kissed Momma,.I could barely see her, I was crying so hard, and.we both noticed  

Momma’s face was wet from our tears that we had to turn away.We were hanging  

on to one another in the dimly lit room, and sobbing, and we looked at all the  

beautiful flowers Momma never got to see, that relatives and friends had sent. 

 

I thought how it was  

It was chilly that morning, and the wind was blowing, so I got up and  

“I  couldn’t believe that was what she wanted to talk to me about.and I wouldn’t let her tell me what 

she wanted done, because  I couldn’t talk about her dying and I was not prepared for what she was 

about to say.  She 

 

 

I got up, when I heard her say that, .and knocked my coffee over. I quick grabbed some of the  paper 

napkins and wiped up the mess, thinking to myself that I could not imagine Momma being dead. just 
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the thought of it upset me so much, that I could feel my heart was pounding.. Momma wheeled 

herself in front of me, and said in a stern voice, ’Would you please sit down so I can tell you what I 

want, because you need to know what I want done.”  

I told her , ”Momma! Stop talking to me about you being dead. I mean it, I don’t want to talk about 

it.” Momma gave a look that let me know she was reallyannoyed at me.and I started to cry. 

 

Thinking I misunderstood what she said,  I asked her, “Did you say, you are worried about your 

‘hair’.and I repeated it louder, so she could hear. “YOUR HAIR MOMMA? YOU SAID…YOUR 

HAIR.. THAT IS WHAT YOU ARE WORRIED ABOUT…YOUR HAIR.” 

 

“She said really annoyed.  ‘Yes! My hair, that is what I said. You could never fix it the way I like it!  

Mary Jane’s the only one that could.. With me being in Florida, it worries me what my hair will look 

like, so I want you to find me a good hairdresser. There has to be one around here, that does that sort 

of thing, when people die!’  

 

I was reallyupset and I tried to stay calm when I said. “Momma, why are you talking about being 

dead for?. I told you before. it is upsetting me and I don’t want to talk about it.”  

I started to cry and told her, “Why don’t you call Mary Jane, and tell her what you want done, 

because I am not going to sit here and  talk about you being dead  Maybe she can talk about it,  but I 

can‘t.” 

“Momma snapped at me, “ 

I looked at her, because I knew she had no idea how bad I felt that she was so unhappy being in 

Florida.  Neither of us had anything more to say, so we sat there and looked out at the water. 

Knowing what I just told her, I couldn’t believe  

“We had been sitting there  

“While I stood there looking at Momma in the casket, I knew I would never forget that day she was 

sitting with me,  she was wearing a pretty hot pink and orange silk scarf that she had tied around her  

pony tail, and the wind was blowing and she sat there pouting and looking daggers at me, because I 

refused to talk to her about her ‘being dead?.’ How could I, when she was sitting in front of me, as 

feisty as ever, worrying about how her hair was going to look, and telling me which gown she wanted 

to be laid out in.  

“We sat there.and neither one of us were  talking to one another, and she finally  

said,  ‘Rose, I can’t understand why you feel the way you do about dying. You  

know, you are not that young anymore. You are sixty-five. For heaven’s sak,e  

all have to die sometime. I’m sorry I upset you. I promise I won’t talk to you about  

it again.’ And  

 

Mary Jane and I stood there, sobbing and looking at Momma, I whispered, “How did they make 
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Momma look so young and beautiful, She looks like she did when she was in her Thirties.” I was 

crying like I had never cried before, and suddenly, I got so dizzy that everything started to go round 

and round. I walked away and Mary Jane asked, “You alright?” I told her I was but I wasn’t., not to 

worry her. I stood over in the dark corner of the room, until that funny feeling passed, When I went 

back she glanced over at me and asked,  ‘What happened? I told her. .“ 

Mary Jane patted my hand..in the dim light, and wiped her eyes. T hen she opened her 

pocketbook.and I noticed she was digging down in it, searching for something.. I thought she needed 

some tissues, and handed her a couple of extra ones I had.  She shook her head and smiled and held 

up a minature, plastic gold statue of an OSCAR, telling me, “I found it.”  

I 

She leaned over the casket and forced the plastic Oscar in Momma’s hand until it  

stayed. I was horrified that she would do such a thing. She stepped back, and said  

“It was something I had to do.. If anyone ever deserved an “Oscar” Momma did.  

She was a far better actress than Bette Davis ever was As sad as I was, I had to  

laugh because she was so right, Momma really was such an 

                      

Iit was such a hot day,  after everyone went home Mary Jane suggested we sit on 

 

having come 

enjoying a cold soda,  when Mary Jane said, ‘You never did tell me why you called  

 

 

“I explained to her that Momma was complaining about the pain  

“Lawnwood Hosoptal was right there, and we were to go back to him on Tuesday. What I couldn’t 

understand was why he didn’t give her anything for the terrible pain she was in. She was ninety years 

old and she had been suffering for several days. They were expecting us at the hospital and they put 

her in their wheel chair and took her right in. She was in there so long that I began to get worried that 

something happened to her.  

“ 

“Finallythe attending doctor saw her,  and he wanted to know what her problem was.? I told him. He 

ordered a blood test. I let him know she was just there Thursday and had several tests done, an MRI 

and a CAT scan and other tests. He didn’t say anything, and left.and when he came back, he assured 

me there was nothing wrong  and to take her home.  I couldn’t believe he didn’t give her a 

prescription for the excruciating pain she was in because I knew there was something terribly wrong 
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with her..I ran after him and asked. “Are you aware my mother has one kidney and had her colon 

removed and she wears a bag? If there is nothing wrong with her, why is she in so much pain?!” He 

looked at me and was annoyed and disregarded everything I said. He wasn’t  interested in hearing 

anything I had to say and told me,  ‘There’s nothing wrong with your mother, afterall, she is 90 years 

old!”  

Because she was 90 years old,  according to him, she should expect to be in pain? I had no choice but 

take her home and she kept  

“The brandy stopped the pain for a while, because in the middle of the night I heard her moaning 

again.  I got up and took my flashlight and went in and saw she was asleep and assumed she was 

whimpering in her asleep, because when I spoke to her, and she didn’t open her eyes, so I went back 

to bed. All night, I tossed and turned. I couldn’t sleep, because I  didn’t know what to do because she 

refused  to take any more brandy.” 

Mary Jane was crying, “Then, why didn’t you take her back to the hospital?”  

“They would have only sent her home again? All night long, I heard her moaning, and I must have 

fallen asleep, because very early  

Mary Jane asked me, “How come you didn’t call me”  

“I don’t know why. I guess I was so upset seeing Momma was like in a trance.”. When I got to the 

hospital, they were wheeling her in on the gurney and they asked me wait in the waiting room. At that 

time of the morning, no one was there, and I waited and waited because  I thought they would they 

wouldgive her a prescription for the pain and we’d go home. After a couple of hours of sitting there,I 

knew there had to be something seriously wrong with Momma”  

When the door flew open and the doctor walked towards me, seeing his face,  I    

knew it was going to be bad news. He sat down beside me and explained, “We took     

 

it is terminal and she has about a month or so to live. Right now, we are going to  

perform a hysterectomy to to relieve the pain she’s in, then. she will be here about  

ten days, then they’ll send her to a nursing home where she’ll get good care, and  

they won’t let her suffer? 

 

I sobbed,  ”You mean she has been suffering all this time because she has  

cancer and not one of those doctors realized it?.For it to have metastasized, she   

had to have the problem for months or a year.”    

                      .   

“He looked at me. “I’m  sorry, I thought you knew your mother had cancer.” 
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I cried,  “No! I didn’t know she had cancer..That is why she’s been in so much   

pain these past weeks. We were  

Pierce, for 8 hours last night  and they let her sit there, bent over crying in pain. It  

was Saturday night, and they were busy  

attending doctor finally got to see her, all he did was order a blood test.. He should  

be ashamed of himself,  he saw how she was sobbing and and shaking while she  

was sitting on the bed. While he was looking her over, I told him she was there, two  

days ago and had several tests that her kidney doctor ordered, a CAT scan and other  

tests. He was interested in hearing about it, and left.  When.he came back with the  

results of the blood tests, he just said, “You can take her  

wrong with her.’. I couldn’t believe he didn’t give her anything for the pain. He t 

turned around  and had the unmitigated nerve to say,  

old,” and left. It was very obvious he was not intereste din helping, because she was  

old, and he dares to call himself a doctor?”  

                      .  

 

it was making him uncomfortable, the way he kept running his hand through his  

hair. He could not voice his opinion  

take the Hippocratic Oath, but I could tell he understood why I was so angry.”  

 

“I waited while they operated on Momma  and two weeks later they sent her to the  

Savanah Nursing home, that was only about a mile away.What a relief it was when  

I noticed how happy Momma was there. It was a lovely place and she was very  

lucky she was in a place where the nurses and everyone that worked there, were so  

good to the patients. The corpooation that owned them, was in California and  

that Savvanh Nursing Home, won several times, for being the best statewide.                            
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WE  HAD TO SAY GOOD-BYE 

There was a small service for Momma at the funeral parlor Monday morning and  

after it was over, everyone headed out to their cars, and lined up.. I walked out with  

Mary Jane and we could hardly see , we were crying so that  Mary Jane had to    

hang on to John’s arm.. He tried to console her as we walked out to the parking lot  

and we heard them telling everyone to start lining up and follow the cortege. He  

explained we would be going up Teaneck Road.and in case anyone should get  

separated, they would be going across theGeorge Washington, Bridge to the Bronx  

Expressway, and take Northern State  Parkway out on Long Island and get off at  

Route 110, in Huntington.and go south to the Pinelawn National Cemetery.”   

 

Mary Jane and John got in the first car, with Irene Barry and I got in the second car  

with Jeanne’s husband Michael, and her girls got in another car.  I sat in the back  

alone and was sorry I told Fred I didn’t want him not to come with me, because  I  

kept wishing he was there with me. It was such a horrible feeling to watch the light  

gray hearse coming from the back of the funeral parlor, to where we were and stop.     

The car Mary Jane and John were in, moved up and I burst out crying, knowing this  

was her last and final act in her life, and we were never going to see her again, and  

we had to say ‘good-bye’. It hurt to think we were leaving her with Daddy, when it  

was a place she did not want to be,  and was wishing I wasn’t there. 

 

I could see Momma’s casket through the back window of the hearse, covered with the 

flowers she would have loved to have seen, because flowers always meant so much to her.. 

The cars followed the cortege as it began to move slowly down Teaneck Road.and  I 

thought of all the times Momma had driven over that same road, and now she was going 

over it in a casket for the last time, and Momma’s face was before me and I couldn’t stop 

crying.” 

“I tried to remembering how we had shared some of the happiest moments in  my life with 

her. She was with me when our children were born, except for Valerie, she was born in 

Pittsburgh,  and she was there for their graduations,  their weddings,  except Freddie’s, he 

was married a few weeks ago and Momma was so upset of all the weddings, she couldn’t 

go to his, because she she too sick..I smiled because Momma loved going to those 

weddings, she would wear one of her long flowing gowns.and looked so happy with Earl 

by her side. Having 16 grandchildren, she did get to see 10 of them get married.and she’d 

was quite the actress, walking down the aisle in a gorgeous gown smiling, with her hair 

combed high up on her head, with Earl of course.  At the receptions, she would flit from 

table to table, talking to everyone and laughing so everyone would noticed how young and 

lovely she looked and she did. By the end of the night, she looked like a wilted flower 

limping arouund in her fancy, sparkling shoes whimpering, “Oh! I can’t wait to get these 

shoes off, they’re killing me.” I remember one time she was holding onto Earl’s arm in the 
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lobby, laughing and taking off her shoes and she walked out to the car in her stocking feet, 

and Earl was so embarrassed that she would do such a thing.“ 

T 

There were too many memories there for me..  

I kind of laughed, how worried Momma was because Freddie wasn’t married yet, when he turned 30 

on June 4th 1985. We were retiring, and moving to Florida the car was packed and our furniture was 

on the way.when Momma called. She asked to speak to Freddie. She told him, she didn’t feel well, 

and felt bad she couldn’t make him a birthday cake.  He told her not to worry about it and after they 

talked awhile, she asked to speak to me. Momma was 85 then, “Why can’t your Freddie find himself 

a nice girl? I wish he would hurry up and get married, because I want to go to his wedding. You know 

my time on this earth is getting less and less.’ I said, “Momma, when he is ready he will find the right 

girl.”  

“Six years later, Freddie found the girl he wanted to marry, Lora.. It was 1991 and Momma was 91, 

but  she was in a nursing home and had cancer and it was terminal. When I went to see her  I told her, 

“Freddie’s getting married in a few weeks, Momma. He finally met a lovely girl named Lora and the 

wedding will be in a few weeks, in Smithtown, Long Island.” Momma burst out crying, because it 

broke her heart she couldn’t go, she was own morphine a couple of times a day. My heart ached for 

her when she cried,, “That means  I’ll never get to meet Lora. Do you think, Freddie will bring Lora 

here, so I can meet her?” I had to lie to her and assured her, “Of course, he will.’ When Freddie told 

me, they were getting married August 10th, l couldn’t tell Momma we were going, I knew she would 

cry. Being she had become extremely forgetful, I was hoping she would think I did tell her and she 

fogot and that is exactly what happened. When I showed her the pictures of the wedding, the tears 

were running down her face, but she really enjoyed seeing them. 

The next day when I went to see her and the morphine was playing tricks on her mind, because 

everyday she would ask me the same thing, “When did you say Freddie was getting married?”  I 

hated to keep lying to her, but I had to. I didn’t want her to feel bad and I’d tell her, soon. 

 

NEW YORK, NEW YORK 

Sitting on the plane, seeing the skyline of  New York City again. was a nice feeling  

When I was in high school, after shcool I’d meet my friends Rita O’Shaughnessy,,  

Ellen Young  and Kathleen Buckley and we’d go roller skating or take long walks  

along Riverside Drive Park. We thought nothing of walking all the way up to the ‘Washington 

‘Bridge, and it was 50 blocks blocks along the drive and we’d walk  

across the Washington Bridge,  but, walking back, we’d be so tired, we could  

hardly make it home.The apartment houses along Riverside Drive had elevators,  

and they were expensive to rent because it was a nice neighbohood and of the view,   
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The windows looked out at the Hudson River,   New Jersey, and the Palisades 

Cliffs that went north for 40 miles, , and there was always boats going by. 

 

Compared to where we lived on Amsterdam Avenue. Riverside Drive was where 

where we liked to go, because the park had a wide path tha  was continuous  

and it went for miles  We always went roller skating there and pass Grant’s Tomb on  

125th Street and sometimes we’d skate down to 86th  Street, because the park had an  

outdoor skating rink with music, and we had a lot of fun dancing to the music.. 

  

Along Riverside Drive was a  big wide stone wall,  that held all that  land back,                 

Because when they built the drive, the land all along there sloped down to the river,  

where the new elevated highway is, and it was built on the shore, and the wall also  

was a good deterent to keep children away from the river. There were were a few   

breaks in the wall,  an done of them was at 135th Street. The wall there must have  

been 20 feet high or more, and  7 ‘ wide stone steps that led down to the river. It was  

used as a short cut for people for years, for people who took the ferry to New Jersey  

and they could get to the trolley car and the subway a lot faster.  

 

The nice feature about the  park along Riverside Drive was ut had big shade trees a        

and continuous wooden benches that looked like they had no beginning or  

end, and they went on and on as far you could see. People enjoyed sitting there in  

the sun, summer and winter. They’d read their newspapers, and mother’s came with   

babies in carriages and their children. Artists put their easels up and sat there  

and  painted the Palisades and the sailboats going by.  

                   

 

The city owned all the land along the river, where they were building the new  
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‘elevated’ Westside Highway. They started in 1920, but they were were faced with  

such gigantic problems in the downtown area, because so muchof the land had to be  

filled in  since they had to deal with the water and  tides that were along the shore.  

Being it was elevated, it was quite a project, and it took alot more time than they  

ever dreamed it would, and then came the Depression in 1930..  

 

“Robert Moses made a lot of changes in for New York City,  he  proposed one plan after the other 

and wanted get these things done in the city. He made them aware, the city needed to think about the 

future, and  build new highways, and bridges because the city was growing so fast, and that is why 

Moses was called, ‘ The Master Planner ‘ He had Northern and Southern State Highways built on 

Long Island, the Triboro Brdige was built to accomdate the traffic for the 1939-41 Worlds Fair in 

Queens, he took a small airport and turned it into La Quardia Airport, and saw that it ws finished just 

in time for the World’s Fair. He had the FDR Parkway built along the East River, and it connected to 

the Tri-borogh Bridge, and the Brooklyn Bridge. The irony of it was, Moses didn’t how to drive, he 

had achauffeur that took him wherever he needed to go. Robert Moses lived and died inn West Islip, 

Suffolk County, Long Island, at the age of 91. As a tribute to him, that beautiful  park and beach on 

the ocean was named the Robert Moses State Park and Beach..    

For the city to build an ‘elevated’ highway that would go the entire length of   

Manhattan on the westside, was quite an undertaking and th first of it’s kind for the 

city. They started  at the very end of Manhattan, at Chambers Stereet and they began  

to run into one problem after the other, trying to shore up the land and hold back  

the underground water, especially around the Wall Street area.  It took 20 years for  

them to finished it, and follow along the shores of the Hudson River   

                    .   

At the same time they were building the elevated highway, NewYork City and New  

Jersey were collaborating and building the George Washington Bridge to elimnate  

the slow moving ferry at 125th Street,  that people took tback and forth to work  

in New Jersey. What they didn’t take into consoderation  was there were a lot people  

in the city that didn’t have cars. No one in our neighborhood had a car and the ferry  

was the only way they could go to work. as well as the people that lived in New  
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Jersey that worked in the city. For those who had cars it was great, they could be in   

New Jersey in no time. At least it took a couple of years before they did away with  

the ferry, and it gave the people who relied on the ferry, time to find different jobs.” 

The George Washigton Bridge was completed in 1932, but  the elevated Westide  

Highway wasn’t finished until a couple of years later.  

 

The newspapers bragged that it was designed with no red lights, and it had exits you  

could get on and off, and you could get on the bridge without ever getting off the  

parkway. After the bridge was finished, Moses had the World Fair in Queens to deal  

with. He planned the Cross Bronx Expressway that it would hook with the George  

Washington.Bridge, and later when he had the Triboro Bridge buit at 125th Street,  

you could go to the Bronx, Queens, or Long Island and the Belt Parkway that took   

you to Brooklyn, the Staten Island Bridge and Coney Island. It was Moses who had  

the foresight to get LaQuardia Airport  built in Queens, and replace a small airport in  

Flushing Bay and he saw that it opened just in time for the World’s Fair, 1939-41, a 

These were monumental projects he proposed to the city, because he realized New  

York City  was growing so fast, with the introduction of the automobile in1915. It  

changed where people wanted to live and work, and he forsaw people wanting to  

move out to the suburbs, and that is exactly what they did, that is why.he argued  

the city needed better roads on Long Island, and he had Northern State Parkway and  

Southern State Parkway built..   

 

Once the war was over in 1945,  the men started coming home and they wanted to  

to get married and have a house in the country. That was when Levitt started 

building attractive, but inexpensive homes. They had a fireplace, 2 bedrooms, a  

staircase up to an attic, where the person could build two more bedrooms. The  
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fireplace was made so that it was in the kitchen and the living room, they had  

electric stoves, radiant heat in the floors, side by side washer and dryer, no garages,  

but a carport, and the landscaping was done, and a tree in every front yard. 

Levitt  built so many homes,  it soon became a town and was officially called  

Levittown. It had it’s own schools, post offices, and several big swimming pools.. 

and it was located between Wantagh and Hempstead. On week-ends, the lines went  

around the block, because so many GI’s and their wives wanted to buy one of  

Levit’s Cape Cod or Ranch style homes. Levit was so successful, he was building 

these houses on Long Island and Philadelphia, during the late 40’s and 50’s, and  

they had big ads in all the papers that brought people in from all over.”  

 

“When we were first married, we lived with Fred’s parents in Yonkers,  

inWestchester County.I t was a long drive for Fred to go to work at TWA, in La  

Guardia Airport, especially when it snowed. When he saw the ad in the paper, he  

wanted to   go look at the houses, because if we should get one, he wouln’t have  

that long drive everyday. Being he was a G.I. like most of the men that were  

standing on the long lines. It was so hot, and Fred didn’t have the patience  

to stand in line.  

 

He drove along the Hempstead Turnpike and found another sign  

that had GI loans, the Miller Homes Development in Bethpge. We liked what we 

saw and the house cost, $9,999. and the mortgage paymens were $66 a  

month, and he signed up for it.  It had 3 bedrooms, radiant heat in all the floors, no  

fireplace, but it had a garage, and lovely kitchen cabinets, an electric stove, a  

refrigerator, washer and dryer, a breakfast bar to put stools under, all on 1 floor. 

and there was no staircase going up to an attic.It had to be built and we moved in, in  
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6 months. We picked out new furniture for all the rooms in a good furniture store in  

Yonkers and it was delivered the day we moved in, in November of 1949. Most of  

the G.I’s that took advantage of  the G.I’s loans, could never have afforded to own  

their own homes. There was no down-payment, no closing costs, and a low rate of  

interest. It made their dreams come true for the GI’s coming home after the war..                     

                     .  

                .    While we were growing up in the Thirties, we watched them building the elevated  

                     Westside Highway, when they got up as far as 72nd Street.and then they got up to  

                    125th Street. All that land along the river belonged to the city and it was there  

                     the city started to dumping all the ashes and garbage everyday from ahe nearby  

                     apartment houses. The steam roller would drive back and forth on top of the mound 

                    of  ashes to pack it down so the  trucks could drive on it.  For years that area was a  

                    disgrace to the city, because so many tourisits went to 125th Steet  to see the famous  

                    Hudson River, Grant’s Tomb, Columbia University, and the Riverside Church   

                    Rockefeller built  were there. The tourist had to see those horrible dumps along  the  

                    shores of.the Hudson River where so many tramps lived in cardboard boxes and  

                    lean-toos, that started near the 125th  Street ferry and went south for miles, during the  

                    Depression. The city knew they were there, but they never bothered them. I hated        

                    when Momma made me go with her and we’d carry bags of food  to the tramps. Left  

                    overs she saved for them when she was a Certified French Chef, when the school  

                    sent her to cook dinners or a luncheons in some of the rich homes. 

            

Robert Moses changed the face of the city, by building bigger and better roads and bridges 

throughout the city and on Long Island. The Westside elevated highway, eventually became the pride 

of the city. When they did discontinue the 125th ferry to New Jersey, everyone in our neighborhhod 

was heartborken to see it go. It meant we could no longer take a ride on the ferry on a hot summer 

day and go to Palisades Amusement Park, because so many  people in the city, didn’t have a car to 

drive across the George Washington Bridge. After the ferry was discontinued, the  Palisades 

Amusement Park was sold, and they tore it down and built more hi-rise condominums along the cliffs 

of the Palisades.   

 

THE SWIMMING RACES IN THE HUDSON RIVER . 

There were only a few entrances that led down to the river, and one of them was at  

135th Street, it was an opening in the high wall that went for miles along Riverside  

Drive, wherewe used to run down the big wide stone steps and play ‘Hide and  

Seek’, and hide behide the big rocks that were along the edge of the river. After the  
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cops chased us girls home, and told us we wer not to play there anymore, we were so  

made, because they let the boys play there. e weren’t afraid, but we should have  

been because it had become a place where people dumped what they didn’t want.  

And there were deserted old cars rusting there, old sofass and chairs that were falling               

apart, men went there to wash and wax their cars because it was out of the sun,   

and  there were lots of tramps that were livng under the new elevated highway “   

                         

There were several old piers that juttedout into the river, a little ways up from the  

ferry terminal. The piers were no longer used, but it was once a busy place when  

big sail boats crossed the ocean..I remember when the French  SS Normandie was    

captured by our country in 1942, when the Germans took over France.It was docked   

there a long time. When they were turning it into a troop ship, it caught fire and fell 

on it’s fell on it’s side and laid there like a wounded animal.for a long time. It was a   

terrible sight to see that beautiful big ship laying in water on it’s side. Everyone    

said it was sabotaged by the Germans, but the papers said it was started by a blow   

torch. Since it cost too much money to save,  they scrapped it for it’s metal. 

                         

The Police Station was up on 152nd  Street and Amsterdam and in 1936, they started  

a program in the summer to encourage young boys in the neighborhood, that had  

nothing better to do, to learn how to swim. The boys were eager to learn and were  

happy to sign up for the lessons, but Momma warned Sonny, he was not to swim in  

that filthy river, that it was full of all kinds of dieases, that she didn’t care that the  

cops were swimming in it, she didn’t want him in that water. Of course, Sonny was  

very disappointed because all of the other boys mothers let their boys sign up.. 

The  policemen volunteered their off time to teach the boys to swim. They let them  

know if they learned to swim the right way they could compete in the races and win  
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some money. You can be sure,  those boys wanted to win that money. 

 

The boys came and had on black and navy blue wool bathing suits on under their  

pants, and the cops lined them up according to size. When they were told to take off  

their shoes, socks and pants and leave them  on shore. they stood there looking at  

one another and were so embarrassed when they had to take off their knicers or  

pants., and they did what they were told and reluctantly stood on line, staring at one  

another, and the cops lead them out onto the old pier.  

 

When they looked down at the murky water, they got scared and backed away, they   

were afraid and some of them decided to go home, they had changed their minds  

about wanting to learn how to swim. The cops called them back and explained to  

they were going to teach them how to swim, and showed them there were 2 cops  

waiting in the water and one of the cops was sitting in a row boat, waiting to help   

them when it was their turn to jump in, one at a time.  They still hesitated when it  

was their turn to jump, they were scared out of their wits and blessed themselves  

and.held their noses when they jumped into the churning, choppy water, and the  

two policemen were right beside them in the water because they were floundering  

and gasping, “I;m going to drown’. The cops held their heads up, and got them   

to calm down and told them to keep kicking and they soon had them swimming,  

and the cop in the row boat was keeping his eye on all of them. 

 

It took a lot of patience for the cops to teach some of the boys, not to be afraid,  

because most of them had never been in the water before, and they panicked. In no  

time they had them swimming on their own. When they came back the following  

week for another lesson,, they were encouraged when they realized how well they  

were doing and were swimming faster and faster. Not evey the cops realized how  
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dangerous it was to be swimming in that filthy river, since it was continually being 

polluted with raw sewage coming from the apartment houses along there, and it  

flowed out of  cement ducts into the river, yet no one thought anything of it then.  

                          

The program turned out to be a big success, but the girls complained to the cops,  

and my girlfriend Rita was one of them, that it wasn’t fair they were teaching the  

boys how to swim and not the girls? So they decided to teach the girls too, but  

only the boys were allowed to compete in the races, and the girls didn’t care. 

The boys practiced their strokes so they could swim faster and faster because they  

were determined to win some of that money in the race. The police department  

 

race down at the river north of the ferry.. The cops went around to the stores and  

put cardboard posters in the windows, to advertise the day of the big race .  

                       

Every kid in the neighborhood was there that day, to cheer for the boys they knew,                    

and we stood along the shore and on top of the rocks so we could see.  They had  

the boys stand 5 feet apart, in their navy blue and black wool bathing suits, while  

one of the cops painted their number on their backs, with some kind of dark oil.                     

They told them they woul blow the whistle, when it was time to dive in. They  

Were shaking they were so excited, when they told them to bend over and hold  

their hands in front of them, like in prayer. We could see they looked so nervous,   

while they waited anxiously to hear the whistle, and when it did, the majority of   

them blessed themselves quick, then put their hands together and dove down into   

the cold choppy water. They swam as if their lives depended on them winning that  

money. The cop was sitting in the row boat and never took his eyes off them, and  

the kids on shore were jumping up and down, screaming for their friends to win.  

We stood there and watched how fast their arms were moving back an forth            
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through the rough water, so they could be the first one to reach the cop in the row  

boat and tag him, because it meant they won the big money. .  

 

                                                                  

                 

                                       NEW YORK CITY POLICE DEPARTMENT 

 

                               ANNUAL SWIMMING RACE IN THE HUDSON RIVER  

                                          HELD AT THE PIER…AT 125TH STREET  

                                                      FOR BOYS UNDER 16   

                             

                                             FIRST  PRIZE …ONE DOLLAR\ 

                                        SECOND  PRIZE ... FIFTY CENTS 

                                            THIRD  PRIZE …TWENTY-FIVE CENTS 

 

When the first boy  tagged the cop’s hand, was declared the winner.and the kids on  

shore went wild. They were screaming and jumping up and down clapping for him.  

Then the second boy reached the boat, they cheered and clapped for him too. When  

when the third boy got there,  they cheered just as loud for him, The ferry happened   

to be going by, and the people were cheering and claping for the boys that won.  

We watched the stragglers climb on shore because they didn’t win. 

When the winners climbed on shore, all their friends went running to them and were  

congratulating them. No one handed them a towel, because they didn’t have any.  

The heroes pulled their pants up over their wet bathing suits, and stuck their  

socks in their pockets, and wiggled their feet into their sneakers and did not bother  

to tie them, they ran over and stood beside the big sign smiling, and waited to collect  

their well earned prize. 

 

One of the cops put kerosene on a rag and wiped the oily numbers off their backs,  

before they walked up to get their prize, holding thie rshiert in their hands.  The  

policemen shook their hands and congratulated the three boys for winning, and held  
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up their hands, so everyone could see them and everyone clapped for them Then  

they had the first winner step forward with the water dfrom his bathing suit running  

down his legs..and they presented him with a silver dollar in a small white box,  

along with a certificate with his name on it. The crowd screamed and  

clapped, and waited for the second winner to step up and he was given a shiny 50  

cent piece in a small white box,  unconcerned that the water running down his legs  

from his bathsuit and they screamed and clapped for him.  

                     

When the third winner walked up for his prize, he smiled and gave a deep bow to  

the audience, and clowned around about his bathing suit leaking, and had  

everyone laughing, when they gave him the quarter he won in a white box, and  

he waved to the crowd.and they kept clapping for him, like he was the winner. Then  

we left because we promised Momma, we would go straight home as soon as the  

race was over, and we saw the boy that lived down on  133rd Sttreet that won the  

silver dollar walking home with his mother and he took the silver dollar out of the  

box and gave her the money he won, and he looked so happy going home.. 

I have often wondered what ever happened to those heroes we cheered for down at  

the old docks, so long ago? The war started, and the races ended, and most of those  

boys were old enough to join the Army and the Navy in 1942.   

 

W 

and we always had so much fun. I don’t remember a time that we were ever bored,  

like the kids today, that have  TV’s,VCR’s, or DVD’s and CELL PHONES, and all  

they do is complain they are so bored! We were out in the sun everyday and went to  

the park after school, since it was across the street from our house. We were girls,  

and we played baseball and basketball, we skipped rope and played jacks, we went  



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          556 

 

on the big swings and pumped high as we dared to, so not to fall off.. 

That is how life is, it goes  nothing stays the same. The swimming 

 races ended with WWII,  The city replaced the trolley  

cars with buses, they tore down  the Second and Third Avenue els, during and  

after the war and the iron was used  to build ships, tanks and guns.   

By 1948, I was the first to get married, Sonny in 1950 and Mary Jane in 1951.  

Little by little everyone moved away, and the  

The old neighborhood was mostly Irish and there were Germans, some Italians and  

Greeks. The stores were still there, and the park was across the street, but the people  

We knew when we were growing up, no longer lived there.   

VINEGAR HILL AND AMSTERDM AVENUE 

The story we always heard why it was called Vinegar Hill  was because, the   

Dutch first settled in New York City, and it was on that hill they had several  

buildings where they made their apple vinegar and sauerkraut. It made sense to us,  

being the Dutch named Amsterdam Avenue, after their capital in Holland. 

                     

 

because  in 2003,  Mayor Guiliana, was there and he offically proclaimed that area  

on Amsterdam Avenue to be  known  as ‘VINEGAR HILL’. Not that most of the  

people in the neighborhood knew why they put sign on that corner.It should have  

been there years ago, when so many Irish familes were living on Vinegar Hill, they  

would have felt so proud to see it, but it is too late now, they have all moved away.  

When we lived there, no one knew ‘why’ it was called Vinegar Hill. Yet, that was 

the name the older boys in the neighborhood decided to called their basketball team  

that became so popular during the late Thirties, in the Bronx, Brroklyn and Queens.  

That section of Amsterdam Avenue was known to be very dangerous.because so  

many people were killed there in the winter, when the cobble stones had snow and  
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ice on them. When the cars went down the hill, they‘d start slipping and sliding into  

the cars that were trying to make their way up the hill. 

                      

A lot of peole didn’t know why it was called Vinegar Hill. It was named after a  

fierce battle that took place in Ireland.with the English, over a hundred years ago. 

There were a lot of Irish families living there, and someone decided to call that  

Section of Amsterdam Avnue,  Vinegar Hill, so they would never forget the bloody  

battle  that took place on Vinegar Hill, when the Irish rebelled after being under  

English Rule for hundreds of years, and they confiscated all their books, and they let  

them die of starvation during the potato famine during the 1800’s. During the battle  

of Vinegar Hill,  there were so many English soldiers,  they slaughtered the Irish by  

the hundreds and they and lost the fight again,  to be free of English rule.” 

                     

The sign should have been erected there years ago, when so many Irish families  

lived there. It was during the Forties and Fifties they began to move to New Jersey,  

Westcheser County and Long Island when the Spanish people began to move in with  

different kinds of vegetable and meat stores and they spoke a different language.  

The neighborhood as we knew it, no longer exists. Yet, today there has been another  

big change the apartment houses on 135th Street, have been modernized and they  

now have elevators and  are being sold as very expensive condominiums. 

 

THE STORES ALONG 125TH STREET  

 

It was always so exciting go there on Saturday mornings. The streets were crowded  

with women and thier children, carrying  black oil cloth shopping bags, seeing what  

they could get cheap for the least bit of money.. Momma went in the 5 & 10 cent  

stores, she be looking around, and we’d ask if we could go to toy department.  She’d  
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nod her head and off we’d go. There were several of them, one after the other,  

Woolworth’s, Kresige’s and Grants, and Mc Crory’s. It was similar to today’s mall,  

except the store were not enclosed, but there were so many different kinds of stores,   

shoe stores, dress shops, big and small jewelry stores, hat shops, linen stores, meat  

stores, big open vegetable stores, music stores, and theatres, and the famous Apollo  

Theatre, RKO’S and Loew’ Theatres and many other cheap movie theatres.  They  

had nice big ice cream parlors, where you sat on stools at the counter, and there was  

a big diamond jewelry store that took up both sides of corner on 7th Avenue, and  

there was Blumstien’s Department store, the only big store near us, and it had a  

second floor and we would walk up the wooden stairs to the children’s department.  

Momma went the linen department first, then she stopped and would buy several                      

skeins of wool, to crochet hats and scarves for us for the winter. 

.  

On the east side of 125th, was where the furniture stores were, one after the other.  

They were also, down along Third Avenue.and you could buy a new living room  

set, or a bedroom set and pay 25 cents a week, until it was paid off.  

  

Before I knew it, we wer going along  

and turned onto Northern State Parkway and  got off at Huntington. Going south on  

Route 110.and I knew where we were and my heart started to pound at the thought  

of burying Momma with Daddy, knowing that was not where she wanted to be.  

                       

The lead car slowed down and we drove through the big black wrought iron gates    

of  Pinelawn National Cemetery, where Daddy was buried. I wondered why we  

stopped and  all the drivers got out. There were men going around telling us,  

‘the service was going to be hold under the canopy, as soon as they set it up. I.  

couldn’t.understand why? When Daddy was buried there, we drove to directly to  
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the grave sight and they held service there, but as I looked around I noticed several  

funeral services were going on under different canopies near by, that was how they   

were doing it now. We waited in the car until they gave the signal we could go 

and  I walked in with Mary Jane an John.,and I saw Momma’s coffin covered with  

 

last and final chapter of Momma’s life.  

                         

A priest stood by the coffin and started intoning the usual prayers said at a funeral 

and when I heard him talking about ‘Momma’s soul’, and the wonderful life she 

led,’  it made me so angry because he didn’t know a thing about Momma  

or the kind of life she had, he was saying empty words that didn’t mean a thing. 

I felt someone should have given an eulogy, because she had done so much for so  

many people all her life.. If only one of Sonny’s children had come forward and  

told what she did for them, for thirteen years. but, it was all too late. The service  

was over and the priest left, and we stood there not quite believing, ‘it was over’ 

. 

My heart ached for Mary Jane, hearing her sobbing as she kept staring at Momma’s  

coffin, that I had to turn away and thought how Daddy was buried  there 30 years  

ago, on  May  20th, 1961, and exactly 30 years later, to think we were burying  

Momma beside him,. They gave him a military funeral, because during WW1, he 

was in US Navy for four years, even though the was a still British subject then. He  

was assigned to the USS Black Hawk, that patrolled the waters off the Azores  

and Canary Islands. After taps, they gave him a gun salute, and removed the flag  

from his coffin, and folded it 13 times into a tri-angle, and with a crisp salute, they 

presented the flag to Momma sitting in a chair they had provided for her. She ran  

her hand over the folded flag, but she did not weep, and neither did his 3 children.  
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We walked away and got back in our cars, and went home.                     

 

Looking 

there seemed to be no end to the thousands of veterans that once served in the Navy,  

Army, Marines, Air Force, and  Coast Guard, that were buried there.  

 

I think every parent should take their children to visit one of the National   

Cemeteries, so their could see for themselves, how many men offered their lives  

and fought for our country in World War 1, World War 11,  the Korean War and  

and the Vietnam War. T1hen we had the Gulf War in 1990, now we have men  

dying in another war, helping the people in Iraq,and in 2010 we are still fighting   

another war,  in Aphganistan and Pakistan.  

 

They need to know what war means, that it is a terbile thing, when they look at all  

those white headstones  glistening  in the sun, and know all those men buried  

there had to leave their families to go fight in the war, and leave their homes,  

their wives, children, mothers, sisters and brothers, so we could be free. 
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MOMMA  and  DADDY ….the gravestones, Pinelawn National Cemetery..   

. 
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  MYRTLE  M., HIS  WIFE                        THOMAS MC AROW   US NAVY             

                                                                                                                                                              

 JUNE 12, 1902 – SEPT,  12, 1991               MAY 25, 1896 – MAY 17, 1961 

 

      

                                                                                                                      Photographs  by Barbara 

Eichhorn Vazquez 

 

Many of them so badly wounded  they are still in Veteran’s hospitals, they can’t go home,  they lost 
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an arms and legs, and need to be cared for,  and there are those who don’t know who they are 

and.they walk around aimlessly through halls and grounds of the Veteran Mental Hospitals in every 

state and most of them will eventually die there, like my father did.  

My brother and I took turns going with Momma to see Daddy, but I could not understand why she 

insisted she had to visit him, after the way he treated her. He was very lucky to be in the Veterans 

Mental Hospital that overlooked the Long Island Sound, in Kings Park, where they had several big 

red brick buildings that were built in the late 1800’s, and there were acres of lawns and big sprawling 

shade trees everywhere with benches for them to sit and look out at the sea gulls, flying around. 

Daddy was there 7 years, and like the other veterans that spent their days walking around, not 

knowing who they were.. 

 

1941-45 … LIFE IN NEW YORK CITY …  DURING WW11 

      

It was bitter cold Sunday morning, December 7th, 1941. I had gone to the 12 o’clock  

mass with my girlfriends from high school, Rita O’Shaughnessy and Ellen Young.  

After mass, the sun was shining, and we went for a walk over to Grant’s Tomb on  

Riverside Drive. We liked walking over by the river, it was there we went roller  

skating, along the path in the park on Riverside Drive. 

 

We had been there many times, and we still went in and looked down at the  

caskets of President U. S. Grant and his wife, then walked around and watched the  

tourists taking pictures of one another,  and we took their camera and took pictures  

of them together with whoever they were with. They thanked us and we talked, but  

no one was aware Pearl Harbor had been bombed by the Japanese that morning.  

We didn’t find out until later that day, when we walked into Rita’s house and found                              

her mother, sisters and brothers crowded around the radio, crying and trying to  

listening to the news. It was Mrs. O’Shaughnessy who told us and kept shakin her  

head saying, “I’m so worried about David. “ David was Rita’s twin brother and he   

was on the USS LEXINGTON Aircraft Carrier, somewhere in the Pacific. Mrs. O’Shaughnessy  

had no way of knowing if David’s ship was in port when the Japanese bombed and sunk  

the ships that they were anchored in the harbor. All we knew, was what was on the radio  

was one of the ships that was sunk was the USS ARIZONA and thousands of men were  

killed while they were asleep on board the ship, and they had bombed and crippled 

several other big ships that were there.  

 

Then we heard how Pearl Harbor’s airfield  had been bombed and strafed and the planes were on fire 

and that were lined up and ready to go and the Japanese planes were gunning down the American 

airmen, as they were running to their planes.   

  

Hearing so much bad news, Mrs. O’Shaughnessy sat down and breathed a sigh of  
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relief  when we heard the radio announcer say, we just got word that  the USS  

LEXINGTON was not in Pearl Harbor, when the Japanese bombed so many ships.    

The boys over 18 signed up and joined the Army,  Navy, or Marines. They \                

couldn’t wait to fight. The war with the Germans had been going on since 1939 in  

Europe, but we were not involved  until Dece,ber1941, when the Japanese bombed  

Pearl Harbor. President .Franklin D.Roosevelt, Prime Minister Churchhill and  

Stalin met several times overseas,  to discuss s the situation with Hitler and the  

war. Thousands upon thousands of our men  were sent  to North Africa,  fight the  

Germans. We defeated General E. Rommel and we went to Italy and France,  

and the fighting would continue until 1945. So many lives were lost on both sides,  

before they reached Germany. Meanwhile, the Russians prevented the Germans  

from entering Russia, and they were pushing them out of  Poland.  

Just as many men were sent to the Pacific to fight and take back all the islands  

\                     the Japanese had taken over,.Guadalcanal, Indonesia, the Phillipines that had  

thousands of small islands, and Iwo Jima,  The Navy played a major role in the war  

in the Pacific, and it was there  thousands of men went down with their ships, and   

the ones that jumped overboard, were killed by the Japanese navy with machine  

guns,while they were floundering in the water.  

In the beginning of the war, the Japanese had the advantage because they had taken  

over all those islands. Since they already had their military forces wellestablished  

on all those islands,hey were ready and waiting when the Army, Marines and CB’s  

landed and tried to go ashore. They mowed them down with machine guns, and the  

ones they didn’t kill, were taken prisoners and tortured unmercifully. There have  

been several movies and many books written about the inhumane atrosities the  

Japanese were known to perform on the prisoners they captured, Americans,  

British and Austrailians and Canadians, had told stories how they were treated.. 

No one ever thought the war would last as long as it did. When the Allied Forces      

were planning, D-Day, the invasion of  Normany in June of 1944, everyone  

thought it would be the end the war with the Germans, but it wasn’t. 

“The operation was the largest amphibious invasion of all time, with  

over 160,000 troops landing on 6 June 1944.  

195,700 Allied naval and merchant navy personnel and 5,000 ships  

were involved. Casualites…killed, wounded or missing were 10,000.” 

The war would last another year. The Germans were waiting up on the cliffs, when  

they landed along the 50 mile stretch of beaches. They  used machine guns and  

shot them as they stepped out of the boats and were wading ashore  The beaches .  

were covered with bodies and blood of so many soldiers, and still they managed to   

fight their way up the cliffs and  push the Germans back, tbut it was a long hard . 

struggle, as they fought their way to Berlin. The winter of 1944-45, was the Battle  

of the Bulge,the last major Nazi offensive against the Allies, and it was one of the  

bloodiest battles of the war..So many Germans froze to death, in below zero  
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weather, because most of them did not have warm enough clothes.  Many  

Americans, and British perished in that weather too, but not because they didn’t  

have warm enough clothes...It was the beginning of the end for the Germans,  

and.the Allies finally made their way to Berlin and they surrended  May 9th  l945.  

•  
• • The Germans lost 250,000 men in the war, and so many of their fighter planes,  
• • that the wriing was on the wall. They realized they were doomed.ane Hitler  
• • commited  suicide, anr so did many of his officers. Whether Hitler committed  
• • suciide or not, is still being debated by historians. A large number of his men  
• • escaped to South America, and lived out their lives there, and a goor many of them  
• • were brought up on charges at  Nuremberg trial, years later.   

                          

The war in Europe was over. but we  had 3 more months of war and men dying in  

the Pacific, because the Japanese didn’t surrender until August 15, 1945, but only 

after we used the Atomic bomb.We warned the Japanese if they didn’t surrender,  

we would use to A-bomb on Hiroshima, Nagasaki and Kokura. They didn’t  

believe we would, but we did.We dropped hundreds and hundreds of leaflets over  

those cities, telling the people to leave that we were going to drop an Atomic  

bomb on their city. The first city was Hiroshima, and a few days later Nagasaki.  

Kokura was spared, because the plane carrying the 3rd A-bomb developed engine  

problems after take-off, and had to return to base…‘very carefully’.  

As in all wars, countless lives were lost on both sides.  

 

Not many people know  there are 42,000 Americans buried in a special cemetery  

in France, where there are only white crosses and Jewish stars, as far as you can see.  

Each one has their name, rank,relgion, and the state they came from, all symmetrically placed 

on land the French dedicated for the men of the United States that died in WWII. 

There are no graves for the men in the navy, who went down with their ships  

in the Atlantic, when they were sunk by German U-boats and destroyers. Or for all   

the men that went down with their ships in the Pacific, and all those men that  

died,  trying to go ashore and take back all those islands the Japanese had taken   

  

The war with the Japanese was fought mainly at sea, and the shame of it was  

both sides lost countless number of their men that went own with their ships. 

Towards the end of the war, the battle in the Coral Sea would be the deadliest, and  

it was there  so many men and ships were lost. The Japanese had pilots called  

‘suicide bombers’. when they realized they were losing the war. These were men 

who considered it an honor, to commit suicide for their country by diving their  

planes loaded with bombs, into our ships. It was during the battle of the Coral Sea 

the USS LEXINGTON Aircraft Carrier, was one of many ships that were sunk  

by the Japanese..When the news came over the radio, Mrs. O’Shaughnessy heard  
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it, and being David was on that ship, it was a terrible time for the family, until the 

Navy got word to his mother, that David was alive and he was found sitting in a  

big cooking  pot, bobbing up and down in the ocean. 

The irony of WW1, 1914-18, it was to be “THE WAR TO END ALL WARS!”  

They declared Novmeber 11th , 1918.Armistice Day,  a holiday to commemorate 

the end of WWI with the Kaiser in Germany. The war that was to end all wars  

meant nothing,  20 years later, in 1939, Germany started another war, by marching  

into Poland and then into France. Mussolini in Italy had beoame an ally of Hitler.  

 

Then in 1941, the Japanese bombed  Pearl Harbor, and we had WW11 After that  

war was over in 1945, they changed Armitice Day and called it,“Veteran’s Day.’  

For most people, it is a day go hopping for sales in the department stores. It is no  

longer a day to reflect on what ‘Veteran’s Day’ means.. How many parents have  

taken the time to tell their children what Veteran’s day really means, to remember  

all those men who fought for us and were willing to die so we could be free. 

But,  the shame of it is, howmany children  know what ‘free’ means? 

It has been said again and again that ‘war is a terrible thing.’ Yet, it seems there is  

always another war. In the 50’s and 60’s we had the Korean and Vietnamese  

Wars. In 1991, the Gulf War and a few years later, we were fighting in Iraq and ot  

is 2010, and we are fighting still another war in Afghanistan and Pakistan.  

During the war,  when I was old enough to be working, on my way to the bus, I  

bought The New York Times every monring..The first thing I looked at, was up on  

the corner left corner, was the latest count of how many more had died.   

          .                                                         

I was 16 in 1941,  when war was declared. We were living on Amsterdam Avenue 

and I knew the mothers and wives and friends on our block, whose sons, husbands  

and fathers who had gone to war and how they cried when they left, wondering.  

would they  ever see them again. They were sent to North African to fight the  

Germans, then to Italy, France and three years later to Germany, and just as many  

were sent to the Pacific, to recapture the islands the Japanese had taken over a few  

years before.   

 

I remember how the wives and mothers would stand on our stoop,  

waiting for the mailman, hoping they would get a letter from them. When they did,  

it would  be a V-Mail, so save space during the war, and all letters were copied  

and reduced to 4” X 5”, and put in envelopes cut and designed just for V-mails. 

The Japanese had been on those islands for some time, and were well prepared   

prepared to fight a war, and we were at a great disadvantage in the beginning of  

the war. They were waiting for the Marines, the Army and the CB’s as they tried  

to get ashore, and they used machine guns and shot them dead, or took them  

prisoners and from 1941-42,  we lost so many men. At Bataan, in the Phillipines,  

there are a thousand tiny little islands andthe Japanese had captured 75,000 men,  

Americans,Canadians, British and Austrailians, as well as civilian Filopinos, and               

They forced them to march 60 miles, to be interred in a Japanese prisoner camp, in  

tropical heat and thick jungles with no water or food for 5 days, that it was called,  

The Death March of Bataan                             
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I shorten the article on Internet, that described what the prisoners went through on  that march and how cruel the Japanese 

soldiers were to the prisoners. It is well documented that they used physical abuse and murdered them, 

and that is why so many of them tdied from exhaustion and starvation.  

There was evidence  they had beheaded them, cut their throats and shot them for no reason, and they were stabbings,.rape, 

severe beatings, disembowelment. They refused  to give them food or water and made them keep 

marching and if they fell down or could no longer walk, it was a death sentence. If a prisoner tried to 

help another prisoner that fell from exaustion, they were shot.. The lines of Japanese trucks drove over 

the top of the men who fell along the way, and then they leaned out the window and used their bayonets 

to slit the throats of the prisoners. The exact death count was impossible to add up.but some historians 

figured the minimum deaths were between 6 and 11 thousand, but the Allied reports said of the 72,000 

prisoners that were forced to march, 54,000 never reached their destination.  

                   Note*  On May 30, 2009, the 64th and final reunion of the Bataan Death March   Survivors  took place in 

San Antonio, Texas. Japanese ambassador to the United States, Ichiro Fujisaki apologized to the 

assembled survivors for the Japanese treatment of Allied prisoners of war, on behalf of the 

Japanese 

                                                                               *           *           * 

My boss, Jim Laudiscio, told me so many stories about when he was a Marine, he  

when he was taken prisoner by the Japanese and was held for 3 years, on an iland  

off Australia, one of the many islands the Japanese had taken over. He would shake  

his head and tell me how they tortured them, trying to get information from them. 

And how many had died. That there were 2,000 Marines in his outfit, and only 200  

lived to go home. They  rarely let them have mail from home, and they would see  

the Red Cross drop the bags of mail off for them. So many of the men that were  

there,  gave up and comnitted suicide.They were skin and bones because they had                

little or no food. When the Americans forces found them at the end of the war, and  

put them on board one of ships, when they weighed Jim, he was only 100 pounds. 

Jim was very proud he was on board the USS MISSOURI, the day the Japanese  

signed the papers when they surrendered, and he was in some of the pictures.  

                              Formal Surrender of Japan, 2 September 1945 --  

 

In the morning of 2 September 1945, more that two weeks after accepting the Allies terms, 

Japan formally surrendered.  The ceremonies took less than half an hour on board the battleship, 

USS MISSOURI, anchored with             other United States and British ships in Tokyo Bay  It 

was an extensively photographed dispite the overcast weather. 

                   

                   

 

                                                                         *          *         *                                                                          

                    

                  

 

When the service was over. I looked at Mary Jane and cried and sobbed and  

held on to one another. It was so  hard to believe Momma was in that casket, and  
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and we were going to walk away and leave her there, in a place where she did not  

want to be.. It broke my heart whenwe had to say ‘good bye’. 

I  couldn’t stop crying and I thought I heard Momma say, “Rose, We all have to 

die sometime,” and I felt  

Mary Jane put her arm through mine, and she whispered, ,“Don’t look back, Rose,  

keep walking, ”  That is what we did … we  kept walking  and didn’t look back.   

            . 

                         
                                                                                              Photograph  by  Fred V. Eichhorn, Jr  

\I got back in the car and Mary Jane went around and reminded everyone, to go to her house and have dinner.  Since 

most of them were from New Jersey, they were not familiar with the Long Island parkways and they asked her,  

: 

“How do we get back to the parkway and get on the Washington Bridge?”   

Mary Jane laughed and shook her head saying, :I have no idea, because I don’t drive.”  

Freddie spoke up and told them, “Follow me back to Route 110, and go north to Northern State Parkway and 

you will want to go west.and be sure you stay right and look for the Belt Parkway, because that will take 

you to Throggs Nrck  Neck Bridge and Cross Bronx Exprssway, and it will take you right to the George 

Washington bridge.“ 

 

Michael was driving and he said ”I think  it’s better that I  follow the car your sister’s in, because Irene said she knows 

how to get to the bridge, okay?”  

 

We went up Route 110, and got on Northern State and there was.hardly any traffic and I looked back and saw Freddie 

and all the other cars  were rigfht in back of us I figured we’d be back at Mary Jane’s house in about an hour.  

 

 I closed my eyes because they hurt and burned from crying so much and.  mus thave fallen asleep and woke up in 

Queens. We.were in the left lane and. Freddie was in back of us, and when there was a fork in the road,  I saw him 

move over to the right lane and so did all the other cars but Michael stayed in back of Irene and she 

I had no idea where we were headed.and t 

through the mid-town tunnel and came out  way downtown on 34th Street and  

Second Avenue. At the red light, Michael turned around and looked at me. I told  
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“I didn’t know how to get to the George Washington Bridge from here.” So he        

followed Irene. I saw Mary Jane looking out the back window at me, and she  

looked upset because she knew everyone was on their way to her house.  

                      

What made matters worse, we kept getting stuck heavy traffic and at times nothing  

was moving and we sat there in the far right lane, while the taxicabs and truck  

drivers kept honking their horns. Then 

Out and yelling and cursing at the truck drivers up ahead, because they were double  

parked and making their deliveries to the stores along Second Avenue, and. we had  

to wait our turn to get around the parked trucks. I  thought to myself,  

New York City could there be such traffic jams in the middle of the day.  

 

W 

full stop at 66th  Street and we just sat there.  I saw Mary Jane’s face in the back  

window again, and she was waving her arm at me, and pointing at the street sign 

I looked up at it, and figured she was letting me know we had only gone 30 blocks  

and she had to get home to her company.  I shrugged to let her know, there was  

nothing we could do about it, we had to sit there... But she kept pointing up at the  

sign and 

She wanted me to see we were stuck at 66th Street, and down the block was where 

Momma worked for Mrs. Hardon, at 137 East 66th Street. 

 

Saturdays mornings, we would get on the trolley and go see Momma. and she’d  

take us shopping with her, in and out of the stores along Second Avenue. Fifty   

years ago, Second Avenue was very different, it was dirty and the el running up  

over head, and there were thrift shops, and run down apartment houses and dry  

goods store where Momma bought most of her material, and antique shops we  

were afraid to go in, and the noisy el was taken down years ago.  

 

Second Avenue certainly had changed since I had seen it, it had become an  
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upscale neighborhood with attractive stores, and was an elite fashionable  

neighborhood with tall modern glass condominiums and office buildings and  

there were beautiful antique stores, fancy gourmet shops and florists, the kind of  

stores I would have enjoyed browsing through. I tried to look down 66th Street, to   

see if Mrs. Hardon’s apartment house was still there. I didn’t even recognize what  

I was looking at, because all I could see were big tall skyscrapers and towering  

office buildings.and I thought, of all the streets in New York City we could have  

ended up on, only Mary Jane and I end up on the street where  

work and take us shopping, on the day we had her funeral?   

 

The last time I was there was in 1939, the year Mrs. Hardon died. I admit, I was   

bewildred by our being there, because we were stuck there for a long time.   

Michael  

him to turn right at the next corner and get on the FDR Drive, it would take us  

to the Washington Bridge. When t 

lights, and so did Irene and she turned  right at the next corner and so did we, and  

down the block we saw the FDR Drive. We got on it and in no time we were on                   

the Washington Bridge, and a few minutes later we were at Mary Jane’s house. 

 

Some of the guests were on the porch. where it was cool,  and when we pulled in, AI could se they were concerned, 

“What happened to you?” Mary Jane walked up the steps and smirked , ‘Don’t ask. All I know is we went through the 

tunnel and came out at 34th Street and we had to find our way uptown, to get on the bridge.”. 

:Later on, Mary Jane told me, “Do you know we were the only ones that  

got lost.and to think we got stuck in traffic at 66th Street. You have no idea  

how that is bothering me, that something like that happened only to us..” 

 

I didn’t know what to think.and I just said, “I will say, it was very strange that  

we were the only ones that got lost and we land where Momma used to work.”  

 

By the time everyone went home, we were exhausted. Mary Jane’s girls cleaned   

up and put everything away and did the dishes. We waved as they left and   
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Mary Jane noticed John had fallen asleep on the couch.. She sat down and ran her  

hand through her hair saying, “I’m so tired. S 

porch.” We sat there in the dark and I heard Mary Jane sigh, “I don’t know about  

you, but I can’t stop thinking about what happened today. You know what I  

think, Momma wanted us to know she was with us/ That would be something she would do? Right?”  

                            

I groaned, “Oh! I don’t know Mary Jane.  I really don’t believe in those kind of things, but.after what happened 

today, I don’t know.  I can’t help but wonder was i a coincidence but the more I think about it, the more it 

bothers me, We were the only ones that got  lost,  and of all the places in New York City,  we get stuck on the 

same block where Momma used to work, for Mrs. Hardon, and we used to go shopping with Momma right 

there.” 

Mary Jane groaned, ”I didn’t mention it to anyone, because. I don’t think they wouldunderstand,   

 because I don’t even understand it myself.”  

 

Mary Jane changed the subject.and sighed, “It was good to see Rosie and Marie Mc Cann  again, and they were telling 

me about all the things Momma used to make for them..that she made them such pretty dresses, and embroidered little 

tiny pink rosebuds and blue forget-me-nots on the tops of them, in the early 30’s. but I was only around 3 or 4 then. I 

wouldn’t remember. They said when Momma worked for Mrs. Hardon, she would come to their house often befasue 

shw onlyh worked about 16 blocks away.  She took the 3rd Avenue trolley at 66th and got off at 82nd  and walk over to 

2nd Avenue. after she made dinner for the Hardon’s” 

’I nodded, “I don’t remember it either. I think Marie is about 8 years older   

      than me. I do know Momma made their Communion and Confirmation dresses and their brother Jimmy liked to 

the story  that Momma, made his navy blue Confirmation suit on an  old-fashioned treadle sewing machine, and she 

would rock her foot back and forth on a wide iron pedal to make it go.’  And I remember that sewing maichine, but 

you were much too young to remember it.”  

 

“When I started school, Momma went to see the nuns and asked if she could make my school uniform, a navy blue skirt 

and a white middie. She told them she couldn’t afford to pay what they were asking for them, and she explained she had 

to work to pay the rent and buy our food. They asked her to bring in a sample of what she could do and she did,  na dthey 

let her make all our school uniforms from then on.. She used to make Sonny’s uniform too, white shirts and a navy blue 

serge suit, but she stopped  because there was too much  work involved in making his jackets and she always bought his 

suits at  Blumsteins.“ 

“One day she was making a navy blue skirt for me, and the pedal on her sewing machine broke and she screamed  It was 

iron and she couldn’t find anyone that could weld it back together. Momma was heart broken because she loved that 

sewing machine.  That Christmas, Mrs. Hardon bought her the latest thing, a Singer’s portable’ sewing machine. She still 

had it in 1989.. When she came to live with us, you gave it to our Barbara, and Momma was glad you gave it to her.” 

 
I reminded Mary Jane, “Momma made most of our clothes on that portable sewing machine, and she even  made her ownwinter coats and our 

coats and dresses. Once we were old enough to go to work, she didn’t like that we preferred to buy our own clothes in Kliens…Remember 

what.Momma put me throught when she made my wedding dress on that sewing machine, and she made the 

bridesmaid‘s dress you wore,  Rosemary’s Christening outfit. She had the patience to sew row after row of tiny narrow 

lace down the entire front of the Christening dress, that was at least 24 inches long and because it was October, and 
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chilly, she made a long coat and a hat out of beautiful heavy white satin and lined it with a deliate white wool.  My 5 

children wore that outfit, but you didn’t want your children to wear it.. I still have it, and my wedding gown, even it 

they ar3 falling apart, I had to save them, because Momma made them..” 

 

Mary Jane laughed, “I know Gramma never taught Momma how to sew like that.”  

      I agreed with her. “I’m sure she didn’t. but Gramma would sit at night by a kerosene lamp and make all their clothes 

by hand, their dresses. pettioats and bloomers, and her neighborwould send to Sears for the cover-alls for Grampa and 

the boys..       

Uncle Jake was Gramma’s brother, when he saw how she had to make athe girls dresse, he bought her a treadle sewing 

machine, similar to the one Momma used to have years ago. Momma learned to sew from Mrs. Eggleston’s French 

seamstress. She lived in the brownstone house they had in the city 9 months of the year, and she taught Momma how 

to sew and how to embroider and crochet her own lace. I think every dress and petticoat we owned had lace on them, 

even our  bloomers. Momma always put too much lace on them, and it used to scratch and itch us and God help us if 

we complained that we didn’t like it how it felt?” 

 

I told Mary Jane. “When I think how Momma used to burn my hair and my ears, everytime she curled my hair with 

that old curling iron she used to have with a light green wooden handle. She would stick it in the hot gas flame and 

wait until it got red hot,  and she’d start curling my hair,  and she always managed to burn the edges of my ears.and it 

hurt. When I’d smell my hair burning,  I’d scream and pull from her.and she’d  pull me back and tell me annoyed, 

“Oh! For heaven’s sakes, Rose, don’t be such a baby. You have to suffer for your beauty, don’t’ you know that?” 

Everytime she’d burn me..I’d try so hard to cry,because I loved how I looked when I’d see myself in the mirror.  

 You had  long blonde hair with curls, and my hair was straight as could be. The only time          got my hair  curedl 

was when we were going to visit Aunt Rose or Aunt Mary in Brooklyn. Yet,  Momma would ask Anna to be sure she 

kept your hair curled.Anna liked to sit and would wind your long blonde hair around a piece of rag and tie a knot in it, 

before you went to bed. She did that about twice a week and in the morning she enjoyed brush the curls around her 

finger and put a big bow in your  hair and you looked so pretty while I always had short straight hair.”  

                           

                                                      

1935  ST. NICHOLAS PARK    Momma 35,  Rose 10, Sonny 9, Mary Jane 7   
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We were sitting there laughing and I said, “I don’t know if we should be ashamed of ourselves or not, because about 

the funny things she used to do.”  

 Mary Jane smiled, “Oh Rose,  this is what Momma would want us to do.”  

 

 I sighed,  “I often think how happy Momma was when Earl came back into her life. At  least they had a lot of good 

times together.for 10 years.  

Momma was always getting ready to go to another one of her grandchildren’s weddings. She would call me and never 

say, hello, it would be, ‘I’m having a problem trying to decide which gown I should wear. Which one did you  the teal 

blue one or the blue and green sheer print?  I think I liked how the sheer print looks on me,  I’ll wear that one, ” and 

she’d hang up and I’d be holding the phone in my hand and never said a word.”  

Mary Jane was knocking herself out laughing,  “I know, that is exactly what she did to me. She never said good bye. 

when she finsished with what she had to say, and hang up..”   

“When she walked down the aisle in church, she looked so beautiful in one of her long flowing gowns, with Earl by 

her side, carrying a sparkling evening bag with shoes to match. She always made sure you did her hair and had it 

combed up high on her head and sprayed until it was stiff so it would stay nice all evening.. At the reception, she 

would  go from table to table and talk to everyone, because she loved hearing how young and  beautiful she looked, 

and she did.”  

Mary Jane was crying and I was crying, and we sat there remembering how Momma made sure she looked beautiful 

every time she went to her grandchildren’s weddings. 
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Then I changed the subject and told Mary Jane, “Momma had no idea how lucky she was. to be in such a lovely 

nursing home. The care they gave her made me feel so much better, and to see how content she was to be there.. When 

the hospital gave me a list to go look at different nursing homes, where the could  send her, .after seeing what I had to 

choose from, , I did not want her in any of them, until I saw .the last one on the list.  As soon as I walked in,  I knew it 

was where I wanted her to be and I was right. They were so good to her, as well as all the other patients that were 

there.. It was a nice feeling  to see how content the patiens were, especially the women.  

 

At dinnertime, one of the male LPN’s would help them out of their hospital gowns and into their own clothes, then in 

their wheel chairs.They carefully brushed their hair, while  another male LPN went around with a tray of pretty beads 

and let them pick whatever they wanted to wear and he’d come back after dinner and collect them for the next night..” 

They wheeled them down the hall into a charming dining room with a piano for whoever felt like playing it. Every 

week theychanged the colors of the flowers on the tables, as well as the tablecloths and napkins and always used happy 

bright colors. The nights I’d stay and have dinner with Momma, it made her very happy, and they charged so little for 

dinner. I’d call Fred to let him know, and he didn’t mind fixing his own dinner. The men an women could sit wherever 

they wanted, but only 6 around the table, so  the wheel chairs could  fit in. and it was usually 2 men to 4 women, 

because there more women than men.there.”  

  

“ I went to see Momma every day, and the week before she died, I will never  

forget how she pulled me down and whispered, so the lady in the  

other bed wouldn’t hear her, “Next time you come, bring a bottle of ‘Golden  

Apricot’ so you can do my hair.’  

                            

I asked her, “How do you expect me to do your hair in that tiny little bathroom?” 

She insisted, “You can. I really would like you to do it, because there’s a  

new man sitting at our my table and I don’t like my white roots showing!”  

 

I looked at her and thought, here she was 91, on morphine around the clock,, and once again, she was worried about 

how her hair looked? I grumbled at her, “I can’t color your hair in that bathroom, Momma.. Besides, they have 

hairdressers  here, let them do it for you.”  

She pouted, “I know that! I don’t want  them to do it, then everyone will know 

I color my hair!” I thought, she’s been here 4 months, didn’t she  

see how white her hair was? At least, she decided not to do it.”   

Mary Jane laughed so hard, thinking about what she wanted me to do.    

 

I reminded her, “When we are were young, we think we would live forever. We  

can’t imagine one day we will grow old or that our parents will grow old and 

pass away. I think.we are so busy taking care of our children,.we don’t’ realize  

how fast time goes by, and before  we knew it, they are gone.”  

 

Mary Jane looked at me, “I can’t believe that time went by so fast..”  

I told her, “ I started working in 1965, when Valerie was 5. I know you worked 

now and then, but you were always near home and you worked  a couple of  

hours., but I worked everyday, 5 days a week. I don’t think you know  

what it was like to get 5 kids off to school every day, and make dinner before I  

left, becaue I’d be so tired when I came home, and I had to make sure I looked  

nice.  I drove to the city or  Brooklyn, and different stores on Long Island to do   

flower arrangements. I worked for Corham almost 15  years,  and had a wonderful  
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boss, Jim Laudiscio. His cousin Jack Correlli owned the company. They grew up  

in the same house in Philadelphia, and mostly family members worked there.    

How I managed to do what I did before I left in the morning. I don’t know.   

Fred’s job put him in Europe somewhere,  3 weeks and home 2 weeks, when he  

worked for the FAA.so I couldn’t lean on him for any help. In the morning, I’d  

let the dog out, get the kids up for school and leave their breakfast ready, except  

on week ends, I’d make pancakes and sausages..After I made the bed, I’d take a  

fast shower and put hot rollers in my hair and throw some clothes in the washer  

and turn it on while dinner was cooking. All the girls had to do was heat it up   

before I got home. They were a lot of help, they set the table and put the dishes         

in the dishwasher and they all had certain chores to do around the house.”  

                          

“I went to all the fifteen Macy’s and A& S stores,and I  hated when it would  

snow.becaue I panicked. It was my worst fear to have to drive home in snow and                      

ice..When Jim found out how afraid I was, he told me, to get in my car and go 

home if I saw it was starting to snow.’  I was  fortunate to have a job like that  

becasue. I didn’t have to work in the summer.  I was home with the children from  

Memorial Day to Labor Day.”   

 

“Momma liked to come over with Earl, and take us to the beach. She’d bring all  

the food and we’d have a picnic Earl did not like the beach but she was fair, she  

would  alternate, and take us for a long drive to the end of Long Island. It was  

about a 3 hour drive, and we’d always find a nice place and have a picnic. 

                           

“By the Seventies, the children were older and they no longer wanted to go with us  

on picnics, they preferred to be with their friends. I was shocked and hurt that   

they. ‘preferred’ to be with their friends until I realized,  they were teen-agers,  

they didn’t want  to be with their mother and their grandmother?” 

 

“ When Rosemary was 16,.she was working at May’s Deprtment stroe after school  

and on week ends and since I was only working part time in a flower shop, I used  

to drive her to work. S he would let me know,   she  

her off  at May’s Dept. where she worked after school and on  

week ends. I oculd have lt her walk, because we lived within walking distance of  

the store,  and I’d drive her to work, she’d lean in and tell me getting out of the  

car,   ‘I’ll kiss you when I get home, okey Momma?’ and run in the store, and I’d  

take the time to go pick her up around 10 o’clock…and she’d wait until she got  

home, before she’d give me a kiss!”.  

 

When they learned to drive, they’d ask to borrow my car, I’d let them and they’d    

go roller skating or go dancing at a disco. but I died a thousand deaths until  

they came back home. I’d lay in bed, wide awake, thinking about all the things t 

hat could happen. Then I’d hear the car pull in the driveway, and the dog barking.  

I’d wait to hear the front door close. and it was such a relief when I heard their  

footsteps coming upstairs and  hear them say, “I’m home, Mom.”. 

                           

Mary Jane laughed, “ I remember your telling me how you couldn’t sleep, when  

when they first got their driving licenses. I didn’t have to go throught any of that.” 
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I nodded,   “It was a strange feeling when you   ealize they are no longer children,  

and they are driving around with friends and they graduate from high school.   

I remember, when Diana went to college in 1971, she was 19, and she never lived  

at home again. Your Mary Jane was the first one to get married in 1970, when she  

was 18. Then Rosemary married Alan  in 1971 and Diana married Ralph in 1972.   

Barbara moved to Florida, after Diana moved down there. Then Valerie moved  

down there too, and lived with Baraba,  because she liked it so much. After  

Rosemary got divorced, she moved to Florida with lil Barbara,  and all four girls  

were living in Florida. All I had to show they once existed, were ‘pictures I  

                         had of them stuck in a  draw somewhere.  Freddie worked and went to college and l                        lived 

with us until 1985  and we retired and moved to Flordia too. He stayed and  

                         bought a house. I discovered  life goes on without them, and they got along fine  

                         without us.”  

                   

                        Mary Jane sat there thinking about what our lives used to be like, and Mary  

                        Jane just said,, “Even after all these years, I can’t believe they are gone..”  

                           .  

SONNY 

While I sat there watching Mary Jane crying, I realized I let years go by and I  

never told her how I admired her for the way she took care of Sonny, when he.  

was dying., and I wanted her to know  how I felt abou t it, our p;hone calls were  

not that long and we didn’t write that often..  

                            

.”I  know Sonny’s been dead almost 4 years, and I’ve been wanting to tell you  how  

I admired what you did for him. No one but you offered to take him and do for  

him what you did for him for a year and a half, and you carried all his meals  

upstairs and bathe and wash the open wounds from the extensive surgery they had  

to do, and when he felt better, you encouraged him to get up and walk around, and  

to think you convincedhim the might get his old job back and he did. .I’m so glad        

he let you know, that he appreciated everything you did for him.  

called and suggested   

 

When you called and suggested we drive up and see him before it was too late, I  

was so surprised to see how alert and happy he looked sitting up in that bed and 

I couldn’t get over the change in him. He was like the Sonny we used to know,  

but it was only because of you, he was able to find himself again and the fact he   

couldn’t drink anymore.. We really enjoyed talking to one another, He seemed to  

be so proud the company he used to work had that much faith in his work they  

hired him back. and he was doing what he loved, working on those blueprints.  

When he could no longer drive to the office, it wa hard to belive they allowed  

him towork on themand sign them off.while he was in bed and they sent someone  

to your house everyday to pick them up and drop off several more. When he was  

dying,  you refused to let him go to the hospital, you didn’t want him to die there  

all alone, and you held him in your arms and let him die so peacefully.” 

                          

 

Mary Jane wiped her eyes, “The shame of it was, no one understood him, or  
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ever saw how good he really was, he hid that from everyone. I can’t begin to tell   

you how kind and gentle he was when he stopped drinking. He suffered terribly,    

more than we will ever know. I am glad he is finally at peace now.”   

      

“Mary Jane,  I have asked myself so many times, why did he waste his life the  

way he did? Drinking wa all hew anted to do? Was it because Pat died so suddenly, and he  

couldn’t cope with taking care of his 6 children. In the end he found out he  

couldn’t.and.Momma had to take them and give them a home.” 

 

Mary Jane sighed, “I don’t know.  Sonny drank before Pat died, but nothing like he  

die after she died. Little by little I noticed the change in him, when he no longer cared about himself or his children, 

but I wouldn’t dare mention it to him.He’d get somad and insulted. 

 

I felt I had to say, “You would think after seeing what Daddy’s drinking did to us,  

he would never drink, He had to know what it was going to do to his children. Not       

that Sonny really felt … he’d rather walk away than argue with anyone.  

              

Sonny  was 61 when he died on January 4th, 1987 On the day of his funeral it was   

11 degrees. It was so cold the day we stood at the grave, I could not stop shivering.  

We stood there ,23 years ago, when he buried Pat there, when she died so suddenly. I don’t think he ever forgave 

himself for not being home that night.  I know Ihave never forgotten the look on his face that day he stood at the 

holding Nora in his arms, and his 5 boys lined up beside him.” 

 

While Momma, Mary Jane and I stood there looking at Sonny’s coffin, I was  

thinking about  Sonny.  He was different from the other boys in the   

neighborhood. As young as he was then, he was the one that worried about  

Mary Jane and I and where we were going and who we wre going with. Whenever 

something needed fixing in the house,  when a lamp needed rewiring, or there was a hole  

in the plaster wall, he had his own tool box and he would fix it, because he seemed to think 

it was his responsiblilty.  

For a young boy in his teens, it was remarkable how he took over and cred about my sister and I.   . He was the one 

that  mopped the linoleum floors on Saturdays and poured liquid wax on them to smka them shine,  and warned us to 

stay off them until they dried. I remember the week before Christmas and Easter, he would take down the dusty pink 

organdy curtains and Mary Jane would wash and starch them. After she ironed them, he would hang them back up, but 

it’s funny,  I don’t remember helping them, but I must have!  

       .         

When Sonny was in high school, he worked after school down the block  at the Interborough Fur  

Storage Company, on 128th Street and Amsterdam, like a lot of the boys in the neigborhood  

did. Sonny gave Momma his pay to help her pay the bills, nd kept very little for himself..When I think what a 

wonderful son and brother he was, it makes me want to cry, knowing the terrible life he had, and how he suffered in 

the end, when he was so good to us when we were growing up.  

 

                   . 
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This pictured was tken in 1941, we were  sitting on Mrs. Kolman’s porch that wasd built over the lake, and the house 

was one of 2 that were on the small island, in the middle of  Lake Placid, her sister Mrs. Bill Rose, owned the other 

house,  that wa near by..  

Mary Jane  14,  Sonny 16,  Momma 44,  Rose  17                      

Flag on boathouse and  White Face Mountain on the left. 

                                                                      

                                                
 

                                                                  LAKE PLACID, 1942  

                                         Standing on the roof of Mrs. Kolman’s the boat house   

                                                   Whiteface Mountain in the background. 

 

 

                    

                                                                     *               *               *                                       

 

 

      1945 …LIFE AFTER THE WAR 

 

              D-Day was June 6, 1944. It  wa the greatest single invasion by the Allied forces, in Normandy, France. during 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          579 

 

WW11.  Rumors were flying all over, that it would end the war. But it didn’t, it went on for another 10 months, 

and there were terrible causalities on both sides. During the Battle of the Bulge, and  so many men froze to death 

that winter because they did not have enough warm clothes, when the temperature dropped to zero, but they 

captured Berlin and Germany surrended May 6, 1945. 

 

We had lived in fear for almost 5 years, always thinking the German’s were going to bomb New York City,.like 

they were doing to London,  England. Everytime we  heard the air raid sirens go off in the middle of te night  we 

never knew if we were going to get bombed, and we’d sit up in bed, and  we’d wait and listen, then after awhile 

we’d hear ‘the all clear’ sirens go off, and we’d breathe a little easier and be glad to go back to sleep. 

 

Labor Day had just passed, and Mrs. Kolman and Momma had just come back from Lake Placid and unpacked.and 

in a way, she was glad to be  back in her 10th floor penthouse, at 75 East 55th Street. She spent her summers at her 

home on the lake,  from Memoiral Day to Labor Day. Momma had been unpacking and had called Gristede’s and 

the meat market and put in a big order to be delivered, so she could restock the panty and refrigerator. 

      During the winter months, I worked and went to school at night, and stayed with Momma at with her at Mrs. 

Kolman’s, because she was lonely. I hadn’t see Momma since I was at Lake Placid, and spent a week of my 

vacation with her, then I took the bus to go see Aunt Vina, like I did every summer, because Momma was away 

every summer at Lake Placid .      

 

Mrs. Kolman called and had all new fall flowers put in the garden she had around the patio,and the flower boxes 

because that was something she enjoyed,to sit out there and have her meals. 

   

     The main elevator was in a private foyer,  just outside Mrs. Kolman’s front door. There was no on else on that floor 

but her and Momma. Around the corner and down the hall, was the service elevevaor, and down another short hall 

was where Momma slept and a door to go outside on another  patio, where Momma liked to sit and read the paper 

and have a cup of coffee. Many night we’d sit out there  and look at all the tall buildingsl lit up, marveling over how 

beatufil  New York City looked all lit up at night..  

     

     When the groceries or meat was delivered, they used the service elevator, and had to walk past  

     the foyer where the main elevator was, and the  kitchen door was always open. They’d put the  

     box of groceries on the table, and Momma would offer them some of her cookies or a piece of   

     cake, and they’d thank her and leave.. 

      

     Mrs. Kolman and Mrs. Hardon made sure that Momma and the three us came in the front          

     door, and the doorman let us in hey did not want us going down in the dark basement and have     

      to use the service elevator. Momma worked Mrs. Kolman since 1940, after Mrs. Hardon   

      passed away. We  knew the doorman  on duty during  the day  the one that worked there at   

      at night. They were both Irish with a thick brogue, and being our name was ‘Mc Arow’     

      you can be sure they took real good care of us and would  ask,  “And how are ye doin’ in    

      school these days?’ 

  

When I was going to high school, I would often spend a Saturday afternoon with Momma and after dinner  we’d 

go to the movies around the corner at the Trans-Lux. and I’d stay over and we’d go to mass the next morning. 

She’d make Mrs. Kolman breakfast and we’d go home since Sunday was her afternoon off..  

One day I went to see Momma, and while we were sitting in her room talking, Momma started to cry.  I got up and 
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put my arm around her.because  I didn’t know why she was upset.. I was so surprised that she started to yell at me,. 

“What do you care how lonely I am,.being stuck in one room day after day.. I am here all alone night after night 

with no one to talk, and you can be with your friends and have a good time, have you any idea what it is like here 

for me?.” I was so hurt that she would say something like that to me, when. I was the only one that came to see 

her.that  I started to cry. I knew it wasn’t my fault that she was there alone Momma didn’t live with us since. I was 

6 years old. The only time Momma was home with us was on Sunday afternoons and evenings..When she worked 

for Mrs. Hardon,  she lived 6 months in the city with them, and 6 months in their country home Connecticut. When 

she worked for Mrs. Kolman and then for JudithGarden, from 1940 to 1957, every summer she was in Lake Placid  

from Memorial Day to Labor Day, so we rarely saw Momma when we were growing up...  

I felt so bad that Momma was alone so much that I started to stay with her at Mrs. Kolman’s, when I was in high 

school. I’d stay two and three weeks and then go home for awhile, so I could see my friends because. I missed going 

skating with them and walking to school together It was not easy for me to get to my high school, from East 55th 

Street, I had to take two buses to get to 114th , because it was on 7th Avenue, in the middle of Harlem.   

Mrs Kolman, was very good to me, and seemed glad I stayed with Momma. She suggested that I invite some of my 

friends to come and have lunch with me on the pentroof. I invited my girlfriend, Rita O’Shaughnessy and her sister 

Babyo. They came on a Saturday afternoon and Momma made a delicious lunch.for us and they loved  being up on the 

10th   floor and eating on the pentroof  and they were in awe looking up  at the tall skyscrapers, while we ate.. 

 

The years went by, and when  I was 19, I was working downtown near Wall Street. When Momma would come back 

from Lake Plaice, I would stay with her. When I was going to a business school at 33rd and 5th  Avenue, it was very 

convenient for me to take the E  train to 53rd Street and Madison   and walk 2 blocks 55th Street, late at night.  The war 

was still on and my boyfriend at that time, was in Germany.so I was not dating anyone.so Momma and I went to the 

movies and  we’d go bowling,  and roller skating at an indoor rink that was on 59th and Columbus Circle. 
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Momma was back from Lake Placid about a week  and I was staying with her. he night of my birthday the girls in the 

office  took me to dinner to celebrate my birthday, on September 5, 1945,  and. we took a cab to the Venetian Lantern, 

on east 14th Street, a well-known German/Viennese restaurant. We had such a good time, and left around 9. I stopped 

in a phone booth and called Momma, to let her  know I’d be there in 20 minutes, so she wouldn’t worry. She told me, 

“I’ll  leave  the door ajar, so I won’t have to get up, because I’m in bed reading.”  

          

Twenty minutes later, she heard the elevator came up and stop. Momma assumed it was me, but it  

wasn’t my footsteps she heard,it was a tall black young boy and he slipped into her room so fasdt, that she only saw 

him for a split second, and he slid his hand along the wall and knew exactly where to shut the light off in her room. 

  

She screamed at th top of her lungs and kept screaming as loud as she could, and the only light in the room was the 

flickring of the voitce candle she had burning in front of her favorite saint, St. Anthony that shelit every night  in front 

of the 36” statue, that had a very special meaning to her. She found it stuck inside one of the huge iron support column 

of the Third Avenue el, and she took it home with her.  .  

                     

In the dim light she saw him unbuttoning his pants and he drop them on the floor and she kept   

screaming as loud as she could and .he wad on top of her, laughing as he ripped her nightgown up the middle and 

started raping her over and over, and the more she tired to push him off her, the more determined he was to pin her 

down.He warned her, “Stop your screaming, Myrtle, or I will have to kill you.” She froe when she realized he knew 

her name. She scramed until her voice gave out and he put both of his hands around her neck, and squeezed as hard as 

he could and told her, See, I know your name and I know your daughter’s name is Rose and she stays here with you, 

and I found out she really lives up on 135th Street and Amsterdam Avenue..”.”    

 

Then he stopped and the tone of his voice changed when he told her, “If you tell the cops who I am,  I will come after 

you and your daughter and I will kill the both of you, and don’t’ think I won’t..”. When she heard him say that, she 

tried to scream all the louder, knowing I was going to walk in any minute.”  

 

Mrs. Kolman got up out of bed, because she  thought she heard someone screaming. She was in her night gown, 

reading, and thought it was coming from one of the building across the way.. But, hearing the screaming again, she 

realized the screaming was coming from downstairs maybe.  

 

She  put on her robe, and decided to check on Myrtle to see if  she was alright, because she knew I wan’t home yet, 

that I was out with friends celebrating my birthday, since she didn’t’ her the main eleator com eup. . She hurried out  

the front door and left it ajar and she panicked when she realized, the horrific screaming was coming from Myrtle’s 

room,  just.down  the hall.  

hall, being no one else lived on that floor, she ran back and called the police.   

  

 

 

He continued to rape Momma and then he stopped and put his powerful hands around her neck and  tried to choke her 

to death again, he was determined  to shut her up, and when she went limp he let her fall to the floor and he buttoned 

up his pants thinking she was dead. when heheard Mrs. Kolman coming down the hall, calling   “Myrtle…Myrtle…are 

you alright?” Before she got there, he ran out of the room, and Mrs. Kolman saw him take the broom handle out of the 

service elevator door, and run in and the door closed  and he was gone.  

 

Mrs.Kolman knew he did something to Momma and kept calling, “Myrtle…Myrtle’…and turned the light switch on,  

and screamed when she saw Momma laying on the floor. She knelt down and  leaned over her and felt her heart to see 
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ifthere was a pulse, and she noticed ner neck was all red where he had tried to choke her to death. . She grabbed the 

phone by her bed, and called the police back and asked them to hurry and send an ambulance that she found Momma 

on the floor unconscious, and she had deep red marks all around her neck where he had obviously  tried to strangle 

her, and that her nightgown had been ripped up the middle.   

    

 They let her know an ambulance was on the way and asked her to stay until they got there.”   

 

 While that was going on, I was walking down the block and noticd there was an ambulance   

parked in front of building where Mrs Kolman live. The doorman opened the door for me and  

looking at the  ambulance outside, I asked him,“Did someone have a heart attack?”   

 

He didn’t look at me and he sounded kind of upset when he ushered me inside and told me, “I think you  better sit 

down and wait, because, well …you can’t get on the elevator right now.  

They’ re using it to  bring one of the tenants down, and taking her to the hospital..” 

 

I sat down unconcerened and watched the bronze arrow that showed the elevator was coming down and  the door 

opened, and they started to  push the gurney out. When I saw it was Momma,  

they were hurrying through the lobby with, I jumped up and screamed.and ran after them, asking’What happened to 

my mother.” They had her arms and legs tied to the gurney. I was gasping for air.because  I  couldn’t imagine what 

could have happened to here because I was just  

talking to her 20 minutes ago on the phone. All they would say was,’they had to give her  

 a neredle to calm her down.  She kept moaning and I took a hold of her hand and was pleading with her, “Momma, 

talk to me.” She didn’t respond or move. Then I saw her neck and I became  hysterical and they continued to push her 

out to the.waiting ambulance.    

 

The doorman walked me back to the sofa and stayed with me, and suggested that I sit down. I  knew something 

terrible had happened, but he wouldn’t tell me what happenedm he just  kept shaking his head back and forth. The 

door oopen and 3 deteives walked in and showed him their badges. I could hear them  asking him questions, oand they 

glanced over at me, because he must have told them I was her daughter , I walked over and I sobbed  Will someone 

please tell me what happened to my mother. I don’t understand what is going on here. They won’t’ tell me and they 

just put her in the ambulance.” 

 

The detectives made a face and sighed, then theylooked at one another, and the older one told me,  

one told me, .”The hospital is going to need your mother’s address and phone number..They called the lady she works 

for, but she is so she couldn’t remember it.”   

  

I told him and he wrote it down in the note book he had, and left to tell the doctor in the ambulance..  I followed him 

out and asked if I could go in the ambulance with Momma, and  

was told, ‘No, I couldn’t “ They closed the door and  took off down the block with  

siren going.and I was crying so I couldnd hardly see and Jim the doorman put hi big hand on  

hand on my shoulder and was  trying tocomfort me. He had me go back inside, and seemed  

very uncomfortable telling me, “I feel it is not up to me to tell you what happened. All I know is Mrs Kolamn saw a 

taly black boy running out of your mother’s room, and he left her for dead on the floor, but she wa unconscious, not 

dead.”.  

  

I was absolutely stunned  by what he was telling me., I had no idea what was going on,  

and wasn’t sure I heard him right.and  he went on to say,”It’s best you sit there and wait , Mrs.  

Kolman will tell you, she saw him run off and she called the cops. She just called to see if you were here,  and I told 
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her that you were. And, I let her know there were 2 dectecives here that wanted to talk to her, so. she is coming down 

right now. Mrs. Kolman stepped off the elevator  

in her robe and nightgown.and when she saw me,  she put her arms out and hugged meto her and the 3 of us stood ther 

bawling, wondering how such  thing could happen to Momma?.  

 

    

We sat down on the sofa in the lobby,  and she told me that she was in bed reading, and when she heard this terrible 

screaming  she assumed it was coming from the next building and when it continued, she got up and  realized iit was 

coming from somewhere in her building. So she decided to check if Momma was alright.’.I was a very naive 19 years 

old girl then and I was embarrassed when she told me, “I understand the doorman, Jim, did not want to tell you what 

happened so I told him I would.. Well, your motherwas raped by  a young black boy in her bedroom, about 9 o’clock, 

a few minutes before you got here.. I am sure you saw the imprint of his fingers around 

her neck, where he tried to choke her to death, not once but several times. Probably to stop her from screaming.  The 

only reason he didn’t kill her,  he heard me coming down the hall calling her name. But,  I only saw the back of him 

when he ran out of your mother’s room, butooning up his pants. When he got to the service elevator he yanked the 

broom handle off, that he had put there to keep the door open, so so he could make a fast escape. I stepped back inside 

fast and called the police, hoping   they would catch him coming out of the basement.. .When I hurried back to you  

mother, it was dark, and put the  light on and almost fainted.’ I was crying aned  

couldnt belive what she was telling me, because I had just talked to her .  

She took a deep breath before she said, “I discovered your mother on the floor by  

her bed, and she wasn’t moving and seeing her nighgown5531111111111111111111111111 was ripped up the  

middle and she was unconscious. . I panicked. I bent down and put my ear on  

her chest and could hear her breathing. I grabbed the phone by her bed and called  

the police back, and told them how I found your mother and they said they would  

send an ambulance over right away.”  

     

Mrs. Kolman let out a out tired sigh and patted my hand and got up, “I’ll be right  

back. I have talk to the detectives, they want to ask me some quesions.”. They sat  

opposite me on the other sofa, and asked a lot of questions and wrote everthing  

down, and asked to go upstairs so they could see the scene of the crime. Mrs.  

held my hand and we got in the elevator with them, Mrs. Koman let them kown,   

no one lived on the 10th floor but her. When they stepped out into her private  

foyer,  they drew a rough floor plan, to show where the hall was, the service     

elevator down the hall to left, and where Momma’s room was, since it was separate  

area, away from Mrs. Kolman’s livintg quarters. and a second door that wentout to  

the pentroof , that went all the way around, and it was never locked. It was not r  

near the area that  Mrs. Kolman had her garden and patio furniture. It at the  

opposite end, and we liked to sit out there and enjoy the view. They noticed  the  

window in Momma’s room looked out onto the pentroof, and they felt he could  

have been hiding out there in the dark and could look in and see she was in bed.  

    

They turned to Mrs. Kolman and told her,“This guy was no stranger around here,  

he definitely  knew his way around..’  it was like a nightmare to me, It did not  

seem real what was going on. I had such a good time, with th girls in my office  

and I see them wheeling Momma out on a gurney an taking her to the hospital, an  

it  was like a horrible nightmare.     

 

Leaving, the detecties said they were going  to the hospital to see if they cold talk  
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to Momma, they figured the shot they gave her had worn off, because they wanted  

to see if she recognize this guy, or give them a description of him “ Seeing how I  

was crying, the older one  looked at me,  “Your mother was a very luck lad, that  

lucky lady, that guy did not choke her to death. When the doctor got here, she was  

just beginning to come around,she got hysterical and started screaming and hitting  

and clawing at the  doctor.that he had to giver her a shot to calm her own, so they   

could  get her on the gurney. They tied her arms and legs down so she wouldn’t  

wouldn’t hurt herself, getting her on the elevator.’ I noe that I understood, but I         

didn’t, becasue nothing was making any sense to me..       

   

They left and Mrs. Kolman had me sit in the living room, while she poured each  

of us a glass of Apricot brandy. It was delicious but  she didn’t realize I just turned  

19. and I didn’t drink. I never had  brandy before. I drank it and it took  

my breath away,  but I kept sipping on it.. Mrs. Kolman kept sayng, “I am still in    

a daze … I can’t believe what  happed to your mother.and I know how you must feel, seeing her on tha gurney 

downstairs.  All I could do was cry, thinking about what he did to Momma, and what she must have had to go through.   

 

Mrs. Kolman got up and got a hanky.for me, and we sat there awhile with our own thoughts.. I tried to calm down and 

told her, “I think I will go home in case the hospital calls. The detective said it would be at least an hour, before they 

would call and if they didn’t, he gave me the number to call them.  I hated to leave Mrs. Kolman there all alone, she 

assure dme she would be alright. She  called downstairs and hhad the doorman get a cab for me.and put $50 in tens in 

my hand, and asked ne to make sure I call her as soon as I heard anything, that she didn’t care what time of the night it 

was.”  

 

Before I left, I asked her if she would mind if I called my father, to tell him what happened to Momma, and he got mad 

because he was in bed, and  I woke him up, and I told him the gory details.. He said he didn’t care, and hung up and  

went back to sleep. When I went home and tol Anna, she nearly passed out and Mary Jane couldn’t stop crying, and 

we kept calling the hospital and got no where. We sat there anxiously waiting for the hospital to call, and no one 

called.  

 

I must have dozed off.because when  I looked at the clock and it was 2 in the morning,when one of detectives called to 

say, they were bringing Momma home.  He said the hosptial did not want to release her. but she insisted she wanted to  

go home. He let me know they had to give her another shot to calm her down.because while they had her in E.R, 

everytime she saw a black person go by , she go thysterical and  started screaming and they had to give her another the 

shot not to knock her, but to clam her down. out completely, but the detectives  had a hard time,  trying getting her up 

the stairs because she could hardly stand up, because she was in no condition to go home.  I called Mrs. Kolman like I 

promised and woke her up to let her know the detecives brought Momma home and I put her to bed.” She thanked me 

for letting her know, and said she would call me in the morning.’”The detectives waited in the dining room, while I 

took the hospital gown off and put one of Momma’s  nightgowns on.her  and she laid down. Daddy opened his eyes, 

looked at her, and never evem asked how she was and went back to sleep.” 

 I explained to the detectives that he was an alcoholic, and they shook their heads, and they knew what I meant. It made 

me sick to see how Momma’s neck was so badly swollen and the imprints of his fingers were  all over her neck, and 

were turning purple, red. black and blue, while Momma kept sobbing quietly into the pillow.  I looked at the 

detectives, and was trying not to cry again, and .knew the way they were talking between themselves, they felt so sorry 

for Momma.. They said they had to go and  put their hats on and said they’d  be back first thing in the morning.  

 

 They were back every morning and pulled up two chairs and sat by Momma’s bed and  
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 showed her books  filled with pictures, to see if she recognized the young man that did that to her, but she refused to 

look at any of them. It frustrated them but they kept coming back with more pictures, but it was useless, because 

Momma knew who he was, but she would not telll them because she was deathly afraid of him.   

 

Momma stayed in bed for weeks after, and all she did was cry, and they continued to  

come with more pictures for her to look at. She would turn her head and refuse to look at any of them.   Having seen 

his face, they knew she would recognize him, but because he threatened to kill her if she told the cops and said  he 

knew where she lived on Amsterdam Avenue, was why she was so scared.. The detectives already decided it was one 

of the delivery boys from either Gristede’s, or the meat market, and they needed her to say it, but she wouldn’t tell 

them...   

 

I was surprised when they told me Momma  was not the only woman in that neighborhhod that  had been raped.. In 

every case, they all had their groceries delivered by Gristende’s and used the same meat market. They admitted they 

were having the same problem with the women that were raped, because like Momma, they were afraid to say who he 

was , being he had warned them too, what he’d do if they ever told who he was, and they continued to live in fear and 

the case was never resolved. 

 

Momma never went back to work for Mrs. Kolman, but she called her every morning and talked to her. She had 

already hired a new maid, and.I called to find out what day would be best to pick up up Momma’s things.and let her 

know I was bringing my girlfriend Rita with me.. We filled 2 suitcases with clothes and everything else she had, like 

her books and paints. and carefully wrapped her 38” statue of St. Anthony in a blanket and carried him separately, I 

kissed Mrs. Kolman .and thanked her, and she. had doorman hailed a cab for us.  I said a tearful ‘good-bye’ to him. He 

put the suitases in the cab, and asked about Momma, and we left.  

.   

                     Mrs.Kolman felt terrible  Momma could not go back and work for her, but, they remained the best of friends for years 

after.. Mrs. Kolman came to my wedding and she was at Mary Jane’s wedding, and held Rosemary, during the 

ceremony, she was a year old by then. Shortly after Momma left, Mrs. Kolman moved her showroom from the CBS 

studios on Madison Avenue and joined Elizabeth Arden, being he was a good friend of hers, when she opened her new 

salon on the corner of  5th Avenue, with the bright red door, that became so famous, and.Mrs. Kolman had the entire 

2nd floor for her showroom.   

 

Judith Garden was one of the top florists in New York City, and she was also Mrs. Kolman best friend. She lived with 

her husband Ben, in a brownstone house a couple of doors up from her, and ran her flower business from her 

house.When she heard what happened to Momma, she called every morning and tried to talk her into working for 

her.because,when she was working for  Mrs. Kolman’s, Judith liked how she asrranged the flowers she would bring to 

Mrs. Kolman.  Momma really wanted to work for Judith, but she was afraid.beause tt was too close to Mrs. Kolman’s 

apartment house.. Judith promised her, she would see that she was never left alone in the shop, and she kept her 

promise all the years she worked for her.. Judith  decided to change her name to whatever she wanted.and Momma 

chose ‘Mary’, and no one was allowed to call her Myrtle again.   

 

It is still hard to believe, how good Judith Garden was to Momma/ because she had a reputation for having such a bad 

temper and being a horrible person to deal with. For some odd reason, she was extremely fond of Momma and never 

stopped being good to her during the 10 years she worked there for her..She even had one of her men, Tony, Al, or 

Joe,  pick her up in the morning at home and bring her home every night, for years.. Judith herself, taught her how she 

wanted her to arrange the flowers in her shop, and Momma did so well, she sent her to do the flowers for the Duchess 

of Windsor, at the Waldorf Towers, Ray Bolgers, Steuben’s Windows, Elizabeth Arden Salon, Helena Rubinstein’s 

penthouse and Salon, and the famous Twenty-One Club, that was so popular then,. where movie stars and theatre 

people hung out, and week-ends they did the weddings.. 
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After Mrs Kolman’s mother died, she decided to sell the house in Lake Placid . Judith Garden and her husband, Ben 

Wyker bought it. A big two story house with a huge porch that hung over the lake, that was on one of  two islands in 

the middle of Lake Placid. It was an ideal place for Judith to relax for 3 months in the summer, andlay in the sun.  The 

flower business was slow in the summer and she let Joe and Tony, father and son, run the shop for her. They helped 

get her started in the flower business, financially, and worked there for years and Al, Hedwig and Michelle could do 

the arrangements, and would take turns taking their summer vacations. 

 

                    We were very fortunate we could spend so much time every summer at Lake Placid from 1940 until 1954  when we 

were growing up, because  Momma was there .  

                                       

 
                            

        1945 LAKE PLACID Mary Jane and Rose in one of Judith Garden’s new Chris  

          Craft boats. .Murray took our picture after we pulled into dock on the mainland.   

            .              

                                                               *                 *                 * 

 

  

 

                    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

GROWING UP  IN NEW YORK CITY 
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            We grew up on the upper westside of Manhattan., and went to the Annunciation Church and schools. We,moved  3 

times in the same neighborhood, 131st Street, 136th  and we stayed apartment at 1508 Amsterdam Avnue, until the 

three of us got married  

It was between  between 134th  and 135th. Streets, and 1 block from Broadway and 2 blocks from Riverside Drive.and 

the Hudson River  Two block up from our house was the Jewish Orphan’s Home with beautiful lawns with big old 

shade trees, that was 2 city  blocks big The entrance had a tall black wrought iron gate and a tall fence that went 

around the entire property, to keep the children in and the public out, except twhen they were invited in.. There were 

several huge buildings built in the late 1800’s. of red brick.  

    

                                

 
 

During the war, the orphanage was sold and they moved to Brooklyn. The city bought it because they needed that land 

to expand City College, Ut was growing and they were running out of room for all the students that were going to 

college. The war was going on, so the Army took over the Jthe building,  since.it had all those bedrooms to house  the 

men that were going to City College to become officers and engineers..  
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One section was for the ROTC, Reserved Officer Training Corp, young boys just out of  high school and  in the Army, 

going to City College to become officers. During the week, they were not allowed off the grounds except to go to 

school but week-ends they were free to come and go as they pleased but they had to be back early Sunday night... 

 

During the war,  President Roosevelt signed the GI Bill of Rights, that every man in service was entitled to go to 

college, and they had many other benefits. City College had to be ready to accomodate the number of men that would 

soon be taking advantage of the G.I. Bill, once the war ended, they knew they were going to have so many men going 

to  college and they were going to need more land to build on. A few years later, we were shocked to learn the city  

bought Manhattanville College, where only th reich girls went and it was run by the Sacred Heart nuns, and our school 

was on the same grounds. Being the property was next to City College and on such gorgeous grounds.that went from 

130th to 135tth Street on Convent Avenue, Manhattanville College relocated in Westchester County and we heard the 

city took over the grounds...  

 

The Arny took over the Jewish Orphan’s Home, and on  The city bought it, but during the war,  Army took over the 

Jewish Orhpan’s Home. Every Wednesday night and Sunday afternoons, the USO held dances there, for all branches 

of service. The dance floor was always crowded and the men were not allowed to leave the building or the dance floor. 

If they wanted to ask a girl for a date, they could  ut only on the week ends.. The Red Cross ladies went around with 

trays of doughnuts and hot coffee, but  only for the boys in uniform and everyone ha such a good time. 

 

.Msgr. Quinn would announce at  Sunday Mass, ‘he would like to see more girls over 18, going the USO dances.’ 

Mary Jane and I went every Wednesday night, but rarely on Sunday afternoons, We.usually had a date with one of the 

young boys we met.there and.the priests from our parish, Father Costello, was usually there  pretending to be talking to 

the boys, but he was keeping his eye on the girls, and making sure they were behaving themselves. We met and dated 

some very nice young boys there and most of them were from out of town, and were anxious to see what New York 

City was like. We’d take them on the ferry at the end of Manhattan and go to Staten Island, or take the Fifth Avenue 

bus for a ride around the city. If Momma wasn’t in Lake Placid, or busy, she’d invite them to an early dinner, because 

they had to be back at a certain time..   

 

                                                      *               *               * 

                                                                      

When  Judith and her husband Ben  bought Mrs. Kolman’s house in Lake Placid, around 1946.  Momma was working 

for her when she asked, “How would you like to spend the summer at the lake with Ben and me?  I enjoy your 

company.and it would be a good for you to get away. You could  take care of all the flowers in the house, because I 

intend to do nothing but relax.and I  thought perhaps you might enjoy helping me to redecorate the  house. It needs to 

be done over.and I want to put bright cheery colors in all the rooms.. Just so you know,we already hired a maid and 

cook, they are refugees from Germany, ane they will be staying up in the cottage. They speak enough English to get 

by, and they are very eager to learn. Ben and I are plannning to have a lot of guests and spend our time entertaining 

our friends. I work all week and I don’t have the time to entertain in the city. This will give us the opportunity to repay 

th4e friends that have invited us to their house for dinner in the city.:” We were so disappointed that Momma agreed to 

go.”    

 

One summer when Momma was at Lake Placid with Judith and her husband Ben,, she  liked to tell the story about Ray 

Bolger and how he .tripped and fell and broke his ankle.while he was visiting them...Ray Bolger and  his wife were 

frequent guests,  because they enjoyed sitting out on the big wide porch that hung over the water,  it was beautiful and 

quiet and they enjoyed getting away from the stress of being in New York City.   

 

One day he was feeling frisky, and was dancing and leaping up into the air in Judith’s living room, when he tripped 
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and fell. He was moaning so loud that everyone screamed when they saw what happened and ran over to him. He 

pleaded with them, ‘Don’t touch me…when he realized he  must have broken his ankle and couldn’t stand on his 

foot.” 

 

“He told his wife, “Call for an ambulance.,and tell them I broke my ankle. I am in so much pain you got to get me to a 

hospital. ”. Ben called the hospital in town and asked them to send an ambulance.to the mainland dock and explained 

who Ray Bolgers was and treid to explain what he did  to hs ankle, and they sent an amblance immediately. . 

 

No one realized how difficult it was going to be, to get him down the stairs and out on the dock, and into the speed 

boat.. It was very obvious he was in excruciating pain.and the 3 men had a terriblr time trying to help him hop down 

on one foot and get him into the speed boat, while it was going up and down in the rough water, because of the boats 

going by causing waves...  Murray and Ashe had a hold of him and wvery carefully lifted him b into the rocking boat, 

and made sure he didn’t put any pressure on his foot, and he screamed because he was in so much in pain and his wife 

tried to calm him down. 

 

The amublulane was waiting for them by the time  they got there. His wife got in with him and they left.and  Judith 

and Ben got in their car and Murray follow the ambulance, becaue they didn’t know where the hospital was..When 

they wheeled him in on a gurney, and  ex-rayed his foot, and told him he had broken his ankle.. He panicked and 

refused to let the doctors touch his ankle.and wanted his wife to get him on a plane and take him back to the city. His 

wife felt he should stay and let them take care of it, but he refused. He called his orthopedic doctor in the city.and  told 

him what happened.. He advised the doctor in charge to wrap his foot so he could fly back to the city.and he wanted 

him to go straight to the hospital.and he would meet him there. The ex-rays confirmed what the other doctor said. They 

had no choice, but put his foot in a cast and gave him a pair of crutches.  Of course, did not like it, but it was the only 

way he could get around. Ray Bolges had his wife, fly him back to Lake Placid, so he could stay at Judith Garden’s 

house on the lake, while he recuperated.  It healed so well,  that fall he was back dancing in “Charlie’s Aunt.” on 

Broadway, and it was a huge success ..   

 

Momma used to say that Judith was such a different person, whenever she was at the lakem because she was relaxed 

and enjoyed herself, decorating her house the way she wanted it dine, She wrote down her ideas for each room, and 

would take Momma shopping with her and they’d  pick out the material she wanted, and she hired a local woman to 

come and sew the bedspreads, drapes and throw pillows, and she was extremely happy how everything turned out. 

. 

The island they were on,  was small and it had nothing but tall pine trees and dried brown pine needles on the ground. 

When we were there, there were only  two houses,. one belonged to.Hazel Kolman’s, and a little ways up was Mr and 

Mrs. Bill. Roses house, that was Mrs. Kolman’s sister. and their son that was in college, and came once in awhile.. 

 

Judith had a boathouse and a long pier.and her husband bought two new Chris Craft speed boats and they were kept in 

the boathouse, and she also had a utlity boat and 2 canoes that that Mrs. Kolman left in the boathouse. . Since Mrs. 

Kolman shared Mrs. Rose’s chauffeur Murray from the city,  he alwaysdrove the boats back and forth, and he did the 

same thing for Judith, being  was a good friend of the Roses. .  

 

The Rose’s had a big  bungalow where Murray stayed. And Mrs. Rose and Judith Garden eac  had a Jewish maid and 

cook that felt they were very lucky to have escaped from Hitler, during WW11. They were trying very hard to learn 

English better, because they.  were very educated, and came from wealthy families. They were  so happy they were 

able to escape being killed, but several members of their family were not so lucky.. 

 

The Rose’s also had an old Canadian Indian Ashe, that stayed in the cottage during the summer... He was a  sweet, 

gentle man. He had a house and lived with his wife and son in town during the winter months and he lived in the 
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Rose’s bungalow during the summer, and he’d go home now and then. Ashe’s job was to check both houses in the 

winter.and in the summer,.he maintained the boats and did odd jobs and watered the flowers everyday..  

 

We were very fond of Ashe. We liked it when he would  walk over and tell us such interesting stories. about where he 

was born in Canada, and what his life was like as an Indian child,  growing up in Canada. During the winter he  made 

his own waterproof socks from wool he’d get from sheep, from a local farmer.and he’d describe.how he twisted the 

wool into long strands, and knited his own socks and he made his snow shoes, like his father taught him, because it 

was how he was able to get around in the snow..  

 

We got to know Gene, because Ashe, his father would bring him  to our bungalow once in awhile. In the beginning, he 

wa very bashful, but he got used to us and we had a lot to talk about. He was our age and we found out, he was  a 

violinist, and he played classical music when they had big floats in the middle of Mirror Lake, when they had water 

shows going on Eveyone would be round the lake watching the floats and they put him on one of the a lfoats with his 

music stand and he played his violin and everyone would hear it ... For years we  wrote each other and day in the fall,. 

Gene took the bus from Lake Placid and came to see us.and Momma had him sleep on Sonny’s folding bed, because 

he was stationed in Germany at the time. Gene didn’t stay long because he did not like the city. 

 

Murray was very good to us and would take us to hear Gene when he played the violin in the middle of Mirror Lake, 

when the people in town had festivals going on.. Most of the tourists think Mirror Lake is Lake Placid, when they 

come because of all the shops that are by Mirror Lake,  but it is further down the road and it is so much bigger and it as  

2  small islands in the middle of  it, and You can see White Face Mountain,.from Lake Placid..  

 

Murry had to to pick up the mail, or groceries.when they were dropped off at the dock, and  put in bins with people’s 

names on them.  He’d  always ask if we wanted to go for the ride in the utility boat, and the 3 of us would jump in and 

go with him, and he let Sonny pretend he was steering the boat. We loved to feel the wind  blowing against our faces. 

but when he was picking up guests, we couldn’t go, and he would use one of the new Chris Craft speed boats that 

belonged to Judith and her husband Ben... 

 

.Sometimes Murray had a lot of errands to do, he’d take us to the mainland, and drive us into town and we would see a 

movie, and he’d let us know what time he would be back to pick us up, and we’d be waiting for him.. 

 

The bungalow we stayed in, was  in the woods, in back of the main house. It was under big tall pine trees.and there 

was a path of brown pine needles that led down to the main house, the boathouse and the pier.. It had a large sitting 

room, bathroom and three bedrooms on one side of the  sitting room in the middle, and three bedrooms on the other 

side. The middle room was where we sat at night to read or write to our friends, since it had a desk, a radio and several  

padded wicker chairs and a sofa..Momma had her room,  Mary Jane and I shared a room and Sonny had his room and 

the cook and maid had their own bedrooms, and it was wonderful how we all got along and enjoyed talking at night. ..  

 

One afternoon, being  were allowed to take the canoe out on the lake,  the 3 of us out in the middle of the lake, and we 

met Kate Smith. paddling along in her canoe. She stopped and introduced herself, and told us she lived on the other 

island next os us. She got very upset  when she noticed that Sonny  waslaughing and rocking the canoe so that Mary 

Jane and I felt out We tiried but he we didn’t know how to climb back in.  Kate Smith got very shook her finger at 

Sonny and warned us,  “You  have no idea how dangerous it is for those girls being in the water.because of the speed 

bosts that go racing around these islands. I’ll stay in back of you, because it is better you swim back to shore, that try 

to get back in the canoe. They can’t see you if you when you are in the water because they are going so fast. Last year, 

right here, a young girl was diving off ta boat to go swimming, and a speed boat came along and theythe boys didn’t 

see her in the water,, and they hit her and killed her..” When Kate smith saw we were safe on shoe, she waved and 
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went on. When we went swimming, we jumped off the pier but we never went out in the lake again. Another time, just 

Mary Jane and I were out in the canoe, and Kate Smith saw us and had us stop, so she could introduce us to her 

younger brother.. He was visisitng here, but he in the Army, and she was very upset knowing he was being sent 

overseas in a few days.. He was very handsome.and we were fascinated by his charming Southern accent when he told 

us they were headed for the base of Whiteface Mountain, and going to have a pinic there . 

Article…Kate Smith, famous for singing GOD BLESS AMERICA during WW11, died in 1986 at age 79, in 1986. 

Picture of her was unveiled and displayed next  to the statue of her in Philadelphia on Wednesday  

Credit: Matt Rourke / Associated Press …  May 20, 2011  

si  

 Article in the Los Angles Times, in August…There was a croud of applause for Kate Smith, when they erected a 

statue of her in Philadelphia, even though she died at 79 in 1986. She was famous for her rendition of “God Bless 

America”.during WW11, and it became her theme song for both her radio and television shows. The United States 

Postal Service, made a stamp in her honor. and Wednesday they issued a stamp honoring the late singer Kate Smith, 

best known for her rendition of tje Irving Berlin tune, "God Bless America,"The first time she sang it was in 1938 and 
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it now has a reputation as being America's unofficial national anthem.The stamp was unveiled with the help of former 

members of the NHL's Philadelphia Flyers, for whom Smith's signature song has been a good luck charm for them 

since the team first spun it before a game in 1967 … Christine D’Zurill  

-                                                    *              *              * 

 

We were very lucky we were invited and stayed in such beautiful homes, when we were growing up. The women 

Momma worked for were very good to her and to us and wanted us to spend as much time with Momma as we could.. 

Mrs. Hardon, Mrs. Kolman and Judith Garden. When ftFred and I were married,  Judith invited us to come up and stay 

a week or two and we did... Instead of Fred driving 350 miles to get there, we decided to take the Trailways bus 

overnight  (which we always did when we went there), we could sleep instead of driving 12 hours.  I was used to 

taking the bus up there over night,, but Fred wasn’t. He was miserable andso uncomfortable, he couldn’t sleep. But, we 

had a lot of fun.and Fred refused to take the bus home, so we flew home. 

  

I felt very honored that Judith Garden made sure my wedding so beautiful, with so many flowers and gorgeous urns 

and unusual containers. that she put around in the rectory and up in  the reception hall. She saw that I had the most 

unusual wedding bouquets, and saw that all the women had such lovely corsages and  boutonnières for the men. I was 

amazed at what Judith did for me when I got married..  

 

I think it was because she heard  Fred and I were not allowed to be married in my own church, the church where I was 

Baptized, made my Communion and Confirmation She let me know, it was a terrible thing for them to do, just  

because Fred wasn’t a Catholic, and she couldn’t understand why we had to be married in the rectory.  

 

Judith changed the look of  the drab looking, stuffy rectory and turned  it iinto a  beautiful place for us to be married 

in,  by placing several gorgeous huge urns filled with white flowers  in the rooms where we were married, that it  

didn’t look like the same  place.  She had Tony go back the next day and picked up all the gorgeous, unusal containers 

she loaned me for the wedding, and he brought them back to the shop  

 

The huge flower arrangements in the rectory, the wedding bouquets, the corsages for the women, the buttoners for the 

men,  the flower arrangements on all the tables, and the reception hall was decorated with big branches of apple 

blossoms against the walls, and they put tall white flowers in the empty corners of the reception hall. All those flowers,  

was a wedding gift from Judith Garden.. The day of the wedding, she called me, to let me know she was going to the 

wedding,  but they had to go to Ben’s brother’s birthday party first, they would miss the wedding, but they would see 

us at the reception, I got a telegram congratulating us, and a phone call. She apologized,  they were not going to make 

it.,  they were still at the party in New Jersey and felt it wouldn’t be right if they got up and left.”.. 

 

During the war, Mrs. Kolman, Mrs. Rose, and Judith belonged to an organization, that helped bring Jewish Refugees 

to this country. The organization found jobs for them, and eventually they’d  find better jobs since the majority of 

them came from wealthy homes and  were well educated and had attended universities. They had to leave everything 

behind or be killed by Hitler, when so many Jewish people were  being killed. The ones that did  escape lost their 

homes, jewelry, and money, and  had no place to go, and it ws this orgfqnization who helped them get relocated. 

 

While  Momma was at Lake Placid, she had a hard time trying to understand the German maids and the cooks that 

Mrs. Kolman, Mrs. Rose  and Judith hired, being they were Jewish refugees that escaped from Germany during and 

after WW11.and the majority of  couldn’t speak English, and in no time they learned, and did very well..  

 

I asked Mary Jane, “I wonder if Momma ever realized what an important role those 3 women played in her life? She 

was only 13 when she left home and went to work for. Mrs. Eggleston from 1913-23. Then she worked for Mrs. 

http://www.kyw1060.com/Flyers-Help-Post-Office-Unveil-Stamp-Honoring-Kate/7107185
http://www.flyershistory.net/cgi-bin/kate.cgi
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Hardon from 1931-39, she died at 86.Then when worked Mrs. Kolman from 1941-44 and Judith Garden from 1944-

54, and every one of them were more like best friends, than people she worked for..  

 

When she was 13, Mrs. Eggleston tried to talk he out of leaving home. But, she was determined to get awayfrom her 

mother, and she begged her to let her stay and work for her. She her in because she felt sorry for her, it certainly 

wasn’t because she needed any more help than she had. She already had 9 in help, which was common in those days..  

Momma always said, she was the happiest when she worked for Mrs. Eggleston   

 

 When she married Daddy, she had to work  and she was with Mrs. Hardon from 1931 to 1939 and she was extremly 

good to her and left a trust fund so she would receive money every 3 months, until the day she died. Then she went to 

work for Hazel Kolman from 1940 to 1944. The only reason she left, when she was in her bedroom in the penthouse 

apartment, a young black boy raped her and left her for dead on the floor. .   

 

Then  in September of 1944, Momma was raped in Mrs. Kolman’s penthouse.   The war was going on and on October 

31st , Sonny   

turned 18. He couldn’t wait to enlist in the Army, like so many other  

young boys, so they could go fight in the war. He signed up to be a paratrooper  

and. when Momma heard what he done, she burst out crying, but he was so happy. 

She could not understand why he would want to be a para- trooper because she  

knew  how dangerous it was to jump out of a plane in enemy territory. .  

 

When the day came for him to report to Fort Dix, New Jersey, he was so excited  

and happy. When he kissed us ‘good-bye’.Momma couldn’t bare to see him  

leave, and cried after he left, “The Germans are going to kill him, just like they  

did Cookie.”  Hie was our childhood friend from Wilton, 

killed in France, the first week he was there... 

                 

Weeks went by, and Momma continued to stay in bed.. It bothered me to hear her softly crying, or she would try to sit 

up and read the newspaper, only to throw it on the floor  

Andt pull the blanket over her head to hide from the world. Anna carried in all her meals on a tray but she ate very 

little,  but  would finish her tea .It was a very difficult thing for us to see what this animal had done to her, for his own 

gratification, and left her to suffer mentally and physically, for such a long time. 

                          

Night after night, she had the same nightmare. We.would wake hearing Momma  

screaming, because she was reliving the night he raped her, and tried to choke her  

to death. I’d jump out of bed, with  

and try to shake Momma out of her nightmare, while Daddy grumbled and  

complained she was  keeping him awake, and pull his pillow over his head.  

When we tried to wake Momma up , she would think I was him, and she would   

hit and punch me, and dig her nails into my hands, screaming all the louder.  

my hands, and be screaming all the louder.  Mary Jane and I  

through this, night after night, and she had no memory of it the next morning...  

One night  I  

did and what a relief to know it worked everytime. She would open her eyes  

and look at us  then cry, she was so glad it was only a nightmare 
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. 

take care of her after what she had gone through.  I assumed once she got 

back on her feet, because she was strong, she would  put all that behind her,  

find another job, because she couldn’t go back and work for Mrs.  Kolman.  

                           

All my life, I was SO used to Momma being so strong, and getting on with her life  

no matter what happened., then. to see what this had done to her, I wondered if  

would ever be able to lead a normal life again, seiing how she took such great  

comfort in  being under the blankets in bed, because she was too frightened.  

When I’d suggest,,“I think it would help you Momma, if you got up and got  

dressed and we go for a walk down on Riverside Drive, maybe.”  

She’d cry ,  “You don’t understand, he’d see me. He knows where I live.”.  

I reminded her, “But does he really? .He could have just told you that to scare  

you. You heard the detectives say he told that to all the other women he raped..”  

 

As the weeks went by, Momma didn’t want to see anyone, no friends and no  

relatives.We used to have so much to talk about, and she was not interested  

in anything I had to say..  I was so worried if she would never be herself  

again, she rarely ever smiled and that was so unlike Momma.. 

 

I was rather surprised, how upset Judith Garden was, ,when she heard what happened to Momma. First thing every 

morning, she would call Momma, and try to chher her up and talk to her, while she going through this, and she always 

seemed to make her feel better.  

It surprised me how she needed to get out of bed, and get dressed, and just take a walk, or  go shopping over on 125th 

Street. That she would love it if she.took a cab and went to see her and they could have here and have lunch with her.                          

Momma wouldn’t answer her and she told her in a stern tone of voice, “Myrtle, you have to get your mind off what 

happened, and stop dwelling on it, because it will destroy you if you don’t.” Now I want you to think about something,  

how about you come here and you work for me..Now, don’t say no, because I know you would love working here with 

all these beautiful flowers.”  

                          

Momma was  flattered that she asked her to work for her, but it didn’t change anything, she still stayed in bed, because 

it was the only place she could feel safe.  

 

When Judith called again she told Momma, “I hope you are thinking about what I asked you, it is what you need, to be 

surrounded by all these gorgeous flowers.”           

                         

Momma groaned,  “Miss Garden, you know I would love to work for you, I don’t know how to arrange flowers, like 

you have around in your shop.”   

 

She insisted. “Oh! Murtle, of course you can.  I’ve seen what you can do. I  will teach you  myself  to make the kind of 

flower arrangements I have in my shop.”  

                        

Momma shuddered at such a thought,“I appreciate that you even asked me, but there is a second reason why I can’t 

work there.. Your shop is  a few doors up from Mrs. Kolman’s.and he would see me and would kill me.”  

                        

Judith was not one to take no for an answer, and she continued to call Momma and try to get her to work for her.. One 

morning I   answered the phone and she said, “I’m glad it’s you Rose. You must find a way get your mother out of that 
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house.  Get her dressed and take a cab and take her over to 125th Street, and let her go shopping, with all the stores that 

are along there, I am sure she must need a few things, and remind her Christmas is coming.”  

   

I gasped., “ You do realize, 125th Street is in Harlem and even though that is where Momma usually goes shopping, 

after what happened, I don’t think I should  take her there, at least, not just yet.”.   

                       

Judith sighed, “I know exactly where it is. That is why I want you to take her there.. 

She needs to go in and out of the stores she is familiar with. it will occupy her mind   

and help her get over the fear he is looking for her.”   

 

It was a Saturday morning, and  I thought it over “Alright, I will take her and see  

how she reacts.”. I suggested t  Momma, “I thought maybe if got dressed we could go shopping over on 125th Street.  

She turned her head away from me and I thought she was ignoring me, but she wasn’t. 

 

I was so glad to hear her say  “It might do me good to get dressed and get out.” “I’ll take a bath and get dressed, and in 

my drawer, get me one of those long silk scarves I have, so I can cover my neck. so no one will see how horrible it 

looks.” 

 

While Momma took a bath, I called Judith ande let her know Momma agreed to get dressed and we were going to 

125th Street  She was thrilled to hear she was finally going to get dressed and go out.  After in front of her 3-way 

vanity mirror and  brush her hair and wear it like she usually did, and she powdered her nose and put a  bit of lipstick 

on, and even brushed the powder of her eyebrows.  She wore no beads, instead she wrapped colorful scarf around her 

neck and checked it didn’t show thefaded black and blue marks that were still there..  

 
We walked downstairs and I called a cab and we went over to125th Street. It was a busy Saturday morning, ahd the streets were mobbed with 

people shopping. We started walking  and she was looking in the windows, but she froze everytime she saw a young black boy walking 

towards us, and she would scream and try to screaming and try to run away from me.. I was so embarrassed.because everyone was turning 

around and looking at her, as if she was crazy. I had to take her home, and I called  a cab and she was crying when I got 

her in it and we went home.  

 

Momma finally decided, she would like to work for  Judith Garden and she hired her and taught her how to be a great 

florist. She had recognized how talented she was and she taught Momma how she wanted the flowers in her shop 

arranged, and if any of them didn’t  dothem the way she wanted them done, she would rip the arrangement apart and 

thow the flowrs on the floor and make them do it over again. EVerone is the business knew, that Judtih Grden had the 

worst temper in the entire flower industry, and she was not liked because of it. But with Momma, she was a an entirely 

different person. Why, I don’t know. Momma worked for her from 1944 to 1954. and she was always very good to 

Momma . Judith decided to change Momma’s name to Mary, because the rapist was still in the area and was never 

caught,  Momma was afraid he would know she worked there, because Judith’s shop was 2 doors up from  Mrs. 

Kolman..  Working for Judith, changed Momma’s life, she no longer had to be a French Chef, .and  she made 4 times 

what she made when she worked for Mrs.Kolman, plus all the overtime she made on weekends doing 

weddings..Momma finally knew what it was to have some money for herself and she saved her overtime money in the 

bank, so she cold have her own shop one day..   

 

Judith was very proud of Momma and she liked to tease her and remind her, ’Mary, I hope realize the  Duchess of 

Windsor called and toldl me, she liked the way you do the flowers and from now on, she only wants you to do the 

flowers, she does not want Hedwig or Michelle going there anymore.”  

 

The Duke and Duchess of Windsor had their own apartment  at the Waldorf Towers, and after the war they would fly 
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back and forth to their home they loved in France. After the he abdicated the thrrone, the duke served as Governor of 

Nassau for 4 years, then he was free to enjoyed being in the city more often, because they liked mixing with the theatre 

crowd, and.going to cocktail parties. They stayed for weeks at a time in the city and Momma did the flowers every 

Monday. She was fascinated to find he was a very sweet man and how well the two of them got along.  He would have 

her sit with them and have cake and coffee when she finished with the flowers, and show her pictures of the home they 

had in Nassau, and their home in France, and different relatives he had in England...  .  

                      

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SONNY ..ENLISTS IN THE ARMY, 1944 

 

Sonny couldn’t wait to enlist in the Army and be a paratrooper. He enlisted as soon as he turned 18, on October 31, 

1944, but. he never told Momma what he was going to do it. When she found out, she bawled her eyes out. It wasn’t 

long before he was on his way with the other recruits to get basic training, and the first stop was  Fort Dix, New Jersey.  

 

Momma had  just started working for Judith Garden and was still extremely emotional, and would cry at the lest little 

thing. We knew she was still. trying to get over the horrible thing that happened to her, when she was working for  

Mrs. Kolman. At night, when all the lights were out,  we would hear Momma night after night  praying to God and St. 

Anthony to take care of Sonny, and she would ask God, why He let such a terrible thing happen to her?: My sister and 

I would hear Momma sobbing, and feel so bad for what she had to go through.and the only thing that made her feel 

better. was when she got a letter from Sonny. When he wetnt to Fort Dix, he hd little time to write hoem but whe  then 

to Georgia for basic traiiing he wrote more often, and then his outfit was sent to Florida to learn how to jump out of 

planes and be ready for action... Sonny was  good about writing home  and describing what it was like being in the 

Army, and what they did and mos to fhis letters ended with,“Mom,  please don’t worry about me. I love what I am 

doing and love being in the Army.”  

 

When he was training to be a paratrooper in Florida, he told how they had to learn to jump from different heights, and 

run long distances and they camped-out  at night and ate rations. One tme he wrote how he got  badlysunburned, 

because he didn’t know the tropical sun was  much hotter.that up north. Tney were  being trained  to jump out of  the 

planes with a parachute and a full pack on their backs, and their rifle in hand, ready for action  as soon as they hit the 

ground. By  the end of March, his outfit was ready for combat.  Sonny wrote Momma, they were being sent  to 

Germany, and he was coming home for a few days before he left. When Momma read where he was being sent, she 

cried. “He’s going to be nothing but a sitting duck for the Germans to shoot at.”  

 

the war was on since 1941 and it was 1944, and Mary Jane and I reminded Momma,  “You should be proud of Sonny, 

that he is so happy  he is doing this for his country. Besides, the war is almost over and  he’ll be home before you 

know it.”     

                     

When Sonny came home on leave it was the first time we had seen him in uniform. We looked him up and down, and 

touched his hair because he had a crew cut, and we kept staring at him, because we couldn’t believe it was him.  He 
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looked so good.and we could tell from the way he was girnning, he was very proud of himself. He seemed so  happy, 

the way he stood there with deep tan he had and we noticed he lost some weight, and he looked great... He laughed and 

ran  his hand over the top of his head and told us, touched the top of his head tand told us, “You should have seen it 

when I got my first crew cut.”  

              .       

He enjoyed telling us so many funny stories that happened to him and the guys  

in his outfit, since most of them were his age and had never been away from home before..  

                                         

                                                              
 

                                              SONNY ….Spring of 1945, before he left for Germany  

                                                              

 

After we had dinner, we sat there and Sonny said,  “You know, there’s something I’ve always  wanted to do, and that 

is go deep sea fishing.” The he turned to me and asked,  Would you go with me?  But, it has to be tomorrow because I 

got to go back. . Do you think you could get the day off?.”   

      

I sstammered, “Deep sea fishing?  Ahh! I don’t know but I will try. I wondered what made him think I’d  want to go 

deep sea fishing?  I knew I had to do it for him, and I said, “ I’ll go with you, but I hope you know, it’s not going to be 

like fishing in Lake Placid. .”  

       

I called my boss at home and told him why. “My brother is going overseas this week,, and like I told you,  he is home 

for a few days and before he leaves. he asked me to go deep sea fishing with him tomorrow, because he has to go back 

I don’t know the first thing about deep sea fishing, but I said I would go, so I would like to take tomorrow off.”  I was 

surprised when he said, ”Go and let him enjoy himself. I hope you don’t get seasick. 

I’m glad to hear you would do that for your brother.” I still can’t believe  I wore a wool suit and heels and Sonny wore 

the same light weight cotton Army fatigues he wore in Florida.. He kind he wore while he was stationed iin Florida. 

We didn’t expect it to be so cold and windy out. I figured we would be on a big boat, like we had seen on television of 

the el, it is up or down quite a ways. the movies and I would be comfortable sitting in the lounge, reading a book while 

Sonny was fishing.”. 

     We got up very early andtook the subway to end  and found  boarded this small fishing boat and were moving along at 

a fast clip and headed for the ocean, and we heard we would be going 30 miles out. The water was so rough, I was so 
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scared because the waves were so huge. At times. I thought I was seeing things when I saw  the height of some of the 

waves. They would lift the boat up, up, up, and then we’d go down, down,down into a deep hallow,  and I  was sure 

we were going be swallowed up and we were going to drown and I worried, that no one would eve rknow  what 

happened to us. When we boarded the boat,  the old man who took our money never took down our names, address or 

phone number, and they would never find out what happened to us, knowing there were a lot of sharks out there just 

waiting to eat us..               

       I was glad to see Sonny was really enjoying himself,  but there was no way, I would ever   do that again, but at least  

I knew Sonny had a good time, and he  loved being with all those real fishermen. When they noticed that he only had 

on cotton fatigues,  and saw how he was shivering, one of them insisted he wear a jacket he had in his bag, and         

helped put it on over his fatigues while he was trying to fish..   

 

  I  stayed inside where it was nice and warm. Where there  was a long highly polished  

  counter top and padded stools, and the cook was constantly serving mugs of hot coffee,  

  doughnuts and  bowls of  delicious homemade New York clam chowder with oyster  

  crackers or baskets of warm crispy Italian bread, wirh oleo not butter because of the  

  war, and verything was included in the price of the trip.  I had several bowls of the hot  

  soup, because that was what was keeping me warm and by stayung as close as I could  

   to the warm stove that was in the middle of the room. Being there were windows all  

   around,  I could see the men, trying to show Sonny how to fish. 

                     

                                                
  

                                         WHEN I WENT  DEEP SEA FISHING WITH SONNY 

                         APRIL,  1945, A FEW DAYS BEFORE HE WAS SENT TO GERMANY 
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                                                                                                                                                                On the fishing 

boat, going back after a long day at sea, Sonny us wearing jacket one the fishermen loaned him. It was the first week 

of April in 1945. and Sonny wanted to deep fishing, because tit was something  he always wanted to do. Whne I think 

about that day, and how close we were then. I never thought our lives would take such different paths, or thatr we 

would grow so far apart But that is what happened after we got married and had children.. I was the first to be married 

.in 1948,  then Sonny in 1950 and you and John were married in 1952.  We had 5 children, Sonny and Pat had 6, and 

you  and John had 5, but  for some reason, we drifted apart for a long time..and years later, I am glad we became close 

again.  

 

When I was standing at Sonny’s grave, it was 11 degrees,  a bitter cold day in January of 1986, and all I thought about 

was what we went through, when we were growing up on Amsterdam Avenue and  pulled the collar of my coat up 

around my neck  because I was shivering I was so cold. I had just flew up from Florida, and there was cold wind 

blowing against my face, and it reminded me of the day Sonny and I went deep sea fishing before he went left for 

Germany, during WW11. He just  finished training to be a paratrooper and he came home for a few days, before they 

were going to be sent to Germany..it was 41 years ago. and it didn’t seem possible, he died..  The day he left, Momma 

and you and I were bawling our eyes out, seeing Sonny get in the taxi with his duffle bag, not knowing if we would 

ever see him again.  His outfit arrived  the first week in April and the following week the Germans surrendered and the 

war in Europe was over. But Sonny’s outfit  had to stay  another 18 months,  and he surprised Momma when he came 

home the week before Chirstmas in 1946, and walked into Judith Garden’s shop..     

                                                               

   
 

                                                                                                                                                               

                                               1970    SONNY 52, at our house in Bayville, Long Island  

                                                              Nora 5, holding our cat  Ling Ling 

                                                              Momma 70. Valerie 10,  Diana 18  

“ 

“Standing there, and looking down at his grave, I was crying.because he threw his life away because of his drinking. 
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He never got over the night he found Pat dead.. He always kept everyting to himself, and never wanted to talked about 

it, so we had no idea how depressed he really was...    

 

I noticed Momma kept looking down at the open grave and shaking her head and.Mary Jane was watching her too, 

because we were very worried about her. We knew how much she loved Sonny, and she was acting much too brave, 

she never cried. . When the graveside service was over, I put my arm around her and walked her back to the car, and 

she never said a word.and she wasn’t crying either, I thought that was unusual.. I was thinking about Sony and there 

was something about him we loved. no matter what he did or how much he drank.  Even though he didn’t take care of 

his children ;ole he should, our hearts still went out to him, he couldn’t help himself.  

Was it because we would rather  remember the Sonny we used to know, not the Sonny he had become. I felt bad  I 

never took the time to let him know, how much I  did care about him It might have made me feel better if I had told 

him. The only one that cared about him, was Momma, and Mary Jane.and  he was very lucky to have had her love all 

those years.I found it hard to forgive him for the way he treated Momma and how broke her heart. There was a time 

when he  preferred to keep his distance from all of us. Perhaps, he himself, saw how his life was spiraling down and he 

ended up having nothing, when it didn’t have to be thatg way, he was so smart and knew how to do so many things. 

 

 Mary Jane was crying so hard and wiping her eyes, I knew how it hurt her, that Sonny died, because she really loved 

him.  I knew all the wonderful things she had done for him, when he lay dying,that last year and a half of his life, and 

since he was not drinking at more,. he reverted back to the Sonny we used to know,  a long time ago.Mary Jane gave 

him back his self respect, with the loving care she gave him, and he let her know he appreciated what she did for him.  

 

When Sonny got out of the Army in 1947,  he did go to Pratt Institute in Brooklyn, and he didn’t get to finish, but he 

became a draftsman instead, when he married Pat in 1950, he had a family to support.because they eventually had 6 

children. He had a very good job working for Vic Tanney, on Fifth Avenue, in New York City, designing offices and 

bathrooms in the gyms he was opening up. Vic Tanney happeed to  like Sonny and his ideas. When Pat died in 1965, 

Sonny told him he had to leave to take care of his children, Vic Tanney offered to pay for a Nanny to take care of 

them, if  he woule stay and work for him.  

 

Sonny made a terrible mistake, when he decided to keave Vic Tanny, and into his own business He not only ruined his life, he 

ruined the lives of his children. I would have thought, having seen what drinking did to his own father and to us, he 

would never touch any liquor. But for him, drinking  blotted out the memories he could not deal with.and it gave him 

the comfort he thought, that only whiskey could give him.. 

 

We did not realize how depressed Sonny was or that he blamed himself for not being there when Pat choked to death, 

from the bug spray she was using. 

 

 Momma agreed, that might be what was bothering him, bit we didn’t know what to do to help him, he never talked 

about whthe was feeling..Besides, w didn’t know anyone that suffered from depression or knew what the symptoms 

were. Of course, Sonny had no insurance, and the sad thing was, we didn’t know he could have gone to the Veteran’s 

Hospital and gotten help there. 

 

Leaving the funeral, I was holding on to Momma’s arm so she wouldn’t fall on the slippery ice and snow, as we 

headed back to he city and found Artie Guy’s saloon, up around 208th Street, Mary Jane and Charlie’s car, and she 

stopped and she looked at me. and was vey quiet before she said,, “At least now I know where Sonny is at night.”  I 

was so shocked that Momma would say  such a thing,and  I realized why she did. U jnew how he would disappear for 

days at a time and no one knew where he was.  Mary Jane drew a map for Momma, to show where Artie Guy;s saloon 

was on 208th Street in the city, and told her since Artie was Sonny’s best friend since high school, he would probably 

know where he was.  
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 Momma got in her car, and she drove to Artie’s place. Naturally he was surprised to see her walk in. She explained to 

him, why she was there.and he reluctantly took her to where Sonny was;dowin a dark cellar in one of the apartment 

houses near Artie.. Momma cautiously walked down the stiars, and saw him.sitting with his back up against a white 

washed wall,  next to a big noisy furnace. He looked up when he heard footsteps coming towards him, and he stared at 

her and  said ,”Go home Momma. Just leave me alone.”.  

            No matter what Sonny did, we still loved him, because he was so kind, and gentle all his life, he was never cruel or 

mean like Daddy was. When he drank he got very quiet, and wanted to be left alone. It was so hard for Momma to see 

what he was doing to himself, year aftr year. and know he had no desire to help himself, He no longer cared about 

himself or anyone else. I must say, whenever Momma or Mary Jane asked Sonny to do something for them, he was 

always willing to do it. As the years went by, I will never understand why Sonny distanced himself from Mary Jane, 

Momma and me.  

       Perhaps it was because he was embarrassed because of the way his life had turned out, but it was his drinking that 

ruined his life and that of his children, He did not take care of them way he should have, when Pat died. He thought 

nothing of leaving them alone night after night. While e’d be out drinking, he left 5 teen age boys alone, with no 

supervision. When they got older they had friends coming and going at all hours of the night, that was why.his 

landlord evicted him in 1976 plus the fact he was 6 months behind in his rent. Mary Jane had Momma living with 

her,so she couldn’t take him and his children in again, That was when Momma got a house and she  took care of his 

children, but not Sonny. We found out later on, he was living with a woman, that had several children, and it broke 

Momma’s heart. to think ho wlittle he cared about his own children.  

        During the 1970’s our 2 girls got married and Mary Jane’s 5 children were married,.and it seemed there was always 

another wedding we were going to and we akways invited Sonny to the weddings. We were glad he never missed any 

of the weddings and.it made me feel good to see how happy he was when he was with us.and he acted like nothing 

ever happened and he never got drunk, and we wouldn’t see him again until the next wedding.   

It was in June of 1976, that Earl died, and Momma banged her head getting in her car and had to have 3 anurysims 

removed from her brain. and she remained in a coma for 10 days.  They kept Momma in the hospital for 3 months and 

we were so worried because she didn’t know who we were or where she was during those 3 months..  

It was first time I got mad at Sonny, because he didn’t go to see Momma after she was operated on..  He was there the 

day they operated on her, but, he never went back. When I found out he had not been in to see her for a  couple of 

days, andshe was still in a coma She had such a dangerous operation  they didn’t know whether she was going to live 

or die.  I was furious at Sonny because he lived so close to the hospital, and I drove in from Long Island every day to 

see Momma, and he didn’t’ go see her.”.  

      It was early Saturday morning and I was my way to see Momma.because I had to be there early being she was in 

ICU, and I could only see her at certain hours each day.. I decided I would go see Sonny first, because Mary Jane told 

me,  he had not been in to see Momma since they operated on her, and she was in a comma ever since. The doctor told 

us, to be prepared because he did not know whether she was going to live or die.and  Mary Janeand I was there with 

her everyday, and I felt Sonnyhe should be there with us  too?  

      Sonny lived in an apartment on Main Street, near Mary Jane.and iw only a few miles from the hospital. I knocked 

on his door downstairs, and one of the boys came down the stiars to let me in. I said ‘hello and asked,”Is your father 

home?” Martin said he was but he was asleep. I saw Sonny asleep on the bed, fully dressed, shoes and all and..he woke 

up when he hear dmy voice. He  got out of  bed. and I told him what I thought of him not going to see Momma... He 

got very angry and ordered me out of his house and as I was going down the stairs, I looked up at him and let him 

know, “You should be ashamed of  
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yourself they way you have treated Momma, when you know how much she cares about you One day you are going to 

regret it..” He was furious at me and he leaned over the banister and yelled down at me, “If  I wanted to go see 

Momma, I would have gone to see her.and I don’t need you to come here and tell me what I should do. I’ll go when I 

feel like it.” Never before had I heard him speak to me like that, and it really hurt. .   

 

I stopped halfway down the stairs and looked up at him and calmly told him, “Well.. that’s your choice, but maybe 

when you do decide to go it will be too late.” And I continued down the stairs and got in my car and drove to the 

hospital. I could not remember ever being so mad at Sonny as I was that day, because he wouldn’t take the time to go 

see Momma, knowing how much she loved him. .. 

 

When I got to the hospital and walked in her room, Mary Jane was sitting there with Momma. I was shocked when I 

saw how Momma’s face so badly swollen that I  couldn’t even recognize her it was that awful. I thought she was going 

to die and she would never come out of the coma, and all Mary Jane and I could do was sit there and cry.sWe couldn’t 

even talk we were so upset seeing how distorted Momma’s head was..  

You can imagine my surprise, when I looked up and saw Sonny walk in the room. He had shaved, put on a nice suit,  a 

white shirt and tie. He didn’t look at either of us, and walked over to Momma and he.turned chalk white when he saw 

how Momma’s head was so swollen and her neck and face was black and blue,  He turned around looked a us, and he 

started to cry and he ran out of the room. When he didn’t come back, I  told Mary Jane, “I better go look for him”. I 

found him down the hall, standing inside the mop closet, wiping his eyes and blowing his nose in his hankerchief. 

When he saw me his voice was hoarse when he mumbled, “Maybe you and Mary Jane can look at Momma like that, 

but I can’t. Why did they do that to her? She will never be normal after what they did  to her head. ” 

I let him know  Mary Jane and I were just as shocked as he was when we walked in and  saw Momma. The way her 

head was swollen to such huge proportions, she didn’t even look human, but being it was the third day after the 

operation. the nurse told us, ‘it was normal and it would continue to swell, but she was going to be alright.’ I was so 

annoyed that no one told us what to expect.. 

It did not seem possible that anyone’s head could get as big as her head was, and her face was so distorted and black 

and blue. The doctor did tell us, when he removed the aneuyrisms, there would be  swelling and she would be in a 

coma for a couple days but we certainly were not prepared for what we saw, or the extensive swelling that took place 

on her head, and each day she looked worse than the day before, while she was in ICU.   

 

When I went there the next day, I was rather surprised to see Sonny sitting there with Mary Jane. I didn’t’ say a word, 

I kissed him. We were only allowed in to see Momma,  a few hours in the afternoon and evening. and we sat  in the 

lobby and took turns since we could only go in 2 at a time.  I was so glad Sonny was there and he was very nice to me, 

compared to the way he treated me the day before when I was at his house and scolded him for not going to see 

Momma..  

 

Momma was in the hospital for 3 months, and I wen to see her everyday, even though she didn’t know any  of us. II 

was convinced she was not going to get any better, and she was going to end up just  like Earl.  Sonny stopped coming 

and I continued to go see Momma everyday for those 3 months . She had become so weak, and from being in bed that 

long,  her arms and legs had become atrophied.and couldn’t walk or use her arms.. After 2 months her memory did 

come back , but she couldn’t stand or walk. When they helped her out of bed and the  therapists  tried to make her  

take a few steps, she would not cooperate with them.  They finally discharged her and was sending her home with a 

walker and a wheel chair and she refused to take either one of them, and she couldn’t even stand up. when she went to 
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stay with Mary Jane and John..      

When Momma began to feel better, she  started excercising her arms and legs with her mother’s old flat irons, and 

would held one in each hand, and kept lifting her arms up and down, and did the same thing with her feet. As hard as it 

was for her to do that, she kept at it because she was determined she was going to walk again. In a month she was 

walking up and down the stairs and back to driving her car.  

She was 76  then and  she decided  to rent a house, and take care of Sonny’s 6 children. Mary Jane and I  pleaded with 

her not to do it.  She was so upset when she  found out through a friend of Mary Jane’s  that  Sonny was being evicted 

again, and the county was taking his children and putting them in foster homes. When she watned to know why, .  she  

found out the neighbors they called the police about the children being left alone, and what was going on in Sonny’s 

apartment.when he wasn’t there. They were teen age boys, and they were drnking and gambling and smoking 

whatever they wanted to, and the loud music was going on at all hours of the night, and that their friends were coming 

and going  at all hours of the night. Then she understood why the neighbors called the police. 

 We argued with Momma not to do it, because she was only home from the hospital a month, but she go the house and  

took in Sonny’s children, so the county wouldn’t put them in foster homes. From 1976 to 1989, she took care of them 

and  she worked hard, when she should have retired at her age,  she  cooked and washed and ironed for them, bought 

their clothes and  shoes with her money, with no help from Sonny or the county. As time went on, when Momma 

heard  Sonny was living with a woman that tended bar where he drank, and she cried to think  he would live with her 

and all her kids and didn’t care about his own kids, but I don’t think he had any idea how much that hurt Momma, and 

she had every reason to be hurt.. 

  

 Mary Jane and I sat there shaking our heads and talking about what Sonny had done with his life, when it didn’t’ have 

to be that way, because he had so much going for him in the Sixites.  Mary Jane sighed,  “I don’t know what ever 

happened to him.”  He just gave up and no longer cared.about how much he drank or what his kids were doing..” 

 Mary Jane wiped her eyes saying, “He could build or make anything, I saw what he could do again and again. You 

never saw what he built for a lot of  people here in Ridgefield Park, the beautiful bathrooms and the kitchens he made 

for them... Not that I was interested but he would take me to see the work he had done, and he was so proud of what he 

did, His biggest  problem was, he didn’t know how to run his business, and so many people never paid him. So many 

times he used to tell me, he wanted to make enough money so he build a house the way he wanted for his kids.” 

 

I nodded and agreed. “I know, he used to tell me the same thing, evenm  before he went in the Army back in 1944.. I 

don’t’ know if  you remember those expensive books he bought with floor plans of houses in them, .he loved to look at 

them  one and show me the ones he liked, and what he didn’t like about the houses in those books. “  

 

Mary Jane laughed, “He never talked to me about things like that because I never was interested in houses. Funny, 

when we were growing up, it was always Sonny that worried about what went on in our house. In fact,  I used to get so 

annoyed at him, and so did you,  when he’d ask us,  “Where are you going, and what time are you coming home,” One 

night you told him, “I don’t have to tell you where I am going or what time I am coming home.I am 18 and I  know 

what I am doing..”  

 

I laughed, “Oh!. I never forgot what he used to do for  us, when it was raining”    

 

Mary Jane smiled, “I know, he’d meet us at the bus stop, and be standing there holding a big black man’s umbrella, to 

make sure we didn’t get our good suits wet.”  

 

Mary Jane sat there thinking.  “I remember back in 1943,  I was only 14.  Momma was working for Mrs. Kolman. and 
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Sonny was 15 and going to Cardnial Hayes High School. He got working papers so he could get  a job and work  after 

school at the Interborough Fur Storage Company on 129th Street and Amsterdam, like a lot of the boys in the 

neighborhood  did when it  first opened up?” 

 

 I laughed, “It used to.be a wholesale Kosher chicken market, and they had crates of live squaking chickens all over 

the place.. Can you imagine what that place must have been like on the inside, when they started to renovate it..But it 

turned out to be a  nice building. Because they put in air conditioning system because it kept to be kept cold,  because 

they stored all those fur coats there for the summer., They’d get hiundreds of fur coats,  from all the different 

department store,  when their customers needed to store their fur coats in the spring,,and that was where they’d send 

them  I rmember Sonny gave Momma his  pay every week to help with the bills, and she’d give him back a few dollars 

for himself.” 

 

Mary Jane lit another cigarettte.. “When I was old enough to get working papers, I worked there too after school.  I did 

the filing..It was a real nice office. They probably had to gut the entire building because they had all new walls and 

floors and nice new elevators. The only thing I didn’t like, was they kept it so cold, that we had to wear sweaters all 

the time  The boys didn’t seem to mind because they were so busy moving racks of fur coats from floor to floor, when 

they came in from the different department stores.”  

     

 I sighed, “.When Sonny lived home, he liked things to look nice and neat. On Saturdays he’d mop and wax the 

linoleum floors. The week before Easter and Christmas, he was the one that took the curtains down, and while you 

washed and oroned them, he cleaned the windows with wet newspapers, but I don’t remember what I did..”  

 

Mary Jane laughed, “You were always drawing, and let us do all the work.” 

 

I rolled my eyes up, “I guess I did…I don’t’ remember. I know after Pat died, Sonny changed so much.  He didn’t 

know how to take care of his children, or how to cook and dp the wash for them. He had Bobby to worry about, being 

he was mentally retarded the school refused to take him, so he was home by himself all the time.. As as time went by, 

Sonny’s life fontinued to spiral down and theway he dealt with it, was by drinking.” 

 

I sat there looking at Mary Jane thinking how she always took care of him, no matter what kind of problems he had.  I 

often wondered, .what would he have done if Mary Jane didn’t take him in when they discharged him from the 

hospital when they removed the cancerous tumors he had  He was in no position to take care of himself. It was Mary 

Jane that brought him to her house, knowing the care he was going to need. When he was evicted several years ago, 

when th4 children were little, Mary Jane took him and his children in,  the landlord put his furniture on the street,  

Mary Jane and John had their five children and with his 6 kids, she had ti cook and wash for 11 children, plus 3 adults. 

Yet, she never complained about all the work she had with them being there.. 

 

When Sonny was dying, the loving care Mary Jane gave him was unbelievable.  I was so glad when Mary Jane told 

me, Sonny kept thanking her  again and again, for everything she had done for him. for a year and a half, before he 

died.  What a shame he had to end up with nothing, when he could have had so much, but. his drinking robbed him of 

all he could be.He was going to be an architect, but.once he got marriee in  1950, he triied to cvontinue going to Pratt 

Insitutute in Brooklyn, but he realized, he needed to work and take care of his family, when he had children, but.he 

became a very good draftman.  

 

Just before he died, he went back to the Architect Company he was working for in New Jersey, and he was doing what 

he loved to do again. It must have hurt him, that he never got to build his own house, like he wanted to. It seemed he 

never could find his way, ane he struggled all his life just to survive, but it was vecause of his drinking blurred his 

mind.  In 1986, he was a lost soul with no place to live, no job, and no money. his mother had to support and take care 
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of  his children.   

 

But it wasn’t always like that, there was a time  when his boys were involved with Boy Scouts, that he became 

involved in it too. He, like other fathers would take the group he was over,  camping on week-end, and take them 

hiking and he really enjoyed being with them. ,He was very proud that 3 of the  boys in his group, became “Eagles’, a 

top award,  but, when his drinking got so bad, he had no choice but to resign, and he never talked about the Boy Scouts 

to me again.     

 

When .Momma was 76,  she should have retired, but she decided she wanted to take care Sonny’s children. She felt  

they had such a terrible life with Sonny.,seeing how he no longer cared about himself or his children, she felt she  had 

to do something about it.  

 

Momma had no idea what it was like to take care of six teen-age children, but it didn’t’ take long for her to find out. I  

remembered how she used to call me, crying, that they wouldn’t listen to her. So many times she wanted to just give 

up on them, that she couldnt’ take it anymore. The problem was they were so used to doing whatever they wanted, 

They were on their own for so long because Sonny was never home. So they resented her telling them what to do. 

They felt  she was  interefering with their lives when she wouldn’t allow certain friends of their’s in the house, because 

they smoked pot and played cards and gambled until all hours of the night and whatever else they did 

 

Momma realized, if she was going  to reach them, she had to change from being their ‘loving Nana’ .to being a strict 

disciplinarian. She gave them a choice, they could either do what they were told and live by her rules or they could 

leave and  she reminded them. ‘the county would put them in foster homes.and trhe older boys, 18, 20 and 21, would 

be on their own, that she would not tolerate their lack of respect for her, and when she told them to do something, she 

expected them to do it and not give her any back talk.. 

 

They did not like hearing that and trhey argued with her, “You’re not our boss. You can’t tell us what to do. And you 

can’t tell us what time we have to be home either, and we can bring our friends up to our rooms, because our father 

always let us have our friends come to our house.”  When they continued giving her a hard time, she almost gave up 

on them, until one day they saw what she did to Tommy, 21, the second oldest, when she found drugs up in his room..  

 

Momma was in the kitchen cooking dinner and thought she smelled something funny, everytime Tommy was upstairs. 

While the boys were eating dinner she went up to his room  and found the drugs he had up there., She came down, and 

showed them to him and she asked him where he got them? He lied and said they weren’t his, then he admitted they 

were.  He was so rude to her, that she gotr so angry, she took a pot from the kitchen and  hit him over the head with a 

big stainless steel soup pot,  so hard,  it put a big dent in the bottom of it.  While he was reeling from the blow to his 

head, she opened the door and got him by the seat of his pants and threw him out on the  door.so fastr that he landed in 

the middle of the  lawn. He sat there, dumb-founded, stunned that she would do duch a thing to him. She went back up 

to his room, and took everything he had in his bureau drawers and closet, opened the window and threw everything 

down on top of him. and yelled down at him, “You want to ruin your life.with those drugs go ahead …  I don’t care 

where you go, but you are not living here.” Momma  made sure they had a home and they finally did behave 

themselves. She took care of them from 1976 until 1989, that was13 years.. When she could longer walk at 89. she had 

to come live with us, not that she wanted to. . The way she won them over was by sticking to her guns  and letting 

them know she was boss and it was her way, or no way. But, it took time before they changed, and ia lot of 

perseverance and patience  before they finally would listen to her, and they finally realized, she really did love them .    

 

Months went by, and Mmma did relent and let Tommy come for dinner,  but only on  holidays, so he could be with his 

brothers and sister. It was with the undertanding he had to leave after they talked and had dinner. When Tommy would 

leave, he’d thank her and always leave money under his plate. It didn’t change how felt about him because he 
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continued using drugs. As time went by, it broke her heart that Tommy was so into drugs, he was constantlyin and out 

of rehabilitation , but nothing worked. he used drugs the rest of his life. . For awhile they did get him off them, and 

was taught a trade, how to repair air conditoners, while he was in one of the rehabilitation homes for drug addicts. .He 

did so well, he went into his own business.but it didn’t take long before before he was back on drugs again. Tommy 

was never able to kick the habit. 

 

They liked coming home to hot delicious meals and homemade cakes, pies and cookies, and find ther sheets washed 

and folded, and their pants and shirts washed and ironed. Momma had Bobby dig up a section of the back yard so they 

could have a garden., and she put a string around it.and when they went and  bought vegetable plants.  Bobby and 

Michael watered it, and took care of the tomatoes, lettuce and peppers and. Michael leanred to enjoy making salad out 

of what theygrew, and they began to see their Nana with different eyes. She made them understand ‘she was not their 

enemy, she was trying to help them.’ It didn’t happen over night, it took time for them to respect and love her, but  I 

never thought Momma could change them, but she did.  

 

Martin was the oldest and he got his own place in town, and Tommy was next to the oldest, and he was strill on drugs. 

,Bobby never gave her a problem and Matty was in college and graduated and got his Masters and became a CPA in 

town, after Nora graduated from high school, Momma paid for her to go to a local college so she could learn about 

computers, but she didn’t finish.  She wanted to make money.and got a job. .Martin was vergy goo dhow he would  

give her money every now and then, and drop by to see if she needed anything. 

 

 Even though Bobby was mentally retrarded, and none of the schools would take him when he was younger, Momma 

was the onte that  taught him to read and write his name and know money. She got him a job and showed him  how to  

take the bus to where he worked at Valley Fair. He pushed carts for customers, and was witrh them for 10 years. When 

Momma was 89, she could no longer take care of  them, and she had to come live with us in Florida..  

 

In 1986, Matty was planning to marry  Mary Lou. Sonny was very weak by then and. no one thought he could make it 

to the church. .But he wanted so much to live long enough so he could see Matty and Mary Lou get married.  

 

The day of the wedding, Sonny was too weak to stand up or walk.  Mary Jane’s husband John and Sonny’s best friend 

Artie Guy dressed him in a suit, put his shirt on, a tie and shoes. They took him to the church, and all but carried him 

down the asile so he could see Matty and Mary Lou get married.  After the service was over,  they carried him back to 

Mary Jane’s house. undressed him and put him to bed, He was so happy but exhausted and fell asleep and they went to 

the reception. 

Mary Jane and I sat in her dining room talking about how Momma took care of  Sonny’s children, and how and we 

both tried to talk her out of taking in his 5 boys and 1 girl, and tried totell her she would have her hands full, that it 

wasnt rught. She was 76 years old. She should retire that she had worked all her life, it was time she  put her feet up, 

and stop worrying about Sonny’s children.  

Momma argued back , “They don’t have anyone to love or care about them, and I want to do this for them,” and she 

had a lot of roblems in the beginning, but she did turn their lives around..’.   

I told Mary Jane, “I remember how upset would get, whenMomma first took them in , She would call me again and 

again and be sobbing, ‘You have no idea what I have to put up with these boys…I  don’t know what to do 

anymore..They won’t listen to me. They refuse to do what I tell them to do. I don’t know what happened to Sonny, 

kthsthr id ou ftinkin sll thr timr. Whya didn’t take better care of his boys. Nora is no problem, it is just those boys. 

Sonny: goes off somewhere for days at time and no knows where he is.. I know he is running away from his problems, 

but if he would only stop his drinking and try to straighten out his life..”. 
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“Their first Chrirtmas with Momma, Nana, they had such a nice Christmas. They got to know the thrill of exchanging 

gifts because  their mother died in 1965,  and forgot what Chirstams was like., because Martin was the oldest, he was 

14, and Nora was the youngest, she was almost two.   Momma let them experience the fun of trimming a live 

Christmas tree and they went out and bought all kinds of glitzy ornaments to put on it. They were so excited buying 

gifts for one another and they wrapped them and put them under the tree, with a big present for “Nana’.    

 

It always made Momma angry that  the town refused to help her, when she tried to get some assistance,but  they kept 

turning her down. When the boys were old enough to be working, the town finally decided to help with part of the oil 

bill but only during the winter months. 

 

The tears Momma shed over Sonny when he’d be drinking and no one would  know where he was and he’d be gone 

for days at a time, . I often wondered if he had any idea what it was doing to Momma.  So many times, she’d sob,  ’I 

can’t stop looking for him. He could be laying dead somewhere, and we would never know what happened to him..’ 

So many times, she would get in her car at night and go looking for him and she’d go in and out of the  bars in 

Ridgefield Park, hoping someone had seen him. When no one had seen him in over a week, Momma would 

panic..Mary Jane told her, “He might be staying over at Artie Guy’s place in the city.” Artie had a bar in the city, on 

208th and Broadway. He was Spnny’s his best friend since they went to Cardinal Hayes High School together... Mary 

Jane drew a map for Momma, to show her where Artie’s bar was and she got in the car and drove across the George 

Washington Bridge  and drove up to where Artie’s bar was,  hoping and  praying he would be there.  

When she walked in, Artie looked up and was so ,surprised to see her standing there. She explained to him why she 

was there. He always did like Momma. and being he felt so sorry for her.he showed her that Sonny’s car was parked 

up the street. and he assured her he was alright . 

 

 He confided to her,. “ Mrs. Mc Arow,  I don’t know how to help Tom anymore. He’s so depressed and doesn’t want 

to see anyone. He’s been sleeping down in the basesment of the building next to me, and I bring him food but he 

hardly eats anything, except a up of tea.”  

 

When they got there, Momma thanked Artie and told him know she would prefer to talk him alone. She walked down 

the noisy metal cellar stairs, and opened a big squeaky metal door, and walked in the half-lit musty cellar. She looked 

around, and being it was dimly lit.she didn’t se Sonny at first,  then she discovered he was sitting in the back, next to a 

big noisy furnace, with his back was up against the white-washed concrete wall, and his head was hanging down. She 

knew he heard her calling his name, but he wouldn’t look up at her, and hi shair was hanging down in his eyes, he kept 

his eyes. She could see he hadn’t shaved for several days and he needed to change his clothes. She said, “Sonny.” 

again,  he  refused to talk to her, and she stood there a long time before she left.. She .came back with a new 

shirt,.pants, socks and underwear. and set the bag beside him, hoping there was someplace he could take a shower and 

put on the clean clothes.   

 

As she was leaving he mumbled to her, ‘Mom, .allI want is just to be left leave me alone   I wish you could understand 

that?” It really hurt her to hear him say that,  but she realized there was nothing more she could do for him, she had to 

walk away and leave him sitting there. She stopped in and thanked Artie, and got back  in her car and cried all the way 

home to New Jerse.. She called Mary Jane to let her know she found Sonny at  Artie’s, and he was staying in the cellar 

of a big apartment house near Arties.”   

 

Then 2 days later, Mary Jane called to tell her , “John just saw Sonny down on Main Street, and he said he looked very 

nice, so you can relax,  he’s back and he’s staying with a friend of his...”  After that, once in a while Sonny would stop 

in and have dinner with Momma, or callthat he was coming.and it would made her so happy. She’d make his favorite 

Lemon Merange Pie, and fix the chicken the way he liked it, sothat the meat fell off the bone.”.   
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Then in 1985, they operated on Sonny and removed severval cancerous tumors and  Mary Jane took him home to her 

house, but he would not let Momma come see him,.and that hurt Momma more than anything he had ever done to her. 

He was dying and he would not let her gosee him.”  

 

I reminded Mary Jane about the time, when we were retiring and were acked and ready to leave for Florida. and all our 

furniture was on the way to Florida, .It was the end of July and I had said a teary ‘good-by.to Momma.and the week 

before Mary Jane and her girls came  to our house with lots of food and  gifts before we left. .The morning we were 

going to leave I got a call from Mary Jaen that Momma was in the hospital with a kidney infection,. and they were 

going tooperte and  remove one of her kidneys. I was sitting on the stairs, because all the furniture was gone, except 

for the furniture we gave Freddie, because he was going to be moving into a house he bought in Islip, a few miles 

south of where we lived. .   

 

Mary Jane said, .“I hate to tell you this, because I  know you are leaving for Florida.but  I felt you should know we 

judst rushed Momma to the hospital.and one of her kidneys is badly infected, and they are going to have to operate and 

remove it.”  

 

I  gasped ,” I’ll be right there.”  Fred looked at me, a little bewildered, when he heard me say, “I’d e right there.’  I told 

him what happened.  “I know the car is packed and we are ready to leave, but I have to go to see Momma.“. He 

understood and I left  not knowing what to expect.  

 

When I got to the hospital, I was surprised to find Sonny was there with Momma. He had on a nice suit, a white shirt 

and a tie, which was unusal for him,  because he usually didn’t care how he looked.  I kissed him and when I kissed 

Momma, I stepped back because she was burning up with a high fever.and I realized they had a blanket of ice on top 

of  her,  to try and bring the fever down.  

She didn’t even know I was there, and  I looked at Sonny, and he told me, “They just gave her a shot of something to 

knock her out.” We sat there and my head was going round and round.and I sighed, ‘We can’t leave for Florida now 

with Momma so sick. I am so worried because our furniture is on the way. “  Sonny  said,  “Go. There’s nothing you 

can do by staying here..You need to  be there when your furniture  arrives. What will they do with it,  if you’re not 

there? You can always fly back if you have to.”  I kept biting my lip, not knowing what I should do. After a whle 

Sonny got up and said he was going to the cafeteria. He brought back some hot tea and 2  sandwiches and we ate. He 

said,“ Look Momma’s, going to be fine. You go to Florida.and  I’ll stay with Momma.”  All the while we sat there, 

Momma never woke up. I thought about  what  Sonny said, “I decided, we better go, and like you said,  I can fly back 

if I have too.”    

  

I  kissed Momma and hated to leave her when she was so sick and had such a high fever and they wer going to operate 

on her, .” Sonny walked me out to the parking lot.and when I got in my car, he stood by the window looking at me. 

scratchignhis head. I wondered did he know something about Momma that I didn’t know  and he wasn’t telling me  I 

watched him digging down in his pocket and got some quarters and was holding them in hand, when he asked,  

“Would you happen to know Dr.Mc Intosh’s number, I  need to see him”I looked at him because. I never knew Sonny 

to be sick.and he squirmed saying “I’ve been in a lot of pain lately. Do you know his number?.”  

 

I told him, “No, but Mary Jane does, but his number is in the phone book”. He thanked me, and handed me a couple of 

quarters. ”You’ll need these to get out of the parking lot.” I laughed and showed him the  bag of coins I had for the 

tolls on our trip.. He laughed and waved and went back in the hospital to be with Momma.   

 

The next morning, when we were leaving again, as I was getting in the car, I felt so quilty that I  were going, when 

Momma so sick.and I was so annoyed to think we had to bring our German Shepard with us. I loved all our dogs, but 

not this one. Barbara picked him out, and Fred paid for him when he was a puppy. I kept hoping he would change, but 
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he never did, That dog destroyed so many things in our house, He chewed up 3 square feet of our good carpet, most of 

our throw  rugs, the heels of my shoes, the legs of the furntiture.  Freddie didn’t want any part of him. When we tried 

to give him away,  afterall,  he was a AKC German Shepard, jo one wanted him, when I  was honest  and told them, 

’he chewed.’.We had to keep him and bring him with us to Florida.. 

 

We had been looking forward to movng to Florida.because our 4 girls were living there. I hated leaving Freddie 

behind, because he had always lived with us. He was. 30 years old and decided  to stay on Long Island. and besides, he 

was going to move into his house  soon..It was such a horrible feeling that morning  when we backed out of the 

driveway, and to see Freddie standing by the mailbox, slowly waving to us. when we started down the hill on Rose 

Court..  I couldn’t see I was crying so hard when we got on Northern State, it was a strange feeling knowing we would 

no longer be living on long Island..I wiped my eyes and checked to see if we had the maps we were going to 

need.,because we didn’t  know how to get to Florida.  

 

We knew it was going to take at least 30 hours or more to get to Fort Pierce, Florida, and we were going to stay with 

Barbara and her boyfriend, Richard Miller. The house we bought was up the road from them, and we were only 

staying with them, until our  furniture arrived the next day and it did. When I called Barbara, I told her we had to keep 

the dog  because no one wanted him,.because she had a German Shepard that she called Jessie James.   

 

When we got to the end of New Jersey Turnpike, I asked Fred to stop so I could call Mary Jane, and see how Momma 

was doing.. She told  me, they had operated on her and removed one of her kidneys.and she was doing better than they 

expected and she was awake and in ICU..” I was so relieved  to know tMomma was going to be alright. I told Mary 

Jane,  I was concerned about what Sonny. told me. She sighed, “Oh! knowing him, he’s not going to go see Dr. Mc 

Intosh.” She was right, he let several months go by before he went to Dr. Mc Intosh. He ordered several tests, andhe 

had cancer in his colon, prostate, lungs, liver and bladder and  Sonny died at 60, on Janary 4, 1987 

 

They operated on Sonny, and removed most of the tumors, to make him more comfortable, and it was Mary Jane’s 

loving care, that helped him turn his life around. She got him up and walking and suggested he call the architect 

company he used to work for  to see if they could use him again, even if it was only part-time. He didn’t think they 

would but he called and spoke to his old boss. and jhe was glad to hear from him and told  him to come in,  he would 

like to talk to him. Sonny let him know he had cancer and he no longer drank.and he was surprised,  they thought that 

much of him, that they wanted him to start as soon as possible. 

 

Mary Jane giggled with joy when she heard they hired him back.. Wanting him to look nice, because the suits he had, 

hung on him because he lost so much weight. Mary Jane  bought him a grey suit, and a couple of good looking ties, 

new shirts, shoes and socks, so he would feel proud of himself when he started working there again.  He was very 

nervous going back,  but he was encouraged by the confidence they had in him,being they sat him down at his old  his 

old desk, and the drafting table. They were filled with open blueprints and floor plans, where the other men were 

working an where he would be working. would be working. . Mary Jane couldn’t remember him being so happy, and 

he worked there almost every day for amost a year, until, he could no longer drive to work. They decided he could 

work at home, and  5 o’clock everyday. someone from the office went to Mary Jane’s house and dropped off a couple 

more blueprints, and picked up the ones he finished and signed his name on them.. 

 

The day we buried Sonny, it was such a sad day. It was a bitter cold day in January, when Momma, Mary Jane and I  

stood at Sonny’s grave shivering and sobbing..We looked at one another and stared down at the open grave and next to 

him was wife Pat, where he buried her over 20 years ago.. We stood there sobbing to think he was gone, and the ice 

cold wind was blowing against our faces so hard, that it felt numb. I was sure our tears were going to freeze on our 

face.l I felt the cold more than they did, because I just flew up from Florida and  wasn’t used to such cold 

weather.anymore. I looked at his coffin and it made me angry to think how he threw his life away, because of his 
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drinking when he had had so much going for him at one time. I thought about what he had denied his children because 

of his drinking and they had to suffer for his mistakes while tey were growing up..Knowing how caring Sonny had 

always been, until his drinking took over his life, he knew that he broke Momma’s heart, seeing what it was doing to 

him.  I questioned was it in his genes? Was his drinking a disease and maybe he couldn’t help himself and by his 

drinking it helped him to keep running away from himself. Being depressed like he was, we could not help him, bit 

being he was a para-trooper in the Army, the V.A. would have helped him. At least, He knew deep in  his heart we 

loved him no matter what he did, he proved that by always being with us, when Mary Jane and my children got 

married. In the end, when he cold no longer drink, it was quite a revelation to see how Sonny reverted back to the 

same caring  Sonny we used to know   .  

.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                           

Wfter he lost Pat, what a sad and lonely life it must have been for him, having 5 children to take care of, , but, he 

couldn’t do it and his drinking didn’t help himl He just never could get on with his life. I don’t know what he would 

have done, had it not been for Mary Jane when they released him from the hospital, he had no place to go and she took 

care of him.  

 

                     He had no place to go, and he must have felt so relieved to know that Mary Jane was there for him again. They were 

always close since they were teen-agers,  and the lived move near one another in Ridgefield Park, New Jersey..When 

Sonny needed someone to help him, it was alwaysMary Jane and John that was there for him.and I thought of all the 

times he had let them down.when they co-signed a loan for him for $3,000. He didn’t pay it and they had to pay it off, 

so not to ruin their credit, and they had their own children to take care of,  and a house to worry about. .It was because 

of Mary Jane’s love for him,   that he died so peacefully in her arms, in her house. He made it through Christmas and 

New Years and died Janury 4th, 1987, while she held him in her arms and whispered, “You can let go now, Sonny.” 

and he closed his eyes for the last time/ 

             

There was a time Sonny and I were close,  but after we got married we somehow drifted apart.and were never that 

close again until almost 50 years later..We were always glad to see him come to the family gatherings and Momma’s 

birthday,  the Christenings, Graduations we had,a nd then there werel the Weddings Mary Jane had and and I had.and 

he was always came and seemed  glad he was with us.  

Maybe it was his drinking.  I know but I used to get so mad at him because I felt he had seen how Daddy drank and 

what his drinking done to our family. that I would have thought he would never want to touch a drink.  And it upset 

Momma to have to see what he was doing to himself, after Pat died. Momma moved her flower shop from Long Island 

to New Jersey, so she could be there for him, and help him with his children, but he didn’t want her to interfere, and 

she didn’t, but in 1976, she took his children in when the county was going to come and take them, because he didn’t 

care what was going on in his own house..  

 

I looked over at Momma, she looked so cold standing there looking down at his grave and I noticed,  there wasn’t a 

tear in her eyes,  I thought that was strange, knowing how much she loved Sonny.  I knew how many times he 

disappointed her He’d call and tell her he was coming for dinner, when she had his kids living with her. She’d call me 

and be so happy he was coming. and tell me she had a chicken in the oven, and was making his favorite lemon 

merangue pie for him. He didn’t  show up again, and he never called to let her know he wasn’t coming, because  he 

was probably on his way and stopped in a nearby bar and stayed there until it closed., while Momma was keeping his 

dinner warm for him . 

 

It wasn’t that I didn’t love Sonny, I  did. There was something about him, I couldn’t help but love him.because of how 

good he was to me when we wer eliving at home.  I really cherished the few times he came to the children’s chrisnings 

and our girls’weddings.. when we lived on Long Island. But.there were two times that I like to remember, one was the 

time he was a Paratrooper in the Army in 1945, during WW11.Hee asked me to go deep-sea fishing with him. It was 

so cold since it was the last week in March. We were not dressed for it. when we went on that chartered boat, that took 
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us  30 miles off Long Island before he left.on a chartered boat before he left. during WW11. It was the week  before he 

was sent to Germany,. He was a paratroopand they were all given time to go home for a few days  before they left. 

Germany..  

 

The other time, was forty years later in 1985. We were retiring and  moving to Florida,  and Sonny came with 

Momma, 2 weeks before we left and they stayed  the week-end. It was something Sonny had never done before, stay 

over-night in our house.  

 

We stayed up half the night talking and talking and it was wonderful to hear him go on and on about so many different 

things While I sat there listening to him, I realized how much I had missed, by not getting to know him better, as the 

years went by.   

Knowing he was coming with Momma, I boughtsome beer and whiskey for him, but  he didn’t want it, all he drank 

while he was there, was hot tea. I found it rather strange that he didn’t open any of the beer or whiskey.. Fred was tired 

because he had been packing all day. He excused himself after dinner and went to bed around 10 o’clock. Then 

Momma  decided to go to bed, because she didn’t feel She was 85, and I walked her upstairs and put her to bed in bed 

since all 4 of our girls lived in Florida..  

 

Little did  I  realize 2 weeks later, Momma was rushed to the hospital with a kidney infection and  they took out one of 

her kidneys, and a year and a half later, Sonny died.  

 

That night since Sonny didn’t want anything to drink but hot tea.  I brought the tea in on a tray to the den and we sat 

there and talked and talked. Was I surprised how talkative he was because Sonny, rarely had much of anything to say. 

That night he was relaxed.and told about me so many interesting things. He described the places he had seen in 

Germany, 40 years ago, and he never did that before..  

 

As I listened, I thought,  ‘now that I am moving to Florida, I discovered we really enjoyed one another’s 

company,.after all the years he had distanced himself from me. He always had a car or a pick up truck, and he never 

made an effort to come see us, but but I went to see him with the children. He would come with Momma or Mary Jane, 

when we had the Christenings and many years later, he came to the reception when our girls got married.When I ’d go 

to see him with the children for Chirstmas or Easter, he would make me feel so uncomfortable.  I could tell he wanted 

us leave and go see Mary Jane or Momma and that’s what I’d do.. 

 

 I think what surprised me the most that night was his great interest in Thomas Jefferson. He told me when he got his 

vacation one year, he took Pat and the children to Virginia, to see the house Thomas Jefferson designed,  called  

Monticello. That Jefferson used most of his money to buy books. and had a huge library.  It was the second time he 

collected valuable books from all over the world, because the valuable books he gave Cognress were destroyed by a 

fire in the Capital. .Sonny went into great details about  the unusal features he designed in his house, that had 21 

rooms. He lived in the only section that was finished. The rest of the house was not finished since he owed so much 

money on it. He wanted it built according to his plans, and he died and never saw it finished. Being he owed so much 

money on it, it was sold to pay his debts...  .    

 

Years later, I believe I read it was his grandson that managed to get enough money  from different people, and he got 

his grandfather’s house back. Although he tried to finish it, the cost of getting it finished was prohibitive, and he 

wasn’t in no positioin to pay for it.  

 

Over time it fell into such disrepair it became an eyesore.but it was saved years later, by the Amercan Historic 

Buildings, They  restored it.and saw that iw as finished according to Jefferson’s floor plans. Today it is a popular 

tourist attraction, and thousands of people go there every year to sadmire The Montiscello,  Thomas Jefferson’s drean 
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house.  

 

I was surrprised when Sonny began to tell me about the Greeks and Romans and what they done.and about their 

architecture, and how they built acquaducts to bring water down from the mountains to the towns and they are still 

there  He went on about what he had seen Germany the different architecture and the terrible destruction that was 

there. 

  

I reminded him, “The Germans did the same thing to England’s cities and towns  especailly  when they sent over those 

unmanned  V1 and 2 missiles..Their cities and towns were left in ruins just like the cities and towns in Germany. 

When I was in Germany in 1975, I didn’t see any ruins.”  

 

Sonny nodded and told me, “What makes you think that I don’t know that? I am talking about all those beautiful 

buildings that were destroyed and can never be replaced..” I didn’t say anything more. but I could see it bothered him 

to have seen so much ruin and destruction, but it struck me as odd, that he never talked about it before.” 

 

I remember asking myself, ‘Why have you kept all this information inside you until now? I thought I knew you, but I 

don’t. I had no idea you were so interested in what  Jefferson had done, let alone the historyof the  Greeks and 

Romans. I was 60 years old and Sonny was 58, and it was the first time  we talked about such interesting things that 

we both enjoyed.  I could not understand why he had made himself such a stranger all those years, until I started to put 

it together piece by  piece,  like a jig saw puzzle/  I knew the answer without a doubt, all that time, he was a lost 

soul..and he could not find his way, after Pat died, and that was how he was, wondering around not knowing where he 

was going or where to turn, but I had no idea that a year and a half later he would be dead...  

 

When Momma was working for Judith Garden, she did the flowers for  the Duke and Durchess of  Windsor on 

Monday mornings,  in their apartment at the Waldorf Towers. When Sonny came home from Germany in 1947, he 

asked Momma to find out, if he could meet the duke. The duke met him and they.sat on the sofa  for 2 hours talking 

and going over pictures he had,  where his relatives  lived in Germany. He told him that was where he  went  in the 

summer when he was a boy, and he knew all the little towns and buildings where Sonny was stationed.and the duke 

wanted to hear all about them.     

 

The Duke and Duchess llike to stay in New York. and they would stay for weeks at a time, and they went back and 

fortgh to their home in Paris., after he served as Governor of the island of  Nassau for 4 years. .Momma loved to tell 

the story about the duchess calling Judith, and telling her she did not want anyone to do her flowers, but Momma, and 

that she only allowed white flowers in all the rooms, except around Christmas, she wanted a touch of yellow flowers 

and a few sprays of pine needles. . 

 

When Momma would finish with the flowers, the duke himself always invited her to sit with them and have coffee and 

cake in front of a big cocktail table.. To think he actually served the Duchess first, then Momma, while they sat on the 

sofa, and he sat in a very soft comfortable chair facing them.. They seemed to enjoy Momma’s  company and took 

great delight in showing her pictures of their house and garden they had in Paris, France.  They also showed her 

pictures of what the house and living room looked like when they were in Nassau, when the duke was governor there. 

Books of  important people and relatives he had in England, which Momma found boring because she didn’t know 

who they were.” 

 

The duke abdicaed the throne in 1937, because he gave up the throne so he could marry Wally Simpson.  They let him 

know, if he did, she could never stand beside him for any of the functions , and the fact she was divorced, only made 

the situation worse. So they gave him an ultimatum, either he give up the ‘American woman,’ or abdicate the throne, 

and the rest is history.  Being he was no longer King of Englad,  they exiled him to the island of Nassau, and he could 
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not return to England. A few months later he married Wally Simpson in France, and no one in the Royal family 

attended the wedding.  

 

From that day on, Wally Simpson was known as the Duchess of Windso, and she was  told she could never go back to 

England.  The only time they did allow the duke to go back to England, was when his mother died, so he could attend 

her funeral, but he was not allowed to bring the duchess,  and he had ti leave when the funeral was over.. 

 

Sonny was stationed in Germany 2 years. When he came home with thousands of other oys for Christmas, Momma 

had no idea he was coming home. He walked into Judith Garden’s shop and surprised her, the week before Christmas, 

and she almost fainted. Judith was so touched by the scene, that she sent Sonny and Momma home in a taxi and let her 

have off the entire week before Christmas, with pay, and told her she wished she had a son like Sonny. Momma went 

to church and she thanked God and Saint Anthony,  that he was home and that the Germans didn’t kill him while he 

was over there.. 

 

One Monday, while Momma was doing the  flowers in the dining room, she asked  the  Duke would be alright if she 

brought her son to meet him, that he had just come back from Germany, and he would really like to meet him’. He was 

delighted to hear he wanted to  come, especially after he found out, Sonny had been stationed near the town where he  

spent his summers in Germany as a young boy and lived with relatives  

 

The following Monday,  Sonnny went with Momma and met the Duke of Windsor. He shook his hand and had him sit 

down and they talked and talked, while  Momma replaced all the flowers with fresh ones.  Seeing how Sonny was still 

talking to the Duke, was making her nervous andshe went over and whispered,  “I think you  better stop talking so 

much, you are taking up the duke’s valuable time.” When he heard what Momma said,  he insited, “No! I am enjoying 

hearing about where your son was stationed in Germany, because, I spent my summers.there as a boy.and I know 

exactly where he was stationed/.”  

Sonny was not a talkative person, so Momma was surprised to hear him having such long conversations with the 

duke,.and that the duke was enjoying him. He was anxious to hear what happened to certain buildings on certain 

streets in the towns and how much damage was done to the old beauttiful buildings. Sonny had brought along some of 

the pictures he had to show him, and he recognized the buildings. While they wre having coffee and cake, the duke 

continued to ask how they were progressing and .what was being done to restore some of  the ole buildings and he 

nodded while  Sonny told him which ones were saved.”                         

                       

When it was time to go, the Duke and Duchess walked Momma and Sonny to the door and he told Momma. “I enjoyed 

talking to your son. since he was stationed near the towns I am familiar withl  I am glad I had the opportunity to talk to 

him becaue it brought back a lot of fond memories of when I used to go there in the summer, but, that was a long time 

ago, and from what I could from the pictures he had, it didn’t change that much .”                

  

                                                 *               *                * 

 

Before Pat died,  Sonny drank, but nothing like he did after she died. But, he was not like my father, Sonny would get 

very quiet and refused to talk to anyone.. I wished he didn’t drink,  but I was so glad he was nothing like Daddy when 

he did. .Daddy was so cruel to us, but especially to Sonny. I still shutter when I  think how he used to torture him when 

he was just  a little boy.I still remember he would take off his belt and  beat him so hard with it, and he would have 

long red welts all over his body, and  there were times he would  pull him by the hair and hold his body against the hot 

radiator and burn him.  

I will never forgot what Daddy used to do to him. I often wondered, was that part of his depression, because  Daddy 

would beat himfor no reason other that he was drunk and the thing was, Sonny would stand there and take it, and he 

never cried, when Daddy hit him with his belt over and over like a crazy man.  Mary Jane and I would be hysterical 
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crying.and pleading with Daddy to stop hitting him, but he ignored us  kept beating himon his arms and legs, and he 

did this.to him for years. 

 

When Sonny was 16,, he never got in trouble like the other boys in the neighborhood did., except for two times that I 

can remember. He was standing in front of the corner drug store on 134th Stree, smoking with a couple of his 

friends.and the pharmacist asked them to leave, they wer blocking the door.  When they didn’t move, he called the 

police. They came and they were all arrested for loitering and put in the ‘Tombs’ a jail way downtown..  

 

The only other time was when he was younger. Daddy was on the trolley car coming home from work. He was 

standing on the back waiting to get off at 135th, when he saw Sonny hitching a ride on the back of the trolley he was 

on. He rode for 2 blocks and jumped off laughing. with his friend Joey Kane, and never saw Daddy. 

 

When Sonny came home for supper that night, Daddy had gotten a big iece of ice from somewhere, and after he beat 

him black and blue for hitching a ride on the trolley, doing he made him get in a tub and sit in the ice water. What a 

cruel and inhuman punishment Only one of a few ways he would punish us and no one realized how crazy he really 

was. 

 

When we were old enough to work, it was still Sonny’s job to shine Daddy shoes, and  he thought nothing of shining 

our shoes too. If he was pressing a crease in his pants, he would ask if we wanted him to press the pleats in our suit 

skirts?  Not many  brothers cared about their sisters the way he did. We used to laugh at him and call him ‘a worry 

wart’  because he was always worrying about who Mary Jane and I went out with..  We’d get so mad when he’d ask, 

‘what time are you coming home’, and he’d want to meet the guys we met at the USAOs dances, only on  Saturday or 

Sundays. During the war there was a shortage of young men and we met a lot of them at the USO dances.  

.Staring at his coffin all I could do was cry, because I knew the kind of person he once was, but his children woulde 

never know what he was like, so many years ago..I kept asking myself, why did he let himself fall into the miserable 

life he led? Did he really think drinking would ease he pain of losing Pat? 

 

I sighed and kept thinking, what would he have ever done, had it not been for Mary Jane taking care of him the way 

she did for the past year and half? He had no p;lace to go, and she Sbrought him to her house, when no on else wanted 

him He couldn’t and robvabvy wouldn’t  go.to Momma.  She was 85, and was in and out of  the hospital herself, 

Besides  she could never have taken care of him, not the condition he was in. It was hard enough fo her to get around 

and take care of  Michael, Bobby and Nora.  

 

When Mary Jane brought hm to her house, she was the one who washed and cleaned his wounds after they removed several cancerous tumors. 

He needed a lot of TLC, and she did it  for him.  She refused to let him be sent to a nursing home to die there  by himself. The visiting nurses 

came for awhile and took care of him. They showed Mary Jane  how to flush out his wounds that never did close. She made him as 

comfortable as she could possibly do in the terribe state he was in. and she assured him, she wanted to take care of him. that. she 

didn’t mind sleeping downstairs on the couch. She gave him a little bell to ring, so she could hear him it, if he needed 

her.... Every day she cooked meals she knew he liked and since John always liked Sonny, he carried the trays up to 

him, if Mary Jane was busy. He’d  talk to him awhile and and go back downstairs and have dinner with her.  

 

When  I called Mary Jane to see how Sonny was, she would whisper, “You have no idea how he has changed since he 

can’t drink anymore,  he’s like his old self, he is so sweet and he appreciates every liitle thing I do for him. That means 

a lot to me because you know, he could never express his feeling, but he does now.” 

\ 

I admire the love Mary Jane’s had for Sonny She knew his life had spiraled out of control and yet she couldn’t do 

enough  for him. I’m afraid I  was not as forgiving as she was.because, it bothered me because he had money to drink, 

then why didn’t he help Momma financially, to help take care of his kids.. For thirteen years,.she used her money to 
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give his children a home,  she fed them the best meals they ever ate. being she was a Certified French Chef.. He knew 

Momma paid for their shoes and clothes, and the food  they ate, but with little or no help from him. As time went by, it 

was getting harder for her to get around when she got to be 85, When she was 86 and 87.her health started to fail. and 

she was in and out of the hospital so many times,.her doctor was going to put her in a nursing home so she would be 

cared for properly because she  forgot to take her medicine. 

 

Momma worked all her life and Mary Jane and I wanted her to retire, not have to take care of Sonny’s children. We 

reminded her, it was his responsibility not hers, but apparently, he didn’t see it that way.    

 

Sonny not only ruined his life, he ruined the lives of his children because of his drinking. It  robbed him of all he had 

hoped to be.when he became. an alcoholic like Daddy. They both died of the same cancers, and they died in their early 

60’s.. Daddy died at 65 on May of 1961 and Sonny died at 59, in January of 1987.               

 

I remember how proud Sonny was in the early1960’s.that he worked for Vic Tanney, on Fifth Avenue in the city. . He 

was doing so well drawing and designing offices and bathrooms for the clubs he was opening up around the city. Vic 

Tanney was very pleased with his work. At that time, Sonny drank moderately, with his friends at the Knights of 

Columbus, that was near his house, but after Pat died suddenly, he started drinking more and more..I cannot even 

begin to imagine  what he must have gone through. when he walked in the house and found Pat dead on the kitchen 

floor.  

 

No one knows what he went though during those months and years after Pat died, because he grieved silently and 

spoke to no one. . We didn’t realize how depressed he was or that he needed professional help so he could cope with 

Pat’s death  He felt had he been home that night, she would not have died.  

 

Perhaps if he had gone to a VA Hosptial, they would have given him the help he needed, and maybe he would have 

found some kind of closure, or  peace of mind within himself, but we never thought him going to the VA then..       

  

I will never forget that morning Mary Jane called me.in Florida.  She was sobbing so.that  I could hardly understand 

what she was saying, ”Rose, Sonny can’t get out of bed anymore. If you want to see him, you better come now, before 

it’s too late..” I told her we would leave right away.and we did. It was a ong ride, almost 14 hours on the road, and 

while Fred was driving, I was thinking about Sonny. He was only 59, and he was dying of cancer just like Daddy.  I 

called Mary Jane a couple of times, to let her know wher we were.and when we were on the New Jersey Turnpike, so 

she would know we would be there soon. She was on the porch wiaitng for us, when we pulled in. She walked over to 

the car smiling and whispered, “I didn’t tell Sonny you and Fred were coming. I wanted it to be a surprise. I know 

he’ll be so glad to see you.”  

 

Walking up the stairs, she sighed, “ He is hoping he will live long enough, so he can be at Matty’s wedding.in a few 

weeks, but I don’t know if he can…!!!.” She shook her head and sighed, and when we walked. in the room,  Sonny’s 

face lit up.and he seemed genuinely happy to see us.  I didn’t expect to see him sitting up in the bed with lots of 

pillows in back of him, and he was grinning from ear to ear when he saw us. 

 

I tried not to cry,because  he seemed so happy to see us. and all the while we were driving up, I dreaded the thought of 

seeing him in bed  in pain, but he wasn’t. He looked better that I thought he would. I hugged and kissed him.and he 

motioned for me to sit in the chair next to the bed. . Fred waved to him and went back downstairs with Mary Jane, and 

let us talk. The first thing he asked me was, :”Would you like to see what I’m doing?” 

I nodded, I would. and noticed he had a  big blueprint opened up in front of him that he was working on.. He looked it 

over before he signed it, and rolled it up and shoved it down into a big long empty tube that was leaning against the 
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bed.and I noticed several tubes were leaning against the bed on the other side and.he picked up one of them and took 

out the blueprint and opened it up and smoothed it out on the board that was on his lap and started going over it 

carefull, while I sat there watching him..  

 

 He apologized that he had to get them finished, because someone from his office comes eery day to  pick them up, 

and drop off more of them. He tried to explain to me, what I was looking at.and I could see it was different sections of  

the floor for the condominiums his company he was working for, was building along the Palisades Using a pencil he  

pointed to where the electrical outlets were, the wiring, the air-conditioning ducts and the water lines were going. He 

asked me, “Remember a couple of years ago,  I worked for a company that was building condominums along the 

Palisade Cliffs, that overlooked the Hudson River. I am woking for them again.They are  building a couple more of  

them.”                   

       

Mary Jane walked in with a tray.with 2 cups of tea and some pound cake, and she set it on the bureau.  I took the tea 

but I didn’t want any cake but Sonny wanted the tea and the cake. I thanked her and told her.”I am so glad to see 

Sonny working on those blueprints.” 

He laughed and stopped a while and drank his tea and asked me about Florida and mentioned that he trained  to be a 

paratrooper in Florida. Then he asked about what kind of a  house we had and if I thought to bring some pictures of it. 

I did, because I knew he would ask to see them.. 

 

He studied each picture, “I see it’s a only a one story house, but it looks really big.. You don’t have a chimany, so that 

means you have no heat?.I like the houses and the size of the property you have, but I wouldn’t want to have to mow 

all that grass, because it’s so hot in Florida “ He nodded and gave me bacl the  pictures.. “I liked Florida when I was 

stationed there but I could not deal with the humidity they have there in the summer? I could never get used to it. Did 

you and Fred get used to it?” 

 

I laughed and shook my head, “No, it is unbearble during August and September, and then is when you start to worry 

about whether, you are going to get hit with a hurricane, That’s why we got to get back, in case the one  out in the 

ocean nnow decides to hit our area..”.  

Smoothing out the next blue print, he said..“I wish I knew you and Fred were coming, I could have done these 

tomorrow, but I really have to finish them, because  they’re expecting them tonight. “Do you have to go back 

tomorrow?. “ I told him, that we didn’t want to take a chance of not being there if it hit.” .  

 

He said, “Well,  I’m so glad you came, but, I feel bad have to get these finished, like I said everyday a girl from the 

office comes and  picks them up, and drops off a couple more for me to do ” We talked for about an hour, and I could 

see he was anxious to finish what he was doing.  He apologized again. and I got up and let him know, that I was happy 

he was so busy that I understood. I was.amazed that the company he worked for, thought that much of his work, that 

they allowed him work on the blueprints while he was in bed.  

 

I leaned over and kissed him, as when I  looked at him smiling at me, it was a horrible feeling knowing he was going 

to die and it was the last time I would see him alive..We avoided looking at one another as I left and I tried so hard  not 

to let him see me crying, awhen  I waved and walked out of the room.and hurried  bacl downstairs.. 

 

I sat next to Fred and  Mary Jane could see I was crying.and she started to cry. We wiped her eyes and she shook her 

head saying, “I don’t know what to do. I told you, tat Sonny won’t let. Momma see him. I feel so sorry for her. she 

wants to come and see him, .bit  I can’t  let her come, because that is the way he wants it..”  
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            Fred told her, “Maybe he doesn’t want your mother to see him like that. He knows she is going to be crying.and he 

probably feels he has enough to deal with, knowing he is  going to die.” Mary Jane poured the coffee into the cups and  

sighed,  “Well, I’m surprised Momma has respected his wishes and hasn’t come here and demanded she see him”. 

 

            Puttig a platter of ham and swiss cheese sandwiches on the table, a;pmg with a dish of dill pickles, Mary Jane kept 

wiping her eyes again and so did I.. again because we knew what we would be facing soon..We ate and  I thanked her 

because we were hungry, even though we had a hamburger and coffee before we got there. I called Freddie to let him 

know we were leaving and spending the night with him.   Leaving Mary Jane , was so hard to do, knowing when I 

kissed and hugged her,  I would be back soon to go to Sonny’s funeral.. 

Fred and I hardly spoke to one another, while we drove to Long Island, knowing that would be the last time I would 

see Sonny.  

 

When we pulled into Freddie’s driveway, he was waiting for us and we went to a nice restaurant nearby and had 

dinner. We left early the next morning for Florida and kept the radio on to hear where the hurricane was headed.  I was 

so glad we went.because  I dreaded seeing Sonny in a lot of pain, and he wasn’t, he seemed so relaxed and concerned 

about finishing those blueprints and signing his name on them., which I was glad to see him do. but  I will always 

remember him sitting up in bed, with all those pillows in back of him, smiling and his glasses sliding down off his 

nose, while he wasgoing over those blueprints. I never thought he would be so happy doing what he loved to do the 

most.. He was at peace with himself only because of Mary Jane, What she did for him those last couple of months of 

his life, was remarkable.. He gpt tp see Matty get married, even if they had to all but carry him into the church, he 

made it.  Then he hoped he could live until after Christmas and New Years, and he did that too.Then Mary Jane held 

him in her arms and told him, “You can let go now” and he closed his eyes and died so peacefully on  January 4, 1987, 

and Iflew up and went to his funeral on that bitter cold day in January..  

 

MOMMA AND HALLOWEEN 

 

When our children were older, I was always busy taking them here and there, and  when they learned to drive. I 

worried and wondered if they were alright?  Being both mother and father when Fred was away. I was the one that laid 

the law down  and they were very good about obeying them...  

 

I don’t know why Momma thought I was lonely when Fred was away, when there were 5 teen age children in the 

house. I think she just enjoyed coming over and being with us. When she came, the back of car was always loaded 

with boxes of food, she had prepared, when we had a big freezer that was full of food, but that was what made her 

happy...  

S 

In the Sixties, before Earl came back into her life, many a Saturday morning Momma would call early, when Fred was 

out of town, because she would want to go for a rdie,  way out on the island and have a picnic.  

 

That was all the children had to hear, they’d get dressed so fast and be so happy, waiting for her to pull in the 

driveway.  Momma always did the driving. She liked to take  Rte 25A and we’ d go east about 80 miles,  She’d be 

laughmg while she was driving, hearing the silly songs the children were singing in the back of the car.and. I’d be 

sitting there thinking, they don’t know how lucky they are to have such a wonderful loving ‘Nana’ like her and I was 

so happy that they loved being with her  

 

.I remember when Mary Jane and I were young, we used to hang out the front window and wait for Momma to come 

home on Sunday afternoons, her half day off. When we’d see her get off the trolley, we’d run downstairs  and meet her 

in the hall. And she would kneel down and put her arms around us, and hug us real tight and kiss each of us, and we’d 

carry her big pocketbook upstairs for her.and she’d made herself a fresh cup of coffee, then take us where she knew we 
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would have fun.             

 

 Momma had 16 grandchildren, and she loved all of them. Every year she would dress up for Halloween, and it was always 

something different. One year she was dressed as a clown, and another year she was. the good fairy.  I will never 

forget how she looked, that Halloween. Momma called and asked me to keep the children in the house until she got 

there, I didn’t know how I was going to do that. because they wan to leave after supper and do some more Trick or 

Treating.”  

 I sighed into the phone, “Momma! I don’t know how I am going to be able to make them stay until you get here?  As 

soon as they eat they want to go ‘Trick and Treating.” .”  

   

 Momma  pleaded, “You can find a way, make them stay until I get there?  I want them see  me.as the‘Good Fairy”  

I’ll be there in a half an hour! I’m leaving right now.”  

      They ate, while I was tryint to think how I could stall them. The got up from the table and  Rosemary, Diana and 

Freddie told me,, “We got to hurry and go Trick or Treating now, before all the candy is gone.” They picked up their 

bagsof goodies and started to leave.  I stood in front of the door and said real loud, “Wait…Wait  a minute”and I was 

trying to think up something, “It’s dark out there and I am concerned about you going from house to house, promise 

me you won’t go in anyone’s house, you stand outside, there are a lot of weird people in this world today?:” They 

agreed, and then I saw Momma’s car going down the block. I knew if Freddie saw it, he would know it was Momma’s 

car. To stall them, I suggested they leave the candy they got. home and I gave each of threm a brown baga, trying to 

keep them there as long as I could.l.  

I recognized Momma with the wig on,, she was towering over all the kids that were going from house to house.  I 

waited to see what  Freddie would do, when he handed her a bag of candy.. Rosemary and Diana was looking her up 

and down. but it was Rosemary that asked her “Are you suppose to be the  Good Fairy?”. The girls were in awe of the 

beautiful mask and the long sparkling gown, and Momma kept waving the sparkling wand in front of them and. all the 

other kids ran off. and then they decided to join them.  

 

Suddenly the “Good Fairy” pushed the 3 of them in the house and closed the door. They stood there and were so 

scared ,and kept looking at me to help them. Then Momma started chasing them through the house with the sparkling 

wand, and they were screaming going through the kithen an dining room,  but when they heard Momma laughing so 

hard, they stopped running and turned around and looked at her..  Rosemary dared to ask, “Is that you in there Nana?”  

They ran to her and wrapped their arms around her but they couldn’t kiss her until she took off the mask  They 

grabbed her hand and pleaded with her,  

 

“Oh…please come with us  Nana and goTrick or Treating, but we have to go now, before all the candy is gone..”  She 

told them she would loved to, but she had to go to New Jersey to surprise Aunt Mary Jane and her children. and they 

kissed her and ran out the door.Momma only took time to have a cup of coffee and wanted to get going, so she could 

surprise Mary Jane.  
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      Momma  61, Valerie 18 mo. Barbara 4, Freddie 6, Diana 9. Rosemary 11  

 

The next morning, Momma called and she sounded so  upset. I gasped when she told me about  the frightening 

experience she had, when she  driving to New Jersey. ”I was going along Northern State Parkway, and a lot of people 

were pointing at my mask and were waving to me, and laughing. I could see a lot of people had costumes on s they 

went by, and we would wave to one another, I was having so much  fun   

 

.I paid the toll at Throgg’s Neck Bridge, and the lady in the booth put  fistful of candy corn in my hand and she 

admired my beautiufl  mask. And she did say, she didn’t think I should be wearing it and driving. I laughed it off. 

There was a car in back of me with a lot of young guys in it,. and they were carrying on and laughing.  I didn’t think 

anything of it at the time. They gunned theor engine and wer showing off, when they  pulled away from the toll booth  

I figured, they were out to have some fun on Halloween night.”  

 

“The next thing I knew, they were rin back of me, and they were making me nervous.because the front of their car was 

too close to the back of my car.  I could hear them laughing and carrying on  and could tell they were drunk. I decided 

to go faster, I wanted to get away from them.because  I did not like them being that close to my car. But, when  I went 

faster, they went faster I slowed down, they slowed down. That is when I got scared becayse I  knew they were up to 

no good and they were definitely following me, and I dint’ know what they might do.. ”  

“I tought once I got on the Cross- Bronx Expressway, I would lose them. I kept watching them in my rear view 

mirror.and saw them  passing around a big bottle of wine, and I moved over to the right lane.. What did they do, they 

pulled along side of me and started flirting with me  and making all kinds of disgusting and indecent gestures with 

their hands... I know it was because I had that stupid mask on, and I should have taken it off and I didn’t. I ignored 
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them, because I was getting off at the next exit,  Teaneck Road..” 

 

 “I purposely didn’t  put my turning lights on, .when I turned off the parkway and I quick turned up Teaneck Road and.  

breathed a sigh of relief, that I had finally got rid of them. I looked in the mirror, and they were right in back of me. 

Being  I was on Main  Street, I saw the Police Station on my left,, and I quick pulled into in their parking lot and shut 

my lights off. Would you believe they followed me in, and shut their lights off too, until they realized where they 

were. You should have seen how fast they backed out of there, and  took off down Main Street. I waited until I was 

sure they were gone. Then I went to Mary Jane’s, When I told her what happened, John wanted to call the police, but it 

was too late, I couldn’t even tell them the kind of car they were in. What upset me more than anything else, was  those 

stupid guys ruined my Halloween on me.” 

                      

                                                               *           *          * 

  

MYRTLE  and EARL 

 

Momma and Earl went to the same one room school in Wysox. When she was 13,   she left home and worked for Mr. 

and Mrs. Eggleston in New York City,  9 months of the year, and went with them in their private railroad cars in the 

summer to their home in Wysox, or thie house on an island in the middle of the  St Lawrence River, near Canada The 

only time she got to see Earl, was during the summer. As trhe years went buy, they got engaged and were planning to 

get married, and her friend Helen wrote her when she was in the city for the winter, that Earl had married Altha, and 

he never told her. Needless to say, she was shocked when she read what he had done and she  thought she would never 

get over it and it took months before she finally did..   

                    .  

Thirty-three years went by, and she never saw Earl again/ Well, until the day she was at her mother’s funeral in the 

summer of  1956,  not that she would even speak to him.Then in 1965, somehow Earl managed to win Momma over 

and they got back together and she. looked 20 years younger. She was never happier, but. we never found out how he 

did it. 

 

 The first time, he drove down to see her in Valley Stream, Long Island, shortly after the funeral, and she slammed the 

door in his face, and he had to turn around and drive back home with his son Rodney. . . 

 

But, they made up for the time they had lost and were together for 11 years, from 1965 to 1976, when Earl died. After 

they operated on his head to try and cure him from getting Epileptic seizures..  

Every week-end they enjoyed themselves and went somewhere.. Momma would close her shop and hang an old 

fashioned pale green sign on the inside of the door,  ‘GONE FISHING’.and tgo to the Poconos, or drive up to see Aunt 

Vina’s, or they go to Vermont or Virginia.  

I remember in 1970,  they would  come and spend the week end with us. Momma would call early on a Saturday 

morning ,  

 

Rosemary and  Diana were working, and. Freddie was 15, Barbara was 12 and Valerie was 10, they always wanted to 

go with Nana..  Of course, Momma never asked, ‘if I doing anything that day or going somewhere?’ when she said, 

“We’ll be there in a half an hour, ” A half an hour later, they were in the driveway. The back of the station wagon 

loaded with boxes of food and a couple of bags of ice thrown here and there on top of the boxes of food.. When the 

children saw their ‘Nana’, they ran out and hugged and kissed her, and did the same to Earl. They came inside and I 

offered them coffee and Momma thanked me. I knew she didn’t like my coffee, and she told me  they want any right 

now, they just had some and she had a  big thermos of coffee she made. 

 

We moved from Nassau Shores in Massapequa to Bayville in 1969 and lived there until 1977. It was a wonderful place 
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for the children, because.the back of the house faced Oyster Bay and the Long Island Sound.and the children had 

several beaches they could go to. 

 

 I  didn’t work in the summer because, so I could be home with the children, because with Fred’s job he was home 2 

weeks and in Europe 3 weeks for years. Momma. didn’t waste any time talking, she wanted to get going and we 

brought a beach bag with towels and 2 pails and shovels for Valerie and Barbara, knowing they liked to build castles 

in the sand. Momma drove and Earl.sat beside her. She enjoyed driving on Route 25A, even if it was a narrow 2 lane 

road. It  followed the north shore and we passed  through severa; old towns, that went back to the 1700’s, whenthe 

English were there during  the Revolutionary War.  

 

It annoyed me to hear Momma tell Earl, ‘She didn’t want me to drive because I made her nervous being I drove too 

slow ’. The irony of it was, she drove too fast. I was with her so many times whem she got pulled over by the police or 

a state trooper,.(Further on in the book, there is  an entire chapter on how many times Momma talked her way out of 

getting a ticket)  I would sit there and couldn’t believe how she would charm them out of  giving her a speeding ticket. 

Not once … but everytime? .In fact, my sister Mary Jane did not like being in the car with her, because she drove too 

fast. Momma was a  good driver, but she lucky she never had an accident. 

Going out to the Hamptons, was a 3 hour drive on week ends. We enjoyed seeing the big farms, we passed,  and we 

saw so many old houses.  

 

Suffold County was very different from Nassau County where we lived. Most of the  houses they built were dalled 

developments, usually 3 different  houses, one after the other and squeezed on small lots of land, while  Suffolk 

County hae huge big farms with acres of flowers and vegetables that were sold wholesale in the city, and hundreds of 

white ducks that were sold to restaurants.                  

 

Momma brought the food in boxes, and it was in back of the station wagon. Even though it was cooked. it  was very 

hot back there, since her car didn’t have A/C. but all the windows were down and we had a nice breeze blowing in. We 

passed throught some very old towns and here and there  

We enjoyed stopping. at a whaling museum along 25A, and learned  the towns along the north shore used to have big 

whaling ships in port. and that was how the men made their living. They would leave their families for months at at 

time, and drag back the huge whales they caught. 

They’d leave again,  after they cut all the blubber off and sold it, to be boiled down and used for oil in their lamps, 

they sold  different parts of the whale becaue it was used for so many different things, the angress was used to make 

perfume and many other things  They  pictures hanging on the wall of the big sailing ships and the men who caught the 

huge whales, and the big row boats they used, when they went after the whales and  harpooned them. We saw the 

jewelry the men carved out of whale bones, called scrimshaw.that looked just like ivory.. The men carved them while 

they were aboard the ships, and there was a lull and they had nothing to do they made money carving intricate delicate 

pieces of jewelry. Women liked to wear scrimshaw then, and it was very popular in the 1800s, and  today, it is still 

sold in some gift shops along 25A  

 

Earl asked the man, “How come some of these old houses have those  additions on top of the roofs of the houses?” He 

explained they were called  ‘widow walks’.that the wives of the whalers went up there to  look out on the sound, to see 

if their husband’s ship was coming into port.. 

After we got back in the car,  we continued to look for a beach where the children could go swimming.  Momma was 

driving and she always enjoyed hearing the children singing at the top of their lungs, but  I know Earl did not 

appreciate it, but he was so good, henever said a word. The children  looked for the signs that pointed to the beaches, 

and they’d yell, “Turn here Nana!” She would follow the signs and most of the beaches wouldn’t let us in. We didn’t 

live in that town, and we didn’t have the sticker on the windshield we needed to get in, We’d turn around and drive a 

little further  and we’d find a nice beach where Momma could park, and no one checked to see if we had a sticker or if 
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we lived there.  

 

We’d take out  the boxes food out of the back of the station wagon,   and go look for a spot where we could open the 

blanket up, and  sit down and eat, and  be near the water. Momma always made too.much food, you would think she 

going to feed an army. Everyone was told they had to carry something over to the blanket.  I saw how Momma had 

thrown just a few bags of ice on top of the food and ,it had melted,and all that was there was bags of water.sitting on 

top of the 

The roasted chicken was cut upand  still in the black iron frying pan she had baked it in, and the delicious one layer 

chocolate cake was 

 

I would tell her, ‘Then how come I can still smell the dill pickles.and eve the label is still stuck on the front of the jar 

and it says, “SHULTZ’S DILL PICKLES!”. She was a good sport, and she’d laugh.but, I have to say  Momma  made 

the most delicious iced tea/  She’d fill the gallon jar with ice cubes,  and put in lots of cut up oranges, not lemons, and 

after she boiled about 10  tea bags in 2 cups of water so it would be real strong,  she’d add a couple of cups of sugar to 

the hot tea, so it would dissolve. Then she would pour it over the ice cubes.and when we were.sat the beach sitting in 

the hot sun, that ice cold tea tasted so good, and nobody cared if it smelled like dill pickles.. 

 

Momma had a fire in her store, and she and Earl decided to moved her store over to Ridgefield Park New Jersey, to be 

near Mary Jane and Sonny. By then, Mary Jane and my children were getting married one by one.. Lil’ Mary Jane was 

the first to goet married  in  September of 1970, then Rosemary in September of1971 and Diana  in  Juen of 1972.  

Freddie was getting sick and no one knew why, he kept going into comas and none of the doctors or hospital I took 

him to, knew the reason why,. By 1975,  Freddie got very sick and had a serious operation, they removed 85% of his 

pancreas.and that same year 1975,  Rosemary had lil Barbara.  In 1976, they operated on Earl’s head and he remained 

in a coma, .and a month later, Momma was operated on for 3 aneurysms in her head  and it was then that Earl died. 

She remained in the hosptial and didn’t know any of us for 3 months...  

In 1977, we moved from Bayville to Fort Salonga. Then our 4 girls,  Diana and her family,  Barbara,Valerie and 

Rosemary.and her lil Barbara, moved and were living in Florida.  In 1985, we retired and we moved.to Florida and. 

Freddie was working and going to college and he decided to stay on Long Island. Every couple of months he’d fly 

down and bring Momma. ..  

By 1989, Momma was getting sick so often, thather doctor wanted to put her in a nursing home, I asked him, to let her 

come live with us in Florida, and she did. She was very unhappy  in Florida and always wanted to go back to her own 

house, which was long gone, and Sonny boys were on their own, and Nora got married and she took in Bobby...   .     
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MYRTLE … GROWING UP IN WYSOX, PA. 

 

 

        

                        1928… DAVID AND ROSE VANDERWORKER SQUIRES, WYSOX,  PA. 

 

My mother couldN’T talk about her father without crying,  but she never cried when she talked about her mother. Not 

that she ever said an unkind thing about her mother, except that she beat her so much is why she left home when she 

was 13.  What she liked to talk about was how well her mother and father got along  and how kind and good they were 

to one another. and the love they had for one another, yet they were so opposite, is what she found was so amazing..  
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Rose Vanderworker grew up in Hornell, New York and David Squires grew up in Delaware Gap, New Jersey. They 

met when he was riding around on his horse in Hornell, he was a sawyer desperately  looking for work and his only 

trade was building log cabins..  

 

They fell in love and got married when Rose was 16.and lived in Hornell. She had several miscarriages and 6 children 

Vina, Leo, Aaron Myrtle Lily and Ervin, when they lived in Hornell.. .One day a traveling doctor came by, and took 

out the chidren’s tonsils in exchange for his room and board for him and his horse, for 2 night,s  andAaron and Lily, 

would never talk again.  Grampa decided he wanted to move away from Hornell. and they moved. to Wysox,  

Pennsylvania around 1909,  byt Gramma did not want to go,. In Wysox, she had 3 more babies,  Rayond died of 

pneumona when he was 2 weeks old and a year later,  little Eva was 9 months old when she died of pneumonia too. 

 My mother liked to tell howthey all loved little Eva, and she never forgot seeing her father carrying the tiny little 

coffins he made them, down the road and he buried them in the cemetery in back of the church in Wysox.  

 

At the turn of the century, like most farmers they didn’t know how to read or write, and they were  poor.and had a big 

families to help with all the work, and feed 9 and 10 children  They had to work hard to raise all the food they ate, with 

9 and 10 children to feed,. My grandiparents didn’t know how to read or write, and they thad a very hard  time raising 

their children, and like most of the farmers then, they had no money, no electrictiy or running water. They couldn’t 

afford to own a horse and wagon, and they always walked whereherever they had to go,and they grew all the food they 

ate. My grandmother had 7 chldren that lived, and Vina was the oldest., She was born in 1897, and her youngest was 

Dorothy born in 1914. My mother was in the middle, said she was  born in, 1900, but there was always a question 

whether it was 1900, 1901, or 1902?    

In.1903, there was a Depression. and there were  tramps all over, walking from farm to farm looking for any kind of 

work, in exchange for a hot meal and a place to sleep for the night and t were willing to sleep in the barn on the hay... 

 

Today, it is hard to believe how hard women worked back then, compared to the life we have today. With just a flip of 

a switch, our wash is done and dried in a dryer, but most things don’t have to be ironed. We turn the oven on and the 

timer shuts the oven off automatically and we have the microwave oven that cooks so fast, the food is donein 

minutes..When they used to woodstove  they had to take the ashes and dump them outside.  They had no electricity 

yet, tso here were no fans to keep the kithen cool in  summer, while they ironed, canned and baked bread. and we do in 

less than an hour, what took them hours to get done. 

 

 We go to the super market, while they had to raise all the food they ate, and they had to can half of it so they could eat 

during the winter and spring months. I loved being with my grandmother and when Aunt Vina let me stay with her a 

few days with around 1935., I always had such a good time and she did it knowing Momma would have a fit when she 

told her, that is what she did.   

 

I never got to know my Grandfather, because he died in 1928, when a big dhestnut  tree he was cutting down fell on 

top of him. Momma did not want us staying there without her, because she was sl afraid the house would catch on fire, 

like so many of their other houses,  and I wouldn’t be able to get out ...because 2 of her houses burned to the ground 

and 2 were badly damaged by fire. Being Gramma always made her own mattresses and stuffed them with  pine 

needles., you couldn’t blame Momma for being afraid because she  knew how fast those mattresses would burn up, if 

there ever was a fire there.. .  

 

Gramma sewed her children’s clothes by hand, their bloomers, petticoats, dresses, and coats, and shed crocheted their 

scarves,  hats and mittens. Then one day her brother Jake surprised her. He bought her a treadle sewing machine  she 

pumped with her foot and a pump organ was delievered from Sears & Roebucks. She was shocked when they 

arrived..When Gramma needed something from Sears, she gave her neighbor the money to send a money order for her/    
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When she needed material or shoes for the children, coveralls for the boys, and the girls always needed long black 

cotton stocking..  

When I was at Gramma’s and she would give me some of her sugar cookies with a glass of milk in a jelly jar, like she 

always did,  since she did not have glasses like we did at home.  I  disliked the taste of room temperature milk. but I 

would never tell her. I would drink it very slowly, and give some to her cat who was very glad to get it,  

 

while I was watching her do the wash on Monday mornings..Coming from New York City, all we did was turn the 

facuet on to get water, and it fascinated me how Gramma and Aunt Vina had to pump their waterup from the cistern so 

they could do the wash. Gramma would fill up several pails of water and dumped it into two big oval copper wash tubs 

on the wood stove. Then she’d grate a chunk of hard brown soap she had made, into the boiling water and stir it with a 

stick She put  the white clothes in one and  all the colored clothes went in the other one. and she let them boil and use 

that same water to boil the boys dirty overalls in. On the back of the stove she would stir a huge pot of starch she had 

cooking, and starched most of the clothes..  

 

In the winter she did the wash in the kitchen but in the summer it was done on the back porch where it was much 

cooler.  Lily helped her mother to lift the  tubs of boiling water off the stove being they had porcelain china handles on 

each side. When they carried them outside, I’d run and hold the screen door open and they’d waddle over and set them 

down on a low, sturdy wooden  table that had no paint on it. Gramma would ask me get the washboard for her, that 

was hanging on a nail on the outside of the house. Gramma sweat so much,  it ran down her face and into her eyes, 

while she was  scrubbing  the clothes up and down on the wash board, nd hr face would be beet red. She’d wring them 

out by hand and drop them into another tub filled with water.and after they were rinsed and wrung out. she’d toss them 

nto a big wicker basket. After the colored clothes were rinsed, the overalls went in.. What needed to be starched got 

starched, and they were hung separately. I wasn’t tall enough to help Gramma hang up the clothes  but Lily helped her.    

 

The next morning, after breakfast Gramma lined up several irons on the back of the wood stove and she’d dampen the 

clothes that were going to be ironed., and she’d iron the rest of the day.. I’d be so hot,  I’d tell her, “ I’m going down to 

the creek to cool off. I’d run thrugh the tall corn, thentake my sandals off and jump in with my clothes on, and let them 

dry on me.. Gramma would laugh  and just shake her head.  I  don’t know how Aunt Vina and Gramma didn’t pass out 

from the heat in their kitchens, because they had to iron and can next to those hot stoves.  

But, this was how it was for women back then, the houses had no insulation, no electricity meant no fans and no 

refigerators so they could have ice.or even ice boxes with cakes of ice in them. Yet, I never heard either of them, 

complain they were hot when they were working next to that  hot stove, they’d just wipe their brow with the bottom of 

their apron and keep ironing or canning the vegetables or fruits, so unconerned...  

 

My mother often told us, what is was like when she was growing up in the early 1900’s, , how poor they were, but still 

they always had plenty to eat, even though the only money her parents had was the money her mother made, doing 

wash and ironing for people in town, and what little Grampa made cutting down trees when someone needed wood for 

their wood toves, especially in the winter and he would stack it in their woodsheds for them. That her mother’s biggest 

worry  was, they would not have enough food to see them through the winter and into the spring and that was why she 

canne whatever she could put her hands on and line up all the mason jars on the shelves in their  root cellar. 

 

They had to walk to wherever they went, because they didn’t own a horse and wagon, and they lived by the railroad 

tracks until she was 10, and  2 of their houses burn to the ground when they lived in Hornell and 2 more caught fire 

when they moved to‘Wysox, because eve thought she didn’t’ want to, they had no choice but live by the railroad 

tracks sliving by the railroad tracks, but it was all her father could afford and the trains would go by spewing red hot 

coals in the air and they would land on someone’s roof.and it would go on fire. They always managed to get out on 

time, but with no running water no one could put the fire out, and people had to watch their houses burn to the 

ground..After so many houses burned down, Rose refused to live by the railroad tracks anymore, and a member of 
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their church found a house for them, with the creek in the back,  in Myersberg,  a mile or two up the road. 

 

All their food was raised on the small piece of land they had, and in the spring around March 15th   her mother and 

father put down lots of cow maneur, and turned their garden over and a week later they planted the seeds, then  hoped 

and prayed the frost didn’t’ kill the little seedlings that came up. The only time they ever had meat was when one of 

the chickens got too old to lay eggs, anr when the boys got older they would go hunting.. Her mother made all their 

clothes and her father mended their shoes with tanned cowhide he’d get from a neighbor, and he made all of them 

snow boots from deerskin with the fur on the inside, to keep their feet warm. Even though her father couldn’t read the 

bible, he made sure they went  to church every Sunday, no matter what the weather was, they’e walk down the road 

single file, to the little white church in Wysox..  

 

They worked very hard every day, and after the dishes were done and the children tucked in bed,  Rose looked forward 

to spending a quiet evening with David. One night, while she was sitting in her chair by the window she wa going to 

darn the holes in the boys’ socks. She  noticed David was very quiet all night, and never said a word except to say 

‘grace’.. It was so unlike him to sit .in the big over-stuffed chair, and just  stare out the window and keep rubbing his 

chin bafk and forth,  she knew something was wrong,,but she didn’t have a clue as to what was bothering him..  

 

Reaching into her sewing basket she took out one of the boy’s socks that had a big hole in the toe. and dropped the 

white porcelain egg down into it,  wondering why David looked so worried, because hey didn’t owe money to anyone. 

He just paid ole Gibb, for what they bought with money he earned working  for different farmers.  She bit off a piece 

of darning thread  and wet the end and squinted as she pushed the thread through the eye of the needle, and saw David 

get up. He took  one of the big wooden matches and removed the glass and lit the kerosene lamp  and told her.  “Rose, 

it’s getting dark out. Don’t you need some light to see what you’re doin’ there?”  She nodded and he tossed the burnt 

match in the wood bin and he stood before her in his worn and patched coveralls, and cleared his throat..  

 

He looked at her and told Rose , “ I don’t want to live in Hornell anymore. I decided we’re movin’ to Towanda, 

Pennsylvania.  I want you to start packin’, first thing in the mornin’ cause I wanna leave  as soon as we can..”  

 

Rose was shocked by what he said, and she  shoved the needle in the sock, wondfering did he say what she thought he 

said, only to hear him say, ”I hear there’s lots of work down there, and  maybe the good Lord, will  change my luck 

because, Lord know, I;ve  had my share of bad luck ever since I came to Hornell.”  

 

Rose made a face and demanded. “David, what on earth are you talking about? What makes you think  I would move 

to Towanda?”      

 

He slunped down in his chair and crossed his legs..and folded his hands in his lap and very camly told her,  “Now 

Rose, I don’t want you gettin’yourself all upset, ‘cause I  made up my mind and we’re goin’ and there’s not a thing  

you can say that’ll change my mind..” 

 

Rose sat there and glared at him, and he calmly told her. ”Now you know as well as I do, ever since I came here, all 

I’ve had is bad luck. Two of our houses burned down and that new country doctor that came around,  took out Lily and 

Aaron’s tonsils, now all they can do now is grunt, they can’t talk no more  And Rose, you went and let your younger 

sister Vine adopt our Vina and yes, I know she has a better life, but it broke my heart you let them take her, when she 

was our first little girl.. I  know if we move to Towanda, where my cousins live, my luck is going to change. Look how 

successful they were, when they moved to Towanda.” 

   

Rose sat up straight in the chair.. “Cousins?  What cousins? You never told me you had cousins.”  
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David put his hand up to stop her from saying anything more. “No, I never did because I had no reason to..When I left 

home, my father told me to keep riding north, that I’d find plenty of work. I got as far as Towanda, only to find out, no 

one wanted  log cabins anymore., and I remembered my mother telling me, we had cousins in Towanda. I asked 

around and I found them. They have  themselves, a big dairy farm and a nice big house.and they wanted to know if I 

wanted to stay and work for them. Because no one wanted to live in log cabins anymore.”  I thanked them and told 

them, I wanted to build log cabins and make a lot of money.and they just shook their heads.  

 

That was the day I told myself,  ‘I’m.gonna have me a dairy farm and a big house like they have too ‘. When I was 

leaving  they told me I had another  cousin, Henry  Squires,  in Athens, a few miles north of them.  I found him.and 

they had a  nice house and farm too, and they invited me in for supper and they told me the not to say naythign to 

anyone. thing, but I didn’t listen. When I left I rode north to Hornell, where I met you and we got married.. I know if I 

stay her it ain’t never gonna happen, Rose, we’re never gonna have a nice house and farm llike the one I wan to get 

you....”  

 

Rose was beside herself thinking about what David said he was going to do. I t made her so angry that  he was 

planning to do it  and never talked to her about moving to Towanda, Pennsylvania.  She shoved the needle in the sock 

and put it back in the basket, and started to cry and then was mumbling to herself, ‘I’m not leaving Hornell, if David 

wants to go he can go, but I’m not.”  

Sitting there she could feel her heart was pounding so hard, she could hardly breathe.and her  ears ringing, she knew it 

meant her blood pressure was sky high. She got right up and went in the kitchem.  to take some headache powder the 

traveling doctor gave her twice a year, that.he kept on the top shelf  in a small mason jar. Eyeing David,  she dipped a 

small jelly jar in the pail of well water, and put in a teaspoonful of the white powder in and stirred in around and drank 

it .  

 

Smoothing down her apron, Rose went back and sat down, and couldn’t remember ever being so mad at David.. He 

walked over and stood in front of her and tried  to explain to her, “I’m sorry you’re all upset about movin’ to Towanda,  

Rose. Now I want you to understand, this is something I gotta do. I  know my luck will change when we move there, 

and you’ll see,  soon we’ll have us a nice house and farm, with horses and a wagon, like you always wanted, because I 

heard there’s lots of work down there.  We’ll take what little we have left from the last fire, and leave this week. It’s 

100 miles from here, so it’s gonna be a long ride. I already spoke to Jim,. he’s gonna loan me his open wagon and 

horses and  I promised him, I’d bring them back as fast as I can, my cousins can follow me, and I’ll go back to 

Towanda with him.” 

 

Rose sat there stone faced  and told him,“Go ahead…you can go, but, I’m not, I’m not leaving my family.. David, this 

is where I was born.  I grew up here.and my family lives here.  I met you here and we got married and our children 

were born here. If I leave my father and my sister and brothers,  I might never see them again if we move way down 

there.”  

 

David took her hand and told her,, “Rose, you will go with me, because you are my wife and you know what it says in 

the bible ‘ a woman must leave her family and cleave unto her husband’ .I can’t read the words in the Bible, but I do 

know that is what it says.”  

 

Rose’s eyes opened real wide and she snapped bafk at him,  “Well, no where in the bible does it say, I should leave 

Hornell and my family, just so you can go live near your rich cousins!”  

Then she cried so hard she reached in her apron  pocket to get her hanky so she could wipe her eyes, and then she 

whimpered, “David, you know how much I love my family and they love me. If you loved me, like you say you do, 

you would never ask me to move awayfrom them.”   
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David sat down and covered his face with his hands and groaned, “Rose. why can’t you understand …  this is 

somethin’ I gotta do. I don’t want to live here anymore. Not after all the terrible things that’s happened to us here, and  

when I leave here, I ain’t never comin’ back.”  

 

Hearing David say that Rose cried all the louder because she couldn’t schange his mind, he was going, and that was 

that.. Three days later, their neighbor Jim drove his open wagon up to the front of their house, and jumped down. 

David was waiting for him, and shook his hand eeling him. “Thanks for letting me borrow your wagon and horses, 

Jim..You’ve been  a good friend and neighbor, and  I’ll bring them back to you, as soon as I can, my cousins will follw 

me and I can go back with them. .“.Jim nodded saying, “I know you will. My wife and I feel real bad you and Rose are 

movin’ so far away.. We’re gonna miss you.and Lord knows, we’ve known  Rose, ever since we were kids. I just hope 

you’re doin’ the right thing David., movin’ way down there?”   

David kept nodding his head, letting him know, he knew what he was doing. He kept eying Rose as she walked slowly 

towards them, and. Jim saw her eyes were all red from crying, He knew she was heart broken that she was leaving her 

family and friends.   

Rose turned to Jim and in front of  David and asked him, “Maybe you can still talk David out of doing this, because I 

can’t.. I don’t’ want to move to Towanda, ” and she burst out crying.  

 

Jim backed away and raised his hands up in the air telling her,  ”Good Lord Rose, I ain’t gettin’ in the middle of this. 

David has  made up his mind  he’s goin.’ and thre’s nothing I could say that is gonna change his mind.” He turned to 

help David pile what little they had in the wagon, and saw all the kids crying, Myrtle, Leo and Ervin saying  ‘good-

bye’ to their friends. He helped them  climb in the wagon and they sat down on the quilts Rose put there for them to sit 

on, sobbing..  

 

Jim’s wife Louise  put her arms around Rose and they had themselves good cry, before she handed her a shoe box of 

sandwiches and cookies in a bag, along with several jars of cold tea wrapped in news paper, in cse they leaked.. She 

whispered to Rose, ? I wouldn’t worry too much about your stayin’ in Towanda, because  Jim told me,  David will 

probably be back soon,  because he heard, there’s little or no work down there.” Rose looked at Louise, and smiled, 

she was so glad to her that.  The two men shook hands.and David climbed up on buckboard. Holding  the long leather 

reigns in his hands, he couldn’t’ wait to get going.  

 

 Jim stood there andran his hand through his hair and seemed concerned when he said,  “David,  I sure wish you luck, 

and I hope you know what you’re doin’, because Towanda is a long way from here.” David smiled and Rose kept 

crying and waving to all her friends that came to.see them off,  knowing she would probably never see any of them 

again. 

 

Rose kept looking down the road wondering where her sister Vine was, that she didn’t come to see them off and she 

felt so relieved when saw her sitting in her carriage, with her Vinabeside her and the 2 of them were crying. When she 

got down off the wagon and they  clung to one another like they had never done before, sobbing  “I can’t believe 

David is making you move all the dway down to Towanda., it’s so far away..I can’t stand to see you leave, so let me 

leave now.” She lifted Vina up in the carriage,  so she could kiss her sisters and brothers ‘good bye. Vina hung on to 

Vina and kissed her  then she leanedover and kissed Lily and Aaron, but they didn’t know what was going on, they 

just sat there watching her, and when Vine went to to kiss Leo and Ervin, they backed away from her,“ We don’t want 

no girl kissin’ us.’.  

 

Their father was quick remind them, “It’s alright boys. Vina’s family.and kissin’ is something girls like to do,.” But 

they still didn’t want her to kiss them, so Aunt Vine held her hand up and left her jump off the wagon. Everytime Rose 

looked at Vine. she startee to bawl and Vine told her,“ I’m sorry,  I have to go home. I can’t stand here and watch you 

leave.” She helped little Vina get back up in the carriage and they left.  Rose understood. and watched her carriage go 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          630 

 

down the dirt road.until she couldn’t see it anymore because of all the dust.. 

 

Myrtle stood up in the wagon and cried , “Pa, hurry up and go after Aunt Vine, we need to get Vina, you’re not going 

to leave without her, are you? She.has to come with us.”    

 

Shaking his head he scolded Myrtle, “How many times have I told you, your Aunt Vine adopted our Vina. She doesn’t 

belong to us anymore. Maybe now that she’s older, she will let her come visit us in Towanda, in the summer when 

school is out.”  

 

As they were about to leave,  several neighbors came running over to the wagon with boxes of food, so they could 

have something to eat on their long trip. They reminded  Rose, “There’s nothing there, that’ll spoil, just some sugar 

and butter sandwiches, and a few cucumber sandwiches.and jars of cold tea. The cookies are in the tin box, so they 

won’t crumble and fall apart”. Rose thanked them  and put the boxes in the wagon and warned the children not to 

touch any of it until they stopped somewhere to eat.’., and the boys looked so disappointed.  

 

 Shaking Jim’s hand, David told him., “I do thank you for letting us borrow your wagon and horses,  like I told you, 

you’ll see how my luck is gonna change once we get settled down.there. I just wish Rose was happier about goin’”  

 

David sighed, “We feel real bad your’re leavin, because you and your wife have been real good to us,  and we’re sure 

gonna miss you..” 

 

David nodded,  “Well, I gues you know, only that you let me borrow your wagon, I wouldn’t be able to do this. Jim, I 

want you to promise me. you and your wife and children will come see us and stay awhile. I know its 100 miles, but 

we’d sure like to see you again.”  

 

Jim let go his hand and smiled, “My wife and I would like to take a trip down there one day.”   

 

David looked at Rose’s face, while she sat down next to him on the buckboard. She woldn’t look at hime and he 

waved his hands to all their friends and snapped the long leather reins on the backs of the horses. They headed down 

the dusty road, and David was filled with a new kind of hope, he was sure things were going to be a lot better for them, 

once they got settled in Towanda.   

 

After a couple of hours went by, he was glad Myrtle had finally stopped her crying and Ervin and Leo seemed restless 

and  kept asking, “How much further do we have to go before we get to this place, Pa?’ David looked straight ahead 

and told them, ‘It’s gonna take awhile to travel 100 miles, so.you boys will just have to be patient. When we get there, 

we get there.”  

 

David glanced over at Rose, butshe wouldn’t look at him. She kept wiping her eyes and still didn’t say a word to him.  

David .thought to himself,  ‘she just can’t understand, I am doing this for her, and one day we can get us a house and a 

farm, and we can finally have a horse and wagon. With his head full of wonderful tought about the move.sto Wysox, 

he sat there  smiling convinced he had left all his troubles behind him in Hornell. He was feeling real good about 

himself, as he sat there  holding the leather reins  in his hands, never dreaming nothing wad going to change, things 

were  going to get worse,, not better in the days, weeks and years ahead of him and all his dreams would never happen.  

 

David couldn’t understand why he kept getting lost. when he was sure he remembered the roads he took  when he rode 

north to Hornell, even if it was thirteen years ago, even if he was riding south, and was taking the roads  that followed 

the Susquehanna River, knowing it went right by Towanda. The problem was, there so many new roads that weren’t 

there before. He realized that things had changed since the automobile had become so popular.  
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He turned around to check how the children were doing, ane it made him feel good seeing they seemed to be enjoying 

the trip through the mountains.He felt sorry for Myrtle becvause he knew how close she had always been to Vina and 

she was really going to miss her, but she could not  accept  Vina was adopted by Aunt Vine,, and didn’t belong to them 

anymore. 

 

After a couple of hours, Rose finally decided to talk to David, seeing how frustrated he was getting everytime he got 

lost . He stopped the horses and told her, “I was so sure I knew my way,  but, there’s so many new roads, I don’t know 

which one to take.” He stopped and asked one of the local farmers,  “Am I on the right  road that’ll take me into 

Towanda?” They’d laugh and tell him, Just stay on this road and keep goin’ it’s about another fifty miles south of 

here.’ 

 

Everytime one of the new new automobiles went bym.they’d honk their horns, and scare the horses  and they’d 

whinnie and stand up on their back legs.  David told Rose, “I find it hard to  believe those automobiles  have become 

so popular? I heard in town the other day,  they think it’s gonna be a thing of the future, and that’s why they’re 

building all these new roads I don’t like how they scare the poor horses half to death.and makes them  rear straight up 

in the air, when they honk those horns at them,  to make them move over befause they want to passd them.” David 

sighed “I’d never buy one of them noisy things. It’s something new and you can be sure they’re not going to last long. 

You can’t depend on them  like you can a horse. When they run out of gas along the road, they’re stuck, befause not 

many town sells gas to put in them,”  

 

David reached over and  patted Rose’s knee, ..” I know you are upset that I’m taking you away from your family, but 

soon you’re gonna be glad I did, when we have us a big house and a  barn, with  pigs, cows and horses and lots of 

chickens. Think how happy you’re gonna be soon..”  

 

Rose glared at him and told him in a very sarcastic tone of voice,. “What I do understand David, is,  you want to move, 

so you can be near your family.  What about my family?  Don’t you think my family is just as important to me, as your 

cousins are to you?. Besides, you don’t even know them. You said, you only met them once, and that was thirteen 

years ago..”  

 

David heaved a long tired sigh,  and decided to ignore what she said. He decided  he wasn’t going  to talk to her about 

it anymore, because he knew she felt about  moving to Towanda.  The day dragged on and the horses contintued to 

clip clop along the road. As they passed one farm after the other. it made David think of the day he left home and his 

mother, thirteen years ago, how she tried to hide her tears,, so he wouldn’t see her crying when he wa leaving, He was 

28 years old and his father felt he should go out on his own, and build log cabins. He gave him some money, and one 

of his horses, and told him to keep traveling north, that there were  plenty of people who wanted log cabins, ane he’d 

make lots of money. It hurthim  to think how  his younger brother pleaded with him, that he wanted to go with him. 

His  mother told him, he couldn’t ,because the horse could never carry  two of them riding on his back, for days, while 

David looked for work. It broke his heart when he. rode away and he never saw his brother or family again.  

 

He traveled north like his father told him. The weeks turned into a months, and he would work for local farmers  so he 

could get something to eat nd a place to sleep but. he didn’t find anyone interested in having a log cabin built. With no 

money left and no food. he cleaned out stables and  barns and helped to bring in hay, in exchange for food and a place 

to sleep.. He knew he was a good sawyer but what his father didn’t realize, after the Civil War, the women no longer 

wanted to live in log cabins anymore/ Looking around, as they continued  down the road, he finally saw signs pointing 

to Towanda, and he began to think about his parents again, and wondered where his brother was now? He  got a lump 

in his throat because he realized how much he missed them, and wished  he could see them again. but, they lived so far 

away and they had no way of keeping in touch, because, they couldn’t read or write and neither could he. 
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 Rose sat there thinking about her father, sister and brothers, because she had been like a mother to all of them, 

because she raised them, when their mother died giving birth to Vine. Now they were  married and had nice homes, 

but she was not that fortunate, she never had a nice home like they did..She thought about what the minister told her, 

‘she had to go with her husband, because that is what it said in the Bible, .and he knew Rose would never go against 

what the Bible.said. 

The trip dragged on and on. and the children were complaining their rear-ends hurt, even though they were sitting on 

several quilts, and they kept moaning, ‘When are we going to get there, Pa?” He’d shrug because he didn’t know, but 

he’d stop often, so sthey ould sgreth their legs, when he’d find a spot  by an open field near a stream. They’d jump off 

the wagon and run around, while he watered the horses and let them graze, while he helped. Rose spread an old quilt 

on the grass and everyone would sit down and have some tea and sandwiches the neighbors gave them.  

At night, David pulled off  the road and tied the horses to a nearby tree, and everyone slept underneath the quilts, 

hoping it wouldn’t rain.  

 

It was 1909, and the automobile was becoming very popular. It seemed that every town was in the midst of building 

new roads to accomodate them, but new roads were caused detours. and that was why David kept getting lost.but ee 

had to stop and ask for directions and he’d hear the same thing, “If you keep the Susquehanna River in sight, it’ll take 

you right into Towanda.”  David knew that, but with so many roads torn up,  there were no signs around, that he could 

follow.  

 

.When they finally did arrive in Towanda, David had no problem finding his cousins’ house. 

He knocked on the door.and Deidra, wife of his oldest cousin opened the door,  wearing a lovely long silk dress and 

pretty beads, unlike most of the women David knew.. No knowing who he was, she stood there.staring .at him, and 

was about to close the fsince because she didn’t’ recognize him.. He kept smiling wiith Rose was by his side, and 

seeing  all children in the wagon, dressed so poorly, she was about to close the door on him,when he laughed and  told 

her, “It’s me, Diedra.. David Squires. This here is my wife Rose and those are my children in the wagon...” 

 

Deidra was stunned and told him , “Well, for heaven’s sakes, David, we never heard from you since you stopped in to 

see us, about 10 years ago. I’m sorry, but the boys aren’t home, but they’ll be back soon, they will be real surprised to 

see you. You’re alot thinner since I saw you, and I hate to  tell you, but you look a lot older. You been working hard 

no doubt?.I’m glad  you have a nice wife and a family now.” 

 

Rose looked around, and was surrpsied tro see what a beautiful home David’s cousins had, and heard Deidra 

ask.David “What kind of work are you doing?” He didn’t answer her, instead he called  the children to come over. He 

told her their names.and quietly let her know why Lily and Aaron wasn’t able to talk and Deidra shook her head sadly 

and ushered them into the kitchen. She had them sit at the table, while she put a clean apron over her pretty dress and 

fixed them something to eat,. David sat down in a comfortable chair in the parlor, and fell fast asleep.  

 

Deidra shook up the ashes and.shoved a few pieces of wood into the glowing ashes and Rose told her, “David and I 

aren’t hungry, we ate so many sandwiches the neighbors made us, but I know the children are. What can I do to help 

you?.. 

 

Deidra miled, “Oh! I’m  just going to heat up the meat and potatoes we had left-over from dinner, but you can get the 

children to wash their hands, the soap and towel is right there After that Rose helped put the dishes on the table, and 

Deidra tiold her, “My husband felt bad, that he didn’t know what happened to David after left here and we had no way 

of finding out, and she walked   over tro  the cupboard and took out a berry pie and put it on the table, along with a 

plate of sugar cookies. while Rose poured milk from a big picher into the glasses in front of the children.  
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Seeing the tea kettle was boiling, Deidra she made a pot of tea and told Rose, “Are you he on a visit?” Rose got very 

quiet and just shook her head, and let her know that she didn’t want to move to Towanda, but David wanted to move 

here so he could live near his cousins.” Deidra was sort of shocked bbut all she said, was, “Well, we wasn’t expecting 

any company, so the boys will have to sleep on a couple of quilts upstairs on the floor, and the girls can sleep in one of 

guest rooms, and you and David can sleep in the big guest room.”   

 

David woke up, and stood in the kitchen and told her, “After sleeping in that wagon, the boys will be glad to sleep on 

the floor..” When Rose saw the children peeking in at the parlor, she got up and warned them, “Don’t any of you dare 

to touch anything in this house…do. you hear me?”  

 

Diedra wasn’t bashful in letting David know, “We can put you up for awhile,  but first thing in the morning, I know 

Bill and Frank will be only too glad to help you look for your own place. They know where every empty house in 

town is, because our neighbor  buys them up for back taxes and fixes them, and sells them and he makes good money 

doing it.  It’s not that he needs the money, he loves putting the money in the bank.”Rose nodded as though she 

understood, but she had no idea what she was talking about, that their neighbor buys and sell houses for a profit.  

 

David stood up when he saw his cousins drive in the barn with the horses and knew they were going be surprised to 

see him .  Bill and Frank Squires walked in the back door and asked Diedra annoyed, “Who’s wagon is that sittin’out 

back?”  David walked over and extended his hand to them, but they didn’t recognize him. Then they grabbed him and 

slapped him on the back, and they were genuinely happyto see him again. David introduced them to Rose and told 

them she was born and raised in Hornell, New York,.and they shook her hand and seemed pleased to meet her, ande 

they invited them sit in the parlor, because they had a lot to talk about.  

 

The women stayed in the kitchen with the children and got to know one another better. When  the grandfather’s clock 

chimed,  9 o’clock, Diedra brought David and Rose upstairs to their room and when Rose walked in the room, she 

loved how it looked, the beautiful bedspread and curtains that matched,  and to see they even had a nice big fireplace 

in the room.  

 

Diedra showed Myrtle and Lily to the other guest room, where they were going to sleep in, and told the three boys, she 

was sorry they had to sleep on the floor. as she put down three thick quilts down on the carpet in the sewing room and 

gave each of them a thick feathered pillow. Then she went downstairs to the basement, and brought up three sparkling 

clean porcelain chamber pots, and placed them in each room, to use during the night,.. Rose told her, “I want to thank 

you and I’m so sorry we’re putting you to all this trouble.”  

 

Diedra touched her arm, “Rose, Isn’t that what families are for, to help one another?” 

 

Rose quietly confided to Diedra,  “You know hearing you say that reminds me of my own family.You don’t know how 

it hurt, that I had to leave my father, my youngest sister and brothers in Hornell, but at least my brother Jake, lives 

somewhere around here, in Laceyville. I don’t know why David wanted to move so far away  I’ve done notjing but cry 

because I know I’ll never see my family again. We don’t have a horse and wagon. We had to borrow that wagon from 

our neighbor.. David doesn’t understand, because he’s never been close to his family, like I am..”   

 

Diedra looked at her. “Why can’t they come see you, the train stops in Towanda everyday, and they  must have a horse 

and carriage, they could.come see you.”  Rose just nodded.  

 

The next morning everyone was up real early. Rose made sure the girls made the bed, and the  boys picked up the 

pillows and folded the blankets and put them back in the closet neatly, before they went downstairs. When Rose went 

to help Diedra with breakfast, she noticed, there was a woman there fixing breakfast, and off in another room, was a 
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long table, and Deidra explained they were the hired hands waiting for their breakfast. Diedra and the woman carried 

in several platters of fpancakes and eggs to them, and 2 big pots of hot coffee. Then she set platters of pancakes, eggs 

and bacon on the table for her husband and brother in law, and for David and Rose and the children were so hungry.  

She smiled and told them ‘help yourself’, while she poured coffee in their mugs..The cousins ate and when finished 

their coffee, they excused themselves, and went to the barn, and get the milking done.. .     

 

Seeing the expression on Rose’s face, Diedra explained, the men worked out in the dairy and slept in the bunkhouse 

out back. They milked the cows and kept the barn clean, and watered down the floors.and the evening milking was put 

in big zinc cans and stored in the ice house and early the next morning all the milk was brought to the co-op, where it 

was weighed and sold.   

 

After breakfast, Rose chased the children outside to play telling them, “There’s no need for you to be in the house.” 

They were glad to run around after sitting on the wagon for two days. They played with the dog, and the swing 

hanging from a big oak tree, while Rose was inside looking  at the beautiful things they had in the parlor, with Diedra. 

Looking around Roselet her know, “My youngest sister Vine, in Hornell, has a nice home too. She was lucky, that she 

married a banker. Her house is not as big as yours, but it is  ‘almost’ as pretty.” She thanked Rose for the nice 

compliment and they contiued to walk around and she admire the oil paintings hanging on the wall, and the beautiful  

porcelain kerosene lamps. When she noticed the Oriental rugs in the parlor, she asked, “What kind of rugs are 

they?.My, but they are so prettyI never saw rugs like that before. We always had rag rugs that I made. Pointing to the 

rug in the parlor and the one in the dining room,.Diedra explained, Oh..they are beautiful, aren’t they? They are called 

Oriental rugs, they came from New York City..”  

 

Rose smiled and shrugged because she didn’t know what Oriental meant. “How nice everything you have is  and so 

pretty.. I sure hope David finds more work here than he did in Hornell. Maybe one day we will be able to have a nice 

home too..” Diedra looked at Rose and told her, “I hope you do too.”        

 

 After the cousins, Bill and Frank finished their work, they talked to their neighbor to find out houses were available. 

Then they took the time and  got in their wagon and drove David to different parts of town , trying find a house David 

could afford, but there wasn’t any..They let him know, that there was 

one, but it wasn’t in town, it was over in Wysox, a few miles east of the Towanda Bridge, bu it was along the railroad 

tracks.’  

 

David hesitated because he knew, Rose did not want to live near the railroad tracks again, but he  knew he had no 

choice but to take it, bcause it was all he could afford. When they went back and got Rose to show it to her,. she  broke 

down and cried and told David,, “But, you promised me we would never live by the railroad tracks again.”  

 

Seeing Rose cry, made.Bill and Frank feel uncomfortable and having to hear David tryng to make Rose understand, 

“When  I find some work, we will save some money and then we can get the kind of house you want, but right now, 

we need a place to live.”  Rose dried her eyes, because she knew David was right.and she apologized.They moved in 

with what little they had.and David had to return the wagon.to their neighbor Jim, in Hornell.  

 

Diedra told the women in their church what happened to her sister-in-law’s belongings in a fire in Hornell. and the 

women were only  glad to do whatee rthey could for the familyThey wenrt around and asked for donations of used 

furniture, pots and pans and clothes and collected what she could from friends and neighbors for them.. They brought 

Rose an old table and six different chairs, but Rose was glad to get it, so they could at least, have a place to sit down 

and eat their meals. 

 

The next day David had to leave for Hornell, so he could return the horses and the open wagon, to their good friend 
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Jim that loaned it to them so they could  move to Towanda,  and the cousins followed behind him in their wagon.. 

They weren’t too happy that David just assumed they could take that much time away from thet heir dairy business, 

because they knew  it was going to be a long ride to get there and back, but he was their cousin and he needed help.  

When they got there, they didn’t want to waste time talking, because they had a lot of things to take care of. when they 

got back, even though they had hired men working for them., they still had to be there, to run the dairy..  

 

 David realized, they had lost a lot of time by helping him and to show his appreciation when they got back,  he 

offered to help them around the barns, because he saw there was  work that needed to be done in the stalls.and it  made 

him feel  better  he cpuld do that  for them, The cousins  liked what he had down and offered David a job in their dairy. 

He lte the mknow he appefiated it, but that he was  h a sawyer like his father was, and he would not be happy working 

in a dairy .They told him that he should think about it , because he would make more money if he had a steady job, 

than wait until someone needed another load of wood for their stoves. David failed to see it their way because was  

sure, he was going to make a lot of money cutting down trees for the people in Wysox and Towanda, because that is 

what he heard and that is why he left  Hornell, was to make some money.. 

 

 As each day passed, he found out  not too many people needed wood, and David had no work and he walked from one 

farm to the next looking for any kind of work . Rose kept insisting they go back to Hornell, where they belonged. It 

annoyed him everytime  she would say, “Well, where is all the work you were going to get if we movd to Towanda. 

We’ve beem here almpst two weeks and not one person has come and asked you to get them wood for their stoves, 

David.”  

 

He did his best to convince Rose, “It takes time for people to know what I do. Soon, you’ll see. I will have lots of 

work, because winter’s comin’ and they’re gonna need a ;pt pf wood for their stoves.”  

 

 In the meantime, David worked hard everyday doing odd jobs for the local farmers, but he felt real bad that Rose was 

so unhappy living  in a house by the railroad tracks again. The houses were built in the cheapest way possible, they 

had no cellars, they ner painted them, and th wood ried out and curled,  and all four corners of the house sat on a pile 

of flat stones, with an air space underneath the floors..  

 

When a house caught on fire, from a passing train, with all the ari underneath those houses, they’d burn to the ground 

so fast .and they had notway of putting thet fire out, that was cased by a red hot coal that landed on the roof, with no 

running water  They only had the rain water they collected in the cistern, or by dropping a pail down the well but it 

was of little help when they had a fire on the roof, to get up thee with a pail of water, and  was why most of the houses 

burned down.  

 

 David was a very religious man, and as soon as they moved in, he mrched his family up the road to the little white 

church  the first Sunday they were in their house.  The minister welcomed them with open arms. When he delivered 

his sermon, he had them stand up, “Today, we have new members in our congregation,  Mrs.and Mrs.David Squires, 

has joind our chirch with their five children. Some of you helped them get settled, and those of you that haven’t met 

them, they just moved here from Hornell, New York, after two of their homes burned down with eveything they had in 

it.”  

 

The congregation nodded, and gave them a big smile and seemed  pleased they joined their church. Every Sunday they 

would see the Squires family.walking single file up the road with their five children, because David didn’t have a 

horse and wagon like most of the people in town... 

 

When the women on the committee in church heard Rose Squires made beautiful quilts, and she had won two Blue 

Ribbons at the County Fair, in Hornell, New York, they were delighted. The minister’s wife and three lady friends 
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dropped in  on Rose one afternoon,  tosee what more they could do to help them get settled. After.she made a pot of 

tea for them, and cut and served them some of her delicious homemade blackberry pie. they sat there and  raved over 

how  delicious her pie..Seeing how the chidren were dressed, the ministers’s wife said,.  “I think the children could use 

some warm clothes, we just had a lot of clothes donated this past week.  

 

Rose nodded, “Well, they sure could use some weaters and especially some wool socks. The minister’s wife assured 

her they had some and she would gladly drop them off to her.”. 

 

One of the women mentioned, “We heard you won 2 blue ribbons at the fair in Hornell, New York, for the becautiful 

quilts you made.”. Rose got up and took them off the wall to show them.. They were framed and under glass, and she 

bragged that David  framed made the frame for her. .  

 

 Then Rose asked,  “Would you like to see some of the quilts I  make. They are just like the ones 

 I won the blue ribbons for?” Seeing they were very interested in seeing them she brought out  two of t a wool quilt 

and a summer quilt..While they they ‘oohed and aahed over them and tol dfher ‘how pretty they were, and that they 

eally liked the bright colors she used in them.. Rose boasted , “The judges liked my design and the colors too. I think I 

won the blue ribbons because I made my own patterns, I didn’t copy fthem from a book.. Th funny theing was, when 

they handed me the Blue Ribbons,  a woman standing beside me looked at the quilts and asked me,  ‘Could I buy those 

quilts from you? I would love to have them in my bedrrom.. I’ll give you five dollars for each one.” I was so surprised 

that I gave them to her and she handed me $10 fir them, and she had her husband carry them out to their wagon for 

her. ”  

  

The minister’s wife looked at her.. “I was just wondering, Rose, do you think you could teach the women in our 

church how to make quilts? Of course, a lot of the women know how to make them, because their mothers taught 

them. but there are a lot of  women that don’t know how to make a quilt I know.. I don’t. but I would like to learn how 

to put one togetheraaa’.. 

 

“If you are interested in doing it,  I will ask my husband if we could meet in the back of the church on Wednesday 

afternoons.” Rose smiled and told her, “I’ be glad to do it.” The following Sunday there  

was a notie up on the big blackboard, in the back of the church. Rose couldn’t read it, so Leo read it to his mother. “It 

says, Wednesday afternoons from 1-3, Rose Squires will be here teaching the women how to make quilts in the back 

of the church.” When Rose sat down in the pew, she nudged David, because she felt so proud of herself and he looked 

at her and sat there wondering why she would want to go to all that trouble for, to teach wome how to make quits’., not 

that he ever said that to her. it... 

 

During the service, the  minister announced, “For those of you who can’t read,  if you are interested in learning how to 

make a quilt, Rose Squires will be here on Wednesday  afternoons from 1-3 .”   

 

The first Wednesday, only 7 women showed up and the following week three more ladies joined the group..It was 

obvious the women enjoyed being there. For most of them  it was a place where they could be  with other women, and 

they could gossip and best of all, they got out of the house for a while,  the children were in school, and they wanted to 

learn to make a quilt..   

 

The first thing Rose did was to explain to women, the difference between making a winter quilt and a summer quilt, 

and she let them know what they would need,  to start making the quilts. In the winter the women would bring some 

wood for the parlor stove, and in the summer, they sat outside under the trees and sipped green tea from mason jars 

they brought from home, and their children being home in the summer, they ran around and played hide and seek in 

the cemetery.   
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 When one the women suggested to Rose, “I wish you would bring one of the quilts you made so we can see what you 

are talking about.then we could see how it is put together?” She sort of smiled, “They are too heavy for me to carry, as 

it is, it’s a long walk for me to get here. We don’t have a horse and carriage.” Another women spoke up,, “My 

husbands drives me here in the horse and carriage and, we can pick you up and take you home, and you can bring the 

summer and winter quilts for us to see.”  

 

Rose thanked her. “ThenI will bring them in next week, if your husband remembers to pick me up.”.  

 

The following week, Rose arrived at the church with the quilts, and she thanked Sarah and her husband, She open up 

the quilts so they could see it and showed them the design, that it was very important they pick a design they liked and 

they had to follow the design through out the entire quilt. t. Being they were beginners, she felt the easiest one for 

them to follow would be either a diamond, a circle or a sqiare.  

 

She drew t3 designs of on a piece of brown paper.and showed them how to cut them, and the women sat there looking  

confused. Rose had them watch her cut each one out of heavy brown  paper, she folded the circle it in half,  then into 

thirds, and cut them into six equal pieces, then she took the diamond shape and but 2 triagngles and a square and put 

them toethe to form a diamond, and the sqiear was cut into 4 equal pieces, as they watched her,. she reminded them 

they would need a shoe box to keep the pieces of material  they cut in it, because they were going to have so many 

pieces and all different colors, if the didn’t they would get wrinkled, then they couldn’t work on them..  

 

Next she sewed the pieces  together, mixing the colors and repeating the colors here and there and she emphasized  

that they had to keep the seams straight or the quilt  would never lay straight it would buckle.. Holding the heavy quilt 

she bruht it,  up, Rose showed them all the different pieces of wool she used and explained, “These were cut from old 

wool clothes I saved. You can use  pieces from old wool skirts,.men’s wool pants and jackets, but … be sure what you 

cut is  strong, or it will fall apart.”  

 

 The women started to mumble between themselves and were shaking their heads when they saw how many pieces of 

material they were going to have to sew together to make a quilt..They grumbled and to Rose, they didn’t know there 

was so much work to making a quilt. She told them she thought the same thing shen she made her first quite, but she 

kept sewing the pices together and surprised when she began to see how  the quilts began to take shape. They kept 

working week after week on them and they were pleased when they saw how their quilts were turning out..  

 

After the women finished sewing all the squares and circles together, Rose showed them how it had to be lined it and a 

backing put onit and she  draped one of the unfinished winter quilts they had made over a big table in back of the 

church. All the women sat around it and they all helped sew an old wool blanket on the inside of it, and tacked it 

down, then a dark cotton flannel backing was sewed on and aftrer that was take down here and there, she turned the 

qilt inside out, and  pinned the 3 layers together,  so it wouldn’t move when they stiched it together. Rose smoothed it 

out an dtook a piece of chalk and hearing the women mumbline between themselves, they never thought there was so 

much work to making a quilt.’   

 

Rose smiled and told them, “You won’t’ feel that way when you finish them.”  Taking a piece of chalk she marked the 

back of  the quilt, about every 5 inches, and used a colorful piece of knitting wool she had, then showed them how 

stitch and knot where the chalk marks were, and explained that it will prevent the lining and backing from shifting. 

After they sewed theopen side that was left oepen, so ut could be turend it inside out, everyone helped to sew and knot 

the bright colored wool where Rose had marked in, and they were all delighted when they lifted the quilt and saw it 

was finished. One by one, the women helped each other to line and put the backing on their quits, after weeks and 

weeks of getting frustrated and sewing countless  pieces of material together,they were so  pleased when they saw 
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what they had actually accomplished. They hugged and thanked Rose and told her they couldn’t have done it without 

her, and couldn’t wait to take it home and drape it on the end of their beds..   

 

Moving to Wysox, enhanced Rose’s life, but it left David depessed.because he realized,his luck didn’t change, like he 

thought it would.  Life was no different in Wysox, than it was in Hornell, except they lived in Pennyslvania. Rose was 

doing the wash and ironing for neighbors to make a little money.to help make end meet, and she was still pregnant 

every year.  

 

Not that was unusal, that was the way it was for most women, it was common to have they had big famiiles, 10 and 12 

children.  As time went by., Rose became the town mid-wife in Wysox and helped the women deliver their babies, and 

she often worked side by side with Dr. Brown, if he needed her.   

  

In 1913, Rose usually never had a problem when she delivered her babies, tut she did not feel well durin this 

pregnancy, and she had another premature baby, and it only lived a few minutes.and it died as she held it in her arms.. 

She developed a serious internal infection and a high fever and was going in and out of a coma when her  good friend 

and neighbor had her husband take David and Rose in their   wagon and rushed her to the Towanda Hospital.  

 

The doctors took one look at Rose and told David, “Take her home, It’s too late. We can’t help her now can’t you see. 

she’s dying. I doubt she will even make it home.”  They carried Rose back in the house she was going in and out of a 

coma and she whispered to Myrtle, “Go get the the old  Indian Cree for me,  he will make me better me with those 

herbs of his” David did not Myrtle to get him, he felt if the good lord wanted to take her, he couldn’t stop him, but it 

was Cree that saved her life..  

 

That same year, they had a big fire in the kitchen.whenVina came home and was getting ready to get married in 2 

weeks. he bottom of the chimney collapsed in back of the wood stove and the kitchen went up in flames, and burned  

part of the parlor and they couldn’t live here for awhile. The women in church volunteered to take one child each,  and 

their neighbor had David and Rose stay with them. but no one wanted Myrtle, because of the reputation she had of 

always getting into trouble.” 

 Theladies were so surprised when they saw Mrs Eggleston put her hand up and she took Myrtle and Vina home with 

her and they were with her for a month, whiletlheir father was working on the house with the help of  neighbors, who 

helped whenever they could.When it came time for Rose to take the girls home, Vina washappy to go,  but not Myrtle, 

she refused to go home with her mother, and she said she never wanted to go home. Mrs. Eggleston tried to reason 

with her, that she was too young to leave home. She left home when she was 13, she visited them but never went back 

there to live. 

 

Vina delayed the wedding again,when she discovered  her mother was not feeling well. Day after day. she would see 

her sneaking  back to her bed and that she was 7 months pregnant and was having a hard time with this pregnancy and 

doubted she would carry it to full term..They had both been working very hard,after the fire because there was so 

much soot and smoke damage to the house, there was  so much cleaning that had to be done, so they could have the 

reception in the house, now that things were back to normal after the fire. Vina helped her mother make new curtains 

for the windows in th ektichen and the parlor, and she make curtains for the house Henry bought, while she waited 

until aher mother had the baby. Myrtle no longer lived at home, she was working for the Eggleston’s  and was in New 

York City  9 months of the year, during the winter months, and she would write and ask when  she planned to have 

wedding,  since she was going to be the bridesmaid and would come home on the train.  Myrtle’s only job in the city, 

was opening doors and sweeping the floors, because Mrs. Eggleston,  really had no work for her to do, sincer she had  

9 in help, pluse an English butler. But, she was aware how cruel her mother could be to her, having known Rose for 

years, and she had seen the black and blue marks on Myrtle’s legs and arms, when she’d come to the house and play 

with the seamstress’s daughter Helen, when she got herself in trouble again, and it was quite often..   



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          639 

 

 

Myrtle was very young to be working and because she did like her and seeing the way her mohter treated her, was the 

only reason Mrs. Eggleston took a chand and let her stay, to see how she would work out. She got in truble a couple of 

time, but she slowly fit into being her personal maid and she taught her how to layout her clothes for her in the 

morning, afternoon and evening and the right colors. The hardest thing for her to learn,  was to do what she was told, 

and thrugh the kindess of mrs. Eggleston’s heart,  Myrtle worked for her for 13 wonderful years, from 1913 to 1923. 

But what did not like, was that her mother demanded she send her,  Myrtle’s pay in a money order every month, 

wheihc she did, but Mrs. Eggleston, saw that she always had some spending money for herself, and she bought all her 

lcothes in the saem stores shslped in alongFifth Avenue, but didn’t let her mother know , because she felt, she would 

want Myrtle’s spending money too. 

 

It was unusal for Rose to have a  difficult delvery, but she was inlabor sofr suh a long time and she so weak, she had to 

have Dr Brown come to the house and Dorothy was born premature,in December of 1914. She was such a tiny baby, 

she barely weighed 4 pounds. The doctor let her know, that he did not think she would survive, but she did. In time, 

she gained weight and became a healthy baby, and whatever happened during the delivery,, Rose was never pregnant 

again, that was her last baby.  

 

Vina was able to make plans again,  to get married in February of 1915. The new baby was doing well and Rose was 

feeling like hre oldself again, and Vina and Henry were finally married in the little white church up the road. Vina met 

Henry the summer before, when she wa 15 and they fell in love. She was visitn gher mother that summer, and .he was 

the boy that lived down the road in East Towanda. He told her he worked for the Lehigh Valley Railroad since he was 

14, and always saved his money. Not thatit impressed her at the time. When she had to go back to Hornell, she cried 

when she left him. had Aant Vine told her she would get over it, it wa just a summer romance.But, they promised to 

write one another and they did. Henry  wrote Vine love letters, a couple of tiems a week. He sent her a big red 

Valentine, and a box of chocolate, and signed it with lots of XXX’s. .On March the 9th, Vina turned 16,  and Henry 

sent her a birthday card, and in it, he asked her to marry him She wrote back, yes she would, and they decided to get 

married that June.  Henry worked for the Lehigh Valley Railorad, since he was 14, and he saved his money and he 

bought her a 2 story with front poch in East Towanda, and down the money he had saved, so they could move in it, 

when they got married.  

 

It broke her heart to think she had to postpone the wedding because of the fire, because the reception was to be at her 

mother’s house The fire happened on a Wednesday afternoon, when Rose was over at church teaching the women to 

make quilts. She brought Myrtle and Lily with her so Vina could be alone and finish taking up the hem up of her 

wedding dress. She was in the parlor sewing, when she thought she smelled smoke.and she got up to check, and was 

horrifited to see the kitchen on fire, and the flames were coming from the chimney in back of the wood stove. Then 

she saw that the bottom of the chimney had crumbled and there was a gaping hole where the bricks had been and the 

flames were licking the back of the wall, and the ceiling, and she dre walk in, because the floor was on fire. 

 

Neighbors came runningover to help and tried to pull out as much as they could, and she managed to pull her hope 

chest out and with the help of neighbors, her she saved her mother’s new treadle sewing machine and pump organ that 

Uncle Jake had bought for her. They cancelled the wedding, because the family was split up and living with diffeent 

families, until the house was repaired. The neighbors came and helped to David, when they could and it took time to  

repair kitchem had put in a new floor.and being  her mother was 7 months pregnant, she decided to wati until after the 

baby was born. and hermother was back in her house, they would get married, After another fire in their house, when 

Vine came home and was getting ready for her wedding, Myrtle and Vina stayed with Mrs. Eggleston for a month, 

while their father fixed the house and repaired the walls and floor in the kitchen.  

 

The wedding was delayed becaue the kitchen going on fie,and with her mother being pregnant, she decided to wait 
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until after the baby was born and Dorothy was born in December of 1914..and they got married, in February of 1915.  

 

When Vina got pregnant with their first baby, shortly after it died, then another baby died and a third baby died.and 

Henry made the little coffins and buried them in the church cemetery just like David had done. Then Vina had 

Dorothy, and after so many disappointments, they were so happy to see how she thrived,, and they named her after her 

little sister Dorothy, that they didn’t’ think would live, and she did. Then they had Johnny. and a little later Shirley was 

born in 1922 and Roseanna wasn’t born until Aigust of 1926. and the four children surived and grew up to be healthy. 

In 1933m Henry  bought the farm house and farm with 17 acres way up on top of Saco Hill, and the children walked 4 

miles to school and back, everyday..  

 

The months turned into years, and David’s life never changed.What didt’ change was he worked hard eeryday and he 

loved his family. He never did get the horse and wagon he wanted,  let alone a house and a farm with cows and 

horses.. The only work David could find, was when one of the farmers needed wood for their kitchen or parlor stoves, 

mostly in the winter when all the leaves were off the trees. They’d hitch up the farmers horses, and use his open wagon 

and go up the mountain, and follow the snowy road the loggers used,  and chop down a tree David had 

marked.previously in the fall.  

Or they’d use a 2-man saw and watch it fall, then start cutting off all the big branches, so they coul drag the log in the 

snow, over to the wagon and between them they got it up in the wagon, andpile all the branches on, and go back to the 

farmer and unload it. Then they cut the wood in smaller pieces and split it 4 ways, and pile it neatly in their wood shed, 

then he would get paid. 

 

In the summer David worked very hard out in the sun, for ole Gib 6 days a week, for 50 cents a day. ole Gib, but 

Aaron did not go with him, he stayed home and did the hoeing and weeding in the garden and worked around the yard 

with his mother...  

 

David would leave home early in the morning after a big breakfast, and since he did not have a horse and wgon, he 

walked way down the road to ole Gib’s General Store. He worked out in his fields from early morning until supper 

time, 6 days a week, with a tomatoe sandwich with lots of sutter on it, and a jar of plain green tea in a mason jar for his 

lunch. As tired as he was from being in the hot sun all day, he had to walk home, after spending his day hoeing and 

digging up row after row of potatoes. He would  put into burlap bags.and pile them on  the wheel barrow. and  push it 

down the road to Ole Gib’s store, and stacked them up in the front store to be sold. Sometimes, he was lucky when a 

farmer saw him walking home,  they’d stop and give him a ride, and he’d be vry grateful to get ride home... .  

 

While David was very disappointed how his life has turned out in Wysox,  he glad, that Rose was finally happy, but he 

knew she had made a lot of  friends with the women at church. but he was a loner and he had never changed. Even 

thought everyone liked him, his life was home with Rose and his children, and the only pleasure he had, was going to 

church on Sunday. Bein a very religious man compared to Rose, he felt it was his religion and his love for God, is 

what hd sustained him through the rough times in his life. He could not read or write, but he knew what was written in 

the bible, almost word for word.because his mother taught him and his younger brother, when they were boys...   

 

Rose was not religious. and the only reason she went to church was to be with David, and because she loved to sing 

and  play the organ.  And she did look forward to gossiping with the women after church, and David would wait 

patiently for her to get tired of talking.. He did not approve of her gossiping, because he was a man who believed ‘it 

was not right to say something about someone else, unless you could say it to their face.’.  

 

After the minister’s wife suggested Rose teach the women to make quilts on Wednesday  at the church, it was 

something she looked forward to.  She would leave home early and walk to the church and get there  before any of the 

women arrived. and she woud sit there and  play the pump organ in the empty church. She had taught herself almost 
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all the hymns they sang on Sunday, and was very proud of herself,  befause she could not read a note of music, let 

alone read the words in the hymnal 

\ 

The minister’s house was right next door, and early one Wednesday afternoon he was standing outside talking to a 

neighbor, when he excused himself. He hurried over to the church thinking it was not his imagination someone was in 

his church again, and they had the nerve to play the church organ. When he walked in, and  he discovered it was Rose 

Squires,.he was so surprised.to see it was her sitting. She turned around and smiled and  apologized.. “I’m sorry. I 

didn’t mean to disturb you. I guess I should have asked you before I played the organ. I  come here early on 

Wednesdays, before the women get here, so I can play it and. I’ve taught myself to play almost every hymn thst’s in 

the hymnsl..”  

 

He scratched his head,“ I was concerned that someone came in here that didn’t belong, but I am glad to see it’s you, 

Rose, but I didn’t  know you could play the organ like that.and you play so well...”. 

 

She laughed,  “I  play it  but, I can’t read music or read the words in the hymnal.” 

 

He patted her on the shoulder,”I stood in the back and was listening to you play, and I am vry glad to know you can 

play the orgain, because I was just thinking,  Mrs. Dewey, our dear organist can’t make it in all the time, now that she 

has gotten on in age, do you think you could play for us?”.  

 

Rose looked at him, “But I can’t read, so how would I know the hymns you would want me to play.”  

 

He smiled, “I will announce each hymn, and you will play it and the congregation will sing.”  

 

One Sunday, Rose was sitting with David and her family in the second row, waiting for the service to begin when the 

minister came over.He leaned over and quietly asked Rose, “Would you be so kind as to play the organ for us this 

morning, I’m afraid our dear friend Mrs..Dewey couldn’t make it  today.”  

  

Rose looked at David and and took a deep breath and she stood up and adjusted her straw hat, knowing everyone was 

watching her. she walked over to the organ and sat down.  Seeing the name of the hymns  written on the blackboard 

for all to see, made her nervous because she couldn’t read what it said and she sat there and waited for the minister to 

announce the hymn the congregation was going to sing. He looked directly at Rose and smiled and  said the name of 

the hymn and the page it was on in the hymnal.  Rose was played the hymn and the congregation sang loud as they 

could, and when they finished and sat down,,  she sat there and waited until he gave his sermon friendly talk, and he 

looked over at her again, and announced the next hymn. Seeing the smile on his face, Rose knew he was pleased with 

how she played and it made her feel so proud of herself, that he asked her to play the organ for the service. When she 

told him, she couldn’t the words in the hymnal,he assured her with a sweet smile ‘Dony’ worry, because  neither can 

most the people sitting here singing these hymns.’.  

 

After the service was over,  Rose was so glad she didn’t make one mistake. When they were leaving she was flattered 

how many people told her how well she played the organ. She nodded and smiled at David .as they moved along 

waiting  to shake the ministers hand at the door. When Rose and David stepped up, the minister and his wife shook her 

hand and thanked her for the wonderful job she had done and she smiled and looked at David. Going home, the 

children wee in front of them single file when he quietly told her,”I never heard you play the organ before Rose, and I 

was real pleased, to be sitting there knowing that was you up there playing that organ.’ And hearing that made Rose 

happy. 

. . 

The love they shared,was hard to belive, because they were such complete opposites, she talked and talked and he 
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hardly said a word, she fought and yelled, and he was vey quite and never raised his voice. Yet, they loved one another 

from the first day they met.and were very happy together. David never drank, cursed or smoked.but Rose did all those 

things, and he knew it, tbut never said she shouldn’t,  He knew she rolled her own cigarettes But she never smoked 

when David was home. because she knew he did not approve of any woman smoking..He accepted her the way she 

was, and would never tell her what ‘not’ to do, even though ye did not like that she enjoyed a small glass of whiskey, 

at her good friend Mildred’s house.or that Rose cursed worse than any man in town,  he loved her, and wouldn’t want 

her any other way..  

 

When they moved  to Towanda in 1909,  David found another house near the railroad tracks, and that was not where 

Rose wanted to live, after 2 of their houses burned down because they lived along the railroad tracks. They were not 

living there long,when that house burned to the ground too, because of the trains going by and spewing red hot coals 

and one of them landed on their roof. With no running water, it burned down too. Seeing David leaving with his 

cousins,  they wer going to  try and find them another house, and Rose told him, ‘I don’t want to live near the railroad 

tracks again?. David quietly told her, “Now Rose, you know that’s all I can afford. ’ and she said nothing more to say.. 

..” listened to the birds singing, wondering if David would change his mind one day and they could go back to Hornell, 

because she knew his luck was never going change because he moved to Towanda. 

 

 

They wer back staying with their cousins again, which they did not appreciate, they were leaving church  after services 

on a Sunday morning,  and Rose was walking with David, He let her know that had been looking at houses with his 

cousins, but they were along the railroad tracks again  and Rose got upset and told him,  “I would rather we lived in 

the woods that live in another house that is along those railroad tracks again,” David sighed, and Otto Krauss, a friend 

that lived up the road, was walking behind them with his wife, and they heard what Rose said. 

. 

He tapped David on the shoulder.“ Say, you know there’s a house for sale,  and it’s not near no railroad tracks,.i’ts just 

a couple of miles up the road in Myersberg, but it’s really still in Wysox.” 

“Been for sale for some time. It’s on a little hill that goes down to the creek in back. Don’t need too much fixing 

up.The family can’t seem to sell it,.because of the old Indian that lives in a tepee, on the other side of the creek. The 

women are afraid to live there, because the old Indian bein’there. He’s a nice old guy. He’s harmless..If you want to 

see it, my wife and I can take you and Rose there now.”  

 

David looked at Rose, and waitied to see what she had to say, She smiled and said she would like to see it.. They 

climbed up in his  wagon, and went down the road a little ways to see the house..When they pulled in the driveway, 

Rose breathed, “Oh…I like it already.”  David looked at Otto and smiled. and helped Rose down off the wagon. Otto 

tried the front door.and found it wasn’t locked so they went in..Rose walked in with  his wife and they both agreed it 

was a good size kitchen and when she looked out the back window, and saw the creek down below she sighed, “Isn’tit 

beautiful here? I would love to live here and be able to see all those mountains and smell those pine trees everywhere 

Every house we’ve lived in has been by the the railroad tracks, sever ince we got  married..” Otto’s wife was listening, 

but she did not say anything.. 

 

Rose opened the back door and walked out and yelled into David,..“Look, it has a back porch and a well..and standing 

here I can hear the creek going by. Wouldn’t it be nice to sit out here in the summer Dand listen to that creek going by, 

and not have to listen to those trains rattling by anymore? It has a  big kitchen and a nice size parlor and 2 bedrooms 

downstairs and two upstairs and just think, we’d have that creek down below, how many people are so lucky to have a 

creek like that?.” .  

 

Rose was so excited about the house, that Otto hesitiated to tell her, “Well. I must warn you, that creek can flood real 

bad in the spring. One year it flooded so bad  it took down trees and barns, and caused a lot of damage to the fields and 
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pastures,” Rose wasn’t interested in hearing about howthe creek has had some bad sp;ring floods, she wanted that 

house and David was willing to see what he could do, to get it for her.  

 

Witj the help of the cousins, they moved in . The women from the church they joined down the road, came to help 

them once again. Seeing how everything they had had been destroyed in the fire, they went around and collected used 

furniture, bags of clothes for the children.and dropped off boxes of odd dishes, pots and pans, and they found another 

big oak table with leaves that nobody wanted.  

One of the women rounded up 7 odd chairs to go around the table, and someone donated a bed for Rose and David. 

The children never  had beds or bureaus, they slept on pine needle mattresses on the floor, their mother made and hung 

their clothes on long nails hammered into 2”:X 4” s on the wall.  

 

The ladies at the church got together and decided washed and ironed what curtains they could find and hung them up 

at the windows in the kitchen and  parlor so they would have some privacy in the parlor and the ktchen, but they didn’t 

need them in the 2 back bedrooms, since didn’t have windows. 

 

David never did have a steady job, and he didn’t get to own a dairy farm like he thought he would, oen day. But he 

was a hard worker and was up early every morning, and so was his faithful son Aaron, because wherever hs father 

was,  Aaron was beside him, always wanting to help him..They would eat a big breakfast of pancakes and fried 

potatoes with a cup of hot coffee and walk up the road early int hemrning,  to the neighbor’s farm and they would 

repair the inside of  the barn where the cows  kicked out some of the boards or they’d clean the stalls out, and there 

was always a fence that needed to be mended,  to keep the cows or sheep from wondering off...  

 

David was always looking for any kind of work, and was doing odd jobs for  people, because he had to make money to 

pay the mortgage and the grocery bill once a month, at ole Gib’s. But he made the most money, cutting down trees. He 

was a sawyer, like his father was all his life, but his father made moneyby buldign log cabins, but the women no longer 

wanted to live in log cabins. Cutting down tree,   was soemthing David enjoyed and when the farmers needed wood for 

their stoves, they ask David to get it for them..  

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              

He’d take Aaron with hm and they;d go up the mountain ad cut down one of the  big oak or chestnut trees  they had 

already marked in the fall,  when all the leaves were off. He preferred to cut down the trees in the winter when there 

was snow on the ground.. Once the tree fell, Aaron was quick to saw off the big branches, then the smaller ones.and 

between them they would load the big heavy log onto the open wagon, then the big branches, and they’d pick up all 

the smaller pieces that would be used for kindling and the horse would start down the snowy road, so they could get 

off the mountain. .  

 

They used the  farmer’s  wagon to get the wood and bring it back and the horses would wait patiently in the snow, 

while they loaded wagon.and go down the road the lumbermen always used. David kneew  to be careful goingdown 

the side of mountain, because of the tremendous weight of the tree on the wagon, he  had to hold on to the reigns, to 

make sure the wagon didn’t go faster than the horses.did or it would end in a terrible catastrophe They’d unload the 

wood and cut it up and split it ,and piled it in the wood shed and the farmer would pay him.. 

 

One morning, Rose was sititng outside on the back porch, enjoying listening to the gurgling of the creek going by. She 

sat there alone with her thoughts, drinking her tea, amazed how quiet and peaceful it was and to sit there,surrounded 

by the mountains, it.was something she could never enjoy before,  because.all her married life they lived by the 

railroad tracks with trains coming and going all the time.For her to sit there, and the only sound was the  birds singing 

in the trees and the creek hurrying by, it made her truly happy she was in that house, and she had not been that happy 

for a long time...  
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Being it ws the fall, it was chilly sitting there waiting for the bread to finish baking.and she glanced over at the tepee 

where the old Indian lived and saw the smoke coming out of the top of the tepee, as usual. She would notice him 

walking down to the creek and filling his pail with water or see him bending over and picking certain plants they were 

growing  along the creek and in the woods, and she wondered what he did with all the plants he picked?. Being an 

Indian, he knew she was there, and he never looked up or stopped to say, ’hello’!  

 

She thought about what the woman in church said, that they were deathly afraid of any Indian, when she mentioned 

that there was an old Indian that lived in a tepee, on the.side of the mountain in back of her. They all warned her  ”You 

better be careful Rose You don’t ever want to trust any Indian. You stay away from him, you heard what they did to 

those familes going out west in covered wagons,why they cut their scalps off with axes and left them there to die..” 

 

 Rose told them,   “I’m not afraid of any Indian.  My father married to an Indian woman, a few years ago,  and David  

lived on the same mountain with Indians families that lived in teepes, when he was a boy.. We’re not afraid of Indians, 

.they are good and kind  people”  The women rolled their eyes up and looked at one another, thinking that Rose was 

being very foolish not to heed their warning.and they told her,“You better be careful, or you are going to be sorry you 

didn’t listen to us”  Rose shook her head knwong they were only repeating what someone else told them,  because she 

knew they didn’t know what they wer talking about, she had known a lot of Indians and they were good people..   

 

The weeks and months went by, and Rose loved tosit on the back porch early in the morning.and enjoy seeing the sun 

coming up over the mountains, even though it was still very chilly out, being it was early  March, she had  a heavy 

dark red crocheted shawl over her wool dress and was drinking some hot tea.  David and Aaron had gone to fix a barn, 

and the children had left for t school, the only one home was Lily, and she inside playing with the cat, as usual..  The 

flat irons were heating up on the back of the stove,  and she had dampened the starched clothes and was going tostart 

ironing. She could the smell spring in the air, and the pine trees smelled so good and all the trees and flowers were 

getting little green buds on them, and she noticed the forsythia around the house was beginning to turn yellow.. She 

was very content with her life  except she missed her sister Vine terribly, and she wished she didn’t live so far away. In 

her last letter that Myrtle read to her, she did say, she was thinking about taking a trip down with her husband Henry, 

after school was out, and she would bring Vina and let her stay for 2 weeks, but she didn’t hear anything more about it.   

.  

The wind started to blow and it suddenly it got cold.and she pulled the red shawl around herself real tight and  finished 

the tea.and went inside and tested the irons, wetting the tip of her finger. They were hot but not hot  enough. so she 

went back out and sat down and sighed.and reached into her apron pocket and took out a small white cloth bag of 

tobacco and a package of thin white cigarette papers, and she took one, and ut the rest back in her pocket. She held the 

delicate  paper between her fingers, and  shook some of the tobacco across it, and licked the edge to seal it, then rolled 

it back and forth between her fingers.and put it in her mouth. Taking  a big wooden match, with one swee of her arm 

she  scratched it across the floor and lit the cigarette and sat back and closed her eyes and inhaled the smoke and blew 

it out, and again she was wondering if David would ever move back to Hornell?.  

 

HORNELL, NEW YORK. 1900-1909 

                                                

I was 20 years old when my mother was telling me about when she was little girl and they lived in Horenll, New York, 

where she was born. I asked her, “How come you say you don’t know what year you were born because  Aunt Vina 

said you were born in 1903.and Gramma always said, you were born in 1902, and you say it was was1900? Doesn’t 

the town have a record of when you were born?”.  

 

Momma kept shaking her head, “No…I really don’t know. Besides I don’t remember too much about when we lived in 

Hornell because we moved to Wysox, when I was around 9.  wrote to City Hall in Hornell, years ago, and asked them 

if they had a record of my birth,,and they wrote back that they had no record of my being born there.”.  
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“There are some things I remember, like when my aunt adopted Vina, and the time the country doctor came around 

and took out Lily and Aaron’s  tonsils out, and they could never talk again. . 

 

 I argued, “Didn’t your mother have a birth certificate, that showed what year you were born? “  

 

Momma thought about it, “No, I never saw a birth certificate, well not that I know of.” 

Momma stretched her arms up over her head saying,   All I know is I was told I was born in Hornell on June 12th and I 

always thought it was 1900, until Vina said it was 1903, and she says I an 3 years younger than she is.. But, don’t 

forget she didn’t live at home with us, she lived withAunt Vine because she adopted herm and what does it matter 

anyhow whatyear I was born?” 

 

Momma took a deep breath and sat back saying , “Rose …that is such a long time ago. Besides, my mother deliverered 

all her babies at home.My father and mother couldn’t read or write. They didn’t  know how to keep a record of when 

we were born.  Life was different then. That was in the early 1900’s, when the country doctor rode a horse and he went 

from house to house only twice a year”.. “He would check on his patients and hand them a brown glass bottle of white 

powder that was used for everything, headaches, aches and pains and arhritus.and it was enough to last them until he 

came back 6 months later. Today we call it aspirin. My mother alway kept a bottle of it on the top shelf. She’d take a 

teaspoon full and mix it in water and drink it, when she got a severe headache.because she had high blood pressure.If it 

was really bad, she would stick a knitting needle up her nose and give herself a nose bleed to relieve the pain, and it 

didn’t bother us, because, we were used to seeing her do it.”  

 

.”Whe Iws growing up, my mother was always pregnant and she always delivered all her babies. She never went to 

bed, she was back up and in the kitchen the same day. That is why there is no official records of my being born, as far 

as I know..She wouldn’t even know how to keep a record of when we were born, because she couldn’t read or write, 

that is why I don’t’ know what year I was born..My mother went as fas as the 3rd grade and when her mother died she 

had to stay home and take care of  the new baby and the family. Can you imagine she was 9 years old, and she was 

doing thecooking and taking care of a new baby, of course in the beginning theneighbors came over and helped 

her..That was around 1884, when her mother died, whenVine was born.’  

 

“Like I said, my mother was always pregnant. When we first moved to Wysox, she had a baby, and it was born 2 

months premature.and it died and my mother cried.because she felt sorry for that little baby She cracdled it in her 

arms, while my father built a little tiny coffin out in the shed, and we stood in the doorway and watched him walk 

down the road carrying the coffin on his shoulder, and went to the church cemetery and the minister came out and they  

buried the baby, one of many of their babies that died. My mother said, she that some of them would live and some of 

them would die, because that was life But, that is how it was for most women, back then. They would have 12 and 15 

children, and they wer glad to have them, so they could  help their parents around the farm.”  

 .  

“The following year, my mother had a little boy she named Raymond. He died when he was 2 weeks old, on May 8, 

1911. The following year she had little Eva.and we  loved her. She was only 9 months old when she died  on February 

7, 1913.and we all cried when she died, because we loved that baby  She was so beautiful with jet black curly hair and 

the pinkest cheeks, and they both died of  pneumonia, is what mymoher said.  I remember how it broke my heart when 

little Eva died, because I was the one that took care of her.and I remember what a horrible feeling it was when my 

father took her away in a little coffin he made her. To this day I will never forget seeing my father walk down the road  

carrying her little coffin on his shoulder to the cemetry, and he buried her next to Raymond.” 

 

It was rare that my mother would get mad at my father, except in 1909,when he told her we were leaving Hornell and 

moving to Towanda, that was when she got so mad at him. She couldn’t stop crying, because she did not want to 
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tleave her father and her sister and brothers.  Because she was born in Hornell, and it was there her mother died, and 

all of us were born there too, Vina, Leo, Me, Ervin, Lily and Aaron, but Dorothy wasn’t, she was born in Wysox, in 

1914. My father kept telling my mother, he had to move so his luck would change, that he was going to make lots of 

money there,.just like his cousins did, and of course, that never happened. When we left Hornell, my father borrowed 

the neighbor’s open wagon, and loaded us in and we rode for 100 miles, we slept in that wagon and we ate in that 

wagon, but he was so happy, telling us that soon he was going  to  buy a nice big house with a barn, some cows and 

horses and we wer going to have a big farm with cows and horses, and they were going to grow lots of vegetables and 

potatoes and onions.and we’d have a great big orchard.” 

 

“My mother and I did nothing but cry, practically all the way to Towanda. She was heart broken that she had to leave 

Hornell, and I was heart broken that we left Vina there.What a long long ride ti was, in an open wagon, but we finally 

got to Towanda.and stayed 2 days with my father’s cousins, in a real nice house. Then they soon  found us a house 

along the railroad tracks, in East Towanda.We moved in, and they introduced us to the minister of the church over 

there, and they helped us a lot, because we had nothing. No furniture, dishes, pots and pans. Of course,  there are a lot 

of things I have forgotten about  when we lived in Hornel,  but there things I will never forget.” 

 

“The one thing that has always bothered me, is what happened to poor Lily and Aaron when we lived there.. Twice a 

year the country doctor went from house to house on his horse,  to see if anyone needed any medicine or wanted him 

to check what was bothering them. No one went to a doctor. He did this for years and we would run to him when he 

stopped at our house, He’d give each of us a lollipop, and line us up and look down our throats and look in our eyes, 

and tell my mother we were just fine. Before he’d leave he’d give my mother a 6 month supply of white powder in a 

brown glass bottle for her high blood pressure headaches, today it is called asprin. She’d dig in a cup up on the top 

shelf and hand him fify cents.. If he got there late in the afternoon he’d need a place to sleep and she’d give him dinner 

and some hay and water for his horse, breakfast in the morning, and he’d give her back the half dollar, because when 

he’d stay overnight in someone’s house,  his services were free.” a 

“When the doctor got  too old to  be riding his horse  from town to town, he sent a new young doctor in his place. He 

stopped at our house. and we crowded around him and looked him up and down and petted his horse while he was 

busy introducing himself to my mother. She had him examine each of us,  and he looked in our ears and had us open 

our mouths so he could look down our throats like the old doctor did, except, he went through our hair to see if we had 

lice and nits but we never had them, but he would tell my mother to be sure she rinsed our hari with vinegar to keep 

the other kids lice out of our hair. He gave my mother the headache powder like the old doctor did, and she’d hand him 

50 cents. and when he was leaving, he politely tipped his hat and he stopped and went back and asked my mother, 

“This has been a long haul for me, and I was wondering  if it was possible I could stay for 2 nights, and I’d have 3 

meals a day, and some hay and water for my horse, in exchange I will take out all the children’s tonsils.’  

 

My mother talked it over with my father  and they said he could stay 2 days as long as he agreed to take out all our 

tonsils. Remember, back then, doctors did not go to college like they do today. My father told him, he would have to 

sleep in the boy’s room, that we didn’t have a spare room. He laughed and told my father, “I am so tired, I’d gladly  

sleep in the barn on the hay, I wouldn’t mind it a bit’ At dinner, my mother gave him plenty of boiled potatoes and lots 

of vegetables with gobs of butter on them, and he kept thanking her and letting her know he uch enjoyed the delicious 

food,  that he was so hungry. Of course,that pleased my mother to hear that, because we ever praised her cooking.. 

 

 The next morning, he lined us up in the ktichen and made a game of it because we wereso young,  I was 9, Lily 6, 

Aaron 10,  Leo 8 and Ervin was 7.. He told us, he would take us in alphabetical order, and asked us if we knew our 

alphabet? Of knew we knew it, but we didn’t know what he meant, when he said was taking us in alphabetical order.. 

 

 He pushed all the chairs against the wall, while my mother put a quilt on the table and then a sheet over it. He told us 

we were to sit on the chairs and not move until he called our name. Aaron went first.and he sat him up on the kitchen 
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table and Aaron looked at us and he was giggling, and we were  laughing at him when he told him to lay down. We 

were unconcerned and was swinging our feet back and forth watching Aaron laying there and we thought it was so 

funny that we kept laughing at him.. The doctor shook his finger at us and told us, ‘You have to be quiet, and there 

will be no laughing, do you understand?’. We nodded our heads and  saw him take out an amber bottle of ether out of 

his black leather bag and he tipped it over and soaked a piece cloth he had and he put it over Aaron’s nose and mouth, 

and we were shocked how fast Aaron passed out. We saw him open his mouth and stretch iso he could reach inside 

and he cut his tonsils out, and we all screamed. I  almost fainted  when I saw blood coming from Aaron’s mouth, and 

we all ran outside screaming and my mother came after us and marched us back inside tand told  us sit down and stay 

there.  

 

The doctor asked my mother to carry Aaron to his room so he could sleep it off.and it was Ervin’s turn. He was 

shaking and was as white as a sheet, and he wasn’t laughing when he told him lay down on the table,  and before we 

knew it, he did the same thing to him.and we covered our eyes and wouldn’t look at what he was doing to him. Then 

Leo went ,and Lily went next, and my mother carried them to their beds. When it was my turn, I was so scared, I.went 

to run outside, and the doctor grabbed a hold of me and put me up on the table.and I was screaming that I did not want 

him to take my tonsils out.  I was the only one that cried andhe pit that cloth over my nose and I passed out .” 

 

 “I don’t know what that doctor did to Lily and Aaron, because they were talking and and going to school when he 

took their tonsils out. When we woke up, our throats hurt and we had to keep gargling with salt water. Vina wasn’t 

there, she was adopted by then, but, Leo, Ervin and I could talk but we coudln’t understand a word of what Lily and 

Aaron were trying to say, because all they could do was grunt.  Being kids we were laughing at them, because we 

thought it was so funny, but my mother didn’t think it was funny. She felt there was something wrong. and when the 

doctor was leaving the next morning  she mentioned it to him, and he assured her they would be fine, that it was 

normal for them to be hoarse for a little while,  they just had to keep gargling with salt water. 

 

They never talked again. What a miseraible life they had because of what he done to them. .They wouldn’t let them go 

to school anymore, because they couldn’t talk. People in town were afraid of them when they’d hear them grunt. The 

only ones that could understand them, was my mother and father. We could a little, but not like they could. Their lives 

were ruined because they wer labeled mutes, ,and my mother never did anything about it. From then on my mother had 

Lily helping her do the cooking, the dishes, the cleaning and ironing like she was a maid, except she had no time 

off.wiMy mother was always yelling at her for something and she’d go upstairs crying and so confused.Lily was a 

very sweet girl, but Aaron akways had a bad temper. . Yet, Lily was like my mother’s shadow, the  she clung to her, 

and was was afraid to leave my mother’s side The only time she left the house was when we went to church on 

Sunday, but, with Aaron it was different. he had a different personality, he ha a tempr and got mad at time sm, but he 

was a hard worker and went with my father to work. My father enjoyed him and I think he liked thatAaron wanted to 

be with him, and he was there and saw the tree him when he was caught under the branches of tree when it fell,  and 

no inatter how he tried, he couldn’t lift the heavy tree off him, and poor Aaron had to suffer siltently when he saw Dad 

die. 

 

When my father got killed when that big chestnut tree fell on,, Aaron was there with him and saw what happened. 

When he didn’t move, at least he knew to run down the hill and try to make the neighbors understand what happened. 

The sad thing was, he wasn’t able to cry like we did, , and you could tell by looking at his face, how he must have 

suffered because he was used to being with my Dad every day  He wa 30 years old when Dad died, and it was qquite a 

change for him to have to stay home with my mother. But, he was a big help for her when my father died, because he 

chopped the wood and saw that the stove ws filled with wood and he’d t ake the shes for her. My mother was always 

cooking,even on the hottest days in summer, she still had to make bread, and heart up the irons up on the back of the 

stove. But, Leo and Ervin never did anything they wer my mother’s pride and joy. She spoled them rotten, to her they 

never co do anything wrong, but, in a way they didn’t. They were good to her when they were young..But it was Aaron 
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that weeded and hoed the garden i,and my mother had can during the summer or they would have nothing to eat during 

the winter. Poor Aaron, he was a lost soul for a long time.and it must have been awful for him,, not to be able to talk 

about losing Dad.”. 

 

“When we lived in Hornell, and my father saw 2 of our houses burn to the ground, and knowing what happened to 

Aaron and Lily and they could’t talk, he wanted to leave Hornell, He toldmy mother that he didn’t want to live there 

anymore. He was convinced, he had nothing but bad luck since we went there and he was sure his luck would change 

if he moved to Towanda, but it was  because his cousins were so successful there, when they .moved there years ago..  

 

Being my father was a very quiet man,he would never say what was bothering him, not even  to my mother, he 

preferred to talk to the good Lord.  I think he was very hurt that my mother let her youngest sister,  Aunt Vine adopt 

our Vina. Afterall, she was their first child that lived, and my father adored her.and that she had the prettiest dark red 

hair  We lost everything in the fires, all our clothes and furniture, and some things my father treasured  that his mother 

and father gave  him when he left home.We were so poor, all our lives.  My mother said, as time went by, Dad got 

more and more depressed tandone day he made his mind up we were moving toTowanda, and before the week was 

out, we were in an open wagon he borrowed from our next door neighbor, and we were on our way.” 

 

“As you know, I never did get along with my mother,  not when I was a child or when I was married, but I loved my 

father .He was so good to us. I am sorry he had to die, before you were old enough to know him because he was so 

different from my mother. When he would talk to us, he never raised his voice, when he tried to make us understand 

what we did was wrong. But, my mother, she would wallop the daytlights out of me and he did not like to see her hit 

me , but he never said anything.”  

 

“I can’t evern begin to tell you how I felt, the day I received the telegram from Vina, telling me my father died, when a 

chestnut tree fell on top of him. He suffered such a painful death, because he his al lhis insides had been crushed so 

badly,.he didn’t have a chance. What hurt me the mose, was he was a man that everyone loved, and he would never 

hurt anyone and he would never miss going church even on the coldestk snowiest days in winter, he made us all go..   I 

don’t’ think I ever cried so much in all my life, as I did, when I went to his funeral and we had to bury him.”. 

 

“After the shock wore off when I got the telegram, Daddy had to go borrow a car from a friend, and we had to bundle 

you kids up, and leave so I could  go to the funeral. When we left the city it was snowing so hard, so we could hardly 

see, when we took the 125th Street ferry over to New Jersey and got on Route 46. I was so worried because we had the 

3 of you children with us, and the dar was slipping and sliding all over the road. I was holding Mary Jane on my lap, 

becsue she was only  7 months old, and you were 3 and Sonny was 2. were on the back seat, wrapped up in blankets to 

keep you warm..We drove through one bad snow storm after the other and it was worse when we got to ther Pocono 

Mountains, going  and up and down those treacherous mountain roads, especailly around Scranton. I didn’t think we 

would ever make it to Towanda, but we did and it took us  almost 20 hours to finally get there..”.   

 

“We came home from the funeral, and everyone was  at my mother’s house for dinner, and friends from her church  

and neighbors had dropped off so many platters of food, that we had so much food we didn’t know where to put it. But 

the shame of it was, no one felt like eating, we were still so upset and crying that Dad had died, that I think we were in 

sort of a daze., as we sat there looking at one another, and remembering all the wonderful things he did for us. 

 

 It was still snowing out and bitter cold that Vina and Henry bundled up their children and they went home, which was 

only a mile or 2 down the road in East Towanda. Leo came in late because, he had been out with the boys drinking.. 

My mother was in her room crying and Lily stayed with her, while I got the children ready for bed. We were so cold 

because we were so used to a steam heated apartment, and it was below zero that night. The only heat my mother ever 

had in that house, like eryoen else back then, was the parlor stove and the wood stove in the kitchen.I grew up in that 
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house, it was the same house you kids used to go to, with the creek in the back.” 

 

 

“n Gramma’s house, if you remember there  were 2 bedrooms upstairs and 2 downstairs. One room was for Lily and 

me, and the stair case was in the middle, and the boys had the other room. We always slept on pine needle mattresses 

on the floor that my mother made. We never had a bed and. down stairs, was Aaron’s room  and  my mother and 

father’s bedroom and was next to him,  off the parlor.  

 

That night,  we were exhausted after the horrible trip we made in those snow storms., and so we and was everyone else 

were so tired, and upset over Dad having to suffer such a painful death. We said  good night, and went upstairs.to 

Lily’s room because she was going to sleep with my mother. I put you and Sonny on one of the pine needle mattresses 

that was on the foor, and Daddy and I slept on the other pine needle mattress, and we had Mary Jane in was with us, so 

she wouldn’t get cold. The keys to the car and to our apartment were on a thick rubber band, and Daddy slipped the 

rubber band over a big flash light he had on the floor, that he had in the car, because he did not like having the 

kerosene lamp lit in the same room with those pine needle mattresses,”. 

 

It was extremely cold that night, and Leo decided he was going to sleep downstairs in the stuffed chair and be next to 

the parlor stove. He over loaded the parlor stove with too much  wood on the fire so it would last through the night. He 

had been out drinking with the his friends, and his feet were cold, and he kept his  boots on. and put close tro the flue 

in back of the stove, where they would get warm and he fell asleep. His foot must have pushed the flue off the back of 

the stove, and the flames were coming out and licking the wall, instead of going up through the galvanized duct that 

turned by the wall and  went straight up through the ceiling and the floor in the room where we were sleeping in, and it 

continued up and went out the hole in the roof.   

 

Leo woke up when he smelled smoke and he jujnped up when he saw the flames were going up the wall with years 

and years of wallpaper and across  the ceiling that was papered too, and he realized that side of the room was on fire. 

and  he saw the floor where we were sleeping,  was on fire too..  

 

We  woke up hearing Leo screaming, “FIRE  FIRE” We sat up and saw the flames coming up the staircase and  the 

floor where we had to go down was on fire, and we panicked, because we had to get off hose mattresses and ut of that 

room because it was going to erupt in flames any minuite... 

 

Leo got his mother, Lily and Aaron’s out the bvack door and into the snow. When Leo came back in he realized we 

were trapped upstairs. there.. It was he middle of the night, and so dark outside, but the room was lit up with the 

flames that were getting closer to where we were on the other side of the room .Leo yelled up to us, “Open the window 

and jump out onto the kitchen roof and then into the snow.”  I was holding Mary Jane and Sonny and Daddy had a 

hold of you, It it was such a frightening experience because we knew once those pine needle mattresses caught fire, it 

would e the end of us.”  

 

“Daddy managed to get the frozen window open that wad covered with ice and snow, and I climbed out onto the 

kitchen roof, and he handed me the 3 of you, then he climbed out. We were standing on the kitchen roof that was 

covered with snow in ourbare feet,  and just as I was about to jum[ down  nto a big snow drift, and Daddy was going to 

throw ech of you down to me,  we were so thankful to see several neighbors come running over to us, and they had us 

throw you children down to them, then  we jumped dow in the snow, not realizing how cold it was, we were only 

interested in saving you children and ourselves, and we were so thankful when the neghbors put the warm quilts over 

our shulders..It was the eeriest feeling. Suddenly, we saw these huge flames and we knew we just got out in time”   

 The night sky lit up for a few minutes.and the room we were in  became a raging inferno when those pine needle 

mattresses ignited and the flames were so bright it lit up the sky that night”.  
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Then the neighbors  helped Leo, Daddy and Aaron  to shovel snow on the fire and ut a ladder up to the kitchen roof 

and they were able to put it out.The bedroom we were in was so badly burned the only thing that was left was the burnt 

rafters and the buckle that was on Daddy’s pant’s belt, There was nothing left of what was in our suitcases, my 

pocketbook was nothing but ashes and so was Daddy’s wallet, with our money, his driver’s license, all our clothes 

were nothing but ashes and we looked at the burnt rafters.the next day, because when the mattresses went on fire, they 

lit up the night  sky, they caused such an enormous roaring  fire.Daddy couldn’t park near the house because of a big 

snow drift iacross the driveway, or the car would have gone up in flames too, because he had  just filled up with gas, 

when we arrived in Towanda.  

 

Vina and Henry had gone home earlier, withtheir 3 little kids, Dorothy, Johnny and Shirley. She didn’t know what 

happened to my mother’s house. We scared the life out of her when we kocked on hteir door in the middle of the night 

and told her about the fire.. We stayed with Vina and she got us clothes from the neighbors and the church. . We came 

so close to dying in that fire that night. It was a good thing. Daddy couldn’t park near the house, because the snow drift 

was so high, Otherwise the car we borrowed would have gone up in flames too, because he just filled it up with gas in 

Towanda.”. 

. 

“Can you imagine we were standing in all that snow and didn’t’ eve now it.All I had on was my flannel nightgown and 

was in my bare feetl and didn’t’even realize it.  Vine and Henry loaned us some money, so we could go home.because 

Daddy’s wallet burned up. We wer lucky, he had tied the keyes to the flashlight so he wouldn’t lose them, and we did 

have the flashlight withus. As soon as we got home, I mailed Vina a money order for what we borrowd, We had just 

buried Dad that aftrnoon, and we were all so upset and then we had that fire, It was a horrible experience. I had 

nightmares about it for weeks after, thinking we were traped in a room again, with the fire akk ariynd us we couldn’t 

go down tthe staircase is on fire, all we could see were those flames coming closer and closer.  

 

I began to pray, because I really thought we were not going to get out of there, that we wer going to be burned alive. 

.the next morning when we went back and saw what the fire had done, we knew how  lucky we were.. The house 

would have birmed down. Leo and Ervin rebuilt what had to be done for their mother. .The walls in the parlor on one 

side were badly burned and the ceiling had to be replaced, and the room upstairs, where we were staying, there  was 

nothing left but charred wood beams holding the roof up, The boys worked side by side and rebuilt a new staircase, 

and it took time but they got it done. knowing how upset my mother was because my father just died.  Leo felt 

responsible for what happened,and knew it was his fault. He and Eriven worked hard and took care of everything 

 

 “I don’t know what my mother would have ever done, if Leo and Ervin didn’t rebuild that section of the house for her. 

They had to build a new staircase, and plsster the walls that were so badly burned, and where ethe ceiling in the parlor 

was destroyed..They kept my mother busy because when the boys finished, and they bought some pretty wallpaper for 

her to paper the walls and the ceiling, and they  had her put up so it took her mind off my father for awhile, and Lily 

and Aaron helped her.. ‘ 

 

 

“After my father died, , mymother was never the same, she mounred his death a long time.  She was  lost without 

him.At least she was no alone,  she  had Lily and Aaron with her, and they helped her put the wallpaper up. Even 

though she tried to resume her life,  she couldn’t, but she was thankful that the boys and Daddy with the help of her 

neighbors saved herhouse and put the fire out that night.”  

   . 

What opposites my mother and father were. It always amazed me how my father got along with my mother, and how 

kind they were to one another. They really loved one another because.no matter what she did, it was alright with him. I 

never saw them argue or get mad at one another, except the time my father told her, he was moving us  to Towanda. 
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Oh! she cried and carried one and she was so mad at him that would want her to leave Hornell.  

 

What I never could figure out, when we were growing up why my mother always picked on me, but never Leo or 

Ervin. She was always yelling at me and thought nothing of  beating me black and blue. But,  she never hit the boys, 

.in her eyes, they never did anything wrong.  I will admit, I did get in a lot of trouble when I was young.. I guess I 

drove her crazy with  the daring things I did. When I got married and had you children, I thought things would be 

different between us and I did try to get along with her, but we always ended up arguing and I’d leave mad and go 

home..” 

 

Momma wrote this poem about her father,.and as you know it  hung in Aunt Vina’s house for years.. 

                                        

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                         THE MIGHTY CHESTNUT TREE. 

     

        From a little gray house he departed, with a smile on his face on that bitter cold day         ‘   Whistling and singing,  

his son by his side, they climbed up the mountain half way 

They trudged through deep snow and came upon the tree they wanted to fall,        While off in the distance they 

heard the birds singing  and a lone bob-o-link call 

    He took up his shiny axe and chopped at the tree, then back and forth they sawed       They saw up in the trees the 

black crows had gathered and they watched and cawed.  
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It was up with the axe and down again, and the sound echoed all through the woods  Then the mighty chestnut 

began to crack and topple, and caught hold of his boot    

He yelled to his son to run but he thought it was great fun to see the big tree falling      But, when he turned around 

he saw his Dad under the mighty tree, not moving   

 He ran for help and he friends carried him home, but he did not awake but for a day      Around his helpless form the 

angels were singing, they had come to take him away.    

He lay there not moving, with his beloved son by his side, wondering why                                                                                                                          

And one by one neighbors came to say, they did not think he would die   

 The news spread far and near, it was the kind of news no one wants to hear.                                                ‘There 

was never a kinder man than David Squires, as they wiped away a tear 

They truly believed he would live. but all their prayers proved to be in vain,             ;     ‘The mighty chestnut tree 

that crushed hin,  had left him in terrible pain 

Two nights and a day he lay there suffering, then slowly opened his eyes to say,    “God calls me Rise, I cannot 

stay..Don’t cryl We will meet in heaven one day.  

He closed his eyes with that same sweet smile, as the clock on the shelf bonged seven   He is gone now and all we 

have is his love because the angels took him up to heaven. 

                                                                                                                                                                                                     

                                                                                                 Myrtle Squires McArow           ‘                                                                                                          

February 27, 1928  

 

 Every Fourth of  July, Daddy gothis vacation and we went to Vina’She had the Vanderworker family reunion in her 

back yard every year.. She would have all the tables lined up together and  fixed so nice, with white tablecloths 

clowing in the wind. Their neighbors loaned themsome  tables and chairs, so everyoen had a place to sit. There was so 

much food everywhere,, salads, cold chicken bread cakes and pies. because everyone brought something.when it was 

time for dessert, the kids loved to sit on the steps of the porch and churn the metal cylinder in this wooden bucket 

willed with dry ice.and  make the vanilla ice cream. The men had gone to town and brought back rock salt and lots of 

dry ice and  the kids would be arguing who was going to get a chance to turn the handle and churn the ice cream and 

they had no problem seeing that it was eaten right away because they didn’t have ice boxes or refrigerators then..I 

don’t know if you remember Aunt Vine. She  was my mother’s youngest sister that lived in Hornell. My mother raised 

her since she was baby.and  she  never missed one of the family reunions, and we would get to see her there every 

Fourth of July,  

Aunt Vine was our aunt. She adopted Vina when she was aroud 8 or 9. I have to say, she was very good to her. My 

grandmother died around 1884, while giving birth to Vine. I never saw her because my mother was 9 year old  when 

she died. and she had to raiseVine. That was why they were so close, because  she was more like her mother to her, 

rather than a sister. Aunt Vine married Uncle Henry, a banker in Hornell. They had a beautiful house in town.and I 

think we were only at their house one Christmas..When the doctor told AuntVine, she couldn’t have any children, she 

came to our house crying.and my mother, without asking my father, told her she could adopt Vina, because she had 

named her after Aunt Vine. My father was very unhappy  that she did that, because he loved Vina.“ 
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“Aunt Vine couldn’t have loved her more  She used to buy Vina in the prettiest white dresses with big blue satin bows, 

and she looked so pretty.when sehcame to our house. I never had a white dress. My mother made our dresses out of 

datk colors and so they wouldn’t show the dirt  I remember the black patent leather button up shoes she wore and the 

long white stockings. I used to wish I had pretty hair and clothes like Vina. My mother would cut my hair so short, 

while Vina had beautiful long dark red hair that hung down to her waist. Aunt Vine would put  pretty big satin bows in 

her hair that matched the ribbon around her waist. Uncle Henry was Aunt Vine’s husband, the town banker and you 

should have seen how nicehe dresses. He carried a fancy cane and wore a grey felt hat, and a nice grey suit with a vest, 

and shiny shoes. I remember what a beautiful bedroom Vuna had with shelves filled with books and pretty porcelain 

dolls and she had wicker doll cribs and a doll carriage. With all they gave Vina to make her happy. all she wanted was 

to go home and be with us.”  

 

As it was my father was so hurt that AuntVine adopted Vina but. when he found out she was raising her as a Catholic 

and sending her to a Catholic school, that really hurt him, Being a man of a few words, he told her one day  that it was 

wrong.for her to do that, because Vina  was brought up a Baptist and that she should stay a Baptist.’ He didn’t 

understand was, when Aunt Vine became a Catholic so she could marry Uncle Henry, the priest told her if they had 

children it was her duty to raise them as Catholics.When they adopted Vina, I was 6 years old.. I was too young to 

understand what adopted meant.but I will never forget the day,Aunt Vine came to take Vina, and she tried to explain to 

me.that they had adopted Vina  and she would not be living with us anytmore, that she would be living with them’. I 

was 6 years old.when I saw my motherwas  putting what little clothes Vina had in a pillowcase and she handed it t to 

Aunt Vine. .Then they took Vina by the her hand and walked her out to their carriage.and Uncle Henry, llifted her  up 

and sat her down on the seat between them/ She was bawling and I was bawling watching them take her away, and I 

got hysterical. “ 

I laid down on on the porch and was kicking and screaming that they were taking Vina.. My mother never shed a tear 

and she watched them go down the road  and and I was still carrying so, and my mother  picked me up and put me 

across her knees and spanked me for carrying on the wa I did..” n    . 

 

THE OLD INDIAN AND HIS HERBS 

  

‘When we moved to Wysox, it was a couple of years before I saw Vina again.  Because Aunt Vine wouldn’t let her 

come see us, because she was afraid she would not go back with then to Hornell. I missed Vine so much. She was the 

one who took care of me, because my mother was always pregnant with another baby.and we stayed in touch by 

writing  to one another as often as we could..  

 

After being somistrable living in Wysox, Rose was finally happy in the house by the creek. It was her greatest joy to 

sit outside on theback porch, early in the morning with a cup of tea and look around and enjoyhearing the birds in the 

trees.. That morning whileshe was waiting for the bread to finish baking  she heard something in the woods that 

startled her. She listened and it sounded like branches breaking and she didn’t move, knowing it was the time of year 

the bears were coming out of hibernation and they were hungry and they would be looking for food.  

 

Rose stood up to see if it was a bear down by the creek, and was relieved when she saw it was the old Indian. He  

walking in the woods again, .bending over and picking up some kindling wood for his fire andwhat was left of the 

dried weeds. This time she got a good look at him in his  tribal clothes and mocassins in the early morning sun, aned 

he appeared older than she had thought he was, his face was  wrinkled and weathered looking. but, he was still very 

strong  because she would see him chopping wood for his fire. Every other day he would hurry down the path to the 

creek and get  a pail of water and back up faster than she could. She wondered how he could live there all alone, with 

no one to talk to, and it bothered her what he did with all the plants she hae seen him pick.Being he was an Indian he 

probably knew whick ones were good for him and he’d cook and eat them. . 
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Smelling the bread, Rose hurried in and grabbed two towels and switched the pans on top to the bottom  and the ones 

on the bottom on top, so they would brown evenly. When she took them out, she  turned the pans on the side and let 

them cool, thinking about the old Indian having to eat  those old weeds because he probably had nothing better to eat.. 

 

One afternoon she walked down the little hill in the orchard that was along the creek, and she was picking some 

summer apples to make a few pies for dinner, and. was putting them in a pail.when she noticed the Indian was on the 

other side of the creek, bending over and  picking more weeds. He didn’t seem a bit friendly as she watched him and 

dropped another apple in the pail.  She decided to call over to him, “”Hello there, would you like some of these 

apples? They’re real sweet now.”. .  

 

He stood up.and seemed surprised to hear what she said, and shaded his eyes from the glare of the afternoon sun. He 

looked over at her, somewhat bewildered, knowing most  people in town avoided him, being he was an Indian. He was 

reluctant to say anything and continued picking the plants, when she asked him again, and he thought about it. Then he 

nodded to her that he would.like some apples...  

 

Rose was eyeing him up and down, while he stood there tying the plants together with a long piece of grass. and left 

them on the rocks. He skipped over the flat stones that were dry, not to get his mocassins wet.and was on the other side 

of the creek near her.. As he walked towards Rose, he  told her with a big smile, “Why thank you very much” and she 

handed him a couple of apples, telling him “Come over any time you like, and pick as many as he want.’  

 

He laughed and told her.. “ Hmmm, they do smell nice and sweet, don’t they? Thanks you, but I would never come 

here and take your apples without asking you..” . 

 

Rose reached up and picked the apples telling him, “You don’t have to ask me. There’s plenty herel Take as many as 

you want.” He took the apples she was picking, and put them in the pail for her.and she noticed the deep wrinkles  in 

his face, especially around  his eyes.and wondered how  old was he ?  

 
When the pail was full, it seemed there was nothing more to say, he went to leave. Rose handed him a few more apples. He smiled and 

thanked her again and hurried down the path and she watched how he hopped  across the creek nd shook her head. When he looked over at 

her, he seemed delighted with the apples he had and Rose hollered  to him,  “Say …would you like to come up on the porch 

and have a nice cup of hot tea?”   

 

She didn’t think he would, and he shaded his eyes again with his wrinkled brown hand and she saw he was smiling and 

he said. “Why yes, I would like that.” He put the apples down and covred them with the plants so the birds wouldn’t 

peck at them, and he went  back to where Rose was.. He took the pail of apples from her and carried them for her, 

while she conintued chatting away to him like she had known him for years.  He was enjoying her friendly ways and 

sort of laughed to himself, listening to her go on and on as they walked up the hill and up the porch steps. When he set 

the pail of apples by the screen door, Rose told him, “I’m going to make a couple pies with them, would you like 

one?.” 

 

:He shook his head and chuckled,  “Thank you, but I don’t eat pies.or cake”. She shrugged and pointed to the 

weathered rocking chairs on the porch and told him, “Well, sit down and make yourself at home, I’ll be out in a few 

minutes with the tea.” He was amused by Rose, and when he sat down, he noticed Lily was behind the kitchen curtain, 

looking at him and holding her cat.. She had never seen an Indian that close and was confused by the strange clothes 

had on,  and went in the parlor while he was there.. .He would see Lily helping her mother hang out the wash and was 

aware Lily and her brother Aaron could not speak and they didn’t go to school,  they were always home helping their 

parents. .The tea kettle was simmering on the back of the stove, and all Rose had to do was scald the china teapot and 

throw in a handful of tea leaves and add the boiling water. While it brewed she got two white mugs and stood at the 
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screen door and yelled out, “You use milk?” 

 

Laughing, he shook his head and told her,   “No, I don’t.”  

 

Then she asked, “Sugar?” He shook his head ‘no’ again.  

 

“Well, how about a piece of my delicious blackberry pie? No…then  some sugar cookies?”   

 

He smiled at her laughing and saying, “:No thanks, I never eat them:”. 

 

Rose seemed to be doing all the talking. and being he was so quiet, she didn’t want to ask him what he did with all the 

plants he picked. She decided to wait until she got to know him better, and gave him his tea. She sat down and asked 

him, “I don’t know your name. My name is Rose Squires.”  

 

He let his head go back saying.  “ My name?  Well, they call me Cree. But that’s not my name.”  

 

Rose looked confused, “You mean you have two names, because you are an Indian?” 

 

“No, No,  many years ago, I was a scout during the Civil War. They had a hard time remembering my name.so the 

officers started calling me Chief, becuse I was an Indian. Then it got to be Cree. But, that was years and years ago, but 

a lot of people still call me Cree.”  

 

He drank some of his tea and told Rose,. “Not many people around here know, I had the honor of serving under 

General Ulysses S. Grant during the Civil War..He told his men,  I was one of his most trusted scouts and he may have 

been a general, but he was a  good man and treated his men well.’.  

 

“He knew I was a Medicine Man, and one night things were not going good, and another one of his men died from 

blood poisoning. The General rode over to talk to me, and asked me, if I knew     to know if there was anything I could 

do to help his men. because so many of his men were dying, not from ther bullets, but from an infection they got from 

the bullets. There were a couple of hundred men laying on cots, and their wounds had become infected  because of the 

dirt floors in the tents. Many of them lost an arm or legs from infection,  then gangrene set in. The problem was, they  

didn’t have enough doctors to go around, and they didn’t know anything about medicine, and one soldier was trying to 

help the other soldier.”   

 

Rose was surprised to hear an Indian took part in the Civil War and she.questioned him, What did you do, that you 

were able to save the lives of the soldiers in the Army?  

 

Cree sat back in the rocker and let out a long sigh.“Well, when I  first went there the officers called me, ‘Chief’ I told 

them  I was not a chief, I was a Medicine Man, and they still called me ‘Chief’  

When I complained they shortened it to Cree.and that name stuck, and everyone called me Cree.”  

 

Rose nodded, “But you were Chief of your tribe, so why did they scall you Cree? “ 

 

“No. I was not chief of my tribe,.I was a Medicine Man. Do you know what a Medicine Man is?”  

 

Rose shook her head. he looked at her rather surprised and told her.  “He takes care of his people … his tribe.  He 

knows what plants heals grows.and what it is used for,. like his fathers before him..I know you see me collecting the 

plants that grow along the creek and in the woods,  I bundle them and dry them, should I need them.  For thousands of 
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years this knowledge has been passed down from one Medicine Man to the next.and those plants you see me collect, is 

what has cured our people  when mothers have babies, or when his people are sick. The Medicine Man’s only job is to 

keep his tribe well and to cure them if they get sick.  It is no easy task, because it takes a lot of time. for the plants to 

boil down until they become a dark syrup. Then it takes hours before we could  apply thehot poltices dipped in the 

solution on those men. Do you understand what I mean?.”.  

 

Rose said,, “No I don’t. Did you wash them with it?” 

 

He shook his head, “No.No. No. it had to applied to the wound very hot.  When I was with General Grant, we cut up 

towels into squares and soaked them in the hot syrup and placed them on the men that were dying, but there were so 

many of them dying, we didn’t’ have enough solution to go around, we had to kepp making more and more.but we did 

save most of them. For for some, it was too late by the time we collected the plants and boiled them down. it took a 

couple of  hours . That was why the general got so mad at me. He was a very impatient man, and wanted me to do it 

right away. I understood his anger,  seeing how his men were laying there on those cots dying, but we had to wait 

until.the plants boiled down, and we still had to put the hot poltices on and off them, again and again. It brought the 

infection together, and it had to be lanced to release the poison, he woudlnt’ let me do it..Again, he got mad when he 

heard that, because he felt  a doctor had to do that, but he ended up having some of his own men do it, and  they got 

better and lived to go back on the lines to fight again..He didn’t’ understand that a .  

A Medicine Man talks to his gods and to the spirits to helpand guide him, when he makes an incision but he would not 

let me do it, being I was an Indian.. ”  

 

Rose nodded, “I guess he was surprised to see that those men lived because of what you did..” 

 

Cree sat ther thinking. “Yes, and he was very grateful and thanked me for saving most of his men.  It is not good that 

the white man does not believe in our ways.. One day all this knowledge will be gone. My people are slowly 

disappearing. because the goverment is rounding them up and sending them out west. I’ve seen how they pack them on 

trains like cattle, and send them to places they know where they are and don’t know where they can hunt and  fish. 

They are homesick for their own land and ways. Many of them died, come from a warm climate and are put on a cold 

reservation. They are told what they can and can’t do. and treated like children.When I came back after the war, my 

family and my tribe were gone. I searched for my people and I never found them I fear for the future generations of  

Indians, life as we once knew it,  will never be the same..” 

 

Looking off in the distance Cree closed his eyes remembering, and realized Rose had no idea what he was talking 

about, so he continued telling her about what the plants did for the soldiers.  “The plants I used grew all around where 

we were camped,  and so you know,  they  grow in the woods here and along the creek. After they saw what hey did 

for those men, no doctor or officer was interested in hearing about what they could do for their wounded men, all they 

were interested in,  was they got better and could put them back on the line to fight. Most of those men were able to go 

home after the war. When. I came back, my famly was gone. I will live out my days here,, hoping one day I will hear 

from someone in my family, but I doubt I will ever know what happened to them.” 

 

Rose questioned him, “Well, if you were a scout, how did General Grant know you could help those soldiers with 

those plants?” 

 

He stopped and looked at Rose. “I don’t’ want to bore you. Are you sure you want to hear the rest of this story?”  Rose 

smiled and he continued, .“One night General Grant  was sitting on his horse, and he rode over to where I was sitting 

on my blanket meditating.  Everyone in camp knew how worried and depressed he was, seeing how many of his men 

were laying on those cots dying, in tents with dirt floors, and there wasn’t a thing the general could do to help them. 

Some of the other men who get around, tried to help them and they washed them.and did the best they could, but it 
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was in the middle of a war.with no doctors around..” .  

 

The  general sat  on his horse, rubbing his chin thinking, befpre he asked me, “Cree, didn’t you tell me once, you were 

a Medicine Man? Then you should know what we could get so we could help these men?  They’re  in there dying from 

blood poisoning,infection and gangerene. and we were told there wan’t enough doctors to go around. and I don’t know 

how to help them. They’re burning up with fever.and some of them are delirious  and they are going to die. There has 

to be away we can save them.. You told me, the Indians used certain plants to fight infection, can’t we go get some of 

those planst, and you could give them on my men? I will send some of my men r to go get whatever it is you need.”.  

 

 I reminded him, “With so many men dying, I would need a lot of plants, but I see they grow  in the woods and along the 

rivers and lakes..I will need as many plants as we can pick and I will need several men to pick them, because to treat 

all those men I have to start now because  it is going to take..a long time for those plants to boil and turn into the dark 

syrup before I can start to apply the poltices  to their wounds, because we have to to.keep  putting them on ,over and 

over so we can bring all that poison together.”  

 

General Grant yelled, ‘Are you telling me, you are going to use those weeds that grow around here? My men  are in 

there dying from infection and gangrene,.they need something a lot more powerful then those damn weeds, they are 

not going save them from dying..”  

 

“He rode off angry.and left me standing there. He had no faith in what I told him..He must have thought it over, 

because he came back. “I changed my mind..Rght now I will try anything. I’ll assign  some of my men to go with you 

to go get those weeds but I can’t see how they will help them.  I was just in there, and they’re covered with mud and 

blood, and begging me to get them a doctor. God knows, I wish I could but  I can’t, there’s not a doctor anywhere near 

here.”   

 

 

‘Then he rasied his voice and was started yelling,  “They’ve been fighting this damn war day after day with hardly 

anything to eat. It’s not right they have to suffer like this.   Damn this War It’s not right.that cousins are out there 

fightin’ and killin’ cousins.  I hate this war. I wish it was over and we could all go back home to our families but it’s 

not, We have to keep fighting.  There’s no other way/ We have to win this war and we will win it.’  

 

Cree took another sip of tea and sat there remembering a long time ago when that all happened.  . “General Grant was 

a good man. He cared about his men, but he had no patience with me. He didn’t understand what needed be done, 

before I could start putting the hot poltices on the men’s woundsl He thought all I had to do was boil them and start 

using them.  He rode away when he heard it was going to take hours, before I could start when he heard  I’d have to 

make an incision with a knife to release the poison.  He turned around and his eyes got real big and he said, “I 

wouldn’t dare let you cut into my men. We‘ll find a doctor somehow, to do that..”  

 

He couldn’t find one. There wasn’t a doctor anywhere near where we were, so he asked for volunteers to do it when the time came.  

He assigned a wagon and several men to go with me to pick the plants and when we got there they refused to take 

orders from me because I was an Indian.They told me, ‘ I was crazy if I thought were going to help me, when it was a 

waste of time picking all those weeds.’. Luckily, one of the officers that went with us was standing nearby and he 

heard what they said. He came over demanded they do what they were told.and they had them picd as many we could 

and he had them bundled them and packed down as many as we could get in the wagon. We climbed in and the horse 

brught the wagon back to camp. and we started boiling them in big pots over an open fire.outside, and even with.all we 

picked, there wasn’t enough to go around. they had to go back and pick as much as they could, but every day they 

were brought in more and more wounded men, and we kept putting the hot poltices on them, before the infection 

started.. .  
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The men that were able to get around, helped to put the hot poltices on the men’s wounds, and we  put them on and 

took the hot one on and took them  off andput new ones back on,  for a couple of hours. The infection was brought to a 

head, and it had to be released with a sharp knife I found it hard to think that.General Grant would not let me to do it   

He said,. because I was an Indian, he said he wouldn’t dare let me do it, and he asked for a couple of fvolunteer. They 

gave them enough whiskey to knock them out, and I stood there and told them what to do, because if they didn’t 

release that infection, and keep apply tht hot syru, those men would have died.’  

 

The next morning, when the General made his rounds and saw how the men were doing, he was very happywhen he 

saw how much better they were. He shook my hand thanked me and his men were patting me on the back and 

praisisng me for what we did. But,  there were so many men that needed help, it was exhausting  and he apologized for 

what he said about my using the ‘weeds’.as he called them. But. we had a hard time making the men drink the bitter 

herbal tea, and I explained to them  that was what would give them back their strength and they made terrible faces but 

they did drink it.. Most of. those men were able to go back and fight and for some,  nomtter what we did,  it was too 

late..”.  

 .  

 

Rose sat back and told him, “When I was a young girl, my father would sit and tell us stories.” “It was always about 

what he saw during the Civil War. I remember him saying,  they didn’t have enough doctors and he had to help with 

the wounded and there were times, they were irdered to amputate one of  the men’s legs or arms to save them. He said, 

it was the hardest thing he ever had to do,that it haunted him for a long time.. They did the same thing, they made them 

drink enough whiskey to knock them out, so they could cut their legs off,.I wonder if you ever met my father, and 

didn’t even know it. His name was John Vanderworker. He was an officer and an engineer with Company I, from 

Hornell, New York. ”  

 

Cree shook his head,   “No, I don’t believe I did,  I would have remembered that name..”   

 

Rose nodded her head and changed the subject. “David and I like like to sit out here at night in the dark, and we enjoy 

hearing you beat your drum.”  

 

Old Cree smiled and seemed surprised.. “You and your husband listen to me play my drum? Why thank you. I did not 

know you could hear it over here. I hope it doesn’t bother you?”  

 

Rose laughed,, “Oh! No, we like hearing it.” Wrinkling her forehead Rose asked him, “Aren’t you lonely being up in 

that tepee all by yourself.? Where is your family and your tribe?”   

 

Cree lifted his head and looked  at Rose and chuckled quietly.. “You asked me that before. Lonely! What makes you 

think I’m lonely? I am never lonely. White people do not understand the ways of Indians That is why I stay away from 

them.but.I like sitting here talking to you, and  one day I hope to meet your husband.”   

 

Cree sat there remembering   “My family and my tribe…they are gone. After being in the war for 3 years, when I came 

back here  becaue this is where my family was. I could not find my family or any members of my tribe. They 

vanished..they were gone. When I asked around, where did they go, no one knew or cared.  I still ask and keep hoping 

I will find out where they went. because it is important to me, because as you can see, my time is running out and I’d 

like to know where they are..”   

 

Rose told Cree. “A few year aso, my father married a beautiful Indian woman. Her name is Pricilla. She is tall and 

thin, with nice long, shiny  black hair, but I don’t like her. So they don’t come to visit us..When we lived in Hornell, 
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New York, .my mother died. I was 9 and  I took care of the new baby and my brothers and sister because my father 

had go to work every day..The neighbors helped me and taught me how to take care of the baby, to cook and make 

bread.” 

 

“ My father never remarried, until we were all grown up and out of the house. Then he marries an Indian woman.  

They live somewhere in Towanda. I heard he likes to show her off on Saturday nights, and walks her up and down 

Main Street, so he can show yer off and all the jewelry he buys her. She wears fancy long black silk dresses and 

always carries a parasol.”   

 

Rose sat there thinking about her father  “I miss my father a lot, When we moved to Wysox, it r broke my heart when I 

had to leave him and my family...My father was very good to all of us.” 

 He bought us nice clothes and made sure we were all well dressed and we always had nice shoes and he made sure we 

went to church every Sunday. He ran our house like he was in the army,  He saw that each child  helped me keep the 

house clean and if they didn’t , he’d make them stand in the corner for awhile,  He never hit us, he would lecture us 

with his long talks..”.  

 

Cree mused, “You don’t like your step-mother so you dion’t  invite her to your house?”  

 

Rose smirked,. “No, I have never invited her because she is too stuck-up. I heard when she goes to town, she dresses 

like she is the Queen of England What makes me mad is she never lets my father spend time with us,. she always 

wants him to be with her, that’s why I don’t like her.”  

Cree laughed, “She is his wife, is she not? It sounds to me like you are jealous of her.”  

 

“No, I am not jealous of her. Why would I be? I don’t think you understand, she is ‘not’ my real mother,  she is only 

my step-mother?”  

 

Cree chuckled, “Oh! I do understand what you mean!”He was still laughing when he stood  

up to leave. He  thanked Rose for the tea and apples.and waved as he headed down the path. Rose watched him hop 

across the rocks.with his apples and plants and took them up to his tepee..    

 

Rose couldn’t wait for David to come home, so she could tell him about the old Indian that served with General Grant and she  

invited him upon the back porch for tea. David smiled at her, “You mean  that old Indian served with General Grant?  

Why I’d sure like to hear the stories he has to tell.about when he was in the war. Was he born around here?” 

 

Rose mumbled, “I don’t’ know, maybe he was. He said when he came back after the war, his family and the members 

of his tribe were gone. and no one knows where they went... He said he will  keep searching for them until he dies, but, 

he is beginning to think he is the only one that is left.” 

 

David moaned, “As sad as that is, I’m afraid that is what is happening to the Indians everywhere..” 

 

A couple of days later, Cree was walking up the path to Rose’s back porch and he noticed David  sitting there. He 

hesitated  and was about to about to turn around, when David walked down the steps and introduced himself. He shook 

his hand and invited him to come up to have some tea with him and as he passed the screen door,  David hollered into 

Rose,  “Cree just dropped by, so bring another cup of tea when you come out.”  

 

 

 

While they sat there waiting, Cree asked David, “Your wife told me, you are not from around here. You grew up south 
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of here,  I am quite familiar of that area, where the Delaware River separates New Jersey from Pennsylvania, I was 

there during the war.”  

 

David told him, “Yes, I grew up  in  the Pocono Mountains, in a place called Delaware Gap. It’s about 85 miles south 

of here, and yes it’s near the Delaware River. We lived in log cabin on the side of a mountain, that my father 

built.when he came back from the Civil War in 1865, being he was a sawyer.he built log cabins  My father cut down 

trees and built big and small log cabins.with a walk-in fireplace. The big ones had 4 rooms and the small ones had one 

big room.” Cree smiled to let him know he knew exactly where it was.”We lived in one big roon un a log cabin that 

had a walk-in fireplace. My mother did all the cooking in it, and she made bread and hung her pots and pans in there. 

On one side of the room had  half a loft up over it.  where my  brother and I slept. To go to bed, we climbed a ladder 

that was nailed to the wall, to get up there. We had no beds, we slept on the hay. I remember many a nigh it was 

freezing out, and we had a couple of wool quilts my mother made, and we’d pull them up over our heads to keep 

warm.”  

 

David sighed, “Oh, but  that was such a long time ago  I often sit and remember those days when I was home with my 

mother and father. When I think about them and I feel bad that I never had the chance to go back to see them. I don’t 

know if they are alright or where my brother is, He is 3 years younger than me., Rose told me you can’t find where 

your famly and tribe went.:”. . 

 

Rose left the kitchen carrying 3 mugs of hot tea. When Lily saw her, she held the screen door open for her.. She 

handed one cup to David and the other cup to Cree. because she always served David first.because  she didn’t care 

what anyone thought, As far as she was concerned, David came first, because he was more important to her than any 

company.She was delighted to see David was enjoying Cree’s company, when she.sat down, he was telling him one 

story after the other about when he was a boy how they lived with Indians that he forgot she was sitting there.. 

 

The weeks went by and Cree would drop off different plants to Rose and tell her to hang them upside down to dry.  

Then one day he brought a different  plant to show her. “This is what I use to make my bread with.”  Rose looked at it, 

and smelled it , ”I don’t want it. I use sour dough to make my bread just like my mother did,, but I appreciate your 

bringing it to me, but you take it back and you use it.” 

  

He chuckled , “Sour dough? That is what they used in the army! Yes, but this is better for you.”  

 

Rose laughed, “No, I don’t want it. Why don’t you should try some of my sour dough bread ?”  

 

He shook his head, “ No, but thank you!.”  

 

Rose made a face, “Now I know why you never want any of my bread. You make your own.” He laughed because he 

always enjoyed Rose  because she was so honest in whatever she had to say.. When she came out with the tea,  he told 

her, “I want you to know I appreciate that I can come here, and have a cup of tea with you and your husband.  Do you 

remember what you asked me, the first time I was here for tea? You said, “Aren’t you lonely being in that tepee all 

alone?” Funny, I wasn’t then, but lately, I find I look foreward  to coming here and sit awhile. We have a cup of your 

green tea and we talk.”. Rose smiled and was very flattered to hear Cree say that.  

 

In the wintertime there was always a couple of feet of snow on the ground, because it nevr melted. Rose rarely saw 

Cree, unless he was out chopping wood, or needed a pail of water down at the creek. As long as she saw smoke 

coming from his teepee, she figured he was alright.  

 

If she didn’t see him,  she would worry. becaus he was in his ninties and and he was there all alone.  She would send 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          661 

 

Myrtle up to see if he was still alive.and he would pretend he was ‘insulted’. He’d tell Myrtle, with a big smile, “So, 

your mother thinks I am too old to take care of myself? Well, you go back and tell her I don’t need no woman looking 

after me.” Then he’d pat her on the head and say, “And you be sure to tell her  that I said,  thank you for the way she 

worries about me.”  

 

One morning, in early March, Rose was sitting on the back porch with her red wool shawl pulled around herself and 

there was the smell of spring in the airl She noticed all the trees were beginning to turn green and were about sprout 

any day. She sat up and listened, when she thought she heard the leaves crunching in the woods.  It made her nervous 

sitting there because it was the time of the year, the bears finished hibernating and came out of theier winter dens, and 

were hungry and looking for something to eat. She stood up to look, and saw it was Cree coming up the path. He 

hadn’t been over for a while because it was too cold. He asked, “How is everyone?”  as he came up on the porch.. .. . 

 

Rose smiled and assured him, “Oh! We’ve been fine,” Patting the seat of the chair next to her, she asked, “And, what 

about you? You look good. Haven’t seen much of you all winter. Sit here and I’ll get us some tea.” She opened the 

screen door and the back door and tripped over Lily. And she yelled at her for playing with the cat in back of the door. 

Lily saw Cree, and she scooped up the cat and ran in the parlor. Rose was fixing the tea and she told Lily “There’s no 

reason for you to be afraid of Cree.” It didn’t’ matter, she was still afraid of him. Rose brought the tea out, and they 

drank it and Cree never stayed long. He had his tea and would leave, unless he had anoher story to tell about the war. 

. 

Leaning over she reminded him “Last fall you were telling  me about all those wounded soldiers in the war, I couldn’t 

stop thinking about them. How they must have suffered. How did you know what to do to help them? I know you said 

you used the plants that gro win the woods and along the creek. You had to boil them until they became a think syrup, 

and you soaked the towels in it and kept putting it on their wounds, but how did you  know how to do that? Who 

taught you it would get rid of infection?  I always  see you picking them.and I figured you probably cooked and ate 

them, ’ She. laughed, “I knew you didn’t put them in a vase and put them on your table.’ 

 

Cree got comfortable in the old wooden chair and told her ,  “No, I don’t eat those plants. They would taste terrible. I 

told you before, I am a Medicine Man. For years I took care of my tribe before the war. What I know has been handed 

down for thousands of years, from one Medicine Man to the next.. And no, I don’t have a table to set them plants 

on,.Rose, .I live in a tepee?.” Still laughing he asked, “Would you mind if I smoked my pipe, while I sit here?”  

 

Rose told him, “Go ahead.  I love the smell of pipe tobacco, my father always smoked a pipe.”  

 

Sticking the pipe in a leather pouch, Cree filled it with tobacco and tamped it down with his thumb.then lit it with a 

long wooden match. Rose wached how he crushed the end of it between his fingers and he told her. “Old habit, but 

good one, to make sure the match is out before you throw it away.”   

 

 Rose reached down in her apron pocket and took out a white cloth bag of tobacco, and the white cigarette papers. She 

held the cigarette paper between her fingers and filled it with tobacco. Cree watched her lick the ends of paper to seal 

it, and  she twisted the ends and stuck it in her mouth, and his eyes wer going bck and forth watching her, and  with 

one long sweep of the wooden match she lit it. When she blew the smoke up in the air,seeing the curious look on 

Cree’s face, she  told him,, “Just so you  know, I would never smoke behind David’s back. He knows I smoke, even 

though he doesn’t approve of it, that is why I only smoke when he’s not home.” 

 

He had a good laugh, “I have seen a lot of men roll their own cigarettes, but never a woman.” “You have a good  

husband, Rose. He likes peace and harmony is why he never says anything about his wife smoking..”. He got up to 

leave and touched the bowl of  hispipe to see if it was still hot, before he knocked the ashes over the railing. He 

thanked Rose again for the tea. and she watched him go down the path and hop over the stones in the creek and go up 
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to his  tepee.  

 

One summer day Cree came by and asked Rose through the screen door. :”If it is alright, if I pick a couple of apples?” 

Rose came to the door, wiping the flour off her hands. “I told you before you don’t’ have to ask. Pick as many as you 

want. Then come up and have a cup of tea.”   

 

Rose brought the tea out, and when he sat down Cree noticed Lily peeking out at him again and disappear.. He put the 

apples on the floor beside him. and didn’t hesitate to ask her,  Rose,. “What happened to Lily and Aaron that they can’t 

talk? Have they been like that since birth?’  

 

Rose groaned. “No, that happened a couple of years ago when we lived in Hornell, New York. We had this old doctor 

that came around twice a year, and he retired and sent this young doctor.to take his place. He.came by on his horse and 

was concerned about my high blood pressure, and gave me my usual bottle of white powder for my headaches. He 

looked at the children and said they were fine. As he was leaving  I went to give him his 50 cents, as he asked if he 

could stay 2 nights with 3 meals included, and some hay and water for his horse, and in exchange, he would take out 

all the children’s tonsils. 

 

 David said he could stay. The next day he lined the children up, gave them some ether on a cloth andtook out their 

tonsils,  Leo, Ervin and Myrtle were  fine,  but.Lily and Aaron couldn’t talk, all they can do was grunt. They were fine 

until he took their tonsils out.and they never could talk again.and they wouldn’t let them back in school, so they have 

to stay home with us..”    

 
Cree moaned and  showed great compassion, “What a terrible thing not to be able to talk.the rest of their lives.  Shaking his head, he let out a 

long sigh.  I guess you know, I don’t talk to people so if  I am boring you, talking about what happened in the war, tell me. Rose smiled and let 

him know she was interested in hearing them, because her father used to tell them similar stories. . 
 

“Well, gettomg bacl tp 1General Grant, he  appreciated what I done for his men, because I saved most of them from a 

horrible death and he praised me before his men, because the officers and other men did not believe I could help those 

men that were dying,until they saw it with their own eyes.  I know tpeople around here look down on me, because to 

them, I ‘m just an old Indian. Hmmph ..little they know what I did for those men, because it could have been their 

father, a son or their husbands I saved. ”  

 

“The war wa over n 1865 and in 1869, that was four years after the war, when I heard General Grant had become 

president, I was to p;roud that I knew him and I served under him..But, when I came back here, and saw my family 

was gone/ I heard the government had sent them out west., but they werent’ sure where..That bothered me for a long 

time that no on erally cared.”  

 

Rose sorry for him that he had spent so many years trying to find his family and his tribe and never found them.. Then 

she told Cree,  “I’m sure you know, I am expecting another baby in 2 months  I  hope this baby will. When we first 

moved here from Hornell, I had two babies  and they both died of  pneumonia? Little Raymond was two weeks old 

and a year later, I had little Eva and she died when she was 9 months old, and we all loved that baby so much.”  

 

Cree eyes dimmed, “I am sorry to hear that. I did not know you had two babies that died recently..”. He sat back 

thinking. “I have children too. They might as well be dead.  I can’t find out what happened to them.  It’s been 40 years 

since I’ve seen them I still don’t know if the government put them on a train and sent them out west.  I find it strange 

no one was intereted in helping me find them. I don’t know if they are dead or alive and if I am the only one that is 

left?”   
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One afternoon Cree came over and told Rose, I want to show you the plants you should know, so you can dry and keep 

them in the house, in case one of your children get sick. But, you cannot be greedy and pick all of them, you must 

leave about a third to come up the following year. It is important you do that,  do you understand why?’.  

 

Rose  nodded,. “I know.what you mean/ I save all the seeds from my flowers.and  plant them in the spring.”  Cree was 

pleased that Rose knew what he was talking about. . 

 

One day while they were having tea, Cree happen to mention to Rose, that he prays to ‘his’ gods every day for 

spiritual guidance.  

 

She sat back and asked him. “Why don’t you come to our church if you want to pray?”   

 

He laughed out loud.. “No, I don’t think so.  My gods and your gods, are very different, Rose.’.I am a Medicine Man, 

what makes you think I would go to a white man’s church to pray?  I  pray  to my gods no matter where I am.  I don’t 

need to go to a church to pray.”  

.  

                                            *            *           * 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

They were having another bad snowstorm. David woke up and lit the kerosent lamp and nudged.Rose it was time to 

get up  She moaned and tried to get up, and couldn’t. because she had a terrible paih in her lower back. David leaned 

over her, because it was not like her not to get up, and he asked her, “You alriight, Rose?” She let him think she was 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          664 

 

fine,  and.he finished getting dressed and went to the kitchen andheaed some water to shave.  

 

Rose sat on the edge of the bed, and knew something ws wrong with her, she didn’t like how she felt.  She was 7 

months pregnant, and was concerned  seeing how her ankles were swollen. but, that was common for women that were 

pregnant,, but, not for her, she never had that problem with anyh of her pregnacies.  She forced herself to get up, 

because she had to start making breakfast and get the children fed and send them off to school and David and Aaron 

had to go to work and finish the new stalls they were putting in the stable, up the road.. 

 

The wind was howling outside and Rose was shivering when she put her feet on the cold floor when she got another 

sharp pain, that hurt so much she  thought she was going to pass out. She  doubled over and tried to catch her breath, 

and the pain slowly subsided. Her back hurt too much when she tried and put her corset on, she decided not to 

becauseit hurt  to bend over and put her stockings on. and her feet were so swolletn she had to wear her slippers, 

because she couldn’t’ get her feet in her shoes, and it was then she realized she was eginning to go into labor..   

 

She got dressed, and put on a heavy button up sweater over her wool dress  and went out to the kitchen.and was glad  

David had the fire going in the stove. He had finished shaving.and when he  kissed her, he told her he did not like how 

she looked.. “ Sit down Rose,. I can see you don’t feel well,  Lily can fix breakfast for us this morning,”  

 

Not wanting David  to know how bad she felt, she let on she was fine because she knew he had promised their 

neighbor he would finish the horse stalls, so he could puthis horses where they belonged.  David picked up the white 

enamel basin,and fast threw the shaving water out on the snow, but.he did not think Rose was alright,  because she 

wasgrimcing too much. He sat at the table.and watched how long it took her to mix the sour dough pancakes, and 

wondered if he should leave, but he had promised the farmer, he would have it finished in a few days...   

 

Rose avoided looking at him, and held on to the edge of the table to get around, while the pains in her back were 

getting closer. She had to sit down andcouldn’t wait for David and Aaron to leave, because, the pain was so severe at 

times but andthen it would subside. She handed .Lily the big blue and white dotted enamel coffee pot to fill with well 

water, and she put in several scoops of coffee in and set it on the stove to boil.. 

 

She avoided looking at David, who was watching her every move but she  had finished making a platter of pancakes 

and they were sitting in the warming over, while she spooned some lard into the iron frying pan and watied for it 

sizzled, and dumped the sliced  cold potatoes in,  left over from supper and all she watned to do was go to her bed. 

Taking a deep breath she cracked  a dozen of eggs into a bowl and slid them into the other hot fring pan with couple of 

spoons of lard  and she them bubble. But she could not  remember ever feeling like that,  as many times as she had 

been pregnant.  Lily to put the p;latter of eggs and potatoes on the table. 

 David  had no idea she was going into early labor, she reallywanted that baby, because she. remembered two years 

ago, how it broke her heart when little Raymond died, and last year little Eva died,and they were not  premature, they 

were both full term babies. She gasped and took a deep breath when she got another sharp pain and was hoping against 

hope they were just false labor pains, because  Dr. Brown had stopped by yesterday and he said she was doing fine.”  

 

David go tup when he saw Rose’s face, and he went over to her, “Rose , you are not alright let Lily do whatever you 

were doing, and you go back to bed and stay there?”  

 

She shook her head,  “It’s one of those bad backaches I get every now and then, I’ll be alright.” 

 

David scratched his head ,and sat down at the table and hearing the racket Myrtle, Ervin and Leo were making coming 

downstairs, he got up and scolded them,  ”Your Ma don’t feel well this morning, so try and be quiet, she’s got one of 

those bad backaches she gets now and then  ..”  
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Lily put the platter of steaming hot pancakes on the table and then the fried  potatoes and eggs, never taking her eyes 

off her mother.  David had her sit down and he poured the coffee in the mugs , because he was afraid to let Lily do it. 

When David sat down, the children were waiting for jo, to say ’grace’ and they had their heads bowed, and he thanked 

to the good Lord for the food they had on the table, and, the boys were anxiously waiting for thim to say ‘Amen’, so 

they could dig in and  stick their forks into the pile of hot pancakes. They lathered them the soft butter in the crock, 

and took the jug of maple syrup and poured it over each one, and took some eggs and fried potatoes. When they 

finished them, the had a couple more pancakes wondering why their father was so quiet. . 

  

David was alarmed when he saw Rose’s feet and he asked her.. “Why are your feet swollen like that? ” Rose shrugged 

and told the children to bundle up and be sire to wear their scarves and mittens. They waved and left  and as soon as 

they were outside they started throwing snow balls at one another laughing and fooling around, not realizing their 

mother didn’t’ feel a bit well, David  kept his eye on Rose when he handed Aaron his scarf and hat and he buttoned u 

his coat, he checked he had on his snow boot. . Leaving when he  leaned down to kiss Rose, he left saying, , “You go 

back to bed  and if you need me, send Lily up to get me. We’re at Sam ’s house .His wife knows Lily and she’ll  know 

why she’s there. We’re almost finished working on the last stall and we’ll be home soon..” David ushered Aaron out 

the door and closed it quick to keep the cold air out. It was snowing out.so they cold hardly see as .they made their 

way up the road and was glad to get in the barn.. 

 

Rose sighed and was relieved everyone was gone and she went back to bed.and got under the warm quilts. The 

bedroom was cold and she was shivering because she was so cold, and the only source of heat they had came form the 

wood stove in the kitchen, and the parlor stove that was off her bedroom.. She noticed before David left he had Aaron 

make sure there was plenty of wood  in both stoves and that the  wood bin was full because Lily knew how to throw 

the wood  in the stoves....but working is all she knew, she  knew no other life than being home with her mother, day 

after day, year after year, heling with the cleaning, washing and iroing and doing the dishes. Since her mother was in 

bed, Lily heated the dishpan with water in it on the stove so she could wash the dishes and put them back on the table 

for the next meal. 

Then  she stayed in the parlor next to the warm stove and played with the cat on the rug. 

Rose was in her bed  worrying why her feet were so swollen and she hadbags of water under her eyes that weren’t 

there yesterday?  Being she was the town’s mid-wife, she had delivered a lot of babies and she had deliever all herown 

babies herself, so she knew she was in premature labor.and would  probably lose this baby too. 

 

Rose started to cry quietly because she wanted this baby, but she wasn’t due for another 2 months, and the contractions 

were getting stronger and closer.and she doubled over in  pain again  tried to catch her breath and waited for the next 

one. she wondered if she should send Lily to go get David? Then she decided, it would be better if Lily got Mildered, 

her next door,if she needed help. Rose had gone as far as the 3rd grade when her mother died, and she really didn’t 

know how to read or write, but she could  count to 12.  

 

Hearing the clock in the clock on the  kitchen shelf,  chime 10 times, she knew meant she had been in labor 4 hours 

and the contractions were coming closer and closer that she knew the baby would be coming soon..  

 

Just then, Lily walked in with a cup of hot tea for her mother, and she was having another contraction. and she yelled 

at her, “Get out!! Didn’t I tell  you not to come in here until I call you?” Lily turned around and ran out with the tea.  

She hid behind the calico curtain infront of her mother’s bedrrom door, since they didn’t have doors on anyof the 

rooms, and she stayed there so she could  look in. The next contraction caused Rose to scream so loud, it scared 

Lily.She was watching her mother, and she didn’t  know what was wrong with her mother that she was screaming so 

much..  
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Rose had delivered all her babies and she had become the town’s mid-wife, and helped deliver  the babies for most of 

the women in town and they depended on her.when they went into labor. Rose could not remember ever having so 

much pain when she was in labor, and it was then she notifed Lily standing in the doorway watfhng her and  bawling. 

Rose finally gave in and told Lily to go get her father, and when she told her to go to the house with the yellow 

shutters up the road, it only confused Lily. She kept shaking her head, letting her mother know she  didn’t know where 

the house was and Rose yelled at her, “Put your coat on and go get your father like I told you to, he’s up the road.at the 

house with the yellow shutters, he told them you might come, and hey will get yout father for you.”.    

 

Hearing a knock at the front door, Rose warned Lily, ”Whateer you do, don’t let anyone in.” It was Mildred.and  she 

let herself in,  She stamped her feet on ah old  rug by the front door to get all the snow off her boots and she saw Lily 

was frantically waving her hands up and down and pointing to her mother’s room. Mildred  ran in.and found Rose 

doubled over in pain. She cried out, ”Good Lord, Rose, are you in labor, but you’re not due for a couple of months.?. 

I’m going to get Dr. Brown..”     

 

Rose begged her, “Don’t. H e was here yesterday. I don’t’need hi because I am going in labor.”   

 

Mildred looked at Rose. “Are you sure? I think what you need is a good shot of whiskey, It’ll relax your back 

muscles!”  

 

Rose shook her head,,”No, but thank you. I don’t want any whiskey, at least not now.. ”  

 

Rose was grimacing in pain, and Mildred told.her, ”Are you sure those pains are because you are in labor? Maybe you 

ate some bad food?” 

  

Rose sighned, “I know what labor pains are.. it’ll be several hours before I deliver..”.  

“   

Mildred looked at her. “You ought to know.since you are a mid-wife. I never had a baby.so I wouldn’t know.  I 

stopped in to say I’m going to town with Frank, in all this snow..He wants to get a few things. Since you say it’s going 

to take a few hours, When we get back, I’ll stop in to see how you re doing..”  

 

Rose was relieved when Mildred left.because did not want her there when she delivered.the baby. She felt so miserale, 

she closed her eyes and  must have fallen asleep for a few minutes.becaue the next thing she knew, Mildred was back 

from town and knocking at the door. She let herself in.and waved to Lily, sitting at the table looking through an old 

Sears catalog. She went in to see how Rose.was doing. and hen she looked in, she thought she was sleeping, so she 

didn’t disturb her. As she was leaving she asked Lily, “Is your mother alright?” Lily shrugged, that she didn’t 

know.but Rose only pretended to be asleep and she heard Mildred tell Lily, I’ll come back later in case your mother 

needs me.”    

 

Rose had another contraction and they were coming cloer and closer.and when  screamed real loud  Lily ran in to see 

her mother, when she heard her mother was screaming and stood at the end of the bed,  sobbing and wringing her 

hands not knowing what to do for her mother.. Rose yelled at her, ‘Didn’t I tell you not to come in here now. Stay in 

the kitchen until this is over!”. 

 

Lily turned and left the room, but stayed in the parlor, so she could  peek through the calico curtains to see what was 

going on. She covered her ears.and when her mother screamed really loud, and then her  eyes got real big  when she 

saw a tiny little baby appear. She let go the curtain and ran in the kitchen trying to figure out where the little baby 

came from.  
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Exhausted, Rose reached over in the sewing basket by her bed and got the scissors and cut the umbilical cord, and held 

the tiny baby boy in her arms. She could see he was gasping for it’s eery  breath, and she got up and held him by his 

feet and slapped him on the backside a few times, but he didn’t cry. and  she did it again, and he still didn’t cry. She 

wrapped him in one of her flannel night gowns and cradled him in her arms, and he began to turn blue on her, and kept 

trying to breathe and she burst out crying and hugged him to her bosom when he died in her arms.  

 

She wept and held him, because she had looked forward to having this baby, after losing 2 babies in 2 years. But he 

was two months premature and so tiny, she realixed he never had a chance. She sat there holding him in her arms, and 

the tears ran down her face sje was sp disappomted.. 

 

Lily ran out of the house and across the road covered with snow without her coat on and banged on Mildred’s door. 

Mildred opened it and saw Lily standing there with no coat on, she knew something happened to Rose, .she grabbed 

her coat and told her husband where she was going. Putting her coat on, she ran back with Lily and saw Myrtle and the 

boys were coming home from school. They went in the house with her. and took off their boots on the rug,, Mildred 

hurried in to see Rose. She. was shocked to see Rose holding the lifeless little baby in her arms, sobbing. . 

 The boys wanted to go in and see the little baby and Rose told Mildred , “No, I don’t’ want them in here.” They 

backed out and stayed in the parlor, but they were all the more curious to know what was going on.and  heard Mildred 

cry out,  “Oh! God  Rose, you mean you went into labor, and you had the baby and it died?. You wouldn’t be in all 

this trouble if you had listened to me, when I wanted to go get Dr. Brown. Now look at the mess you’re in.”then she 

appologaized for hollering at her, it was tht she was just so upset seeing what happened to her..  

 

Leo poked his head in and told Mildred, “I’m going to get Pa. ” He put his coat and boots back on and made his way 

up the road through the snow, and told his father what happened. David and Leo hurried home. and when David saw 

Rose holding the lifeless baby and sobbing, he got  all choked up and kissed her. He  took the baby from her and saw 

how tiny it was, and  Mildred got all choked up when she saw David holding the lifeless baby. She took it and 

wrapped it in a small blanket she found in the drawer.while.David leaned over hugged Rose to him and quietly told 

her, “I’l gol make a coffin for him and I will bury him with our other babies.”  

 

Mildred asked the children to stay in the kitchen, and she pulled the curtains over the Rose’s bedroom door, because 

she didn’t want them looking in while she was washing and putting a clean nightbown on her. When Myrtle offered to 

help, at first she said no, that she thought about it and knew she was 12 years old, that she was old enough to 

understand what was going on, and she could use her help..  

 

Mildred got Rose out of bed, and  had her sit on the chair, while she changed the bed. and told Myrtle, “Go out on the 

back porch, and bring in some of those old newspapers so we can cover the mattress, and find me some clean sheets. 

Mildred went in the kitchen and poured some hot water from the tea kettle into the enamel pan and added some cold 

water so she could wash Rose  before she let her  back in the clean bed  After she dried her off, she slipped a clean 

flannel night gown over her head. and had her lay down and  pulled the quilts up over her.because she could see she 

was exhausted. Rose touched her hand and thanked her for her help and sighed, “I don’t know why I’m so weak. I’m 

always up and around the same day I have my babies.  I’ll rest awhile. then I have to get up and start supper.’. 

 

Mildred patted her hand.  “No. You are not doing any such thing. You stay right where you are. The girls can manage 

without  you. Maybe tomorrow, you will feel better and you can get up.”  While Mildred was  talking to Rose. she saw 

she fell asleep, and she was glad.  She was leaving and she waved to David telling him, “Rose is asleep now. I think 

she will be fine. ’ll come back later tonight, but if you need me, send Lily over to get me..”  

 

After supper, Mildred lit the kerosene lantern and ran across the road, to see how Rose was doing. She knocked and 

walked in, like she always did   David was coming from Rose’s room and she asked, “How is Rose doing?”  He told 
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her ‘I just looked in on her and she’s fine, she’s still sleeping.” Mildred went in, but Rose was not sleeping she was 

awake. She looked at Mildred and told her she felt terrible, but not to let David know. The keorsene lamp on the night 

table was turned down low.and she could see Rose’s face was flushed.so s1he felt her forehead. Mildred got all excited 

and told her,  “You are burning up with afever, Rose. Good Lord,, you are a mid wife, you  know.how many women 

die from an infection, after they give birth. Why even I know that.” Rose didn’t answer her   

 

Mildred stammered, “I wish I could stay but I can’t. We just picked up mycouusins at the train station in Towanda, 

they just came from New York City  to stay a few days, and then they’re taking the train to Elmira to see my sister.. 

Why don’t you let me mix some of that headache powder you have, it might bring your fever down.” Rose shook her 

head and.Mildred sighed, .”Well, like I said, I can’t stay, but Ill be back in the morning to see how you’re doing.”  . 

 

The next morning, it was still dark out whenDaivd lit the keorsen lamp to get up. He saw the windows were frosted 

over, when he got dressed and  put on his high top shoes.. Knowing Rose had a fever  he decided to let her sleep and 

he went in the kitchen and lit the kerosent lamps and ut some wood in the stove, to warm the kitchen and he 

shaved..He was worried about Rose and he went back and gently shook her to ask her, if she feltl like getting up? She 

groaned, “No .I don’t.feel a bit good this morning, David,  Lily will have to make breakfast..    

 

David stodd there and  didn’t know what to think because Rose was never sick. He  told her, “Don’t worry, Lily is up 

and in the kitchen trying to make pancakes and has the potatoes and eggs cooking..” Rose managed to mumble, “I’m 

glad, but I don’t know why,I feel so tired.”  

 

David patted her foot and went back to the kitchen. He laughed when he saw Lily put in a spoonful of  coffee in the 

big coffee pot  and fill it with water. He took it and showed her how many scoops of coffee her mother used, and he 

put it on the stove to let it boil, then pushed it to the back before it boiled over. When it settled, he filled the mugs lined 

up on the table with the hot coffee and sat down... 

 

When he heard Myrtle and the boys coming downstairslaughing and giggling he warned them to be quiet that their 

mother didn’t feel good.. They sat down at the table and looked around because  it ws the first time their mother was’t 

there.They bowed their heads and waited for their father to say ‘grace’.and he said an extra prayer for Rose,.because 

he was so worried about her and he assured Myrtle and the boys,  she was going to be fine. They ate and Leo, Ervin 

and Myrtle left for school. When David went in to kiss Rose, ‘goo-bye’, he  wondered if she was going to be alright, 

she still felt awfully hot. But he had to go finish the new stalls he was working on, and was sure when he came home 

for dinner, Rose would be up and around as usual fixing dinner. 

 

Even though her head felt hot, he didn’t think too much about it, and wrapped the warm grey crocheted scarf Rose 

made for him, around his neck and pulled his wool hat downover his ears. Aaron was ready and waiting and they 

left.and walked up the road through the deep snow and went in the stable that was under the barn. He promised the old 

farmer, it would be finished by noon and he was. He helped him to put the horses in their new clean stalls, where they 

belonged. David  was glad to finished and he was so busy, he never thought about what was going on at home with 

Rose...  

 

 Mildred finished making breakfast for her company and  pushed the curtain aside seeing David leave with Aarom, 

She was concerned about Rose having a fever, and beomg she was there alone with Lily that. she excused herself and 

explained to her cousins, she had to check on a sick friend. She put her coat on and ran across the road . She knocked 

on the door before she walked in, and stamped the snow off her boots onto the old rug Rose kept by the door and said 

‘hello’ to Lily. She went in to see Rose.and asked her how she felt. and when she saw how red her face was, she put 

her hand on her forehead and shrieked,  “Good God, you are burning up with a fever. Rose,  it’s worse than it was 

yesterday. I don’t care what you say I.m going to get Dr. Brown, whether you like it orr not...”  
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Rose lied to her, “No don’t. It’s normal to have a fever after giving birth. Don’t worry, I’ll be alright!”    

 

Mildred told her, “Are you sure? Well, I guess,you ought to know,  but it doesn’t seem right to me. I have to leave. in 

all this snow, to take my cousins to the train station, like I told you, they’re going to go to Elmira.. I was going to go to 

the station with them,  but  I don’t know whether I should, seeing how you have this high fever. Does Dr. Brown know 

you had the baby and it died?” 

  

Rose said, “No.  I’ve no way of letting him know.  Go take your company to the train,, I’ll be alright.” 

 

Mildred sighed, “Well, as long as you say it’s normal .While we’re in town, I have a few errands to do but when I get 

back,  I’ll stop in to see how you’re doing. I don’t like that you have that fever.”  

 

That afternoon, when Mildred got back, it was snowing out so bad,  they could hardly see the road.. While her husband 

Frank put the horses in the barn, Mildred ran over to see how Rose was. She let herself in and saw Lily was by the 

parlor stove, looking at an old Sears catalog.and she waved and went in Rose’s room. She was glad to see Myrtle was 

with her.and she told Mildred that her mother was sleeping. Mildred f\elt her forehead, and was shocked to find, she 

was burning up with such a high fever that she panicked.. She shook Rose and when she didn’t respond, she realized 

Rose wasn’t sleeping, she had probably slipped into a coma.  

 

Mildred knew something had to be done and done fast. She breathlessly told Myrtle,,  “We got to get your mother to 

the hospital right now.. Oh …God! Why didn’t she let me get Dr. Brown, when I wanted to. She could die, she is so 

sick.” . 

 

Leo was sitting at the kitchen table doing his homework, and Mildred told him, “Put your hat and coat on and go get 

your fatherr.Tell him we have to take your mother to the hospital now, not later. She has slipped into a coma and she 

could die.I will get my husband to hitch up the horses and we’ll be ready when he gets here..” Leo looked at her 

confused while he buttoned his coat and left, he ran up the road. and told his father what Mildred said..Hearing what 

Leo said, the farmer had them get in his wagon and he took them home..David thanked him.and went in the house, and 

asked Mildred,“How could Rose be in a coma? She didn’t feel good this morning when I left,  she seemed to be alright 

..”  

 

Mildred shook her head and left to get her husband Frank.and told him, “ We have to take Rose to the hospital, she has 

slipped into a coma and she is burning up with a high fever. “ Frank pulled in the driveway.and went in and helped 

David carry Rose out on a sheet, Mildred had doubled in half and they got her up in the open wagon andlaid her down 

on the quilts Mildred  put there.and she never moved.  Mildred covered her with another quilt and sat beside her and 

held her hand. Seeing the children standing in the doorway watching them, she knew they were wondering why they 

were taking their mother to the hospital? Mildred told them, “Your mother is very sick. I just hope we can get her to 

the hosptial on time.”   

 

The horses took off down the snow covered road and when they crossed the Towada bridge, Frank was worried he 

would get Rose to the hospital on time, that he snapped the reins on the backs of the horses telling them to go faster, 

but wtith so much snow on the road it was taking longer than usual. David just sat there not saying a word, and was 

breathing in and out not qite believing what was happening. When.hey finally pulled into the hospital they carried 

Rose inside on the sheet. and the doctor told them, “Put her up on the table so I can examine her”.He looked her over 

and asked David, “Why are you bringing her here now for? Can’t you see she is dying! It’s too late..We can’t help her 

and you can’t leave her here,. Take her back home but. she’s not going to make it home..” 
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When David heard that, he covered his face with his hands and sat down on anearby chair.and took out his red printed 

hankerchief and wiped his eyes..  Frani put his hand on his shoulder, and quietly told him “I’m so sorry David. But, 

we’re as shocked as you are. I’m afraid we have no choice, but take Rose bacl home.” They reluctantly carried Rose 

out to the wagon, and Mildred sat with her and sobbed and blamed herself for not getting Dr. Brown when she wanted 

to.   

 

When they got home, the children crowded around their mother while they carried her back to her room .  Mildred put 

her ear on her chest  to see if she was still breathing and was quite relieved to hear she was, for David’s sake. They put 

her in her bed, and she David sort of gasped and stepped back. He stared at Rose because he was afraid he was 

imagining it.and he told  Mildred, “I think Rose just opened her eyes. I mean … I think she did..”   

Mildred and Fred looked at one another, and told him,, “That happens sometimes,  just before someone dies, they open 

their eyes and look around. David, don’t’ torture yourself,  you know what the doctors in the hospital just  told you..” 

 

David sat in the parlor and dreaded the thought of having to tell the children their mother was going to die.,  He had 

them sit with him  so they could look in at their mother while he prepared them for their mother’s eventual death.  He 

did his best tto explain to them when she had the baby, the baby died and her body couldn’t fight the infection she got 

afterwards/’ But,.they didn’t understand a word he said.because  they wer too busy trying to look in at their mother, 

and waiting to see if she was going to open her eyes again. 

 

David told them, “I want you to go in your mother’s room, one at a time  and you kiss her ‘good-bye’, because the 

good Lord is going take her to heaven so she can be with little Eva and Raymond, and  with this last little baby too..”   

 

Leo and Ervin refused to go in and say ‘good-bye, They went out ing the kitchen.because they didn’t believe their 

mother was going to die, but  David made them come back and go in and see their mother.. They looked at her laying 

there with her eyes closed and they came ou  bawling and asking their father,.”Why does the Good Lord want Mamma 

for, doesn’t He know we need her here with us?”   

 

David had no answer to give them, and he sent Myrtle in next , She was bawling when she came out and then Aaron 

and Lily went in. They stood there looking at their mother and they were so confused they  left.and sat down in the 

parlor trying to figure out what was going on. ..  

 

David went in alone.and took Rose’s hand in his. It was more than he could bear and he wept uncontrollably and kept 

praying and asking  the good Lord, “Why does Rose have to die, when we love her and she means so much to us?”   

Mildred and Frank were sitting in the kitchen with the children listening to him praying, and they felt so bad for David. 

When he came out to get a cup of coffee, Mildred suggested, ”I think we took the children home with us, until this is 

over..”  

 

David was so choked up he could hardly speak but he managed to tell her,,“I would appreciate it if you did.  because I 

don’t want them to be here and have to see their mother die.” 

 

Mildred had them put their hats and coats on and they went out and she was holding the door open waiting for Myrtle 

to put her coat and hat on. She wouldn’t do it. She  refused to leave her mother. and Mildred raised her voice and 

scolded her , “You put your hat and coat on and do what you’re told., do you understand me?” 

 

Myrtle stood there and defiantly told her,..  “No… I’m staying here with my mother.” 

 

Mildred looked at David for help and he shrugged. He didn’t care what Myrtle did because he was so upset and didn’t 

care whether she stayed or went with Mildred. He went over to his chair and sat down, and held his head  in his hands 
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sobbing.  Mildred let out an annoyed sigh and closed the door and left.because she figured, it was not the time to argue 

with Myrtle, when her mother could never get her to do what she told anyhow. .  

 

Myrtle went in with her mother.and tried to talk to her, thinking maybe she would hear her. she was happy to see she 

opened her eyes and she looked at her..She kept her mumbling something but she couldn’t undertand what  she was 

trying to say, her voice was so weak. She put her ear close to her mouth and heard her say, “Go get me Cree, he has 

the plants that will help me,”  Myrtle stood there wondering, why would she want her to getr the Indian when she was 

so sick?.      

 

Then she remembered her mother telling her some of the stories Cree told her about and how he cured some soldiers 

with some of the  plants he had, when they were dying during the war. She didn’t knolw what to do, seeing how upset 

her father was, but after she thought about it ,she decided she had better. David wrinkled his brow and let out a long 

tired sigh, “Oh don’t pay no mind to what your mother says, she has a fever and she is what they call delirious.”  

 

He sat up in the chair and  got very annoyed and warned Myrtle, when he saw her putting her hat and coat on,. “Now 

don’t you go bothering that old Indian, and tell him what your mother said. because he can’t cure her with those weeds 

of his. I don’t know what makes him think he can cure people with them things. Why.your mother is in there dying. 

and there’s nothing anyone can do to help her now, not even  the doctors at the hospital could help her.  If  the good 

Lord wants to take her,  I can’t stop Him. I learned a long time ago, we have to accept what the good Lord wants to do, 

because that’s the way it is.it doesn’t matter what we want..”  

 

Myrtle stood there not knowing what to do. She looked at her father and turned around and  opened  the door, and.she 

was gone.. Dave was very hurt to.think Myrtle disobeyed him, she had never done that before.. He got up and stood at 

the kitchen window and watched her go down the snow covered  path and step carefully on  the ice covered rocks in 

the creek, and make her way up the path to Cree’s tepee, in all that snow. he kept shaking his head.when he saw Cree.  

He saw him standing outside his tepee waiting for Myrtle to get there David  kept saying over and over, “It’s too 

late…no one can help her now  .It’s too late.’ Sobbing he sat back down.”  

    

Cree was standing by his tepee in the snow, smoking his pipe waiting for Myrtle to get there, watching .her climbing 

up the hill in all the snow.  He  knew something must have happened at home, or she woudlnt’ be out in weather like 

that. . Seeing the worried look on her face, Cree took Myrtle’s hand and brought her in the warm tepee and had her 

stand in front of the  warm fire buring  in the middle. He had her sit down on a blanket and quietly asked, . “I see you 

are crying so that means something is very wrong at home?”.  

 

Myrtle told him,.“The day before yesterday, my mother had a baby too early and it died. Mildred said my mother i in a 

coma now because she had the baby. Her husband took my mother to the hospital because she had a high fever..and 

they told my father, to take her home, thatshe was dying, that it was too late for them to help her.and my father brought 

her home. She just lays there with her eyes closed. I was standing beside her, and she opened her eyes and whispered 

to”Go get Cree, he will help me and she closed her eyes and didn’t open them again..”  

 

Cree sighed and told her to go on, “My father got all upset when I told him what my mother said.  He told me I was 

not to bother you, because he had accepted that the Good Lord was going to take her, but my mother wanted me to get 

you.”  

Cree  told her, “What happened she is so sick?  She was alright when I saw her a couple of days ago. We had come tea 

and I gave her a bundle of my plants.” Myrtle just shrugged. 

 

Cree took a deep breath. “I am sorry your father is upset you came to get me. I am sure he is not himself  because he 

loves your mother and he knows she is very sick. I will try to help her, but if I knew she was sick hyesterday, I could 
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have helped her. But now, I don’t know because your mother is in serious trouble. Once they reach the point of no 

return, that is not good. but,  she is very strong.” Holding his pipe in his hand  he asked, “And the little baby, where is 

it now?” 

 

Myrtle looked away,  “My father made a little coffin for him.,.and our minister went with him and they buried the 

baby in the church cemetery with little Raymond and little Eva” .Cree nodded and tapped the ashes from the pipe into 

the fire. He gathered what he needed in a large worn leather pouch. And he picking up his drum, and ushered Myrtle 

out of the tepee. Whey went down the snow covered path and he noticed . Myrtle kept eyeing the drum. He knew it 

bothered her that he was briought it and.they made their way across the icy rocks nd she sliped a few tmes,  and she  he 

grabbed her elbow and prevented her from falling. Going up to the steps of  back porch, Cree told Myrtle,“I know you 

are  wondering why  I brought my drum?  It is not to make idle music. I use my drum when I  pray. and call on the 

spirits.” Myrtle just looked at him but she had no idea what he meant, he used it to  talk to his spirits,  she did knew it 

was  not right he would  play his drum, when her mother was so sick and nothing more was said..    

 

They walked in the back door and shook the snow off themselves onto an old rug by the door, and David got up. He 

shook Cree’s hand and thanked him for coming.and apologized to him that Myrtle disturbed him and let him know, .“I 

told her not to go bothering you and she did it anyhow.  I’m sorry she dragged you all the way down here in all this 

snow becasse there ‘s not a thing you or anyone else can do for Rose.because  no one can help her now” 

 

Cree politely nodded his head and asked “And where is the room your wife is in?”  

 

David suddenly realized Cree had never been in their house. They always sat outside on the back porch and had tea. 

He noticed Cree was looking around and asked :”Where are the children?”  

 

David pointed to Mildred’s house, “With my neighbor Mildred, she took them home with her.. It’s better they are not 

here. They don’t need to see their mother die..” 

  

Cree just sid, “Well, she is not dead yet David, there is still hope.” Then he asked Myrtle to take him to where her 

mother was. They walked in the parlor, and Myrtle pushed aside the long calico curtain in front of her mother’s 

bedroom so Cree could go in. David stayed with Myrtle in the parlor and they stood in the doorway, watching 

Cree..and Myrtle got scared when she saw the look on Cree’s face, when he put his hand on her mother’s forehead.he 

kept shaking his head back and forth, looking. at David.  He let out a long pitiful sigh, because he knew Rose was in a 

life and death situation.and bent over and  put his ear to her heart, and listened very carefully.  

 

He was disturbed by what he heard because it..Iwas not good. He went to David.and said quietly, “I told Myrtle, if you 

had come and got me yesterday I could have helped Rose.. The doctor in the hospital is right. She is dying.from the 

infection she got when she delivered the baby.  

That is what is causing her to have such a high fever. Look at her stomach, it is bloated because it is full of  poison. 

The only way I can save her, is  to bring all that infection to a head with hot poultices and  I will have to cut and 

release it., thenher chances to live will be better than what they are now, but, I want you to understand, it is the only 

way I can save your wife.”.     

 

David looked frightened when he told him,  “No, I am not gong to let you cut into Rose’s sstomach.. No,. you will do 

such a thing to her.I don’t’ want you to touch her.. Just let her be. You can’t save her, if  the doctors in the hospital 

couldn’t.help her. I keep praying  to the Good Lord not to let her die, but I don’t think he is listening to me, becaue she 

is dying. You know it and I know it., so just let her be and let die in peace..”  

 

Cree felt sorry for  David because he knew how much he loved Rose. What he could not understand was why he had 
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given up, when there was always hope and  accept his wife was going to die?.  He was not going to give him any false 

hopes,  but at least he was going to do everything in his power to save his good friend’s life, he wsn’t going to give up 

on her... 

 

The first thing he had to do was get the plants boiling  because it was going to take a couple of hours before they were 

ready and he had  to make a big pot of herbal tea for her to drink afterewards, to heal her insides and giver her back her 

strength..  David sat down and crossed his legs,because  he was annjoyed at Cree for not listening to him and was 

wishing he would  go back to his tepee and leave Rose alone. Cree reminded him, “It was Rose’s  wish I try to help 

her.”  David  shook his head and told him, ‘”I know, then go ahead and dowhat you have to do. . 

 

Cree heard him  praying again, “Dear God in Heaven, Please let Rose live , I don’t want her to die. we love her and  

need her here with us.?.”  

 

He knew David would be lost without Rose.and he decided he was not going to let her know how weak her heart really 

was.  He was getting worried she might not be able to hold out long enough, so he could finish putting the hot politices 

on her stomach, because it had to be done ovr and over again and valuable time was going. 

 

It  bothered him to see David sitting there waiting for Rose to die. He had no faith in what he was trying to do for 

her..Seeing how David kept eyeing him, Creetold him. “ I would like to bring Rose out to the kitchen and put her on 

the table. so I can work on her. I can’t, if she is in her bed. I need. to see what I am doing. I am going to start putting 

the hot poultices on her stomach.and it has to be  over and over.  I know you don’t like to hear this, I  have to release 

that poison and to do that, I must  make a deep incision in her stomach but once that poison is out,  you will see how 

fast  Rose will get better. By tomorrow morning,, she will be sitting up in bed, and wanting Lily to make her a cup of 

tea.”  

 

David stood up.and was so angry.when he heard what Cree was intending to do to Rose, he was  breathing in and out, 

and he  raised his voice and yelled at Cree,”If she has to die, then let herdie the way God meant her to die  It’s not that 

I don’t appreciate your wanting to help her, but you can’t.. Not you or anyone else can. .She’s  in God’s hands now, 

not yours. Just go back to your tepee, and like I said before, let her be, just let her be..”.  

 

Cree pleaded with him, “Why are you denying your wife’s only chance  to live. Why are you  willing to let her die 

when I might be able to save her? This is not what she wanted.’  

 

David argued,. “You ask me why, because if the good Lord wants to take Rose. I can’t stop Him, but, I can stop you. 

When she asked for you to help her, she didn’t know you were going to cut her open, I am sure she thought you would 

cook some of those weeds and she would eat them.” 

 

The old Indian bowed his head and apologized to David for getting him upset.and let David know. “I did not say I was 

going to save your wife.. I said, I will try to save her with the plants I have. I will go now, but I would like you to think 

about what I said., if I use these plants she might live, and if I don’t she will die.”  David turned his face and  ignored 

him, and Cree put his hand on his shoulder, “I’m  sorry you feel this way, but a t least I know I did try to help my good 

friend Rose, like she asked me to and you are denying her that right....”   

 

Cree picked up his drum and leather pouch and Myrtle held the door open for him and he left. Walking down through 

the snow he was very disappointed David would not listen to him and let him try to help Rose  He started to make his 

way  across the flat rocks buried in snow that were sticking up out of the creek, and heard David calling to him...  

“Wait …Cree ..wait!   I ‘m sorry. Please come back..” 
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Cree was both happy and surprised.and he  turned around and went back. It was snowing heavily and David standing 

in the doorway waiting for him.and he apologized to Cree. “I’m sorry. I can’t go against Rose ‘s wishes. I couldn’t’ 

live with my self if  there was a chance she could live and I didn’t take it,  You know what you have to do. Go boil 

those plants, because if that is what Rose wanted.you to do, than do it..”  

 

Cree followed David inside. “I am very glad you changed your mind. I must starte right away, fut first have to go back 

and get what I need so I can work on Rose.” He didn’t tell David  he was going back to get a bottle of whiskey he had. 

He new he would have to eventually give someto knock her out, when the time came when he had to release the 

infection, because he was very much aware David didn’t allow any liquorin his house, becausre Rose had told him. 

What concerned him more was time was going, and he knew  Rose’s heart  was not going to last too much longer, she 

was so weak. but he kept hoping she was strong enough to make it until he fiished putting the hot poltice on her and 

work that oson out of her.. ...  

 

David stood at the kitchen window watching Cree go back to his tepee, and suddenly he was sorry he had agreed to let 

him try to help Rose, but he knew Cree was right that it was Rose’s wish he try to help her. 

 

But,  David felt what Cree was going to do, was morally wrong. It was not right. It was evil for any man to look at 

aother man’s wife’s naked body. He was going to cut into her.and.he wasn’t a doctor, he was an Indian,’. 

 

David was beside himself as to what he should do, and he started to pray again,. “Oh! Lord God,  forgive me for 

telling Cree he could do such a terrible thing..but, you heard Rose say, she wanted Cree to help her, But he is an 

Indian, A heathen and what he is going to do is wrong..”   

 

Being a man of his word, David could not tell Cree he had changed his mind again. When he sat down he realized the 

house was cold.and he checked the wood in in back of the stove and saw there was hardly any wood left. with Aaron 

not being there. He  put his hat and coat on and went outside and carried  in enough wood to fill the woodbin up and 

stuck a couple of pieces in the kitchen and parlor stoves.. 

 

 Cree came back with several bundles of the dried plants, and he sarted sorting them out and  looked for 2 big pots to 

cook them in. He filled them well water.and told David one pot was to boil the plants down to a  syrup and one was to 

make the herbal tea in that Rose has to drink. He set them on the stove to boil, and David walked away and never said 

a word and sat downk  id not want him to touch Rose, but he sat down and tried to remain calm, seeing how sure Cree 

was sure that  Rose would live...     

 

David kept checking on Rose and when he would see her flannel nightgown going up and down, he knew she was still 

alive and still breathing. He went back and slumped down in his chair by the window. He ran his calloused hands 

through his hair and started praying again, “Oh God  Please d\on’t let Rose die. I couldn’t’t live without her.” Cree 

saw how distraught he was and how kept wiping his eyes over and over, and he too hoped for his sake, that Rose 

would live. .  

 

Myrtle went ovrr and put her arm around her father.. “Pa, would you like a cup of tea?”  

 

He shook his head, then said, “Yes, I think I will and ask Cree if he wants some too.”  

 

Cree smiled and thanked Myrtle, “Yes, but later, after the plants begin to boil.” He sympathized with David but he 

sitting there with his face between his hands sobbing  and Rose did not die, she was still alive. He felt bad he had no 

faith in what he was doing and he stirred the plants and poked them down.. He smiled when he saw they were turning 

into a deep brown syrup.He looked over at David, and laid.the big wooden spoon across the top of the pot, and told  
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him, “The solution is ready and we need to pu your wife on the kitchen table, so I can begin..”  

 

David mumbled,“I wish you wouldn’t take Rose out of her warm bed and put her on the table?” 

 

Cree explained, She needs to be up high, so I can see what I am doing.”  David looked at the table,.“Well, she’s  not 

going to fit on that table, her legs are going tobe hanging off.  We have t leaves that go in the middle, somewhere  I’ll 

find them” Myrtle found them and they put the leaves in th emiddleso it would be long enough for Rose to lay down 

on it..   

 

David had Myrtle get  a couple of quilts, and some of  the newspapers on the porch/ They put the quilts down and put 

lots of newspaers on top of the quilts  and Myrtle covered them  with a clean sheets, and Myrtle watched her father and 

Cree carry her mother  between a sheet they folded in half and struggled to lift her up on the tabl..and Myrlte put a 

p;illow under her head,.  David walked away.and sat in his chair.and stared out the window, trying not to think about 

what Cree was going to do to Rose.Myrtle stood beside him.and he whispered, ”I don’t want to argue with Cree 

anymore,.but I’d like to know why your Ma thought Cree could save her, I wish he would take his things and go back 

to his tepee and let her die in peace..”  

 

The cat rubbed up against  Myrtle and she picked it up and sat in her mother’s comfortable  chair and curled her feet 

up under her and kept petting the cat while she watched.Cree. He put his ear on her mother’s chest and listened  to her 

heart.and he let out a long sigh, saying, “It is going to be a race against time, to keep  putting the hot towels on her 

swollen belly so the heat will go eep inside your mother.  It  bothered Cree.that David did not understand what he was 

going to do. But,. he also knew David had no way of knowingthat Indian women had the same problem as Rose and.he 

used the same p;lants  and did the same thing for them, and they all lived.   

 

Cree wa quick to notice Rose had opened her eyes.and was looking around, only to see her close them  He didn’t 

mention it to David because it would only upset him.He knw that often happened before someone died.and with her 

heart being so weak. hewondered if she was going to be able to hold out long enough, so he could finish putting the 

hot poultices on her belly and lance it, ye still might be able to save her..He did not tell David or he would only go to 

pieces because he was going to need him to hold the basin up against Rose, when he strted to release all that infection. 

He doubted David could , since he was not himself. But what was he going to do when he had no one else, except 

Myrtle. 

 

 He looked at her and thought, she would never stand there and hold that pan up against her mother, while he worked 

on her.and he felt relieved when se saw David get up go over and hold Rose’s hand in his and he was  praying again,  

“Oh! Lord, why can’t you let Rose stay with us a little while longer?.” Hearing her father praying, Myrtle went over to 

him and tried to comfort him, She sat on the arm of the chair so she could be with him.and  he moaned, “It is more 

than I can bear to sit here and wait for your mother to die.  I know  if the good Lord wants to take her, there is nothing 

I can do about  it? I have to accept it, but it just does’t seem fair she has to die. . ” 

David kissed Rose again.and he looked at Cree, “She is buring up with a fever, and  it sounds like she’s having a hard 

time to breathe?” He nodded to le thim know, he knew she was. David was convinced  her every breath was going be 

her last and pulled a kitchen  chair over so he could sit next to her and hold her hand. Cree glided noielessly across the 

wooden floor in his leather moccasins.and it reminded  David of  when he was a boy and they lived with the Indians, 

and how the Indian familes relied on their Medicine Man.and  believed in his magical powers. Being a very religious 

man, David knew God would forgive the poor heathens, because they didn’t know what they were doing. They didn’t 

have bibles and they never went to church. they didn’t  know it was the good  Lord  that was looking after them, not 

their ‘medicine man’. 

 

The old iron clock on the mantle bonged  9 times.and hearing it, David shivered  knowing with every tick of the clock,  
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Rose’s life was slipping away. He.leamed over and wept like he had never wept before and Cree went over to console 

him  and put his hand on his shoulder. “David, your wife is a very strong woman. She is fighting very hard to live, 

because she wants to live and be with you, and  she will.”  David gave him a look that let him know, he did not believe 

him, and slumped down deeper in the chair and watched the sun go down in the west  

 

Myrtle was sitting in her mother’s comfortable padded chair curlec up and she was very tired.  David looked at her and 

knew she loved her mother in her own way, even with all beatings Rose gave her, otherwise she wouldn’t be sitting in 

her mother’s chair and quiety crying .  

He told  Myrtle,  “Go eat something. There’s all that food  sitting out there that the neighbors  were good enough to 

drop off ,and no one is eating it.” Myrtle shook her head that she wasn’t hungry.. He told Cree the same thing, “Go eat 

somethin’ You’ve had nothing to eat since you’ve been here.” 

 

Cree smiled,  “Thank you, I will, but not right now, I must keep stirrmg the syrup,because it is almost ready. He 

reached into the woodbin and pushed in several pieces of wood  down into the red hot coals, and  slid the cover back 

on.. He wondered if David was going to help him, seeing how depressed he was sitting there not talking. But he was 

deep in thought, thinking about David waswhat would become of  the children? Who would take care of them?. He 

knew.Myrtle and the boys could take care of themselves, but not Lily and Aaron/. They would always need someone 

to look after them.  

 

Cree took one of the iron frying pans and put in on stove and asked David and Myrtle, “I am going to heat up some of 

these potatoes and vegetables would you like me to heat up some for you too?. David thanked him and let him know 

he did not feel like eating.and neither did Myrtle, Cree got a plate and stood in the kitchen and ate, and washed and 

dried the plate and  pan and put it back on the middle shelleft.  

 

He let David know,. “The syrup is ready and now I am going to start putting the hot poulties on Rose’s stomach. but 

first I must pray.” When David saw Cree pick up his drum, he looked at him  and was about to say something, when  

Cree started tapping on it and singing.. David was furious that he would do such a thing. He knew that iswhat Indians 

do, but he didn’t want hi to do it while his Rose was dying.  He saw the expression on Cree’s face change, and he told 

David,  ” I will now pray to my gods and call on them to enter into my spirit, and they will guide my hand, so I can 

save my good friend, Rose.” Cree started tapping the drum louder and louder and stood in the middle of room, looking 

up at the ceiling, chanting  age-old Indian songs ,David heard a long time ago.and he  did not like Cree doing those 

hethen things in his house. David thought he looked like he was in a trance when he started dancing in a circle, tapping 

his drum harder and harder with the flat of his hand, and calling on the spirits that he alone knew,  ‘telling them to 

enter his body now, while uttering strange mystical words to induce the spirits of his forefathers to enter into him. 

David stood there watching him and heard him say,  “The time has come for me to release the poisons, so it will save 

my good friend Rose from entering the valley of no return, so she can live and be with her husband and children and 

be well again...” 

 

When David was about to tell Cree, he didn’t want any more of that hoocus-pokus  in his house,  he saw Cree set his 

drum back down on the floor/  David breathed a sigh of relief that Cree  was finished with all that nonsense of 

his..Cree walked over to Rose and checked her heart again and. when he stood up he felt he hd to tell  David, “Rose is 

very weak and she fighting to, stay with us.”  

 

Myrtle got up and asked Cree in a very rude tone of voice. , “How come you keep saying my mother is not going to 

die when my father said, she is. He doesn’t believe you, and neither do I. ”  

 

Cree told her, “Your mother is not going to die, Myrtle.  This you must believe?”  
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Myrtle cried,“My father said you are wasting your time, because God is going to take my mother.”     

 

Old Cree ignored what Myrtle said and concentrated on getting the hot poultices on and off Rose’s stomach. He 

became ver serious and told Myrtle, ”The syrup is ready.and I willneed several clean towels to put in the solution. I 

need to put 3 on and 3 off, and keep doing it over and over and those hot towels, is going to bring all that infection 

together. Once it is released it,.you will see your mother is going to feel so much better..” Myrtle looked at her father 

and  she didn’t know what to think.  

 

 

Cree was stirring the dark syrup so it wouldn’t burn, and he turned around when he heard  Rose moaning. He hurried 

over to her and her eyes were open and she was  looking around, but she seemed confused. Cree told her, “Rose, you 

are in the kitchen, on the table.Your husband David and I carried you out here so I can help you, because I needed to 

see what I am doing.”   

 

Rose closed her eys and opened them again, and he asked her, “Do you remember asking Myrtle to go get me so I 

could help you?”  Rose looked at him and drifted off. David came running over and grabbed her hand and started 

pleading with her, “Rose open your eyes and keep them open”  She looked up  at David, and closed them and didn’t 

open them again   

 

David sat down.in his chair and let his head .go bacl/ He was so exhausted and fell asleep. Cree went over and  

reminded him, “David, you won’t forget you said you would help me when I was ready, just so you know,  I will be 

ready to start very soon..”  

 

He mumbled, “Uh huh.” He rubbed his eyes and sat up, and Cree went to his leather pouch and got the bottle of 

whiskey to give Rose some. When David saw it, he was horrified that  Cree would bring  a bottle of whiskey in his 

house.but  Cree had no intention of hiding it, because he told David, he was going to give Rose some whiskey to 

knock her out, and he was glad when he saw David’s head go back and he fell asleep again. The problem was,  he  

needed someone to hold the enamel pan when he cut into Rose and he thought about Mytrtle and decided she was 

much tooyoung to do that...   

 

He had to get the whiskey into Rose so she would be knocked her out, or he could not cut her, the pain would be 

unbearable. He had to somehow get her to open her eyes and be awake to swallow it. He to get her to drink the 

whiskey.so he patted her cheek and called her name and she responded. She opened her eyes and blinked. He lifted her 

head up with one hand, and held the jelly glass of whiskey to her lips  and told her, “Here, drink this Rose.” Little by 

little she kept tipping the glass until she finished it. then she groaned and opened her eyes. She stared at Cree, and. he 

patted her hand and told her,“Now you will sleep, a deep sleep. What I am going to do is going to be very painful. By 

tomorrow you will be sitting up and having tea with your husband..”    

  

Hearing his name, David woke up.and went to see what Cree was doing. and he saw seethe bottle of whiskey and the 

jelly glass, he realized he gave Rose the whiskey. He got angry and argued with Cree, “ You knew I did not want you 

to give Rose that whiskey and you still gave it to her.” .  

Cree remained calm and reminded him, “Didn’t I tell you before I started, I was going to give it to her,  .The whiskey  

knocked her out, or I could not  release the poison that is killing her, the pain would be too much,. I had to be sure, she 

was in a deep sleep before I started.. ”  

 

David walked away grumbling. “I’m sorry I ever agreed to let you do this.  I won’t help you. because  I feel what you 

are doing  is wrong. All Rpse wanted was for you to help her with those plants of yours,  not cut into her with a 

knife..”  
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Cree didn’t know what he was going to do, he had to release the infection get it out of her. and David refuses to help 

him,  

 

Cree looked at Myrtle sitting in the chair with a mad face, and he wondered if she would hold the basin for him. Being 

she was so young, she might  pass out when she saw somuch the blood coming from her mother. Time was goiing and 

he knew he had to ask for her to help him.   

 

There was a knock at the front door and David let Mildred in. She was carrying a big pot of steaming hot soup.and 

when Cree saw who it was, hegot very nervous .She ddmt notice him yet, she was so buy  telling  David, “I made you 

some chicken soup with dumplings, so you would have something to eat. ”David went to carry it for  her and she 

scolded,  “No, no, no. It’s too hot. I’ll set it on the back of the stove where it’ll stay warm. Maybe you don’t feel like 

having it now,  but you will later.”   

 

When she turned around, she screamed when she saw Rose was on the kitchen table and Cree standing beside her. She 

shrieked, ”What is he doing here? Don’t tell me you think he’s going to help her with those damn weeds of his? Good 

God, is that what is cooking in those pots on the stove?”  

 

David tried to tell her,  “Rose woke up and wanted Cree to come help her. She asked Myrtle to go get him, so he could 

help her with those plants he has.  She was probably delirious and didn’t know what she was talking about. Myrtle 

went up and got him that is why Cree is here. I told  him there is nothing he could do for her, that it was too late.but I 

had to let him try because that is what Rose wanted.”  . 

  

Mildred yelled, “David, you know as well as I do, that old Indian can’t help her, not when the doctors in the hospital 

couldn’t. .Send him back up to his tepee. For heaven’s sakes, don’t let him give her whatever he’s got cooking in those 

pots, from the smell of  them, they will surely kill her...”  . 

 

Cree did not like to hear what she was sayng and wished she would leave.. She made a face and  looked at David and 

demanded to know, “Will you tell me why Rose is out here on the kitchen table, instead of being in her bed where she 

belongs? Was that Cree’s idea too?”  

 

 David didn’t answer her. Cree realized now that Mildred was there, she was going to get him in truble, and she had put 

him in was a very serious situation., because she could get him in a lot of trouble with the law, because she saw the  

bottle of whiskey he had in his bag.. 

 

Knowing Rose was so weak, he wished she would hurry up and  leave because he was afraid Rose was not going to last 

muchlonger and if  he didn’t release the poisonk she would die. . Yet, he didn’t dare let Mildred know what he was  

about to so, she would never understand it was the only way he could save Rose.  He knew if she should tell the 

authorities,.they wouldn’t hesitate to arrest him and throw him in jail. Being he was an Indian, he wouldn’t stand a 

chance and it wouldn’t matter to them that he served in the war with General Grant.. He thought, if he could make 

Mildred understand what the infection was doing to Rose and why it had to be released, maybe she might listen to him..  

 

He asked Mildred,  “Would you Please step in the parlor, and let me explain some things to you.”  

 

Mildred snapped at him . “I will not.. I’m leaving.” She was very angry and she glared at David and  opened the 

door.telling him ,. “ I can’t believe you are allowing that Indian to touch Rose. Have you any idea what he could do to 

her.” Then she turned to Cree and told him, ”And ‘you’ …  you shouldn’t even be here. You can’t help her. Can’t you 

see she is dying? Go back  upto your tepee and take those weeds with you, and let Rose die in peace in her own bed,  
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she doesn’t need you..”  

 

Old Cree argued, “No, wait, don’t go. Please listen to what I have to say, then you can go, It is important you know 

what I am doing and why I am doing this for Rose.!”   

 

 Mildred  went to leave again, and she looked at Rose lying there and she closed the door. She stood next to David.and 

was very upset at what was going on and grumbled to him..“I don’t know about you, but I would never trust any 

Indian, least of all him.” She stood there tapping her foot, half-listening to Cree talking, and was  looking him up and 

down and wondering how old he was, and annoyed that here it was 1912, and he was still wearing moccasins and 

Indian clothes, instead of a shirt and tie like other men do?   

 

While Cree was trying to explain to her what the hot poutices were doing for Rose, she was busy studying his face, 

and noticing his features and thinking they looked like they had been chiseled out of stone, and his skin was so 

wrinkled. she figured he had to be in his nineties,.But for an old Indian he was still alert and  seemed healthy. Cree 

continued to talk and he looked at David and Mildred, he was concerned as to whether  he could trust them, not to let 

anyone know what he was doing.  because Rose’s life depended on him finishing what he was doing. ’  

 

 Cree looked at Mildred and in his quiet way  told her, “I know you don’t understand the ways of the  

  Indians, but I  am a Medicine Man, and I know this is the only way Rose can be saved. Yes, she is  

 dying, but now that all that all that infection has been brought to a head,  and it still has to be released,        

 once it drains iut of her body, her fever will go down .and she will be well again. ”  

 

 Cree looked directly at David. “Rose trusted me to take care of her/ I don’t understand why you  

 are denying  her the only chance she has to live? ” 

 

Mildred stood there listening to Cree, and after thinking about what he said, she looked at David 

and she could see, he seemed more confused than ever. Cree boldly told them, “What I am about to ask of you , won’t 

seem important to you,  but, it is important to me.  

 

David knows the only reason why I am here, is because Rose asked Myrtle to get me because she knew I could cure 

her with these plants,.and I came. What I am doing is what my fore- fathers before me have done down through the 

ages. We have saved so many  lives.by using these plants, by boiling them and put them on the body hot..I am 87  

years old.  I lived my life.  But  am not going to live too much longer. and I am doing everything I can possibly do to 

save Rose, I want her  to live for her husband and her children .” 

 

“Mildred, I heard you say,  I don’t know what I am doing..Being a medicine man for so many years,   

don’t you think I have treated many, many Indian women with these plants and herbs, for moreyears than you hve 

lived. Indian women have the same problems as white women do when they have babies.   

      

 Rose knows I  was a scout  for General Grant during  the Civil War.because I told her the story about 

 how many of his men lay dying, not from bullets, but from infection, blood poisoning and gagnrere,     

 They had no doctors to help them.  General Grant had his men cutting off their legs and arms to save   

 them.and when he asked me if I could help them,  I saved them with the same plants/  They  grow   

 wild in the woods, around  lakes and streams. The Indians have used them for centuries and now I am   

 using them on Rose. Of course, all this may be in vain, because she waited too long. Had they told me yesterday, 

things would be different, and now the only thing we can do, is wait and see, after I release the poison, and we have to 

wait and see, but Rose is a very strong woman..” 
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 Of course, it was too late for some of his men, but most of them lived to fight again and after the war,  

 they went  home not in coffins, but smiling that they lived and were able to go back to their familes   

 after the war. I know you are wondering, why am I  telling you this? Because  I am an Indian. The  ‘   

 white man does not believe in our ways. That is why I am asking you,never to tell anyone I was here.  

 Yes,  I have a bottle of whiskey and I gavesome.of it to Rose to knock herout, so she would not feel,    

 any pain.  Look at me. I am too old to spend the rest of my life in jail  I am doing nothing wrong. I am  

 here to  to save my good friend Rose’s life.and if it means I will spend the rest of my life in jail, at   

 least, I  know she lived,  because of what I did for her.”   

 

 After listening to what Cree was going to do, David walked away angry and he told him “I am not going to help you. I 

decided I don’t want you to touch Rose. It is not that I don’t appreciate what you are trying to do,but  I think it is best 

you take your things and go back to your tepee and let her be She.has suffered enough without you torturing her. If 

God wants to take her, then I have to accept that is what the good Lord wants..” . 

  

Cree pleaded with him, “ David, Rose will die if you don’t let me release that poison..” 

   

David was shocked when Mildred started shaking her finger at him.. “Do you want Rose to live or die, David.? 

Because if you want her to live,, then you let Cree do whatever Indian thing  he has to do. I listened to what he had to 

say, and he seems to knows what he is talking about.  Remember, not one of those doctors at the hospital tried to help 

Rose. They sent her home to die. Yet, Cree is willing to go to jail for Rose.,so you let him try to save her, or you are 

going to regret it the rest of your life.”  

 

David walked away mad.because  he was insulted the way Mildred spoke to him. She opened the door and left. 

Hearing David sobbing Cree went  to him and suggested, “Perhaps, we should both pray. You  pray to your God and. I 

will pray to mine, that Rose will live.”  

 

Cree closed his eyes and mediated, while David prayed that the good Lord would not let Rose suffer any more, while 

he sat down in his chair. He wiped his eyes with the sleeve of his shirt, because he didn’t have any more clean 

handkerchiefs left..His voice was hoarse when he said,  “Cree. I ‘m sorry.  I don’t know what to think anymore? Do 

what you have to do for Rose. Mildred is right. I couldn’t live with myself, if I didn’t let you try to save her. .Maybe 

those plants will help her, I don’t know.”  

 

Since David had changed his mind so many times, Cree felt he could not count on him to help him but he was going to 

need help. He went in the kitchen and looked at Myrtle, and asked, “Where does your mother keep the dish towels, 

because I am going to need 6 of them?”  Without getting up, she  pointed to the shelf where they were kept and seeing 

him looking around for them, after hearing her father say he di not want Cree near hermother,  Myrtle didn’t try to hel 

him  and she told Cree,, “They’re right there in front of you. What are you going to do with so many of my mother’s 

towels?.” He didn’t answer her and he found them. He noticed they were flour sacks Rose had bleached, hemmed and 

ironedand they were clean and neatly folded, one on top of the other. He counted out six.and asked Myrtle, ”Where 

does your mother keep the wooden spoons?” Myrtle pointed to the mason jar and he took out two,while Myrtle sat in 

the chair, leaning on her elbow, watching him because she no longer believed he could help her mother., because of 

what her father had said. ‘’. .  

 

Cree decided he had to ask David to help him and then he remembered Rose told him, David could not stand the sight 

of blood. That was why he could never kill the pigs or chop the heads off the chickens,  .  

He opened the towels and dropped them in one at a time,  and  poked them down into the bubbly hot mixture with the 

long wooden spoon and placed the second spoon across the pot.The took out 3 towls and let them hang over the spoon, 

and dripinto the pot and cool beforre he placed them on Rose’s belly.He kept doing this over and over and  Myrtle 
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became concerned that he was burning her mother, seeing how her skin had turned a  bright red when he removed 

them and put the next batch oon her. She didn’t say anything because her father didn’t seemed to be alarmed about 

what he was doing..    

 

Every once in awhile, Cree would stop and listen to Rose’s heart, because he. was very worried, because the situation 

was not good, she was fading fast. He decided, David didn’t have to know just yet. He kept hoping Rose would live 

long enough so he  could release the poison that was killing her.. 

 

After hearing what her father said, Myrtle was convinced her mother was not going to live, and that Cree was lying to 

her.Cree went over and knelt on one knee beside her and tried to explain to her,  “Right now, your mother. is in a deep 

sleep, she doesn’t feel anything. I am not torturing her like your father seems to think. . The hot pouttices is what is 

going to save her life. It won’t work unless it is hot enough so the heat can penetrate deep down inside her.   I know it 

is hard for you to understand that but this is what I have to do. Tomorrow, your mother will be sitting up and want  a 

cup of tea.”  

 

Myrtle pulled away from him. she was mad that he kept telling her,  her mother wasn’t going to die when she knew 

she was. . Being she was so young, he knew she couldn’t understand and  he went back to removing the towels that 

had cooled down and  replacing them with another batch of hot ones  He was extremely disappointed that David, 

wasagainst what he was doing, especially when he grew up with Indians as a boy and he knew what the medicine man 

did for his people..  

 

When he listened to Rose’s heart again,  he was disturbed by what he was hearing..He had to work faster or he was 

going to lose her. Using his powerful fingers, he manipulated and pushed and probed deep into her abdomen, and he 

looked over at Myrtle and asked her.. ”You can say no, but do you think you could help me? Your father was suppose 

to, but now he said he won’t.but I am glad he fell asleep. He certainly is not his usual self today. If you feel you don’t 

want to help me,  I will wake him up, because I have to do this now.”. 

  

Myrtle told him, “I know you don’t want to disturb him, because my mother is dead.and you are afraid to tell him. I’ve 

been sitting here watching her and she hasn’t moved once since I sat down here.”  

Cree took a hold of Myrtle’s hand and brought her over to her mother. “Put your ear on your mother’s chest, like I do  

and  listen..”  Myrtle put her ear on her mother and listened. She was amazed she could hear her mother’s heart 

beating. She looked up at Cree and smiled and was real happy, knowing  her mother was still alive..  

 

Cree, decided  he better ask David again to help him because he did not think Myrtle could do it. .. He tapped David 

on the arm.. ”You said you would help me when I needed you? ” David opened his eyes and mumbled “Uh! Huh! Uh! 

Huh!” Then he closed his eyes and fell back asleep. Seeing how his mouth was open, Cree knew he had no choice but 

to ask Myrtle for her help.  

 

What bothered him was how was she going react when she saw the blood and all the infection  coming from inside her 

mother?. He was worried she should  pass out,  he couldn’t stop to help her. Knowing the daring things she had done, 

he decided she had to be brave so he asked her,“Myrtle, would you tell me the truth, if I asked you something?”  

 

Myrtle looked at him wondering what he was going to ask her, and she slowly nodded..”Your father is asleep and I 

tried to wake him up and he did, but he fell back to sleep. Ineed you to help me while I am working on your mother.  

Do you think you could stand at her feet and hold the white enamel basin under her, when I make the incision. There is 

going to be a lot of blood,.and you are going to have to hold that basin up tight against her, while I am working on her. 

Do you think you could do that?”   
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 Petting her cat Myrtle didn’t hesitate to tell him,. “It wouldn’t bother me. I’ve seen my brothers skin a deer and there 

was a lot of blood He had to put a pai; under it , to catch all the blood..”  

 

Cree moaned and reminded her, “Ah! but that is different. This is your mother. I would rather your father help me, 

because you are too young to have to do this.  If you feel you can’t,  tell me now.  I will understand and I will see that 

he wakes up.” Cree was very firm when he told her, “Once I start,  I can’t stop. If you  get sick to your stomach, and 

you probably will, you keep the pail next to you.”   

 

The cat jumped off her lap.when Cree had her stand up. He handed  the white enamel basin from the dry sink. and 

showed her where he wanted her to stand and how to hold it against her mother. When she took the pan she asked him, 

“Is my mother going to bleed a lot?”  

 

He smiled, “What happens to you when you get a deep cut, do you not bleed a lot?”   

   

Myrtle nodded  and  cringed when she saw Cree take her mother’s big butcher knife and sharpen it on the stone, and 

he tested the edge with his finger like she did, she panicked and handed him back the basin saying. “I thought I could 

help you,  but I can’t. I can’t do it...” 

 

Cree’s showed great concern and sighed,. “That’s alright. It is better I know this now, not later. I will wake your father 

up.” Then Myrtle cried, “No don’t. It’ s not that am not afraid of seeing the blood, I can do that, it’s. that I don’t ‘think I 

can wach you cut my mother with that big knife..”   

 

He asked her. “Have you ever had a boil Myrtle? Didn’t your mother open it with a needle to let all the poison out and 

then you felt  better?  Same thing. Don’t look at what I am doing. Close your eyes.” He assured her, “You are very 

brave and I know you can do it.” He washed his hands with the brown soap then handed it to Myrtle, “You need to 

wash your hands too..” 

 

 She argued, “Why? My hands are clean. I don’t have to wash them.”   

 

Drying his hands he told her, “Please wash them!.I didn’t say they were dirty, but you were playing with the cat, is why 

you need to wash them.”  Seeing Myrtle eyeing her mother, Cree told her, ”I have done this many, many times. Don’t 

think Indian mothers don’t have the same probem after they give birth?” He wrapped a bath towel around himself, and 

tied a string to the top corners and hung it around his neck.to keep it from falling off.  When he handed Myrtle the 

metal basin, seeing her face, he could tell she was nervous about what he was going to do.   

 

Cree looked up at the ceiling and began calling on the spirits and his gods and told them, ‘I am ready. Let the spirits 

enter my body and guide my hand. as I release the poison in my good friend Rose Squire’s swollen belly, so she can 

live and be with her husband and family.” 

 

When he stood over her mother, Myrtle could not understand why he was pushing and probing his fingers deep into 

her mother’s abdomen. And she closed her eyes real tight when Cree picked up the knife and started to make a long 

incision and Myrtle started to feel funny and thought she was going to faint. Cree.did not dare look at her. he had to 

keep hi mind on what he was doing blotting and wiping away the blood that was gushing from Rose, while he tired to 

work out as much of the infection out as he could and tell Myrtle to keep the pan up against hermother as tight as she 

could’.  

 

He. knew when Myrtle saw all the blood coming from her mother it was going to bother, but she was still holding the  

basin up against her mother like he told her to,  but, from the look in her eyes she might pass out on him.. He looked 
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up momentarily and told her to dump what was in the basin in the pail beside her and he whispered, “You alright?”  

She let him think she was but he knew she wasn’t, because he saw her face, and the way she was looking around she 

was going to faint, or throw up.   

 

Myrtle kept gagging because of the awful smell that was coming from inside her mother, and everytime she dumped 

the basin, into the pail beside her, she gagged all the more, but Cree ws surprised to see she.was  braver than he 

thought she was.As he continued to work out all the poison and infection, he could tell she was very embarrassed to 

see her mother’s body exposed, in a way she had never been privy to before.and he told her as he blotted the excess 

blood away, so he could see what he was doing “You do understand  it is important to get as much of this poison out 

of your mother,. as I can, because if O don’t, it will continue to fester and it will eventually  kill her.Do you understand 

what I am telling you??” .When Myrtle didn’t answer him, he figured she was much too young to understand the 

bodily functions that go on inside a woman’s body...  .  

 

Myrtle felt her mouth watering,  and her ears were ringing.and she got scared she was going to fall over. Cree saw 

what was happening and without looking up, he told her, “Take short breaths… Myrtle … it will pass. ” The feeling 

did pass, and she was so relieved when he said,  “I am finished. Now we must  keep rinsing the wound with the warm 

solution, and you be sure you don’t forget,  I am putting you in charge to make sure your mother drinks all that tea I 

made until it is finished when she wakes up It  will help stop the bleeding, and heal her insides.”  He leaned over and 

checked Rose’s heart again, and told Myutle., “Hmm … too soon for any improvement.” 

 

Cree looked over at David, and he was still asleep.He was surprsed he didn’t wake up while he was working on Rose, 

but he was glad, since  he was so angry  he gave Rpse whiskey and he le thim know  did not want him to make an 

incision in her stomach, when it was the only thing that would save hiswife. .He took the pail and opened the back 

door and  went out and dumped it out in the out house and pump some of the water up from the cistern and rined it out 

and threw it out on the snow before . he went in and got tfhe tea kettle simmering on the back of the stove,.and  poured 

the  boiling water in and out of the pail, ten held the basin, and did the same thing, then the knife and knitting 

needles.and he brought them inside and pumped up some water from the cistern, and washed them thoroughly with 

soap and threw the water outside.  

 

 

Cree pumped water into the basin so he could washe his face, hands and arms.and thought he heard Myrtle crying..and 

saw her curled up in her mother’s over-stuffed chair sobbing. He went  to her and knelt on one knee and patted her 

hand,  “It is alright you can cry now. it’s over.and you were very brave. Your mother is fighting very hard to live and 

she will,  because she is a strong woman. Why don’t you close your eyes and take a nap..You were up all night. I see 

your father is awake now,and he can look after your mother. I am going to sit down and close my eyes  but I am not  

going to sleep. I have to keep checking your mother.”  

 

David yawed and stretched his arms up over his head and got up. He looked at Cree, and was afraid to ask, “Is 

…Rose.?”  Cree smiled. “Your wife is still alive. I just  fnished and Myrtle helped me because I could not wake you, 

yoi kept falling asleep. . So wait and see. Why don’t you listen to her heart, and hear it is beating, it is  loud and strong 

again .”  

 

David bend down and listened to Rose’s heart, but then he opened the door and went out on the back porch without 

putting his coat on and stood out there in the freezing cold but he didn’t feel it. When.he looked at Rose lying there 

white as a ghost and not moving, he was convinced she was dying that Cree wasn’t fooling him.He began to shiver and  

went back inside and stood in front of the stove. to get warm.and Cree saw how he was pacing back and forth and 

praying to his God, because he refused to believe him, when he told him that Rose wa going to be just fine.  
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Myrtle couldn’t go to sleep,. she was so worried about  her father, seeing how distraught he was over her mother.being 

so sick.  Cree told her, “We need to cover your mother,, go get the quilt off  her bed, because now that her fever is 

going down, she will be cold laying there with nothing over her”  Myrtle got the quilt and covered her mother and 

Cree told her. “ Now we will rest and we willwait and see if your mother makes it through the night and I am sure she 

will, her heart beat is improving already..”  

 

When Cree sat down he felt very tired.and he could see off in the distance, the sun was oming up over the mountins. 

He had poured the herbal tea into mason jars he found on the shelf.that he wanted rose o drink.  He was so exhausted, 

he told David ”I think I will go back to my tepee. because I need to lay down and sleep awhile. I will come back in a 

couple of hours. He told Mrytle, “While I am gone, will you remember when your mother wakes up, she needs to 

drinks this  tea, it is very important that she does. And in about another hour, make sureMrtle pours more of the 

solution on her wound There is nothing more I can do now, I need to rest but ’ll come back later to check your wife..”  

 

 

David did his best t to be civil to Cree and told him, “Before you leave, I made a fresh pot of tea if you want some.. 

Myrtle  put three mugs on the small table between the chairs. and poured the tea for them.. David felt he wasn’t going 

o apologize to Cree for falling asleep, because he told him, he was he did not want him to torture Rose, and he wa very 

upset ththe did after he told him not to.Cree drank the tea and rinsed out the cup, and before he left, went over to Rose 

and listened very carefully to her heart. He gave David a big smile, letting him know she was doing much better.and 

David looked away, because he had no faith in what Cree had done for her. Only that it was Rose’s last wish, he let 

him boil  those old plants and put them on her... 

 

As he was leaving, Cree stopped and lookout the kitchen window seeing the sun coming up over the mountains.and he 

invited Myrtle to come look. “See how  beautiful the sky is streaked with purples and oranges…. it is the beginning of 

a new day, and it going to be a newday for your mother too.” 

 

Myrtle wouldn’t’ look because she was angry  that he kept saying her mother was going to live and she started to cry 

when she asked him, “Why do you keep saying that, when you know my mother is going to die. My father said she is 

and I believe him, not you.”  

 

Cree didn’t argue with her, knowing she would have to see for herself and he stood there and felt very bad no on 

believed in him. .Myrtle grabbed the cat and made him stay on her lap while  David sat there drinking his tea, staring 

at Rose waiting for her to die. The only sound in the room  was the purring of the cat and the constant tic-toc, tic-toc of 

the clock on the mantel. Cree sighed and picked up his drum and leather pouch. and was aware that David was not 

himself.and left  He opened the door and turned to David, “I have done all I can for now. Soon you will see your wife 

will be much better.’. 

 

David closed his eyes and ignored Cree said.and he left saying. “If you need me, you will send Myrtle up to get me.” 

David felt he should at least get up and  thank Cree for trying to save Rose.and he went to the door and shook his hand 

and  Cree hurried down the snow covered path.and went back to his tepee, and seeing  the sun was shining through the 

leafless trees, he was confident Rose would live. .  

 

David collapsed in his chair telling Myrtle, “I will never forgive myself for agreeing to let Cree come here and cut into 

your mother,  what he did is going to kill her quicker than the infection will.. I only hope the good Lord will forgive 

him for what he did,.he meant well, but I should never have let him do what he did to your mother..Rubbing his face 

with his calloused hands, it was getting light outside, Dave stretched his legs out.and moaned thinking about what 

hewas going to have to face that day.. Myrtle sat on the arm of his chair and put her arm around her father to console 

him, but he was inconsolable. and he put his head back and closed his eyes to escape the thought of Rose dying, and 
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her not being with him anymore.  

 

David woke up suddenly thinking he heard something. He looked around and saw  Myrtle was  asleep and the cat was 

on her lap. He jumped up to see if Rose was still breathing.and seeing her flannel night gown was still going up and 

down, he leaned over  kissed her on the forehead. He was thankful she had made it through the night.  He realized the 

house was cold.and checked the fire in the stove, and knew he forgot to put some wood in, before he went to 

Mildred’s. and there only red hot ashes smoldering.  but burned out. being he was at Mildred’s house.. Seing  there 

was only a few pieces wood in the woodbin, he shoved them intp the smoldering ashes and got the fire going again and 

slid the cover back on. He went out and carried in enough wood, so he wouldn’t’ have to go out again. While he still 

had his coat on, he dropped the pail down the well, and carried it inside, so he coul make a pot of coffee. kept. 

 He filled the blue enamel coffee pot up and threw in half a cup of coffee and set it on the stove to boil.and went 

back.to look at Rose. It pained hin to see her just laying there and he took her hand and kissed it.and gasped when he 

saw here open her eyes, and close them. He shook her telling her, “Rose, Rose…open your eyes again.”  But she 

didn’t.and he woke up Myrtle. She got scared and asked him,. “What’s wrong  Pa?  Is it Ma? Did she…..” He siad, 

“No, no. I’m sorry I woke you up. I thought I saw your mother open her eyes, and then she closed them.”  

 

Myrtle let the cat run off and went over to her father and he told her., “That happens sometimes, just before someone 

dies, they open their eyes and look around for the last time!” Myrtle and David sat down and braced themselves for 

what was going to happen soon, and they sat there, eyeing one another. They were startled when they heard Rose 

holler, “Why am I out here on this kitchen table?”  David jumped up and ran over to he rand was in awe to see she was 

alive. 

 She reached up and touched his face and told him, “See Cree did save me, didn’t he?..” 

 

David  kissed her again and dragged a chair over so he could sit beside her and kept repeating himself.  “I can’t believe 

you are alive and yes, Cree did save you. Now. I feel ashamed of how I treated him.when he kept telling me,  you were 

not going to die. I didn’t believe him, especially seeing him cooking all those plants, I thought he was crazy, that those 

old weeds were not gping to do you any good, .I got so mad at him, because I was sure he was torturing you. ”  

 

Rose was  listening and she interrupted him to tell Myrtle, “Gomake me a cup of tea, I’m so thirsty,”  Myrtle left and 

David continued  to tell Rose what Cree did wit hot pultices on her stomach.When Myrtle came back with the tea for 

her mother,  she put the tea down and went got some pillows an dput them under her head. The tea she heated up was 

the herbal tea that Cree made. and she had no way of knowing how it would taste until she held the mug to her 

mother’s lips and let her drink a little at a time. Her mother pushed the cup away and yelled at her, . “What did you put 

in that tea, that it tastes so awful? “ 

 

Myrtle told her, :It’s not your tea, Ma, it’s the tea Cree made you. He said you had to drink it.” 

 

Rose shook her head. “I don’t want it. Go make me a cup of  my  own tea and bring some bread and butter to go with 

it..I am hungry.What did Cree do to me, because I hurt so .” 

 

Myrtle told her,  “He asked me to hold the basin when he cut you and let all the poison out.”  

 

Her mother looked at her, bewildred. “He did? I told him, sometime ago, your father can’t stand the sight of blood..”  . 

 

Holding the cup of herbal tea Myrtle,  told her, “But Ma Cree said  you had to drink this, so it will heal your insides 

and it give you back your strength. ”  

 

“I will,  but not now.  I want my own tea and don’t forget the bread and butter..” David was happy to hear Rose giving 
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orders again, but .it was very difficult for him to understand  how those plants were ble to save Rose, when the doctors 

in the hospital couldn’t..Myrtle walked in with the tea, bread and butter on a cookie tin she used to a tray that her 

mother baked cookies on, She asked her father to hold the tray, and  put one of the pillows on her mother’s lap, so you 

could set the tray on it  hoping she wouldn’t spill the hot tea on herself.  

 

After her mother finished the tea, .Myrtle  pulled the quilt down, and folded a big bath towel 2 times twice and and 

Lily helped lift her mother and put  it under her mother, so she could pour  the warm solution on the open wound like 

Cree  showed her. Her mother cringed and asked Myrtle, “Where is Leo,you find him because I want him to help your 

father to carry me back to my bed, and get me off this table, I don’t want to be out here like this in the kitchen..” 

 

David ran over, “No.  I an not  moving you Rose. You  wait until Cree comes back. If he thinks it’s aright, then we 

will move you.  He’si restin’now. Don’t forget, he was up all night taking care of you.“  and he smoothed a few 

strands of her  hair back off her face, and kissed her.  She was pouting and  demanded. “David, will you please get me 

get off this table.it is killin’ my back.”  David  pleaded with her not to, and she thre the quilt back and said, “I’m 

getting’ up and goin’ back to my bed where I belong.  I don’t want someone walkin’ in here and see me lying on the 

kitfhen table, looking like a darn fool!”  

 

Seeing David was ignoring her she told Myrtle, “Go out on the back porch and bring in some of those old newspapers 

and there’s a piece oilcloth out there and .put them on my bed, so my mattress doesn’t get ruined, when you pour that 

solution on me, and put some clean sheets on my bed.  nd bring me a clean nightgown to put on..“  

 

David shook his head, “Rose, Mildred did all that yesterday. Plese don’t get up, I am afraid if you get up. you’ll start 

bleedin’? You can wait until Cree comes back.”,   

 

Rose made up he mind she was going to go back to her bed.and David panicked. He told Myrtle. “Go  tell Cree, your 

mother’s awake and wants to go  back to her own bed and.I won’t let her. See.see what he says. While you’re gone,  

I’ll tell Mildred and bring the children home.”  

 

 Myrtle made her way across the icy rocks and up the snowy path and could smell the.smoke coming from the  Cree’s 

tepee. She stood outside it and yelled in, ”Cree! Cree!” He rushed out fully dressed, thinking something happened to 

Rose. Myrtle breathlessly told him “My mother’s awake, and she had a cup of tea  and some bread and butter, and she’s 

mad at Pa because he won’t let  her go back to her bed. He sent me up to ask you, what should he do, because he’s 

afraid she might start bleeding if he and Leo triy to carry her back to her bed.”    

 

Creee stood there smiling and closed his eyes and quietly thanked his gods.  His eyes were twinkling when he told 

Myrtle, “Did I not tell you, your mother wasn’t going to die, she was going to live.  You go back and I will be  right 

down, because I just fixed myself something to eat. “ 

 

The children were home and Mildred came back with her father, because she couldn’ believe Rose was actually sitting 

up, and having a cup of tea.  David grumbled to Leo “Your mother insists on going to  back to her bed.and I don’t 

think  we should move her. but I might as well, because there ain’t no sense  arguin’ with her, you know her. Carrying 

her in there on a sheet is gonna squeeze her body and it’s  cause her a whole lot of pain , I’m afraid.”  

 

Mildred stepped back while they lifted Rose off the table and on to the sheet and Rose screamed,   it hurt so bgad an 

dit was causing her so much  pain, like David said it would and she kept screaming, ad telling them not to sto0p, to 

keep going.  David and Leo managed to carriy her into the bedroom as fast as he could and she kept yelling, “You’re 

hurting me.” David assured her, ‘Rose, we can’t help it. Your’re sagging in the middle of that sheet, is why it hurts you 

so much.”  
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They lifted her up on the bed  and she closeed her and kept saying,  ”Oh! dear Oh! dear, I’m  in so much pain. 

Exhausted, she laid there and closed her eyes.and when David saw her close her eyes, he got so frightened,  he shook 

her and asked her “You alright Rose? ” She sobbed, ‘No’ I am not alright.” So,he gently rubbed her arms and the 

upper part of her stomach thinking it might ease the pain, and she cried, “Don’t  touch me, you’re hurting me.  I hurt 

all over. I’m  sorry, just let me be.”  and she closed her eyes again.. David looked at Mildred and told her, “I should 

never have listened to her and brought her in there, I knew this is what would happen..”  

 

Mildred suggested to David,  he sit in the parlor where he could look in on  Rose, and he sat there rubbing his face in 

utter despair,, in need of a shave. Mildred went in and pull the quilts up over Rose. and hollered out to him,.  “It ‘s cold 

in her there.  Have Aaron put some wood in the parlor stove and get the fire going.”  Mildred sat on the end of the bed. 

and.Rose woke up. She smiled and told   her,  “ I. didn’t sleep all night, worrying about you. I didn’t think you know 

how hard that old Indian workedm to save you.. If it had  been up to David, you  would surely have died. He did not 

want  him  to touch you. I will admit, in the beginning I argued with him too, because I didn’t believe he could help 

you either. After he explained what those hot poultices would do for you, it made a lot of sense. but, not to David, He 

wanted Cree to  go back up to his tepee.” She looked out at David to see if he was listening, and he didn’t deny what 

she had to say.     .   

 

Rose told her, “I  had Myrtle get Cree, because I knew David wouldn’t..” Seeing how Rose kept falling asleep,  

Mildred left and told her she would come back later. As she was leaving she quietly told David, :”I think you should 

go up and apologize to that old Indian, after what you said to him last night. because  if he had listened to you, Rose 

would be dead now.” David hung his head and agreed with Miled, and told her he would, and she waved and went 

home. . 

David went in to see Rose, but he didn’t like how she looked. He gently shook her,  and she didn’t open her eyes, he 

thought for sure she was in a coma again.and  

David took the newspapers off the table and shoved them down in the flames in the stove, and Myrtle took the quilt 

and sheet off and and  put them in the laundry basket. Lily was washing and cleaning the table, and then her father 

took out the extra leaves and put them where he found them and asked .the boys to put the chairs back around the 

table. Then they all sat down and did nothing but looking at one another confused  and no one said a word,  because 

their father told them their mother was going to live, and now, he was telling them she was going to die!   

Myrtle decided to stay with her mother. She sat on the floor with her back up against the wall, so The bedroom was 

small, with only enough room for a bureau and the wooden chair.that was very uncomfortable to sit on. T 

David sobbed, “Yes, I couldn’t’ wake her up. 

 

David thanked hime and saw him to the door, but he doubted Rose was sleeping.  he was convinced she was in a coma 

again, and this time she was going to die. He sat down and found. the house was eerily quiet, escept for the tic-toc, tic-

toc coming from the clock on the mantle. Myrtle was asleep on the floor beside her mother’s bed, and David sat in the 

parlor, and the children wer sitting round the table all upset, not knowing what was going to happen to their mother 

from one minute to the next.  

Suddenly, they all looked at one another when they heard  

David laughed and stood in the doorway watching Myrtle shake out the pillows  filled with chicken feathers and she 

smacked and plumped them and put them in back of her mother. She  giggled and told her, “Ma..you just ate about an 

hour ago, you don’t remember you had some tea and bread.” She heard her moaning and groaning and she sighed and 

told her ‘I hurt so bad.’ and  leaned back into the pillows and reminded Myrtle to go get her ‘something to eat.”   

While Myrtle was in the kitchen fixing the tea,  

Myrtle told her.  “I did.! He was just here. He saw you were asleep so he left. because he said he needa to rest some 

more but he will come back later on.” When Rose  tried to move and get more comfortable,she groaned reak loud,“Oh 

dear, dear, dear, it hurts so… to move.” When she got settled, she took a deep breath and old Myrtle,  “Hmm, that was 
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good. I don’t want any more bread, just bring me some more tea.” She gave her mother the tea, and sat on the end of 

the bed, and her father sat on the hard chair so he could be next to Rose.  Myrtle made a face and told her mother,. 

“Ma! I don’t know what to say to Cree because I was so mean to him yesterday. because. I didn’t believe he could help 

you. and  Pa eve told him, he didn’t want him to cut into you, that you were going to die, because that was what the 

Good Lord wants. . Cree never got upset or mad at us, he just  kept stirring the plants he was cooking on the stove.  “  

. 

David hung his head. “Now I’m sorry for the way I kept arguing with him. I need to apologize to him,because  

Rose shook her head, and felt bad the way David treated Cree and she told him,  he better go apologize to him, when 

he came back.  .Being it was Saturday morning,  the children had no school, Rose dozed on and off the rest of the 

afternoon. When the clock on the mantel bonged  5 times, he knew Rose heard it and she uupset she wasn’t able to get 

up and make dinner.. He .told her  “ Myrtle and Lily are going to heat up some of that food.the neighbors dropped off. 

and Mildred made a pot of chicken soup with dumplings, so there was plenty of food for everyone. David was vry 

uneasy, and being it had  

David put on his hat and coat and left and when  Rose was sure he was gone, she whispered to Myrtle, “Now I don’t 

want your Pa to know how much pain I’m in.because he’ll get all upset. While he’s gone, you run over to Mildred’s, 

and youtell her, I need some of that whiskey she’s got.. She knows whiskey is good for someone who’s as sick as I am.  

Be sure you stick the bottle down in your bloomers, so he doesn’t to see it, because you know how he is about 

whiskey..” 

Myrtle put her hat and coat on and ran over to Mildred’s and told her what her mother said and she laughed. She 

andpoured some whiskey from a big bottle into a smaller one and put a cork on it and gave it to Myrtle and she hid it 

in her bloomers, and Mildred laughed seeing her walk so funny going back home. She was sort of glad her father 

wasn’t home when she  poured some of the whiskey in a small jelly glass and gave it to her mother. She drank it down, 

assuring Myrtle that would make her feel better. One thing it did do, was warm her insides, because it was so cold in 

the bedroom.. She told Myrtle, “Better hide that bottle under the dirty cothes in the laundry basket.. Your father  

doesn’t need to know I have it  He’ll only get upset. Now you can give me some of  that awful tea Cree made, because 

he did say, it will give me back my strength. ”  

 

When David came back from Cree’s Rose reminded him, “You better put some more wood in the  parlor stove 

because it’s getting cold in here?  I think Aaron forgot to put some wood in it. the parlor stove.” While Aaron dumped 

the ashes outside, David filled up the woodbin up, knowing they were going to need a lot of wood to keep the house 

warm, the way the wind was blowing and it was below zero out. .   

 

The upstairs bedrooms were very cold. The only heat they  had came the metal duct that came up from the parlor 

stove, went up through the floor, and through the roof. They never had beds, they slept on pine needle mattresses that 

were on the floor, that mother made When children went to bed Rose gave them hot flat stones that were heated in the 

oven, and she’d wrap them in  flannel to keep their feet warm, and with a couple of heavy wool quilts, that was how 

they stayed warm, when it was very cold outside..   

 

 

 

WYSOXhen she was 16, and she was pregnant every year for as long as I can remember. She probably had about 16 

pregnancies. I knew she lost a few babies before Vine was born. But, she had 11 children , and 3 babies died before 

they were a year old. Eight of us lived and we grew up to be very healthy.Vina was born in 1897, then she had Leo, 

Aaron, Ervin me, Lily, Ervin and Dorothy was born in 1914.”   

 

One day we talking about what it was like when she was growing up in Wysox, and she told me, “By the time I was 

13, I had already left home, because my mother was always beating me black and blue. That same year Dorothy was  

born on January 12, 1914, and around Valentien’s Day, Vina married Henry... 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          689 

 

 

Dorothy was born premature and only wighed 2 pounds. Dr. Brown didn’t even think she was going to live. My 

mother had already lost 3 babies. And Dr. Brown warned her, not to get too attached to the baby because she was not 

going to live. My mother was determined this baby was not going to die on her, and..during the day, she was so tiny, 

she kept her in a shoe box lined with raw lamb’s wool, up in the warming oven  over the woodstove. At night she let 

her sleep on her chest to keep her warm. Our house had no heat and it January you cannot imagine how cold it would 

get.. But, no one had heat in their houses in those days. There was a wood stove in the kitchen and a parlor stove that 

warmed the rest of the house and with plenty of heavy quilts is how we kept warm at night.. We moved to Wysox, 

Myersberg around 1909, and my mother had Raymond, then ;ittle Eva and they both died of pneumonia. Then she had 

a premature baby that died after it was born.and my mother almost died from infection after she had that baby. If it 

hadn’t been for an old Indian that lived up on the hill in a tepee, my mother would have died, she was in a coma and. 

he used some kind of herbs and plants and he saved her.The following year,  she was pregnant again. I was 13 and 

working for Mrs. Eggleston, when Dorothy was born in January of 1914. My mother was 39, and after she had 

Dorothy, she didn’t have anymore babies.”  

 

 So many times I would ask my mother, “When you lived in Hornell, why did your mother let your Aunt vien adopt 

Aunt vina, when she was a ltittel girl?  I never hear you tell us any stories about when we were much younger and 

living in Hornell.”     

 

Momma made a face, “I to you before, I don’t remember too much about when we lived there. HI remember how I 

cried when my Aunt Vine  took Vine away.when my mother let her adopt her. V because she couldn’t have any 

children of her own.. She married a banker and they had a beutiful house in town, and after they adopted Vine, they 

bring her to vist us, she would have Vina dressed in white dresses with lace, and  big satin bows.”  

 

When it came time for them to go home, Vina would cry that she didn’t want to go with them,,  she wanted to stay 

with us, so they stopped ringing her, and I hardly ever saw her edcept for Chirstmas. It broke my heart, because s you 

know, we were always so close. When I learned to read and write, we never let a week go by that we didn’t’write each 

another .” 

 

When my father decided to move us to Wysox, Vina was 14,by then and Aunt Viine and Uncle Henry decided they 

would come vist us, and bring Vina.and they let her she stay  2 weeks.  It was a long ride for them,  in a horse and 

buggy, because it was about t 100 miles south to Wysox. T I know it was a long trip, because that was how we went to 

Wysox.  They went  back the next day.Vina stayed with us  that summer. Aunt Vine wrote my mother.  I had to read it 

to her, she because it was such long trip  they decided to come by train the nest time they came.” 

  

“The following summer they let Vina stay  4 weeks. and she was 15 by then. While she was with us, she met Henry 

Hardenstine, he was 18 and worked for the Lehgih Valley Railroad, he lived jup the road from us, in East Towanda. 

They fell in love, and Vina was heart broken when she had to leave. She  bawled her eyes out. Aunt Vine told her it 

was it puppy love, and she’d get over it. They promised to write one another every week and they did.”.  

 

“The following spring Vine turned 16 on March 9th, 1913  Of course, we never heard of such a thing as birthday cards 

in our family, back then. Vina wrote me that she got the prettiest card from Henry, and in it he had proposed to her.and 

she wrote back and told him she would. They planned to get married soon as school was out in June. I remember 

thinking, how romantic it was and .Henry got a house in East Towanda, and was fiixng it up so they could to move in 

when they got married. It is the same house we have pictures of, with me standing in front of the wrap around porch, 

when I ws pregnant with Mary Jane.  But,.she didn’t get married,  our house went on fire because of the old chimey,  

the bricks fell out, and the flames went up the walls and burned the kitchen and the parlor.  
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“Aunt Vine was very disappointed because she wanted Vine to be married in the Catholic Church in Hornell, and she 

wanted to be married in our church,  where Henry went. At least Aunt Vine  didn’t argue with her about it,  and she 

brought all her things to our house two weeks before the wedding, so she could  get ready for the wedding and the 

reception was to be at our house.. They tied the beautiful woodent hope chest  on the back of the carriage, she bought 

her that was filled with linens and doilies and many other things she bought her, that she came home with lots of 

wedding gifts Aunt Vine’s friends gave her gifts before she left .” 

      The house caught fire one Wednesday afternoon, when my mother was at the church teaching the women how to 

make quilts. Somce school was out, she brought Lily and me with her so Vina could  finish what she needed to get 

done. She was a;pme amd wjo;e sje  pumping the pedal of the sewing machine, she was taking up the hem of her 

wedding gown. she thought she smelled smoke.  

     She got up and looked in the kitchen and the wall and celing in back ot the wood stove wa son fire, then she saw the 

floor was on fire and noticed the flames were coming from the back of the stove. Part of the brick chimney had 

collapsed,  gone and the bricks wereon the floor.and the flames were licking the walls and hitting the ceiling, because 

my father forgot to fix the loose bricks. At least,Vina didn’t panic, she was able to save her wedding dress and  her 

hope chest filled with all kinds of linesns and things, and she even went backing the flames and pulled my mothe’s 

new sewing machine and pump organ out that Uncle Jake bought her, and the neighbors helped put it out tby digging 

up dirt and throwing it on the fire, put the flames out.. 

 

Beween the house going on fire and my mother was expecting again, after she almost died the year before. Vina 

decided she was not going to  get married in June. they would wait for the house to get fixed and my mother have the 

baby, and they got married un February of 1914..” 

 *        *        * 

“Eery year in the fall, it was my mother that would pick out two of the biggest pigs, and she would kill them, because 

my father couldn’t and wouldn’t. He would cut them up for her and take the meat to the smoke house, and when the 

meat was smoked, he’d carry the hams, the racks of ribs, and bacon  to the root cellar and hang the meat on big steel 

hooks attached to the rafters of the roof. The beams were made from locust trees because had to be very strong to hold 

the weight of  the dirt on top of it. Being underground,. the tempature stayed at 50 degrees year round..” 

 

 My mother used to. make such delicious fat juicy sausages from the pork meat withsome kind of spices, but. I don’t  

remember what they were, but she’d add them tomeat before she’d grind  it  by hand and stuff I in the long sections of 

the intestines she saved from the pig and tie them about every 4 inches with string and hang them in the root cellar. We 

looked forward to the having those sausagesfor breakfast on Sunday mornings with pancakes and eggs before we went 

to church..When my mother cooked those smoked ribs for dinner, we’d chew every bit of the meat off the bones. From 

the 2 pigs, they had eight smoked hams but my mother only cooked them on special occasions like Christmas, Easter, 

the Fourth of July, and when Aunt Vine came to see us.  

 

My father cut down the trees he needed to build the smoke house and the root cellar, where my mother stored all the 

canned vegetables and fruits on the shelves. One corner was only for root vegetables. Before they got hit with a frost, 

they would dig up all the root vegetables,  potatoes, carrots, beets, onions, carrots, parsnips, and  covered them with 

dirt and they kept that way,  for months. long time in the root cellar.. .It had a big heavy wooden door with a pad-lock 

on it, and the funny thing was, my mother never locked the front or back door in our house  but, she made sure the root 

cellar door was locked., My father kept vegetables covered with dirt, so they wouldn’t dry out or rot.”  

 

Aaron helped my father build the root cellar on the side of the hill. Do you remember it? It  was on the path that went 

down to the creek.  It wasn’t big, it was about 9’ X 9’on the inside, and it was 3 feet underground. Aaron was tall for 

his age, and he helped my father shore up the roof and it had 3 sides, it had to be very strong because of the weight of 
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the dirt on top of it. .He built a lot of shelves for my mother, and she loved to line up all the canned food she made and 

stand back and admire how many jars she had Except the cabbages, my mother would shred them with a big sharp 

knife in the kitchen and she’d fill up a couple pails and bring the to the root cellar where they had  a big wooden 

barrel. She wouldput a layer of cabbage, and a handful of salt, another layer of cabbage,an more salt, and after it was 

all gone, she’d put the cover on and let it ferment, and we had sauerkraut all winter long..”  

 

Most all farmers had root cellars, it was a way of life. Very few farmers had wooden  ice boxes. They got their ice 

from a big ice house where they stored and sold ice, and there was one down the road from where we lived. In the 

winter they cut big pieces of ice out of frozen lakes and rivers and hauled them to the ice house and covered it with 

sawdust and  burlaps bags, and the ice lasted until spring..”   

“  

“To this day I don’t know why my mother and I never got along. It wasn’t that I didn’t try because I did.. Yet, she 

always got along so well with my father. He loved her and she loved him. and we grew up in a house where we never 

saw or heard our parents argue. My mother yelled at us a lot, but my father spoke so softly you could hardly hear him. 

They really were such opposites….She smoked he didn’t, she cursed, he didn’t he never prayed and she didn’t. My 

fther was very religious, but my mother never was. We never sat down to a meal, that my father didn’t tell us to  bow 

our heads while he’d say a prayer of thanks to the Lord, for the wonderful meal my mother made. .I remember.my 

mother was always busy doing something.  In the summer it would be so hot and she’d be baking bread, ironing and 

canning. and she never complained it was hot or that she was tired, when I think of the energy she had, it was 

unbelievable.”\\ 

“When my mother canned sall summer, and it was my job to bring the jars of vegetables or fruits to the root cellar in 

the summer. I liked  doing it becauset was so hot in our kitchen and it was nice and cool in there, being it was 

underground...My mother had certain shelves for the new jars and I didn’t dare mix them up with last year’s jars. 

Being she didn’t know how to write, there were no labels on any of them, until.Mildred brought over some labels and 

told me to write the date and what is in each jar and I glued them, and from then on my mother made sure she always 

had labels in the house.. Once I counted almost 500 jars on the shelves, and wondered why my mother needed so 

many. After I figured it out, I understood why they had to last 8 months and she used 2 jars a day, times 30 days, was 

60 times 8 months,  equaled 480 days. With lots of boiled potatoes and onions, that was our dinner.” 

 

When we lived in Wysox :my father worked very hard for old Gib, for 50 cents a day,  6 days a week out in his potato 

fields. in the hot sun. He chewed tobacco when he was hoeing or digging from early morning until suppertime. After 

he dug up the potatoes, he put them in burlap bags, and on the wheelbarrow. Then he had to pushed them down the 

road to old Gib’s store. There he piled them up in front and ole Gib sold every bag , mostly to people that came from 

Towanda. M 

“You remember Ole Gib don’t you?. He owned the general store up the road from my mother’s house, You used to 

walk with us up there, when she needed some flour or sugar and she always let you children buy a piece of candy, 

usually a couple of  peppermint striped candy sticks  Ole Gib was Earl’s father, a boy I went to school with . Earl was 

Leo, Ervin  best friend, and they were best friends all their lives. We walked to school everyday and the 4 of us  got a 

certificate at the end of each year, stating we never missed a day of school. and we walked through big snow drifts as 

tall as we were  and they never closed the school because it snowed.”  

“When we came home school in the winter, my mother would make hot chocolate or give us a glass of milk with some 

cookies and she always included Earl. His mother would invite us in their house for milk and cookies, but not that 

often..  

 

“When I first walked in their house, I had never seen the beautiful things like they had, compared to what we had at 

home.. The women in church liked Mrs. Pipher, because she was very nice to everyone. She always so well dressed , 

so much so, the women used to stare at her clothes, but no one liked Earl’s father or ever bothered to say ‘hello’ to 

him”.  
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“I used to wonder as I got older, why someone as refined as Mrs. Pipher was, would marry a man like him. . Earl told 

us his mother’s family were the Remmington’s from England, and they were quite wealthy, but we had no way of 

knowing who the Remmington’s were.. I know I shouldn’t say it, but I never hated anyone the way I hated ole Gib..He 

took advantage of my mother and father for years, because they couldn’t’ read or write.and I had my own reasons for 

not liking him, He was so rude to me one day when I was shopping in Towanda  I was 20 years old and working for 

Mrs. Eggleston at the time, and he yelled at me in front of everyone, that he would cut Earl out of his will if he  

married me.. I was so hurt by what he said, that sometimes I wonder was that why Earl didn’t marry me.” 

 

THE MOVE FROM  HORNELL  TO TOWANDA.  

 

“ My mother was born in Hornell, but she had no childhood, because she was 9.and in the 3rd grade when her mother 

died. She had to quit school to take care of the new baby and get her brothers off to school..Her father had to work to 

support the family, and she did all the cooking and washing and ironing. Her brother Jake and the others graduated, but 

my mother only went to the 3rd grade when her mother died. She could count up to 12, and write a little, but it was 

very hard to understand what she wrote.. A lot of  people couldn’t read or write back then.. My father couldn’t. He 

grew up in a one-room log cabin with a dirt floor and he never went to school. They lived on the side of a mountain, 

sie by ide with the Indians living in  teepes in the Pocono Mountains, near Delaware Gap.’   

 

“Ole Gib took advantage of them, because  knew they couldn’t read or write. He figured they wouldn’t know what he 

charged them, when he had them sign an ‘X; in the cloth ledger book he kept under the counter. To this day it still 

makes me mad when I think what he did to them because.my mother worked hard to wash and iron the Pipher’s 

laundry every week and when he came to  pick up their laundry, that was always neatly folded and ironed to 

perfection, he would  tell my mother the same thing  every week, ‘I’ll take what I owe you off your grocery bill, 

Rose.’. In a way it was their fault because they didn’t know what they bought. They had no idea what they owed him 

each month..When they needed something, they’d walk up the road to his store and get coffee, tea, sugar or flour, and 

my mother always needed needles and thread to sew with. My father didn’t smoke but hechewed tobacco when he 

worked  in the fields, and everytime they would sign an ‘X’ for whatever they got 

 

                                                              *              *              *                                                       

 

1911 …  JAKE VANDERWORKER  

 

One.hot day in August in 1911, when Myrtle saw her Uncle Jake pull in the drive way in his shiny new automobile, 

Myrtle ran to meet him. He lifted her up in the air and  kissed and hugged her, and always told her she was his favorite 

neice. He reached in the car and showed her he bought a box of chocolates for her mother and a can of hard candy for 

the children.  Myrtle held his hand and asked, “When did you get  that new automobiles. Could I sit in it.  I won’t 

touch anything.” He laughed and opened the door and  told her to get in. 

 

As he continued up the path. he was surprised to hear Rose arguing with.David. He stood there listening to her and 

took off his hat and leaned down and gave her a big hug and kiss. She smiled and was so happy to see him. ‘It’s real 

good to see you again Jake..Where you been? We haven’t seen you in a long time’ Then she looked at Jake and told 

him, :” I guess you herd me yelling at David. I get so mad at him sometimes, because I keep telling him, not to let ole 

Gib see how much money he has and he still shows him how much he has in his hand.and..I told him,  “You ask him 

first, how much we owe him first,  because everytime he takes every penny David’s got.” 

 

Seeing how upset she was, Jake handed her the box of chocolates. Rose calmed down and unwrapped it, and she 

thanked him. She opened it and looked at all the different shapes of chocolate and covered them with her hand 
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laughing, :”I’m gonna have to hide this. so the kids don’t get into it.”. 

She at one and sighed and looked at Jake  “I’m sorry you had to hear me yell at David  But,  I get so upset because he 

never asks ole Gib how much we owe him?  Of course, he looks at how much he has and  tells him it  will just about 

covers what he owe,, without even looking in that big book he has that  we have to sign. David works so hard, jus  to 

earn a few dollars.”:  

 

David sat there and Jake could see he was enbarassed that Rose was telling him about their money problems. David 

got up and shook Jake’s hand and had him sit down on one of the old rocking chair He hung his hat on the top knob of 

the chair and stretched his long legs out and put his hands behind his head .”Haent’ see you in awhile, You  two look 

good, so how have you and the children been?”.   

 

0Smiling  Rose kept nodding her head but wasmoreinterested in opening the box of candy. She  took two pieces for 

herself then offered  Jake and David.some. They each took a piece and ate it. and being it was a hot that day,the 

chocolate was on their fingers.  David licked his off and Jake managed to take out his hankechief and his fingers clean. 

Rose watched him,  because Jake was her  pride and joy. She was like a  mother to him, because she raised him, when 

their mother died in childbirth Rose was 9 and Jake and the other children were able.to finish school. but she couldn’t. 

She had to take care of the new baby, Vine, and all the other children, because her father worked and provdied for 

them.. Jake was married, and they had not children. He had a lumber business and was doing very well, building 

houses from Scranton to Towanda. Rose let him know she did not  liked his wife Irish wife Mable, and Mable didn’t 

like her either,.so they never socialized and had ever been in one other’s house. They lived about 50 miles east of 

Towanda, in a little town called Laceyvill,  along Route 6, on the Susquehanna River.. 

 

Rose couldn’t take her eyes off Jake, because he looked so handsome  to her..Even though she could npt imagine a 

machine taking place of a horse and wagon., she did like his new automobile,  As they he walked back to the porch. 

she couldn’t help but admire the light tan linen suit he was wearing, and the starched shirt and tie and she told him, 

“Jake, You sure do know how dress like a real business man, you always look so nice when you come here...” She  

hugged him again.“It’s so good  to see you. again. We haven’t seen hide nor hair of you in a long  time anr I was 

getting worried..” He reminded her,  “Well, I have been extremely busy and I don’t get up this way too often. But I am 

going to be building houses in and around Towanda, you’ll see me more often.”.  

 

Jake noticed Leo and Ervin walking home with their friend Earl, and they stopped and looked his car over and evem 

got down on their knees and looked underneath. They said a quick ‘hello’ and weren’t bashful asking ‘Would you take 

us for a ride in your automobile one day?” Jake said he would the next time he came,  but  he couldn’t do it now, 

because he wanted to spend time with sister and brother in law, because they had some things they wanted to talk to 

him about.” 

 

Jake sat nex to Rose and was scratched his head. “I don’t mean to be nosey,  but when I was coming up the walk I 

over-heard you scolding David, that he was giving ole Gib too much money.”.They seemed embarrassed, and Rose 

told him, “f we had a whorse ans wagon I coul go to town and know what I was paying for things.”  

 

Jakesaid. “For heaven’s sakes Rose, how many times have I offered to get David a horse and wagon?” 

 

David perked up and shook his head.“No thanks Jake, it’s hard enough to take care of my family let alone feed a horse 

too.We’re fine. We walk to church and get what we need at ole Gib’s.. The  problem with him is,  I go there the first of 

the month and I ask him, “How much do I owe you?  I show him how much money I have, he  looks at it  and  tells me 

I owe him and h takes all of it and more.”  David whined, “I don’t know how much money I have or what I owe him. I 

can’t read what he writes in that book he has me sign with an ‘X;.  No matter how much I give him, I can never get 

caught up with our grocery bill.’  
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“Not even with all the laundry Rose does for his family, and all the work I do for him. I work out in his fields from 

early morning until suppertime, hoeing row after row of potatoes and digging them up and bagging them, so he can 

sell them in his store. .He doesn’t pay me,  he keeps tellomg me the same thing he tells Rose, ‘I’ll take off what you 

owe on your bill’ We have no way of knowing if he does or doesn’t..” .  

 

Jake kept shaking his head. “You mean you let him take what ‘he says you owe him? You had better get one of your 

kids to teach you how much money you have, being you can’t read or count. Well, to be honest with you Davud, you 

don’t know if he is or isn’t cheating you.”   

Jake noticed how tired David looked.sitting there and it was obvious he had aged since he first met him 10 years ago.. 

Being a successful business man,  he found it hard toelieve David didn’t know how much money he had or what he 

owed on his grocery bill every month?” 

Jake was rocking back and forth and couldn’t help but notice David sitting there in worn and patched dirty 

coveralls.and he looked so tired, that he couldn’t help but feel sorry for him. He wondered, if there was a way he could 

find out, if ole Gib was padding their bill?. But,  they didn’t keep a reord of they bought, so there was no way of 

knowing how much they bought, or owed,  and they could be  buying  more than they thought they did. . 

Jake realized David had a big family to feed and he worked very hard for the bit of money he made, but it bothered 

him to think, he just might be cheating them.. He thought it over and wondered if ole Gib was doing this to some of his 

other cusomers that could not read or write? He heard David sigh, “You know Jake, he never pays me one cemt for all 

the work I do for him. Day fafter day, I’m out in that hot sun and I put all thos potatoes in burlap bags andload them 

onto his wheelbarrow, and push them down the road to this store. And you know yourself,  that it is back breaking 

work, and he always tell me, he keeps a record of what I do, is taking what he owes me, off my grocery bill.    

.  

 ‘   ‘He has a big green cloth book and  writes down what we get, and we sign with an “X’  but we don’t know 

what we’re signing for. Jake, I know you are a good business man, now you tell me what you think about this. 

”  

           Jake hung his head  because he not like to hear what David just told him. He scratched his 

           head and looked at David. “How could he do something like that to you? Since I don’t have                   ‘          

all the facts yet,  I can’t accuse ole Gib of any wrong doing,. Do you understand what I mean?” 

             

            David looked down at the ground and nodded his head and sat there looking so depressed. Jake  

            told him, “I am going to look into this for you, right now. Because it sounds like, he could be  

             cheating you, but, then again, maybe he isn’t,  but I  will get to the bottom of it for you.”  

       Rose rolled her eyes up and told David,”Didn’t I tell  you he was cheating us. I never did like ole Gib. I like 

his wife, but he is a mean ole man since the first day I met him:.  

       Rose sighed, “Jake, you know what he does to me. Every Monday morning he comes and drops off  2 big 

wicker baskets of laundry for me to do, and Wednesday night on his way home, he stops to pick it up and tells 

me the same thing he tells David, “I will take  ‘what I owe you off your bill,  Rose.”  With all the wash and 

ironing I do for his family, he has never  once said, ‘thank you’, he just walks in and picks up his launry.” With 

all the ironing I do for them, hewalks out and he has never pays me a penny for all the work I do, and like 

Isaid,  he always  leaves tell me the same thing every week, ‘I’ll take what I owe you off your bill.Rose”. 

           ”I just wish there was a way I could prove he is cheating us,, but we don’t know how.”  
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Jake was listening to every word she said an dhe sighed and stretched back in the rocker and clasped his hands and 

told her, “Rose, since you don’t keep a record of what you get , you can’t prove anything. From now on, you have 

to keep a list of everything you get there, Do you understand, it is important,  it had to be written down in his book 

because,  it will be his word against yours, and if you do’t haver proof, what good is it?”   

       

Rose got up and went in the kitchen and handed David a glass of cool green tea,  then gave Jake a glass of tea,, 

because she never  

believed that company should be served before David. .Lily was in back of her mother, carrying her glass of tea 

and she gave it to her when she sat down next to Jake.      

He looked up and smiled at Lily and she waved at her Uncle Jake with a big smile  and hurried back in the parlor 

to play with the cat again.  

 

While they drank their tea Rose reminded her brother Jake, “ You know, I only went  to the third grade,      

I can count a little, but, I can’t  read or write.so how can you expect me to keep a list of what we get from ole Gib, 

Jake, when David and  I don’t know how to write, let alone keep track of what we buy an dho much it costs.” 

Jake heaved a big sigh,  

“Rose you have to keep a record of everything you get from him from now on, and it has to be written down in a book. 

I will give Myrtle a ledger I have in the car. And I will show her what she has to write down, every time you get 

something fgrom him, It has to be written  down in the ledger I am going to give you, it has to havethe date, what you 

got and how much it cost.”  Rose sat there shaking her head and asked him, “How do you expect her to do something 

ilike that?”  

Jake looked at Myrtle, and told her, “She is smart. I know she can do it. I will show her what I want her to do.  

I have a small  ledger in my briefcase and I will set it up for her and show her what she has to write in each 

column, and it has to be neat. I have a small ledger in my briefcase and I will set it up for her and show her 

which colunmn she is to write in, and I have a ledger for ole Gib too,  I want him to fill in everytime you, 

David or Myrtle gets something  in his store, that way you have roof of what you bought and what he 

charged you.”   

,  He looked at Myrtle, everytime you go there, no matter what it is,  you  must write down what he charged in 

your book, and you see that he puts the exact same  

amount in his book, do you understand?” .:  

 

Jake smoothed back his hair and looked at Rose, :”I can tell you are not going to like having to do this, but, I want 

Myrtle to go with you when you need something from ole Gib, for about 2 months. If I am going to help you, 

you hve to do what I say..     

.Remember, you and David are not to sign any more ‘X’s” in his book.Myrtle has to be with you or David, and she 

will sign his book, after she sees what he wrote down in his book He is not going to like it and he is coing to 

comoplain about it, but it is th only we can figure out what is going on. I think he is cheating you and you cold be 
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burying 

is the only way we can figure out what is going on,  because he could be cheating you, and you are buying a lot 

mor than you think, but we don’t know that yet. 

 I’m going to be building c ouple of houses up around here, and I’ll stop in his store the first of the month and I 

will pay your bill for you.” 

 

Rose grumbled, “ Jake, I can’t wait until Myrtle comes home from school, to get what I need when I’m baking.” 

Jake looked her in the eye “You are going to have to,,Rose. It’s only until we can get this situation straightened 

out. Myrtle is going to have to keep a record of whatever you  because it is the only way you are goin gto know 

if he is taking more money from David than he should, and I hate to think he would do that. Remember,  

Myrtle  has to go with you and in a month or so, it will be interesting to see, if your monthly bill comes down.  

   

When Jake finished his tea he asked Rose,.  “What do you usually get from him?”: 

Rose shrugged,  ”Sugar, flour, tea, coffee, some candy, and once in a while David or the boys need a  

new knife, some mason jars, needles,. spools of thread, skeins of wool and crochet  

thread, and David gets himself some chewing tobacco for when he works out in the fields..” 

 

Setting his empty glass on the floor.Jake asked,  “When you need material to  

make the girls clothes, do you get the material from him? ”  

 

Rose told him., “Yes…Oh no, he;’s way too expensive. My neighbor Mildred sends a money order for me to Sears 

& Roseucks.  

  I have their catalog and she knows how to read and write, so she sends for what I need and in a week or two, 

it comes in the mail.” . 

 

Jake stood up, “Well, one way or the other, I will get to the bottom of this Rose.  Frankly, I don’t like the sound of 

what is going on.”   

He put his straw hat on and shoved it to the back of his head saying, “Well, I am gong to run along, but I was just 

wondering have any of your neighbors had the same problem with him when they pay their bills, I mean the ones that 

can’t read and write. I am sure they go to him for what they need, being it is convenient for the people who live far 

from town. They  know his prices are higher and he knows they are willing to pay the difference.  Before I go, I think I 

am going to  find out a few things that is bothering me.”  

 Rose walked Jake to his car and he reminded her,  “You do understand it could  be , that you don’t remember 

how much you and David get there every month, because it is the last thing I want to do, is  accuse ole Gib 

of cheating you.”  

  

      He kissed Rose good-bye, and getting in his car he asked, “ I heard you say that boy with Leo and Ervin was 
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ole Gib’s son? .He seems to be a nice enough boy.Is  he?.” 

 

            Rose laughed and smoothed down her apron,, “Oh! Earl is like one of the family.                           He’s always 

here with the boys. He has the neixest mother, Thank th e Lord, he inothing like his father, hetakes after his mother, 

she is very nice.”  

 

Jake sat there thinking before he asked Rose, “You have some neighbors around  

here that can’t read or write, I’d like to talk to them.. I wonder if any of them have had the same problem when 

they go to pay their bill..  I think I’l stop and talk to then,.”   

 

Rose told them their names, and pointed to the houses down the road, and let his now their names wer on the 

mail boxes. Jake knocked on the door. He introduced himself by saying, “Excuse me, Mam, I’m Rose 

Squires’s brother Jake Vanderworker. I live in Laceyville, but I have some questions I’d like to ask you about 

ole Gib, if you wouldn’t mind? Or would you rather tI talked to your husband? Because, it seems, my sister 

Rose, feels she is having a problem with him, when they go to his store to pay their bill every month, it seems 

to be a lot more that they thought it should be. ” 

      The woman bowed her head, “Oh dear! Yes, I know Rose from church. Well, we         u     ussed to go to him,  

but not anymore. 

I was telling my son how expensive he was, and he felt we were paying too much for what little we got there. 

We’ve always paid old Gib said was in that book of his. Being we can’t read or write, we signed an ‘X’ for 

whatever we got,  like Rose and David we went there bcause it was so much easier, us to walk there.. Now my 

son takes us to town twice a month, and we load up with whatever we need, and it’s a lot cheaper for us.”  

He stopped at two more lhomes and found they told him the same story . one still went there because they had 

not wagon to go to town, and at the other other  house, the woman jus told him,, they no longer went to his 

sotre and closed the door. 

Jake decided the next stop would be to drop in and see ole Gib n dhave a talk with him. . He purposely parked 

his car right  front of the store. Jake opened the screen door and walked in, and noticed floor had sawdust on it 

and the glass display cases were sparkling clean, and filled with chocolates, gum drops and hard candy in glass 

dishes and was imopressed how neant and clean everything was as he looked around..  

            Jake tipped his hat to ole Gib, who was busy stretching his neck his shiney new  ‘  ‘                             a           

automobile that he just parked outside his store. He knew no one around there had a  c           fancy looking car like 

that.  Smoothing down the front of the white starched apron a  f            he fidgeted with the string that was tied ariynd 

him and gave Jake a b ig smile sayng         

             “That is a mighty fine car you have out there. You ain’t from ‘round here, are you?”         y            

 Jake cleared his throat before he said, “No. I’m from Laceyville.  I’m Rose  Squires’ brother, Jake Vanderworker.”  

                        

Ole Gib’s jaw dropped.and stood there and looked Jake up and down and noticed   

the diamond ring  he had on his finger and the good looking beige linen suit and a real nice Panama straw hat, in his 

hand, so how could he possibly be related to Rose Squires?  
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  Ole Gib was scratching his head with the end of the pencil and was curious as why he was there, and he eyed the 

brown briefcase he set down on the floor. Gib gave Jake a toothy grin telling him, “Say, now that I think of it, it seems 

to me I heard that name around here before,. Are you Jake Vanderworker, that’s going to start building  new houses, 

just east of here?”  

 

Jake nodded, unconcerned. “That’s right, but I’m not here for a friendly chat, I’m here to talk about Rose and David’s 

grocery bills and why they never can get caught up with what they owe you.Ole Gib stepped back a bit surprised, 

when he heard what Jake said.   

 

Jake’s voice was firm and steady when he said, “The first thing is, the way I understand it,  they come here and get 

what they need, you write it down and they  sign an ‘X’, for it.”  get. 

 Ole Gib was a bit defiant twhen he said, “Right, you have a problem with that?”  

 

Seeing Ole Gib wouldn’t look him in the eye,  Jake leaned on the marble counter and told him. “There are a couple  of 

things, I want to get settled right now, that was one and the second this  is why you don’t pay Rose and David for the 

work they do for you. David works  in your potato fields from early morning until supper time, and Rose has been 

doing your wash and ironing for your family, and you don’t pay either of them for what they do,  you tell them, ‘ou’ll 

take off what they owe you.’ 

 

Ole Give, nodded, “That what they agreed to”.   

 

Jake got angry and told him,  I sure in hell have to pay every man that works for me. That has got to stop. You pay 

them what you owe them in cash. You know darn well, they don’t know what they owe you, because they can’t read or 

write.  I think,you have been taking advantage of them and I am going to see that it stops, because I intend to get to the 

bottom of thi, one way or the other. It is not right. they work so hard, and you take advantage of their situation.”  

 

Ole Gib kept clearing his throat,and Jake knew he was making him nervous. Jake told him,  “From now on things are 

going to be a lot different. I’m going to be paying their bills and I will see that whatever they buy, better be accounted 

for  in that ledger of yours.  Myrtle is tobe with them when they get anything here from now on. She will have one 

ledger and she is going to be responsible for keeping an accurate record of what her parents get here,.with a date and  

the same price in your ledger and her ledger and the price bett be what you have on the shelves and that is how it is 

going to be from now on..   

 

Ole Gib sniffed, “I don’t understand what is going on here. I have never had a problem with Rose and David when it 

comes to paying their bill. They know darn well, I ‘d never cheat them” Ole Gib shoved the cloth green ledger in front 

of Jake and sniffed,  “Here! See for yourself  Everything they’ve ever  gotten in my store,   is accounted for.Look it is 

written in ink. and  they sign for it with an ‘X’. What makes you think I’d cheat them? They’re my neighbors.and my 

son Earl goes to school with their boys..”  

 

Jake let him know,, “You know as well as I do, you can write down anything you like,  because you know darn well 

they can’t read or write. They don’t know what they’re signing for,  I want o to write down everything they bought for 

the past 3 months right now,  with the date and price next to it .”   

 

Ole Gib laughed at him ,. “I ‘m a busy. What makes you think I have the time to do that?” 

  

Jake narrowed his eyes and leaned over the counter,“Then I would suggest you find the time .because whether you 

know it or not, I alrdy sp;oke to several of your customrs. And I have some mighty important friends here in town. In 

fact,  this Sunday, my wife Mabel and I have been invited to the judge’s home for dinner. I think he would love to hear 
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about what you are doing to some of your customers that can’t read or write..”  

 

Gib sniffed and glared at Jake  “I have done nothing wrong. Are you threatening me?” 

 

Jake sort of luaghed, “Well, I guess you might say that and Jake took out a lined pad for him to write on. and watched 

him open  the ledger and slide his finger down the black tabs to the letter ‘S’, He opened it, without.looking at Jake, 

and proceeded to lick his middle finger, and turned the pages until he came to the page with Rose and David Squires 

across the top of it.’  

His lips were white,because  he was so mad when he started writing down what they bought for the past 3 months. 

Jake watched him make a couple of columns for the date, what they bought and the cost and he wrote down what they 

bought and the total for each month...  

 

Not a soul came in or out, while he worked on it and when he finished he smirked as he handed the pad with the 

figures on it, back to Jake. Jake.thanked him and looked it over, and was surprised how little they bought.and was glad 

to had the information he wanted, so he could compare it with iwhat they usually bought for the next few months.  

Being he was a businessman,, he knew it was the only way he could  prove if he was cheating them, Then he decided 

to walked around and check the p;rices he had on the different items he had f in the store and wrote them down, in case 

he changed them.  

 

When Jake went toick up his briefcase, he gave ole Gib something to think about. He told him. “In case you are 

interested, I also have some really good friends that work over at the Towanda Daily newspaper office., They are 

putting a big ad in their paper about the houses I am going to be putting up around here.. I bet they would be interested 

in hearing about a certain general store in Wysox, that is taking advantage of the people who can’t read or write. What 

a story that would make for the Towanda Daily..” 

 

Ole Gib was so angry he shoved the ledger back under the counter. and stood there chewing on his bottom lip  He 

was.relieved to see Jake pick up his brief case and put his ha backt on. He waved to him a and pushed the screen door 

open and left and. Ole Gib saw him get in his fancy car and seeing how that diamond ring of his sparkled in the 

sunlight ,he wsa determined, he was going to have himself a ring just like that, one day...   

 

When the first of the month rolled around,  Jake walked in Gib’s general store, and handed Jake the ledger Myrtle had 

kept and did so well, that she accountd for every little thing in it.. Jake saw the look on ole Gibs face,hen he stood at 

the counter and compared the figures amd totals of both books, Then handed him Ole Gib back his book and counted 

out the exact amount of money Rose and David owned him,  and told him he wanted him to stamp ‘paid’ on the page 

for that month and left.a very angry man looking out the window at him getting back in his car, and saw him take off 

in a cloud of dust..  

 

One day Rose was talking Mildred and cutting off a couple of  pink roses for her, that were in bloom, to take home 

and. she was laughing when she told her, “Did you know my brother Jake went to see old Gib? He feels he’s been 

over-charging us on our grocery bills, and now that Jake is paying our grocery bills for us,,would you believe they are 

so much lower.”  

 

“Ole Gib has always been so unfair to David and me.,David  works si hard for him, hoeing and digging up all those 

potatoes and putting them in burlap bags so he can sell them inhis store.. He never pays him for what he does, he  tells 

him,, he will take it off  what we owe him for what we get in his store. That is what he does with me too, he never pays 

me for all the wash and ironing I do for his family. And, I told Jake, when David goes to pay him at the end of the 

month, with the money he makes from cutting down trees, when he asks how much he owes him, he takes all the 

money he has and tells him, “ that will cover it:: He never comes back with any money, because we have no way of 
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knowing what we get there.  Every month I  get flour, baking powder and baking soda, some salt and sugar and 

sometimes I get some tobacco, and papers and matches to make myself some cigarettes and once in a while I will get a 

small bag of candy to eat on the way home..All David ever gets ischewing tobacco because of the dust in the fields 

when he digs up potatoes..  

  

He pays David in cash now and every Tuesday, when he comes to pick up the laundry, he’s not very pleasant about it, 

he does leave me the money on the table, he won’t hand it to me.” 

 

Rose told Mildred,”Jake warned him, he just might give the story about what he’s been doing to a newspaper friend of 

his in town. Of course, he wouldn’t, but he wants ole Gib think  he would. I notice you rarely get anything at his store. 

You buy everythimg in town as you know because we don’t have a wagon,,,we have to get what we need from him, 

and the worst part now is.I have to wait until Myrtle comes home from school when I need something.” 

 

Rose noticed Mildred looking at her sewing machine and pump organ and she told Rose, 

 “I hope you realize what a wonderful  brother you have, that he bought tthat sewing machine and organ for you, and 

as busy as he is,  he went out of his way to go after ole Gib for you, I wish I had a brother like that.”  

 

Rose didn’t realize that her brother Jake thought that much of her, and on his next visot  he told her why he bought 

them for her. That it was something he always wanted  to do for her because he knew she could never afford to buy 

them. If you remember, when I was here a couple of months ago, I heard you say how happy you were that you could 

go to your church early on Wednesday afternoons and play the pump organ before the women got there. I knew that is 

what I had to get fpr you. your own pump organ and  I’ve seen how you sit and sew all the children’s clothes by hand 

and  I thought, no, you need a treadle sewing machine more than you needed a pump organ. So, I decided you 

deserved both of them. and I wanted it to be a surprise,that  is why I didn’t tell you they would be coming from Sears.. 

.”   

 

                                                             *               *             * 

 

At night, after the children were in bed, Rose and David would sit in the parlor next to a kerosene lamp, but they didn’t 

sit there to relax, they would be working on things the children needed.. David would  make leather gloves from the 

pig’s skin.they slaughtered in the fall, they’d stretchit out an dlet it dry out and it would be hard, and to make the skin 

soft, he would keep rubbing the pig skin back and forth until it became soft and pliable so he could make gloves withit.  

He had several brown paper patterns  he used to trace on the skin when it was ready and he’d cut out the different 

parts, and sew them together. For the fingers he inserted a smooth round wooden peg and stitched the fingers on the 

outside with strong waxed thread. Then they’d  go to bed by 9 and get up at 5 in the morning..  

 

David made all their winter boots from the fur of deer, and put the fur on the inside, to keep their feet warm. The soles 

were cut from a piece of hide one the neighbors tanned andngave him every year, aft He had a store bought iron form 

in the shed  that he used, to cut out the sole with a sharp curved knife and he;d trim the edges smooth. He’d bring them 

inside and sew the tops on at night, and the children all  had warm boots for the winter..  

 

When they were growing up, when the smoked pork meat was gone, that was it, and the boys learned to like to have 

meat for dinner. When they got to be 13 and 14, they wanted to go hunting and catch a  bear or a deer. Their father 

disapproved of it,  being a gentle soul, he did not want his boys  killing helpless animals. Even though, he disapproved 

of them hunting,  he never interfered with them wanting to be men and go hunting, but he would never eat  the bear or 

deer meat. The boys  managed to find work, and they worked together and did odd jobs for the local farmers.and they 

saved heir money because they wanted  bigger rifles to go hunting with and catch a deer or  bear in the fall   

It didn’t take them long to learnt o be good hunters for boys their age, because the neighbors showed them how, not  
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their fatherl He did not like to hear his boys would kill a deer or a bear,while they eae the meat, their father would not 

touch it. ‘Once they were old enough to go hunting, they knew where to go up on the mountain in the deep snow, 

becaue they heard that was where to go to catch a small bear or a deer.. When they shot their first deer, they 

discovered it was too heavy for them to drag  home, even if thre was snow on the gound. A neighbor came by, he 

showed them how to tie the bear’s two front feet together, and the back feet, and he cut down a small tree and slipped 

it under the feet  tso it would  hang upside down and they were able to carry their trophy home to their mother. 

 

Since they knew how to skin woodchucks and rabbits, they found skinning a bear was not so easy, it was much harder, 

but again,  their neighbors showed them what to do  because their father wanted no part of seeing a deer or bear  

shot..Their mother was very proud of them but she made sure the boys cleaned up the mess and gave them a bucket 

and a broom to clean and scrub the porch, afterwards..  

 

One winter there was a lot of  snow, and Leo and Ervin were feeling brave enough to go hunting, All for  a big bear or 

maybe a big buck deer, with their new rifles they  bought from Sears..They followed the tracks of a big male deer, and 

tshot him, only to find  he was bigger and heavier than they thought. and  they found it  was too heavy for them to try 

and drag down it down off the mountain. Leo had Ervin stay with deer, in case some animals would start eating it. and 

he ran  down the mountain to a neighbor’s house and asked him,  if he could borrow one of their horses, so they could 

drag the deer home. The neighbor was  glad to help them out, and they were able to get the horse to pull and drang the 

big deer down the mountain, and through the snow and they got it home... 

 

When their mother saw the size of the deer, she was so happy because it meant they were going to have lots of meat 

she could can, and she gladly help cut it up and soak it in salt water. Before they could eat the deer meat, it had to sit 

for a couple of days  and she roasted some of the meat for their dinner. While  Rose and the children enjoyed having 

the deer meat for supper, David passed the platter around and could not eat any of the deer meat.                                                                

 

                                                                                                             Monday morning,  June 15, 1911 

        Dearest sister, Rose, 

 

Henry has  finally decided to take us to Wysox,and  I  can’t wait.  It’s been such a long time  

since I seen you. I wish you didn’t have to move so far away. I think of you often and wonder  

how you are. I am counting the days until we get there.. 

 

When we told Vina we were going to see you, she was so happy and excited. In case you  

 forgot, we did adopt that little boy I told you about, He is 3 years younger than Vina .and 

they both  go to Caholic school together and wear the school uniform. 

  

 We are  planning to come in the 10th of July, and we will have to leave very early, so we can be there around 2 in 

the afternoon. .  

 I think we might take the train, because  Henry wants to find out how long it will take us 

to  get to Wysox.  
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10th, ,early in the morning and we should  get to your house,  

afternoon.  

leave early the  

to him,  

             

I will be counting the days until I see you again. 

 

It was a long time since   

Rose started thinking about when they lived in Hornell, and got all choked up. She hated she had to lived so far away 

from her family and it hurt all the more knowing David told her, ‘he was never going back to Hornell’.and that just 

broke her heart.  In Vine’s letter,  she said they would probably arrive sometime Sunday afternoon and by Saturday  

Rose got up real early Sunday morning, after she had a cup of coffee, she a hurried out to the chicken coop. and 

grabbed 2 old hens, she had her eye on all week. They were squaking while she held them by their feet, and put their 

heads on an old tree stump, and chopped  them off, because David could not do it for her. She carried them up on the 

back porch and cleaned them out and stuck them in a pan of boiling water, so she could pluc all the feathers off and let 

them soak in salt water. Before she went to church. she put them  in a big soup pot filled with water and a fouple of 

onions, and let them simmer on the back of the stove, and put one of the hams in another pot to boil, until she got back, 

so Vine and Henry could have some ham for breakfast and she could slice some of the ham for  sandwiches, they 

could take with them when they leave . 

David did not like being wearing a suit, but he had to when he went to church. He sat down and waited for Rose, while 

she washed her face and hands and in the bedroom, she powdered under her arms, and put on her only  good Sunday 

dress. She was extremely happy that morning, when they walked down the road to church,  knowing in a few hours her 

sister Vine would be there. c.   

After the service was over, Rose usually liked to stand around and gossip with the women,, but not that morning, she 

didn’t waste any time talking, because her sister was coming and she wanted to get home. She changed back into her 

long cotton housedress, so not to get her good dress soiled. In the kitchen she took two big steel forks and lifed the 

chickens out and put them on a  platter to cool.,so she could sstuff them with dry bread, bacon, onions and apples and 

sew them up. She rubbed them with  bacon grease, a little salt and pepper all and placed them in a big roasting pan and 

popped them in the oven for an hour to brown.  

Rose never took the  time to peel potatoes, but that day she did for Vine. She knew she loved her crispy roasted 

potatoes, and she placed  them around the chickens in the oven. Then  took some flour and water and added some of 

the chicken broth, and made plenty of white gravy so everyone could have as much gravy as they wanted.  

Lily set the table, and Myrtle went outside even though she had her good Sunday dress on  and climbed the pear tree,  

so she could tell her mother when she saw them coming down the road.. Rose had everyting ready and put her good 

dress back on, and checked her hair in the mirror and saw Davidsitting by the window dressed in his only suit and tie, 

and knew he was not too happy  being dressed up all day.  

Rose and David went out to greet them, and when she sawVine stepped down from the carriage, she couldn’t believe 

how beautiful she looked,  in a light green dress and matching hat with a beautiful feather on it and a long veil, lossely 

wrapped around her shoulder. Rose felt so proud of how lovely she looked, and they hugged and kissed and before 

they knew it, the 3 of them wer bawling while they stood there  because they were so happy to see one another again.  

With so much excitement going on,  the boys came out and just said hello to Aunt vine and Uncle Henry. Lily stood 

there bashfully waving to them and Aunt Vina went over and kissed her and told her how pretty she looked with a bow 

in her hair, and she told her, “Myrtle curled my hair.” Being Aunt Vine was not too fond of Myrtle because she always 

made such a fuss when she brought Vine along, she just smiled. Rose hugged her brother-in-law Henry, and then she 

pulled her Vina to her, and gave her a big hug, and noticed how much she had matured and  grown up, since the last 
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time she had seen her.  Myrtle kept hugging Vina and the 2 of them were so excited, knowing they were going to have 

2 weeks together..they sat outside on the rockers on the front porch and talked.and talked, while the women went 

inside with the men and all the did was talk talk, talk.When Aunt Vine realized she didn’t introduce Rose to the little 

boy they just adoped, he looked to be about 10 years old,  When .Rose went to hug him,  he hid behind Vine.and she 

laughed and told her, “I’m afraid, he’s very shy, but he’ll get used to being around our family...”   

David told  

Everyone sat around  the big table, and were trying to make room so everyone could fit in..As hungry as they were, 

they knew to wait because David always said ‘Grace.’first. When they hear ‘Amen’ they passed around the platters of 

foodt and enjoyed everything Rose made. Vine thanked Rose, for making her favorite roasted potatoes and told her 

how much she enjoyed the dinner especially, her blackberry pie. Then they went in the parlor and opened the gifts they 

brought.  Rose got a pair of beautiful pearls, and David a heavy wool sweater,  Myrtle a bracelet, and all 3 boys got a 

different color leather wallet, and Lily sat there smiling andheld up what she got a pretty mirror, a hair brush and a 

comb set, so Myrtle could see it..and Aunt Vine was very pleased that everyone loved what they gave them..    

 

In the morning, David had Aaron hitch up the horses for Henry, while Rose made a big breakfast. They ate and she 

wrapped and took the blackberry pie Rose made her, and as they walked out to their carriage together. Rose tried not 

to cry, but she couldn’t help it, when she  said  ‘good bye’. Vine kissed Vina and reminded her, to behave herself. and  

told Rose, “We decided to send you the money and we are goint to let Vina take the train back to Hornell, because it 

was such a long tiring ride to come here.” Vine wiped her eyes with her lace hanky, and saw the tears running down  

Rose’s face when she  told her,  “How I wish I was going back to Hornell with you.” It upset David to hear Rose  

say that, and they watched them go down the dirt road.and head for Hornell.  

 

The next summer when  

Vina cried when ishe had to leave, because she had met a young boy named Henry Hardenstine, and she had fallen in 

love with him.. He lived up the road from her mother’s house, and every night after dinner, he would come by to see 

Vine. and they’d go for a walk or sit on the front porch and he’d kiss her when he’d leave. When it was time for Vina 

to go back to Hornell it broke her heart that she had to leave Henry, but they promised to write each other every week, 

and they did..When Henry sent Vina a birthday card when she was 16, on March 9th and asked her to marry him, and 

she wrote him back and told him yes. They planned to be married in June.and Aunt Vine took her home, so she cold 

get things ready for the wedding, but she was very disappointed she was not getting married in the Catholic Church 

when she brought her up; to be a Catholic, and she had to accept  she going to be married in the little church up road 

from her mother and the reception was going to be held in her mother’s house, because this is what Vina wanted, she  

agreed to it. 

 

The following week the boys were working up the road, haying and their mother was at the church like every 

Wednesday afternoon, teaching the women in her quilting class. She brought Myrtle and Lily with her, so Vina could 

finish hemming her wedding dress, because she had marked it for her  and she knew how to use the treadle sewing 

machine, because Aunt Vine had one just llike it. 

 

While Rose was busy teaching the women to sew their quilts together, Myrtle and Lily ran off and played ‘Hide and 

Seek’ with the other kids, in the back woods. The women enjoyed getting together on Wednesdays, and they were 

laughing and gossiping, while they sat under the trees, sipping green tea from mason jars, they brought from home. 

Mrs. Egglelston was there, learning to put together a small red silk quilt together, to keep on the love seat in her  

parlor. Her tea was in a fancy silver wire water bottle and the cup was the cover, that she travled with. She was putting 

it back in her sewing bag, when she heard  a lot of commotion going on.  

       

She saw one of the farmers that lived up the road,  come racing in the church driveway in his horse and wagon, 
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breathlessly yelling “Where’s Rose Squires?” Seeing her he told  her, “Ye’re house is afire, Get in and I’ll take you  

back. Your daughter Vina is alright, but she was  trying to save her hope chest and her wedding presents. Your 

neighbor, Frank Miller pushed your sewing machine out and the new pump organ your brother Jake sent you, out 

under the t trees. Some of the neighbors are there now ,dumping pails of dirt on the floor in the kitchen, and put out  

most of the fire...”  

 

, and pick the flowers that were in bloom and gave them to Myrtle to bring inside and put them in heavy crystal vases 

with water.  Mrs. Eggleston taught her how to arrange the flowers and hw to put certain colors together. . Myrtle found 

she loved fixing them, and  would set the heavy crystal vases in the parlor, and Mrs. Eggleston would be very pleased 

and compliment her on how lovely they looked.  The summer went by fast, and Labor Day was coming up and they 

were packing and getting ready to go back to the city for 9 months, and spend the winter there.,  

 

Rose climbed up in the wagon, and did not want to believe, her house was on fire. She started to criy and asked him 

”Do you know how it started? ew don’t live by the railroad  anymore?”  

He shook his head, and by the time they got there, the men had put the fire out,  orit would have burned to the ground, 

like all their other houses. When Vina saw her mother, she ran to her and was crying and telling her,. “I saved my 

wedding dress, Ma because I put it in the hope chest and I got it out and most of my wedding gifts out that I got in 

Hornell. Mr Miller was driving by and he helped me drag out your sewing machine and pump organ and they’re sitting 

under the tree and hesaid he’s going to put them in his barn so nothing will happen to them..”  

 

Rose was in a daze and all she could think about was, ‘What are we going to do? We have no place to go..and Vina is 

not going to be able to get married in two weeks..’Word travled fast , and the minister was relieved to hear,  that Rose 

Squire’s house did not burn to the ground, but they couldnt’ live in it the way it was. until David fixed the kitchen and 

put in another floor  and part of the parlor had to be replaced.  The fire started in the chimey where there were a lot of 

loose bricks, and they fell out and on the floor, the wall caught fire and the wall paper went up in flames.” The 

minister asked fo volunteers,   to take in some of the Squires’ children for a couple of weeks until their father fixed the 

house. ..He had offers to take Leo, Ervin, Lily and Aaron, but no one wanted Myrtle and Vina besides Vine wouldn’t 

go unless Myrtle could go too.  

 

Mildred told the minister, “Rose and David will stay with us, until they decide what to do..”   

 

Rose was happy to hear their house could be saved. and it wasn’t long bfore the men finished building a new chmney 

for them and David was able to get enough lumber to rebuild the kitchen floor and  put up new walls and. they were 

able to move back in the house. Mr. Miller and David carried in the sewing machine, the pump organ and Vina’s hope 

chest he kept in their barn after the fire. The women in church collected dishes, silverware,  pots and pans, and another 

big kitchen table and 8 different chairs, and whatever they could find for the parlor.  

 

The children were glad to be back home, but Lily’s heart was broken because they never found her beloved cat. A 

neighbor’cat had kittens, and she gave a black one to Lily, very similar to the cat she had and she almost hugged it to 

death..Meanwhile, Myrtle and Vine had been living with Mrs. Eggleston for a month, .and when Mildred took Roset to 

bring Myrtle and Vina home, Myrtle didn’t want to leave Mrs. Eggleston. She announced, “ I want to stay here . I 

don’t’ want to live with my mother anymore.”Vine went willingly, because she was going to get married, but shehad 

to coax Myrtte to go home, and she promised her she would think about her working for her. but she let her know she 

felt she was much too young to be working. .but, Myrtle refused to stay with her mother, and Mrs. Eggleston 

reluctantly let her work for her.knowing how her mother beat her and she was always black and blue from the beating 

she would give her. .  
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Vina had to change their plans.because her mother was pregnant, and was not ready to have a wedding, because.they 

had lost so much in the fire. She wanted the house to look nice for the wedding reception.and Vine decided to wait..  In 

January of 1914, Dorothy was born premature, and a few weeks later, in February, Vina and Henry were married in 

the little white church up the road and they moved into the house they liked, in East Towanda.. 

 

  

 

 

MYRTLE.. . 1913  to 1923 

 

There was no way Mrs. Eggleton could change Myrtle’s mind, she refused to go back and live with her mother when 

she was thirteen.  She pleaded with Mrs. Emily Eggleston, to let her stay that she would work for her for nothing. She 

did not want to go back to her mother. After staying with Eggleston, it was the first time she knew what it was to have 

someone be kind to her. Mrs. Eggleston made her go home and think about what she was doing, but in the end, she let 

her come back and work for her. Little did Myrtle know, that her life would never be the same again. 

 

Mrs. Eggleston certainly didn’t need Myrtle, when she already had nine in help. She didn’t know what she would do 

with her because she was only 13.. She told her again, “You belong at homewith her mother, not here working for me.  

You should be playing with your dolls and enjoying your life.” She felt sorry for her, because she knew her mother 

thought nothing of beating her black and blue. After she thought it over carefully, she gave Myrtle an ultimatum. “If I 

should decide to let you work for me, you have to behave and do what you are told. And are you aware, you will be 

away from your family andliving in New York City, nine months of the year?   We come here for the summer.and we 

also go to our house on the Thousand Islands, and spend time there too, because Mr. Eggleston likes to go deep sea 

fishing.” Myrtle never heard of anyone having three homes. 

. 

Emily Eggleston enjoyed being in Wysox, because she grew up in Towanda. She was the daughter of Tom Piolett and 

she had several sisters that lived there. But, her husband Richard, preferred staying at the big house they had on one of 

the islands, called the Thousand Islands that were in the St .Lawrence River, where Canada was on one side and the 

United States of theother side. . The house had  a long  pier, a yacht with a captain, being Richard loved going deep 

sea fishing, he would invited some of his friends from the city and they’d go fishing with him. 

When  

 

A few years after Robert Packer died, Emily married Richard Eggleston, and they had two children, Richard and 

Helen. They had several homes between them, when they got married.   

 

Years later, when their daughter Helen got married in 1926, in New York City. After the reception, the couple left for 

their honeymoon, and boarded a ship that was sailing to Europe. While they were at sea, dancing after dinner, Helen’s 

husband collapsed and died in her arms..   

 

Mrs. Eggleston smiled and let them know, “Well,.I have to say during the weeks  she stayed with us,  we never had a 

problem with Myrtle, She was mannerly and did everything she was asked to do.” Seeing how they were eyeing her, 

because she was not agreeing with them,  Mrs. Eggleston let them know, she appreciated their ’well-meaning advise’, 

but she did not believe Myrtle was as bad as people liked to think she was. She knew her mother, Rose Squires, a lot 

better than any of them did, and she could understand why Myrtle didn’t want to go back, not that she would let 

Myrtle know, that was how she felt about her mother. . 

 

The mornings Mrs.Moore, the seamstress  brought her daughter Helen with her to work Myrtle would come over and 

play with her.  Mrs. Eggleston notices how her mother beat her, because she saw the black and blue marks on her arms 
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and legs. When she questioned her how she got them, Myrtle told her, her mother used a piece of wood from the 

wood-bin and beat her with it. Mrs. Eggleston was appalled to think Rose did such a thing to her own child.. 

 

When she would go to the quilting classes, Mrs. Eggleston would hear the women talking about the daring things 

Myrtle had done, when she was 12 years old, and the dangerous situations she got herself into that it was a miracle she 

didn’t get killed. She heard that last spring, the creek in back of Rose’s house flooded so bad,  it took down trees and 

anything that was in it’s path. Her brothers were on the roof fixing a leak and they saw a big tree in the creek, and it hit 

Myrtle and knocked her into the water, and her mother had warned her earlier, not to go near the creek that day. It was 

Leo and Ervin that went to save her and all three of them were taken downstream and they almost drowned, because 

Myrtle didn’t do what she was told.  

 

Mrs. Eggleston asked Myrtle to sit down in the parlor so she could explain some things to her. “I’ve given this a lot of 

thought, and decided, to let you work for me, but only on a trial basis, for two months. If you can prove to me, you will 

do what you are told, and act like a young lady, then you can stay and work for me. Do you know what a ‘trial basis 

means?” Myrtle shook her head that she did. I will expect of you to have better manners at the table, learn to use a 

napkin when you sit at the kitchen table with the help. And Myrtle, you must keep your hair washed and out of your 

eyes and combed at all times. Every morning, you will 

Myrtle sat there smiling because she liked the idea that she was going to wear a uniform. Seeing how the sun shining 

through the window on her young inocent  face,  Mrs. Eggleston had her doubts whether to even let her begin, seeing 

how she was so naïve about the world around her, but she had already said, she could..  

 

Mrs. Eggleston mde sure she never let her see her laughing at her, because she looked so funny, when she would see 

her walk by in one of the maid’s uniforms that was much too big on her. She decided to wait and see if Myrtle worked 

out before she ordered uniforms for her, if they had a size small enough to fit her.   

Mrs. Eggleston felt there was something very ‘special’ about Myrtle, and hoped she would grow up and become a 

‘lovely’ young lady, at least she hoped she would. One day she  

Myrtle assured her, “No I won’t, the only one I will miss is Vina. Ill be glad to get away  from my mother.” Mrs. 

Eggleston shook her head wondered, if she have any idea what New York City was like, because the only time she was 

outside of Towanda, was they moved to Wysox from Hornell, and had second thoughts about taking her to the city. 

Vina would be getting married after Christmas, and Myrtle would want to go home for the wedding, and she decided 

she would take her and if things didn’t work out, she could always have one of the maids take her to Pennsylvania 

Station and see she gets on the right train to take her back to Towanda..   

By the end of the summer, Mrs.,Eggleston could see Myrtle’s behavior was a lot  better than she expected, and that she 

really trying to do everytying she asked of her. The summer went by and  the week before Labor Day, the maids were 

packing and getting ready to close the house down, a Mr and Mrs. Eggleston took Myrtle with them in their private 

railroad cars.to New York City, and didn’t realize she had never been on a train before, except the time she foolishly 

rode on the the back of a caboose.  Myrtlte was thrilled  to be sitting in suxh luxurious surrounding, where the diehses 

and the head rests had the name Emily on them, and they were served a delicious meal. .  

When they arrive at Pennyslvania Station, their chauffeur met them at the station and  Myrtle stood there staring up at 

all the tall buildings, and she told Mrs. Eggleston that had never seen so many people before, and asked Mrs. 

Eggleston,“Where is everyone going in such a hurry?” She laughed, ‘I’m afraid everyone in New York City is in a 

hurry, Myrtle’.  

Mrs. Eggleston made sure Myrtle knew where the beauty parlor was, and she always paid to get her hair cut and 

styled.. She was very pleased to see that she had finally learned to keep her hair combed and out of  her eyes. One day 

she suggested to her, “Why don’t you let your hair grow long. I think you would look very nice if you wore it up and 

off your neck,  it  would be so much easier to keep neat.” It took awhile but she did let it grow long and liked how she 

looked older  with her combed high up on her head, and best of all, it stayed neat the rest of the day.  

Saturday afternoons their chauffeur took Mrs. Eggleston shopping over on Fifth Avenue, and she would bring Myrtle 
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with her. She enjoyed picking out a sweater or coat  for her daughter Helen, and had them delivered to the house. In 

the same store, she bought Myrtle two woolen skirts and sweaters to match, and a pair of high top black shoes, and a 

warm hat and coat that she would need for the winter, and Myrtle wanted to carry the bundles  to the car, and not have 

them sent..  

Helen was already a young lady, about ten years older than Myrtle, she complained her mother b that she really 

appreciated the thought of her buying her clothes, but that she preferred to choose her own clothes,and her mother 

insisted that  loved to buy her pretty things when she was in the store and , andMyrtle would end up getting them, 

because Helen just wouldn’t wear them. 

Working for Mrs. Eggleston, Myrtle felt so important she had to wear a white uniform and apron and white shoes 

during the day, and the late afternoon, she had to change into a black silk uniform and a fancy aparotn and headpiece, 

which wre much too big for her, befause she was only 13 when she first went to work for Mrs. Eggleston.  

One afternoon, whiel she was hanging up Mrs. Eggleston clothes she wore that morning, back in the closet, she was  

drsssed in suit for the afternoon, and Myrtle asked her,  

 

Myrtle was fascinated seeing how many new automobiles went by on  Riveside Drive, and noticed how some of the 

drivers enjoyed blowing their horns when they passed the horse and buggys, and it scared the poor horses half to 

death, and they’d rear up andwhinnie and sometimes take off  and be dragging the passenger and the buggy behind it.’. 

In early June 

Their house was one of  many beautiful and expensive homes  being built on the Thousand Islands, that were in the  

middle of the St. Lawrence River that separated the United States and Canada.  

Myrtle loved being in New York City/ and Sunday afternoons and evenings off, and.sometimes she hae  

Myrtle learned to get around by getting on trolley car at the corner of Broadway, and ride ride around the city and look 

at all the people, the stores, all the churches and the tall buildings fascinated hermore than anything else.  Only on  

Saturdays, she would get off at 34th or 42nd Streets and go in the big department stores, and look around, because she 

didn’t have enough money to buy anything, because her mother demanded that Mrs. Eggleson send her pay to her 

every month, and Mrs. Eggleston saw that she had spending money.  Myrtle often  got lost when she got off the trolley 

and walked around, looking in the store windows, because all the stores wer closed on Sunday,  when she went to go 

back,  she didn’t know where to get the trolley that would take her uptown to 80th Street and Broadway.. She knew to 

ask a policeman, and.he’d show her where Broadway was, and made sure she took the trolley going north not south..  . 

In 1914, there were new and exciting things going on in the city. Telephones were being installed in offices      and 

private homes, and while most homes still has gaslights, in certain areas of the city the homes were beginning to get 

electricity. The subway being underground only went up as far as 110th  Street and Broadway.but Myrtle was afraid to 

get on it in case it caved in and all the dirt fell on top of the train. It was a long time before she got the courage to ride 

on the subway, but she still did not like it, she preferree to be above ground... For a young girl of thirteen, who grew 

up using an out-house, and 

Mr Eggleston wa an early riser, and when he got up since they only had plumbing for cold water, every morning the 

maids sent up hot water in a pitcher on the dumb waiter.and he woud take it off, and shave. When they took a bath, the 

maid in the ktichen heated buckets of water on stove  and put them the dumbwater for the upstaris maid. She would 

wait to hear the buzzer, that that the hot water was coming up. and  they carefully dumped the pails of hot water in the 

porcelain tub, then put the bath mat in fornt of the tub  and laid out several towels for them.  

It didn’t take Myrtle long to find her way around the city, because. she enjoyed taking the trolley downtown on 

Sunday afternoons when she had off. She walked and walked  so she could see what was in the store windows, and as 

she went along, she looked up at all the tall buildings and was amazed how many windows they had in them.  She had 

never seen so many well dressed people, as were walking around in the city.. N 

When Mrs. Eggleston would sit and embroider, she would think about the negative remarks the women at church in 

Wysox and how they tried to convince her, not to take Myrtle in that she would be nothing but trouble, if she should 

let her wor for her. She was glad she didn’t listen to them.  When she looked at Myrtle, she was glad she believed in 

her, and she got along so well with all the help, except for James, the English butler. He constanlty complained about 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          708 

 

her, because he felt she didn’t know her place and was too outspoken for her own good’, .She would smile and tell 

him, ‘Then you think she has come a long way, compared to what Myrtle was like when she first came here?” He 

shrugged, “Well, since you asked, no; I do not think she has changed at all. Frankly, I happen to  think you spoil that 

girl and that is why she does not know her place.” and he walked back out to the kitchen with his nose in the air. Mrs. 

Eggleton laughed, because she knew for some reason, James never liked Myrtle. 

They spent their summers in the home they had on an island, in the middle of the St. Lawrence River, it had a long pier 

that jutted out into the river. Life there was ver different from the life they hadin Wysox, because there they  a yacht 

and several boats in the boathouse. They had 2  captains and a crew that maintained the yacht. Mr. Eggleston enjoyed 

deep sea fishing and invited friends up from the city, and they’d be out for a couple of days..The maids that went with 

them, were chosen, only the ones that didn’t get seasick could go.. They would serve them drinks, and the chef  did the 

cooking, and the maids served them dinner, drinks, tea or coffee.The crew on board checked the fishing poles and lines 

and made sure they were in good working order and they’d come back with so much fish, it was put in the ice house or 

given away.  

 

Going to on the Thousand Islands was Mr. Eggleston’s favorite place to relax, while the house in Wysox, was Mrs 

Eggleston’s favorite place, because she grew up near Towanda and the summer was when she could spent a lot of time 

with her family. She liked being in her garden and walk around with a basket over her armas as they were driving 

along Riveside Drive, and the  men seemed to enjoy blowing the horn and frightening the horses half to death.It made 

her mad that they were laughing when they could see how they were scaring the horses. 

Seeing Mrs. Eggleston sitting at her desk, Myrtle complained to her what the men were doing to the horses, and she 

told her,,”I’m afraid you will all have to get used to it, because soon there’s going to be more and more autombiles and 

less and less horse and buggies..”Myrtle noticed she was addressing envelopes, and was putting them neatly in a box . 

She handed them to her and asked,  “Please give these to James and tell him that it is important he put these in the 

mail, and I want him to d it now. We are having a New Year’s party to usher in 1914, and I want these invitationst o 

get to our friends so I will know how many guests will be coming.”   

Myrtle held the box and told her, “I didn’t know people had parties because it’s a new year.”  

Mrs. Eggleston smiled. “Yes, every  New Year’s Eve,  people celebrate and have parties. I know you would like stay 

up late that night. I will let you, but you must stay on the third floor and you can look down and see the ladies when 

they come in, dressed in beautiful long gowns and fur wraps. We are going to have a small orchestra. and when you 

hear the music and everyone singing “Auld Lang Syne’ that means it’s twelve midnight. Makesure you stay out of 

sight and when you hear everyone singing, “Happy New Year!” that means it’s time for  you to go to bed, without 

being told.” Myrtle was thrilled she could stay up and watch everyone coming in. 

Seeing how New York City was lit up for Christmas was an unbelievable experience for Myrtle, and see the big 

windows decorated with big wreaths and big red bows, in all the stores and  Christmas music coming from 

everywhere. She had never been to town in Towanda, at Christmas time, so she had nevr seen anything like it, because 

they had no way to go to town or anywhere else,  so she never saw how the stores decorated their windows for 

Christmas. She loved seeing how everyone was all bundled up, as they hurried in and out of the big department stores, 

doing their Christmas shopping,  It was like the pictures she had seen on some Christmas cards Mrs. Eggleston had in 

the library.  

When she saw the big tree the Eggleston’s put up in their home, she couldn’t believe her eyes, and it was so beautiful 

and decorated and there were so many presents under the tree, wrapped with fancy paper and lots of ribbons with the 

names of their family on them, that  she was in awe of what people did for Christmas in New York City.  

When a box came in the mail and she saw it from her sister Vina, she cried.  When she opened it and found it was 

filled with the things she liked, bright red wool mittens and a long scarf to match, a box of pretty hankies, a writing 

pad and pencils, and a tine of her homemake sugar cookies.  She was really surprised because later that day she got 

presents from the Eggleston’s,  another new coat and hat, and a black leather pocketbook, and she hugged it to her 

because never had a pocketbook before.  

I 
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n the kitchen the help had a tree of their own, all decorated, because Myrtle would find out that Christmas was very 

important to them, and Dora had made her a pretty white wool scarf, and the cook made her a hat and mittens to match 

it, and Mary, one of the maids had made her a pair of wool slippers. and gave hre a box of hard candy filled with fruit. 

She sat there bewildered because she  didn’t know people exchanged gifts at Christmas, because they never did it at 

her house  When she realized she had nothing to give them, they let her know it was alright, they understood. Mrs. 

Egglestonexplained to them, her mother had her pay sent to her every month..   

 

The following week, was the New Year’s party and the help was so busy, they had little time to talk, the silver had to 

be shined, and they lined up glasses on trays, and the cook was baking and getting things prepared for the party, and 

that New Year’s night, everything was  ready. 

 

The orchestra arrived early and was playing as the guests arrived, and the maids and James the butler, stood in the 

foyer. They took the men’s overcoats and hats, and helped the ladies remove their fancy hats, coats and fur wraps, as 

they came in, and they were shivering in their long gowns, because it was so cold outside and snowing. 

Up on the third floor, Myrtle was hanging over the varnished oak railing in her new flannel red night shirt, watching 

the women as they came in. She was thrilled to see the ladies’ glittery gowns, and their beautiful jeweled feathered 

hats, as they handed them to Dora and James.. 

Their guests were prominent and important people in the city, and when they came in they were stamping their feet to 

get the snow off. James, the butler always wore white gloves, and rarely ever smiled, but he was smiling that night, 

and was very charming, as he helped the ladies remove their fur coats and wraps, and waited for their fancy hats while 

they pushed the long hat pins back in , so they wouldn’t lose them.  

Then James handed the maids the fur coats and wraps to put in the library on the leather couches, and all the ladies’s 

beautiufl hats were carefully placed on the mahogany round table in the middle of  foyerm where there was a large 

crystal vase filled with 3 dozen long stemmed red roses and lots of maiden hair fern. It sat under the huge brass gas 

chandelier,t hat hung on a heavy chain that was anchored to the ceiling up on the 3rd floor.All  

By eleven o’clock, James noticed here were so many hats on the table, there was no room for any more. According to 

his list, several ladies  hadn’t arrived as yet, so he decided to carefully put one hat on top of the other, then decided he 

better not seeing they had such long veils, they might get tangled n he left them hang down off the table.. He remoed 

the vase of roses and carried them into the library, and that gave him the room he needed, but when Mrs. Eggleston 

noticed what he did, she let him know she want4d the roses there,until she realized, they needed the room  

Myrtle was hanging over the railing, and was fascinated seeing so many beautiful hats on the table, with long tapering 

feathers, and parkling beads and rhinestones that glittered under the gas light, and most all of them had long delicate 

veils, the women draped around their necks and faces. When three more ladies arrived with their husbands, James 

greeted them and took the men’s overcoats and hats and handed them to Dora, andwaited for the ladies’ to remove 

their hats. He took them and placed them on the table and seeing the long veils were taking up so much room, he tried 

to tuck them under the hats, to keep them from getting tangled. and got so frustrated, he walked away and went back in 

the kitchen and brought out another tray of food for the guests, and never knew Myrtle was upstairs watching him and 

what was going on downstairs. She heard him grumbling to the maid  Kate, going by with a tray of empty glasses, “I 

have to find a place to put some of these hats, because there’s no room on that table for any more hats .” 

 

 Kate shrugged, and let him know, it was not her concern and hurried  through the swinging door  into the kitchen. 

When two more couples arrived, James took their hats and fur coats, and gave them to Dora, sand they walked into the 

parlor and greeted their friends. Mrs.Eggleston embraced the  women telling them,. “I was afraid you weren’t coming, 

because the weather is so bad.” They chatted awhile, and James handed the hats to Dora and told her, :There’s no 

room, so you find a place to put them, and make sure nothing happens to them..” She looked at him and made a face 

and carefully placed them on top of the other hats on the table.  

 

Myrtle saw it was upsetting James and got an idea, and thought,. I can fix that problem for him.’ She tip-toed down the 
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back stairs, and sneaked into the back room in her long flannel nightgown, where she knew James kept his fishing 

rods. The only light in the room was coming from the gas light in the kitchen, and she couldn’t find it, but she knew he 

had one because she  had seen him go across Riverside Drive and over to the river with ithis fishing pole, and came 

back carrying a strong of fish. She finally found it standing up in the closet where the help hung their hats and coats. 

She took it and eand sneaked back up the stairs as fast as she could, hoping he wouldn’t catch her. because he didn’t 

like her, and he’d gladly tell Mrs. Eggleston and get her in trouble!  

Myrtle was excited about what she was going to do to James. She looked downstairs and checked where the maids 

were, and where James was, and they were all busy running back and forth with trays of champagne and platters of hot 

and cold hors d’oeuvres. She checked the fishing pole had a  lead weight and that it had the hook on it, before she let it 

down, and made sure it didn’t get caught on any of the arms of the chandelier.  

When she saw James go in the parlor, she let the line down and watched that the lead weight didn’t start swinging back 

and forth, or go near the gas jets .Once she had it positioned over the table and waited until it stopped swinging, she 

lowered a little more and after a few tries, she hooked one of the hats and she reeled it up fast as she could and made it 

past the chandelier, and up, up, up and grabbed the hat, and unhooked it, and put it on the floor beside her.  

Looking down, she had to to make sure no one was around, before she dropped the line down again,  and snaggedt a 

second hat on the end of the line  she kept giggling as she reeled it up and she had three hats. She loved the idea  she 

was playing such a good joke on James. She waited to see what he was going to say when he passed the table and saw 

there was room on the table for a few more hats, but he never even noticed it, he just walked by.  

 

The second time he walked by the table, he was carrying a big silver tray filled with more hot hors d’oeuvres and 

Myrtle held her breath, she was sure this time he would notice it, and.he walked on by and went in the parlor  

When Debra came along with a tray of tiny dinner rolls and butter,  she thought surely, she would notice, but she 

didn’t. Myrtle hung over the railing and was so disappointed, and saw James coming with an empty tray. He stopped 

and he backed up and he looked, and he took another look and studied the table a minute.and wrinkled his brow,and 

continued on into the kitchen. 

The orchestra was playing and the guests were dancing and laughing in the parlor, that was filled with smoke because 

the men were smoking cigarettes and cigars, but no one really cared, they were enjoying themselves, eating the food 

and drinking champaign and having a wonderful time,  they were there to celebrate the New Year, and Mrs. Eggleston 

made sure everyone did. 

 

Upstairs, Myrtle was having a good time too, because she hhad hooked her fifth hat, and figured this time James would 

surely notice. As fate would have it, as she was reeling the hat up, the long long veil got caught on one of the  arms of 

the gas chandelier. It was so close to the flaming gas jet, that she knew any minute it was going to catch on fire, and 

she carefully lifted the rod up and up, trying to free it, and she kept tugging at it, but  it was caught and wouldn’t move 

 

Then she saw Mrs. Eggleston and her friend Beatrice Marston, walk into the foyer, and she knew she was in real 

trouble.  They stood  talking while the hat was dangling in mid-air and the long veil was hanging down in full view, 

that was when Myrtle panicked when she saw how close it was to the gas light.She held her breath, and very very 

carefully tried to tug at it again and it wouldn’t move, and she kept hoping  Mrs. Eggleston wouldn’t see it . 

 

While they stood there, Myrtle heard Mrs. Marston telling Mrs. Eggleston, “I had to get out that room, with everyone 

smoking cigarettes and cigars in, I’ll just sit out here awhile, because I’m beginning to get a splitting headache.  Emily, 

I’m sorry,.I didn’t mean to take you from your guests, AI just wanted to get away from all that smoke.” Emily agreed 

that it bothered her too.  

  

Myrtle finally manged to get the long veil off  the chandelier, and reeled it up as fast as she could. She grabbed the hat 

and put it on the floor with all the other hats. Beatrice Marston happened to look up, as she went to sit on thelove seat 

and she nd started screaming, and grabbed a hold of Mrs. Eggleston’s arm saying  “Oh my God, Emily, I just seen a 
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ghost. It was right up there. Next to the chandelier, then it went straight up to the third floor and disappeared up there..I 

was not imagining it. I  saw it.”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston looked at her, and saw her eyes and knew Bearice was going to faint. She quick put her arms out and 

caught her and slowly let her down on the thick Oriental rug.  Dora came running over, and she told her. “Hurry, get 

me the smelling salts.”  

 

Seeing wht happened down below, Myrtle quickly hid so no one would see her when they looked up, and they saw 

nothing, but Mrs.Eggleston knew Myrtle was involved in whatever happened and what Beatrice saw. She kept patting 

her friend’s cheek, trying to bring her around. When she held the smelling salts under her nose, she got a good whiff of 

it, she came around, she was so confused. and Mrs. Eggleston smoothed her hair out of her eyes and helped her get up 

and made her to sit on the loveseat, and her firedn Beatrice kept insisting, “I saw a ghost. It went straight up to the 3rd 

floor. ”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston told Dora, “Bring Mrs. Marston a good drink of brandy, then I want you to stay with her, and I think 

you better bring me one  too, Right now,  I have something I have to attend to.” She felt  bad  seeing Beatrice so upset, 

and she let her think she saw a ghost. She couldn’t tell her, that is was  Myrtle and let hr know what she was doing. 

Lifting her gown up she went up the backstairs with two of the maids, so no one would notice her.  

 

Myrtle thought noone would know she was the one that did it,  and she figured Mrs. Eggleston had gone back to be 

with her guests, until she heard someone coming up the back stairs. and she saw the two maids and Mrs. Eggleston. 

The Irish maids were scared and stood there,, when they heard Mrs. Marston had seen a ghost go up to the third floor, 

and disappear, because that was where  all the help slept,  on the third floor. Mrs. Eggleston saw the fishing pole and 

the hats on the floor, and she was speechless to think Myrtle would dare do such a thing to her friends’ expensive 

beautiful hats. She closed her eyes and tried to collect her thoughts, and.when she heard the maids snickering and 

laughing when they realized that it was Myrtle. Mrs. Eggleston scolded them, and warned them, “Don’t laugh, that 

was a terrible thing the did, to my firend Mrs. Marston...”   

 

Shaking her finger at Myrtle she told her  “I don’t think you realize she could  have had a heart attack, she was so 

scared.?  I  just hope she never finds out that you did it. I’d be so embarrassed, because I told her we did have a ghost 

in the hosoptial, to co\alm her down.. Oh .. Myrtle, what am I going to do with you. When are you going to grow up 

and behave like a young lady should?” 

 

Mrs. Eggleston told the maids,“Be careful how you pick up those hats when you take them back downstairs, and for 

heaven’s sakes, whatever you do, don’t let anyone see you putting them back on the table. And take that fishing pole 

and put it back where it belongs, you know where James keeps it. He doesn’t need to know any of this right now. I’ll 

tell him tomorrow. No .. maybe I won’t. I don’t know. Right now, I must get back to Beatrice and my guests, it’s 

almost midnight.”   

Mrs. Eggleston told Myrtle, “And you get to your bed.We’ll talk about this in the morning.” Myrtle was crying, “I’m 

sorry, I really am.  I was only playing a joke on James.because I heard him complaining to Dora, there was no more  

room on the table for any more hats…” 

“So I took a few of them off, to make some room for more hats and  he didn’t even notice it.”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston looked at the maids and  rolled her eyes up and said. “Myrtle, please just go to bed .I don’t have  time 

to talk to you about this now.You almost caused Beatrice to have a heart attack.” 

 

Myrtle sobbed and whined,  “But, I didn’t get to hear everyone sing “Happy New Year’s.”  

Mrs. Eggleston gave her a sern look and she went to her room, and she ushered the maids back down  stairs, telling 
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them “Hurry… it‘s almost twelve o’clock, I have to be there with my guests”  

When she looked for Beatrice, she saw she was in the parlor with her husband, talking about the ghost she had seen in 

the foyer. She was glad no one missed her,  because she could see her guests were busy talking and drinking, and the 

maids and James were passing around glasses of French champagne, while they waited to hear the clock in the foyer 

bong … 12 times.  

 

Mrs. Eggeston stood with her husband Richard, and Beatrice was with her husband Paul, and everyone raised their 

glasses while the orchestra played, “Auld Lang Syne,” and theyclicked glasses and shouted, ‘ HAPPY NEW 

YEAR”..All of New York City exploded with the sound of taxi cabs honking, and firecrackers going off and people 

blowing horns throughout the city,  bringing in the new year. Myrtle lay in her bed, disappointed she got caught, but 

she could hear what was going on, and was amazed at what people in New York City did on New Years Eve.        

 

The next morning the snow continued to fall and the streets were covered with another foot of snow. Richard 

Eggleston was reading a book and was sitting by the fire, when he put the book down to talk to Emily about what a 

wonderful party they had last night. Emily nodded and sighed as she continued toembroider a fancy pillow top with 

her name on it, that she wanted to finish for Beatrice’s birthday, because she didn’t get it done on time to give it to her 

for her birthday.  

When she heard Mr. Eggleston laughing, she cautioned him, “I  know exactly what you are going to say Richard, but I 

would appreciate it, if you did not let Myrtle think what she done last night was funny. I’ve asked her to come in here, 

so I can try and talk some sense into her head. What she did was unforgiveable, now poor Beatrice thinks she saw a 

ghost in our house, and all she saw was a long veil hanging down from one of the hats Myrtle was reeling up. Can you 

imagine her hooking those hats at the end of a fishing pole and bringing them up to the 3rd floor?” 

Mr. Eggleston laughed all the harder. “Oh! Come on Emily, that is one of funniest things I’ve heard in a long time. 

And you should have seen the look on Beatrice’s face, when she walked  in the parlor and was telling everyone, “I just 

seen a ghost…it was out there in the foyer.” No one believed her, but the more she carried on, the more she convinced 

everyone she had seen one.”  

Emily stifled her laugh,”Can you blame her? It scared her half to death.” Putting down the embroidery she was 

working on for Beatrice,, she sighed and looked over at him.. “Well, I guess, in a way it was funny, but, I feel terrible 

that I had to lie to her and  let her think, we do have a ghost in our house. If she ever found out, it was only the veiling 

from one of those hats, Richard, she would never forgive me, because she would think I made a fool out of her.”  

 

Mr. Eggleston looked up from his book and asked, “Well…what did you say that was so awful?” 

 

She winced, “I tcan’t believe I old her there was a ghost in our house, but that it had never bothered us.” I only said it 

to calm her down because she was so upset.” 

 

Mr. Eggleston picked up his book and told her,  “Personally, I think Beatrice rather liked the idea, she seen a ghost, 

seeing how she was telling everyone that she saw one last night... She’s a celebrity now, and under the circumstances,  

I think you handled the situation rather well, don’t you?.”  

 

Well, I don’t think so, because when she was leaving she told me, ‘Paul, refused to believe she saw a ghost, and she 

turned to me saying. “Tell himl You were there with me Emily, and you saw it too. Did you know she fainted and I 

caught her. I had Dora get the smelling salts and she put it under her nose.”  “It brought her around and.then I gave her 

some brandy.” She laughed, “She drank it down in one gulp that it almost took her breath away. I had her sit on the 

love seat in the foyer and ora watched her while I hurried upstairs to see if it was Myrtle that was involved. .When I 

saw what she had done, I couldn’t believe it,  she had reeled up 5 of those beautiful hats.with the log veils.”  

 

Mr. Eggleston was chuckling as he lit his pipe and and put the match in the ashtray. With a twinkle in his eye he told 
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Emily. “From now on Emily,  you are going to be the envy of all your lady friends. when they find out we are the 

proud owners of a ghost! They  be wanting to come see it  and you can be sure Beatrice will be only too glad to be 

here and let them know exactly where she saw the ghost..”   

Mrs.Eggleston noticed Myrtle walk in with such a forlorn look on her face. Mr. Eggleston got up and took his book 

with him and whispered to Emily “I’ll be in the library, so you can have your little talk with Myrtle and don’t be too 

hard on her.”   

Mrs. Eggleston waited until her husband left and she pointed to the chair saying, “Myrtle .. please sit down.” In a very 

stern tone of voice, she told her,  “You know I am extremly upset with you, to think that you dared to do such a thing 

to those very expensive hats?  I don’t understand what possessed you to do such a thing,  especially to my friends’  

beauiful hats. Why, some of them are from Paris. I dread to think, what they’d say,  if they ever found out what you 

did.. You are not a child anymore. You are fourteen years old. If you want to work for me, you cannot do anything like 

that ever again. You know right from wrong, and that was wrong. We talked about this before, and I told you that 

expect you to act like a young lady. Otherwise, you leave me no choice, but send you back home to your mother, 

because I never know what you might do next.”  

Myrtle started to cry and apologized and  promised she;d never to do anything like that again. What she did do, was 

play jokes on the maids, and they loved it. She even pulled a joke on Mr. Eggelston and the maids pleaded with her, 

not to do it. 

They were so surprised when the found out  he loved it. T 

Being the Egglestons had separate bedrooms, and at 8 A.M.,  Mrs. Eggleston got up at 8 A.M.and and Myrtle would 

send the pitcher of hot water up to her. When they took their baths in the bath tubs, they had to send up several pails of 

hot water and the maids filled the tub with hot water. 

It was April Fool’s day, and Myrtle when she decided to fool Mr. Eggleston. She rang the buzzer, but this time she  

sent the pitcher up empty and put a note inside that said, APRIL FOOL.  

When he went to lift the pitcher of hot water off the dumbwaiter,  he expected it to be filled with hot water, and he 

almost dropped it being it was empty and saw the note inside.   

Meanwhile downstairs in the kitchen the help were scared to death that Myrtle dared do such a thing to Mr. Eggelston. 

They thought for sure, he would fire her for doing such a thing. They  warned her, “Don’t do it, Myrtle.You may think 

it is funny, but ye can be sure, he’ll not tolerate ye doin’ something like that, to the likes of him! And,  if he doesn’t 

fire you, she will!.” 

It turned out that Mr. Eggleston, liked the idea  he had been fooled on April Fool’s Day, because no onehad ever done 

that to him before. Seeing Mrs. Egglston was up, he brought the empty pitcher into her bedroom and was laughing 

when he handed her the note he found inside and they had a good laugh and she told him, “Who but Myrtle would do 

such a thing.” He found it so  amusing, he told his friends about the joke that Myrtle had played on him that morning. 

As the months went by, Mrs. Eggleston was relieved to see Myrtle was finally behaving herself By the end of May, the 

maids were packing and getting ready to close the house for the summer and go toWysox and the Thousand Islands.  

Mrs. Eggleston looked forward to going away for the summer, because.it was wonderful change of scenery for her, 

compared to the fast pace of life they had all winter, in the city.  

 

Sitting on the porch of hre home In Wysox, Emily would admire  the beautiful soft rolling green mountains, that 

looked like they went on and on as if there were no end to them..She enjoyed sitting on hr porch in the quiet of the 

morning more than anyting she knew, dn smell the pine trees and the flowers blooming in her garden. It was far from 

the noisy city.and it relaxed her more than anything else, being there, but she knew her husband enjoyed being in their 

summer home they had in St. Lawrence River, more than she did, not that it wasn’t as beautiful, but she loved being 

there, because Towanda was where she grew up, when as a little girl. 
One morning a huge package arrived and Dora announced, it was for Myrtle, and it was from a store in New York City. Mrs. Eggleston  

smiled and told her, “It is a surprise.. I hope you like it.”. Myrtle opened the big box and coudln’ believe what was inside  a oak wooden easel, 

paint brushes, pieces of canvas and wooden frames to stretch the canvas on, an art book, a box of oil paints and a bottle of linseed oil and she 

jumped up and hugged Mrs. Eggleston and thanked her.  “How did you know … this is what I’ve always wanted? .After I  read the book,  I 
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will try and learn how to use the oil paints, because  I’ve only used watercolors, because, oil paints are too expensive for me to buy.” Myrtle 

couldn’t wait to read the book, how to get started..In a room off the kitchen, where the maids sat and talked, Dora helped her 

stretch the canvas on to the frame and nailed it on, and between them they set up the heavy wooden easel, but Myrtle  

was very uneasy about trying to paint on the canvas with oil paints. .She  followed the instructions and squeezed a 

little of each color on the palette, added some linseed oil, and was very disappointed. It was so different to work with, 

than watercolors. She thught she could never did get used to using oil paints, but she did learn and she enjoyed 

working with them 

 

She was about ready to give up, but  kept trying and used two colors together and with one stroke she liked how it 

looked. She she could see she was getting better at it and one day she set the easel outside and tried to paint a  picture 

of the sky, the mountains and the trees.and was so proud how it turned out,  she showed it to Mrs. Eggleston. She held 

it up and looked at it, and she agreed,”It turned out very nice, Myrtle, you did a lovely job with that p;ainint, you 

certainly have mproved..” .   

 

One afternoon it was hot and Mrs. Eggleston was sitting on the porch fanning heself, when she noticd. Myrtle in the 

garden,  trying to paint the red roses that were  in bloom with some water colors she had. 

 Every afternoon, she had  two hours off  and she was very pleased to see the change in Myrtle, and tp see how she had 

calmed down, after all the problems her mother had with her. The ladies in church warned her she would be sorry if 

she took Myrtle in, and she turned out to be a lovely young lady. She was glad she had the perseverance to believe she 

would change. But there were times she was ready to send her back home, but the thought of her mother beating her 

again, she couldn’t do that.to her..   

                                 

In the fall of 1913, the Eggleston’s returned to their home in the city and resumed their busy social life, and they 

enjjoyed entertaining the friends they hadn’t seen all summer. They had nine in help.and most of the maids were from 

Ireland, like most of the wealthy homes had, and their chauffeur was from Scotland, and their butler James, was from 

England.   

 

One morning, Myrtle was busy rearranging the shoes in Mrs. Eggleston’s closet when Bridgetta came in and handed 

her a letter, that came in the morning mail. She thanked her and opened it, telling Bridgetta that it was her girlfriend 

Helen, in East Towanda. As Bridgetta went to leave, she noticed Myrtle’s face and she was gasping and the tears 

started running down her face.. Bridgetta said,  “Dear God in Heaven, what is wrong Myrtle?” She assmed someone in 

the family had died until  Myrtle handed Bridgetta the letter to read. 

 

 

 

 

                                  

                                Dear Myrtle 

, 

                                You better sit down before you read this letter, because of what 

                                of what I am going to tell you. You’’ve been my best of friends since 

.                               we were kids.  I hate to tell you this,but  I feel I must, since no one  

                                else had the courage to do it.  

                                    

                                 Earl  married Alta a few weeks ago, I read in in the paper.. 

                                 Everyone in town is talking about it, because they know he was  

                                 engaged to  He should be ashamed of himself. I don’t know  why 

                                 he  didn’t break off hi  engagement to you before he married her 
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                                 I asked  your brother Leo and Erivn to tell you. But,  theydidn’t              

                                 want to get involved, because they said Earl is their best friend. 

                                   

                                I called Vina, and she said she tried to write and tell you,and she tore\ 

                                 the letter up,because she knew it would  break  your heart.  

                                She couldn’t do it. So, I decided I had to tell you, because in your  

                                last letter you mentioned Mrs. Eggleston was helping you to pick out \                     

                                 your wedding gown and mentioned that she was going to pay for it. 

                                I hope I am doing the right thing,  becaus my mother said it was up 

                                to your family to t ell you, not me. Since no one has had the courage   

                                to tell you Earl went and  married Alta.. you should know.  

             . 

                                I can’t begin to tell you how sorry I am,,  

                             

                                love, Helen. 

 

It has been said,  ‘Absence  makes the heart grow fonder,’ but that’s not always true., it certainly wasn’t for Earl and Myrtle. The ten years 

Myrtle lived in New York City in the winter,  Earl lived  in Wysox, and they only saw one another during  the  

summer Earl was a constant letter writer and so was Myrtle, but he was also a  ‘healthy youg man’, and no doubt 

during those winter molnths, he got  lonely’ and started seeing Alta, afterall, they knew one another for years, since 

they all went to the same one room school house.. 

 

Bridgetta felt so bed and told her,”Come on Myrtle, why would she be lyin’ to ye, when she’s been your best friend, 

since ye were kids?” Seeing how Myrtle was crying so hard,  Bridgetta decided she better get Mrs. Eggleston and tell 

her what happened.. She went upstairs and sat on the edge of Myrtle’s bed and kept rubbing her back telling her, “Go 

ahead, and cry it out Myrtle. Yes, it is a terrible thing what Earl did, .but what is done is done., you can’t change that. 

It’s better he did this before you got married, then after you were married. With time, the pain will get less but it won’t 

go away.. When my first husband, Robert died,  I thought I would never get over it, and you don’t, you learn to live 

with it because  you have to get on with your life.  Sometime later, I was very fortunate to have found a wonderful 

man and I married him and we have two children. No one knows what awaits us in life, one day we are so happy and 

we think oh what a wonderful work,  the next day the world you knew is gone and you feel your life is all over.”   

 

Mrs. Eggleston  told Bridgetta,”Go get me a wet cloth, to pu on her head..” Bridgtta sgav eit to her, and she turned 

Myrtle over and folded the wet wash cloth and laid it across her eyes and sat with her until she fell asleep. Mrs. 

Eggleston knew Earl since he was a boy, and could not imagine him doing such a terrible thing to Myrtle, because  

they had gone together for such a long time, and Myrtle never went with anyone but Earl?”  

 

Saturday nights, after dinner was served and the dishes done, the maids would go together and  go dancing, at the Irish 

dance hall in Yorktown. Bridgetta would always ask Myrtle,, “Why don’t ye come along with us and go dancing.  

Surely, ye need to get your mind off Earl,.and kick u you rheels and go dancing, you will love it. A lot he cared about 

you, that he went and married someone else.” 

 

 No matter how Bridgetta tried to coax her to go out and enjoy herself. Myrtle wouldn’t go.  

The following month was March,and Bridgtta pleaded with Myrtle to go with them, that it was  St. Patrick’s and they 

were having a big dance with prizes, , that she would have a good time. Myrtle didn’t answer her at first, and then she 

decided, she would like to go, and Brdigetta made sure she wore a green dress for the occasion. Theytook the trolley 

and when they got there they had to wlk up a flight of stairs and when they walked in, Mytle was surrsed to see how 
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everyone was dancing and having a good time.. Bridgetta introduced her to he friends, and to Michael an Thomas Mc 

Arow the twins, and they were vey mpressed with her freind Myrtle.  

 

e he  

Then she heard from the maids themselves, that everyone knows Thomas is a heavy drinker, and he gambles and he is 

always owing his bookies money.  Mrs. Eggleston was appalled to think Myrtle would have anythigg to do with him, 

.and she questioned her, “Why are you in such a hurry to get married Myrtle? You don’t’ know a thing about him or 

his family Why don’t you wait a year, because I don’t think you know what you want right now, after what Earl did.” 

you  

Mrs. Eggleston could not convince her to change her mind and Myrtle told her, “I have never seen him drink too 

much!”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston sighed,  “If you marry him Myrtle, you will end up in the poor house. What will happen if you should 

have children by him? What kind of lives would they have? Think about it.”  

 

Myrtle ran out of the room sobbing.and  Mrs. Eggleston went after her and put her arm around her  “You know I am 

only telling you this because I care. I don’t want to see you get hurt aagain.  Maybe you should have chosen his 

brother, Michael.  He doesn’t drink or gamble. You yourself, told me he saves his money and puts it in the bank. I 

think you would be better off of upi married  Michael instead of Thomas.”  

 

Myrtle sobbed, “Why would I be interested in Michael, when I’m engaged to Thomas? He loves me and has promised 

me, after we get married he’s not going to drink anymore.”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston laughed out loud, “And you believed every word he said, didn’t you?”  

 

A few weeks later, Myrtle decided she better tell Mrs. Eggleston, before one of the maids tells her  she was going to 

become a Catholic. She walked in the parlor and Mrs. Eggleston was sitting at her desk, she looked up and Myrtle said 

, “I feel should tell you, before someone else does,  I am studying to become a Catholic soThomas can be married in 

the Catholic church. Bridgetta has been taking me to the 6 o’clock mass every morning, With my time off in the 

afternoons I go to see  Father Gaffney for a half an hour.because  He is teaching me the catechism, so I can make my 

Communion and Confirmation.. I didn’t know Father Gaffney is Bridgetta’s brother, and he lives at the rectory around 

the corner. He explained to me,.because I am a Protestant, Thomas can’t be  married in his church, and I didn’t know 

that and  we were making plans to be married , in SS. Peter and Paul Catholic Church, in Towanda..”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston sat straight up in the chair and was very angry when she said. . “You mean to tell me, Bridgetta has 

been taking you to her church so you can become a Catholic?  Why would you become a Catholic, when you’ve been 

a  Baptist all your life? What about Thomas changing his religion for you, instead of you changing your religion for 

him, is what I’d like to know?”  
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            WEDDING ANNOUNCEMENT  IN  THE TOWANDA DAILY, NOVEMBER  19, 1924  

 

Myrtle family reluctantly went to the Catholic Church to see her marry Thomas, a man they never met, until the day 

before the wedding.  The Squires family were all there,  her mother,father, sisters and brothers and their spouses went 

in the  SS Peter and Paul Catholic Church in Towanda.,on November 19th, 1924. but no one from Thomas’ family was 

there, ecept his twin brother. They had big families and it was a long way for them to travel .  Michael was the 

Bestman, Bridgetta the Maid of Honor.and trhe reception was held at Vina’s house. 

 
MRS. MYRTLE SQIRES MC AROW 
 
Thomas had lived in tHe small apartment with his brother, before he got marrie,  but when he married Myrtle she was very UNhappy there, 

she felt they should have their own  place like he promised her.A month later, she realized she was pregnant and nine months later, she had the 

baby at the Women’s Hosptial, on September 5th , 1925, They  named the baby Rose. and she had to use some of the money Mrs. 

Eggleston gave them for a wedding present, to pay the hospital, because she did not want the baby  born at home, like 

most women  back then did. 
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When she came home to the small apartment with the new baby, she realized having a crib in their tiny bedroom made 

it so crowded that she could hardly walk around the room. She tried again to tell Thomas, they rneeded to get their 

own apartment, but he wouldn’t hear of it. Then  four months later, she was pregnant again, and she told him they had  

to get their own apartment and.Tom yelled at her, “ I can’t afford to pay rent on any darmn apartment. I have big 

gambling debts  I have to pay off..” She was horrified when she heard him say they couldn’t have their own apartment, 

because he owed so much money to his bookies?.’  

 

Michael tried to console her and told her “He is trying to pay them off,  but he can’t catch up with what he owes them, 

because he keeps gambling and owing them more and more money.” Myrtle was so depressed, because she realized 

how right Mrs. Eggleston was,  he drank and gambled, and didn’t care about her or the baby and she was so miserable, 

she wished she had never married him..Then one day  Tom came home and told her, ”We have an apartment and we 

can move right in.  It’s up in Washington Heights, at 181st Street, I found it on my milk route. amd. It’s just around the 

corner from Bridgetta. Now that she is married and home you can go see her..”  

 

When Myrtle went to see the apartment, she almost fainted. It was a dark basement apartment. She was furious 

because he never told her why they didn’t have to pay any rent was because they were going to be the janitors and had 

to take care of and clean the two big elevator apartment houses, and put the ash cans and garbage cans out at the curb 

every night.  

 

That was when she broke down and cried, “How could you do something like this to me?” Coming from the lifestyle she had been 

accustomed to for the past 10 years, living with the Eggleston’s, the thought of  being a janitor and living in a cellar, 

made her sick.. She knew she would be the one that was mopping the floors and cleaning thehallways and shining the 

brass mailboxes in both apartment houses everyday.   

 

The more she thought about being married to Thomas, she realized he didn’t love her and she questioned why he  

married her?  He turned out to be a horrible husband. and never took her any where, and cared less for the baby or her 

being pregnant with another child. His life was his drinking and gambline friends, not her. It was more than she could 

take. She wanted to run away, somewhere … anywhere, but she had no place to run, with a 7 month old baby and a 

baby on the way in just a couple of months.  She had no choice but move into the cellar apartment, with little or no 

furniture and accept furniture  friends offered to give them, and what she was able to find in local thrift shops. She’d 

cry to Bridgettat that Tom made good money andused it to gamble and get drunk every night  and leave  all the work  

for her to do in the both apartment houses..  

 

Night after night, she cried herself to sleep, remembering what Mrs. Eggleston had said, and she would ask herself, 

“why did I ever marry a man like that, seeing him passed out drunk with his head on the table, night after night. All he 

cares about is that he has his whiskey  even though it during prohibition, he knew where to get all the whiskey he 

wanted, in a nearby speak-easy. 

The only good thing, was her friend Bridgetta got married, she lived in the same apartment she had, when she brought 

the big box of lace curtains up to her so they would be safe, when Mrs... 

 Eggleston gave them to her in 1919. she asked Bridgetta if she would  keep them for her until she got married. When 

she went to hang them up in the little apartment, Thomas demanded she take them down, because he didn’t want any 

‘sissy’ lace curtains on the windows.. It broke her heart because she had been looking forward to the day she could 

hang them up, he wouldn’t let her. . 

 

When she found she was pregnant again, she knew she had to find an apartment, now that they were going to have 2 

children.  Thomas said they couldn’t afford one becaue of all the money he owed his bookie. She dried her eyes out. 

One day he ame home and totld her he found an apartment up in Washinton Heights, and it would cost them nothing, 
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beause they were going to the janitors of two big elefator apartmens, and she almost fainted, because she knew, she 

would be the one that woule have to do all the work, not him. She kept thinking, shemade a vow before God, for beter 

or for worse, and she got the worst, she had a husvband that drank he gambled, and cared so little about her and the 

baby. They moved ino the cellar apartment with nothing but the crib and the carriage and their clothes. Their friends 

helped them find  furniture in Thrift shops because that was all they could afford. Coming from the life style she had 

been accostomed to for 10 years with the Egglestons, it was quite a shock to find how she was going to have to live.  

 

In the morning,  Momma would dress me and put me in a big wicker carriage, and push the carriage on to the service 

elevator, along with the pails, cloths and vacuum cleaner, and go up to the main floor.  I’d sit in the carriage with a 

harness on, so I couldn’t fall out, while she cleaned the foyer, then she pushed the carriage over to the second 

apartment house and went back for her supplies andtools, while I’d sit there.and smile at everyone that was coming or 

going to the elevators. They’d stop and talk to me and tickle me under the chin and bring me cookies and lollipops, 

with Momma’s permission,  and the older ladies would make me little stuffed animals..  

The foyers in both apartment houses were the same. It was a place where the elderly tenants liked to sit and read their 

newspaper and talk to one another about the weather and politics.. They had two big sofas and two over-stuffed chairs 

that match, on a big red Oriental rugs had to be vacuumed every day. All the ashtrays had to be dumped and washed in 

a pail of soapy water and dried,  and this is what Momma had to do everyday, except on Sunday.  

 

The women tenants felt sorry for Momma seeing Daddy drunk every night, because they knew him bedause he was 

their milkman and he delivered milk to most of the apartments in both buildings, They saw how he let his wife do all 

the work, when he should be doing it.  Especially, when she was seven months pregnant, and had  a baby in the 

carriage, they had no respect whatsoever for him.. 

 

Daddy left at 4:30 in the morning and took the bus down to 125th Street to Sheffield Farms, and was home by noon and 

start drinking.and never lifted a finger to help Momma. He would spread his newspaper on the table, and drink 

whiskey from the quart bottle he brought home every day from the speak-easy., while Momma was upstairs mopping 

and shining athe brass mailboxes until she could see her face in them, with me in the carriage beside her. When she 

went to get the money Mrs. Eggleston gave them to give the hospital the man in the bank told her Daddy had taken all 

of it and closed the account,but  he never told her he used it to pay his bookies.  

 

When the tenants needed odd jobs done, they asked Momma to do it, .because she knew how to fix the wiring on their 

lamps, unclog  sinks, and replace the fuses when they blew downstairs in the cellar. The women would slip a few 

dollars money in her hand  and whisper  ‘Now you hide this from your husband, and make sure he doesn’t get a hold 

of it.’.So she hid the money in an orange carnival glass sugar bowl that had a cover on it, that was in the back of the 

china closet.  

Because Daddy had taken all the money they had, and now she was saving all the money sh could to pay the Women’s 

Hospital,  because she wanted to have her baby where I was born 

.  

Two weeks before the baby was due, she had an appointment to go to the hospital for a check-up, and the hsoptial sent 

her a letter, the money that was due for the delivery. She reached in the sugar bowl to get it, and all the money she put 

in therewas gone. She couldn’t believe Daddy  would take that money too, after she had worked and earned it.. 

Shewaited for him to come home and she confronted him about the money. He put his nose in the air and told her, ‘It’s 

just as much my money, as yours, and I had to have it to pay off my bookie. Who are you, that you can’t have the baby 

at home like the all the other women do?.”  

 

That was when her world came crashing down around her and the words of Mrs. Eggleston were ringing in her ears, 

”If you marry him, he will ruin your life and the lives of your children, if you should have any by hm.“ She realized 

more and more, what a terrible mistake she made. 
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Halloween October 31, 1926,  

 

It was a beautiful  day and she had all the windows open in the apartments, and one of the tenants  upstairs, heard 

someone screaming downstairs. She stuck her head out the window and looked down in the alleyway, and didn’t see 

anyone,  and the she realized it was coming from the basement apartment..  

 

Knowing Momma was due soon, she took the elevator down to the cellar to check on her, just in case.. She knocked at 

the door and no one answered, so she walked in and found Myrtle on the kitchen floor in labor and screaming. Being 

she had no phone, she got back on the elevator and went back upstairs to her apartment and called for an ambulance. 

 

When they walked in, they could see she having an extremely difficult labor, and the first thing they wanted to do, was 

get Momma off  the floor and onto a bed. But it was to late, they had to get down on their hands and knees, and try to 

deliver the baby on the floor, because the baby was coming fast  After they cleaned up the baby, the doctor explained 

to her, the baby was a blue baby, and he had a problem with his circulation, but it wasn’t serious. They rushed the baby 

hospital, and let her know he could go home in a day or two. Leaving the doctor advised her, “You need to get  

yourself to the doctor in the clinic,  as soon as you can, because when you were giving birth, I could see you tore 

something inside you , but I have no way of knowing what it was, but it needs to be looked into.”  

 

The nurse stayed with her, and let her know,  “We will be sending a visiting nurse to help take care of you and your 

baby for a few days. I will help bathe you now, and you can put a clean night gown on and get back in your bed.”   

 

Bridgetta didn’t have any children, and liked to stop by to see Momma, and was shocked when she heard she had the 

baby, and they had taken the baby to the hospital.  The next day Brdgetta carried me, and she took Momma to the 

hospital, so she could bring the baby home. The following week, Bridgetta watched the children and  she dragged 

herself to the clinic. The doctor not only  told her she had damaged her bladder, but some of her other organs were 

damaged too, during the home delivery. Then he warned her, “You are going to have to do something, so you don’t get 

pregnant again, Mrs. Mc Arow, or you will surely die.  Do you understand what I am telling you?”  

 

Myrtle knew what he meant, and told him, “I’m  a Catholic. I’m not allowed to use birth control.” 

Shaking his head he told her, “ If you don’t, your children will grow up without their mother.”  

 

                                                              *              *             *  

 

When Momma and Daddy left, Uncle Mick did not like living by himself. He had off on Sundays, and always went to 

visit them and to see the children. He would bring a roast beef or a chicken, so he could have dinner with them  One 

night Michael asked Tom, ”I was wondering, if I found a bigger apartment, and paid half the rent, could I move in 

with you and Myrtle?”  Tom told him he could, without discussing it with Myrtle , but she was just glad they were 

moving out of the dark cellar apartment..  

 
The following week, Michael told them, “I found a nice big, sunny five room apartment, it’’s just around the corner from where I live at 500 

West 131st Street,on the corner of Amsterdam Avenue. It’s near the church and schools, but, it’s up on the fifth floor, and tol  Myrtle, “But, 

what a nice view it has.” They moved in and Michael helped unpack the barrels and  put things away, while Tom got drunk 

and fell asleep. Myrtle was so happy to get out of the cellar apartment and have windows with  the sun shining in. 

  

The Knickerbocker Hospital Clinic and Emergency Room,  was up the block and over on 130th Street, and it was 50 

cents a visit.  When the doctor examined her, he warned her, it was very important she not get pregnant again, because 

her internal organs were so badly messed up, and if she did,  it would be a life-threatening situation. Myrtle shrugged 

and told him, “There’s nothing I can do about it. because I am a Catholic. I’m sure you know, it is a mortal sin if I 
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practiced birth control”. That doctor shook his head in disbelief and said, “You mean you would rather die?”.. 

 

A few months later, Myrtle discovered she was pregnant again. and when she went to the doctor to be sure. He was 

concerned.and sat her down and let her know what to expect.and told her she was due the first week of July. He 

warned her. “I hope you remember what I told you what would happen, if you got pregnant again.” Momma nodded 

that she knew.  

 

WThe time was getting closer to her due date, the doctor felt he should warn her, “I think you should prepare yourself 

and your family, because, like I told you, I don’t know if you are going to be able to deliver this baby,  your insides are 

so badly torn from your last delivery..”  

Being  two doctors told her the same thing, she decided  to write her sister Vina, .because she knew what was going on, 

because she wrote her a few weeks ago and old her what the doctor said..So she wrote her another letter and mailed it, 

“If I am  going to die, I want to be with you, and not Tom, and I am taking the train and coming this Satruday.  Be sure 

to  keep.this letter as proof of my wishes, and please make sure that  Tom never gets my children.   

 

Aunt Vina wrote back, that she had ‘nothing to worry about, that she would be only too happy raise us because she 

loved us, like we were her own, and they would meet her at the evening train. And be sure you bring the letter from the 

doctor, so we can give it  Dr Brown, so he will  know the  problem you are having with this pregnancy.’  

 

Daddy was glad to see us leave, knowing she wouldn’t be nagging at him about his drinking and gambling, little did he 

care she wa pregnant and in dire trouble.. Yet, Uncle Mick was worried about her and he carried the luggage 

downstairs and argued with Daddy that it was his place to be taking his wife and children to the train, not him, and 

called a taxi, and he took us to Pennsylvnia Station and got us settled on the train and stood outside and waved, and he 

left and was ver upset, knowing Momma might die.with this pregnancy, and his own brother didn’t even care..  

 

                                              1928…Momma 9 months pregnant with Mary Jane,  

                                                           Standing with Aunt Vina in front of their 

                                                           house in East Towanda               
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Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry were s living  in East Towanda.then, and met us at the train station. Being  Uncle Henry 

was at work,  Aunt Vina  asked  her  neighbor  Momma to see Dr. Brown, and she went ith them.r. Momma gave him 

the letter from the dcotor  in New York City. He   read it,and  knowing Momma since she was a young girl, he told 

her,  Well, Myrtle to be hones with you, t I don’t like the sound of what he has to say, so all we can do is wait and 

see.” . 

After he examined her,all l he would say was,  “Well, Myrtle, sometimes miracles do happen. You lived through the 

Spanish fl and my nurse caught it and she died You helped me,and you lived when  so many people in Towanda died. 

So maybe you will fool that doctor in New York and you will live to raise that baby. Before you leave, you be sure to 

stop in and say ‘hello’ to Mrs. Brown, I know she would love to see you again.” 

 

The day before July 4th, Momma went into labor. Aunt Vina stayed beside her, wringing her hands and praying 

because Dr. Brown had confided to her, that he was very concerned about Myrtle. Dr. Brown told her to time them.  

Hearing how she was screaming  every  time she had another contraction. Dr. Brown stopped in and let her know the 

baby wouldn’t be coming for a while and being a country doctor, he had other patients he had to go see, between his 

visits to Myrtle,.but there was little or no progress going on, and he told Vina, “She seems to be having a very hard 

time, and I don’t like it, she is getting so weak..It’s not like she’s having her first child, but we will just have towait it 

out..”  

 

Dr. Brown decided to stay ,just in case.Uncle Henry got him a comfortable chair to si tin, ,and he sat  by her bed all 

night, trying to sooth her, each time she got attoher contraction that was causing her so much pain. The next day was 

the July 4th .and it was a very hot day.  While most people  were home with their families. Dr, Brown was still with 

Mytle. becaue he was very worried because he thought,  as the day progressed, she was going to pass on him, because 

she having such terrible labor pains, an she was wrigning wet with sweat  and so exhauted..   

By ten o’clock that night, Dr. Brown  told Vina, “I think I am going to give her  a good dose of castor oi, and hope it 

willl get things moving.”. He giave it to her, while the fireworkds were going off all around, because everyone was 

celebrating the Fourth of July, Dr. Brown and Aunt Vine  sat there,praying Myrtle wouldo deliver her baby, and she 

was going to be alright... 

The castor oil worked but not until after 1 A.M. so the baby was officially born on July 5, instead of on July 4th,. As 
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much pain as she was in, she still thought to ask Dr.. Brown,  to write down July 4th,.  and  he shook his head and told 

her that he coudlnt’ do that and hewrote down the exact time and date.. He was quite relieved to see Myrtleseemed to 

be doing alright, and so was  the baby w doing well, after the terrible scare she had given everyone for the past couple 

of months.  

Something did happen, that he wasn’t aware of, just yet.  

 

After Dr. Brown left,  when Myrtle went  to get up to go to the bathroom, she  couldn’t lift her left foot up. or walk, 

and she panicked when she found she couldn’t put one foot it in front of the other  to walk. She fell back on the bed 

and started to cry, because shedidn’t  know what was happening to her. Dr. Brown came back and he examined her 

and he assured her it was sprobably a pinched nerve, and it would go away.. But it didn’t and he didn’t know why? 

She had no choice but stay in bed. Aunt Vina had to take care of Momma,  the new baby, Sonny an me, as well as her 

own 4 children,for the next two months.  

 

Momma felt so bad she couldn’t get up to help her, but she was determined she was going to walk. The only way she 

could, was by holding on to something and drag othe foot along, then the and try to balance herself and not fall. It 

exhusted her and she’d have to go back to  bed. 

Two of Aunt Vine’s babies died, then she had  Dorothy who wa 10, John was 8, Shirley 6 and Roseanna wa a year 

old.. so she was taking care of Momma and seven  small children, all under t and it hurt Momma, because she knew  

was a lot of extra work for her. But Aunt Vina  kept tellingher, , that she loved fussing over all of us.and Momma 

would hug her and thank her, knowing how hard it was for her totake  care of all the children and going up and down 

the stairs taking care of hes,  made her feel so helpless and all the more depressed to be stuck in bed... 

Dorothy, was ten, si she loved helping her mother take care of the new baby, and shet was such a  beautiful baby with 

blonde hair. Momma cnamed her Mary Jane, after Dr. Brown’s daughter. While Momma was laying in bed , she had a 

lot of time to think and she would  cry knowing she had made  a terrible she mistake marrying Tom? But the one 

person, she would she never admit it to, was Mrs. Eggleston because she was too ashamed to let her know, how right 

she was, and she would emembere what she told her,  ‘Just becauseThomas promised you,  he will stop his drinking 

and gambling, doesn’t mean a thing. you can be sure, once he marries you, he will continue his drinking and gambline. 

So you’d better think about it,. because you will be married to him for the rest of your  life.’   

Momma knew she had to go  home, but she would  wait until the weather was a little cooler, because all she could do 

was shuffle along,/ She couldn’t walk, because she could not lift her foot up to walk normally, it just hung down.. 

When she was finally able to hobble along, she wnt home on teht rain,n with the three of us.  Uncle Mick that was 

there to meet us and Daddy was with him. .Uncle Mick was the one who bought long metal pipes  and attached them 

to the walls in the apartment, so Momma could hold onto them. It was the only way she could get around. It took a 

year before she could walk normally, and be able to go up and down the five flights of stairs. She had to rely on 

neighbors to help her most of the time, because she felt she couldn’t keep asking Uncle Mick toget groceries and 

different  things they needed.  Daddy was always drunk andwouldn’t help her when she asked him to. While she was 

having Mary Jane in Pennsylvania, it was during Prohibition, and Daddy’s  friends showed him how to make whiskey 

and beer in the bathtub. Momma had a fit when she came home,  but it didn’t matter to him, he had all the beer and 

whiskey he wanted, in the hall closet.. 

 

As young as I was I never forgot the awful smell in our bathroom of fermenting mash in the tub, and trhe same smell 

was in all the apartment houses in the neighborhood, because most  men were making their own beer and whiskey, 

even  if it was against the law and ,Daddy continued making it,  after the law was repealed in 1933   

 

Daddy’s sister Rose, was the oldest, and she left Ireland first and  went  to America. She worked and paid for Daddy 

and Michael to come over in 1912, then  Bernard and Florie came over, and two more brothers, but they didn’t like 

living in America and they went back to Iireland,. As each one came over, they stayed with Aunt Rose and got a job, 

and they were on their own.   
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Aunt Rose was married to Barney Mc Cann, and they had five children, and they  lived down on the eastside, in 

Yorktown, near 86th Street, where the a lot of thr Irish and Germans lived. . 

 

 They lived in what they called a railroad apartment, where the rooms were in a row, like a train. You walked through 

one room to get to the next one. They lived on Second Aveue and 82nd Street,and their  living room was in the front 

and their windows looked out at the tracks for the els, that were on Third Aven and Second Avenue, that went to the 

Bronx and way downtown.. Everytime one of the trains went rattling by, it made such a racket, you had to wait until it 

went by to cotiue what you were saying.. We were fascinated that we could see the trains go by so close to the 

windows, and we would be amazed how the people would look in the windows of the apartments, when they went by.  

 

Uncle Mick was very close to his oldest sister Rose, and he liked going to see her and have dinner and spend the 

evening, especially when  Uncle Barney Mc Cann was home, because he was away much of the time, because he was 

the chauffeur for J.P. Morgan.   One night when she was alone with Michael, she told him, “I’m concerned about 

Tom’s drinking and what it’s doing to Myrtle and the children. You tell him, I want to see him and have a talk with 

him..”  

 

He was born In Ireland, and their mother died, when the  twins, Michael and Thomas, were born, and shortly after 

their father died of blood poisoning. The parish priest found homes for the eight orphaned children. The twins grew up 

and never knew their mother or father, and they always had a great respect for their sister Rose, and what she had to 

say. Especially, since he was the one that paid to bring them to America..Daddy seldom went to see Rose or his 

brother Barney in Brooklyn, because they didn’t approve of how he drank, so he was reluctant to go to see her, 

because he knew she was going  to talk to him about his drinking again..She hugged and kissed him and had him sit 

down. 

He was glad to see her, and.  they had a long talk.and he agreed with everything she said, and .he swore to her,   he 

wasn’t going to drink anymore, but of course,  he only told her that to please her, The next day, he was back to his 

drinking in the local speak-easy down the block.he had no intention of stopping his drinking. Uncle Mick got fed up 

with trying to help him. He was trying to save his money, but being he was his twin brother,  every time he asked him 

for money, he would give it to him,  but he never gave it back   As it was, Uncle Mick was helping with half the rent, 

and so many times he would help pay Consolidated Edison for the electric, and with the grocery bill downstairs at 

James Butler store,  while Tom continued to drink and gamble his pay away.because Uncle Mick couldn’t  say ‘no’ to 

him  The bit of  money he was able to put in the bank, was not nearly enough  to buy a house and farm in Ireland.and 

he knew it was going to be a long wait, but he was determined he was going to get that house and farm in Ireland, and 

eventually, that is what he did, but it took a couple of years before he was able to go back. ..  

 

Momma was three months pregnant with Sonny, and I was 9 months old when she received a beautiful embossed 

wedding invitation from Mrs. Eggleston, to attend her daughter  Helen’s wedding that was to take place in New York 

City. She was so excited that ‘she’ had received the fancy invitation, not only to the wedding but to the reception that  

was going to be held in a very fancy hotel on 5th Avenue.and Mrs. Eggleston made it very clear,  that Thomas was not 

invited’. And to make sure she looked lovely, Mrs. Eggleston sent her a nav blue beaded gown, with a long navy blue 

velvet cape, with matching shoes and bag from a store on Fifth Avenue.,  

 

The day of the wedding, Momma was so excited when  a chauffeur came to pick her up. She never asked, but she 

assumed she could bring me along too, and I was only 9 months old. You can imagine Mrs. Eggleston’s surprise when 

she saw Momma carrying me in her arms, wearing  a beautiful dress she made me with rows and rows of lace  around 

the bottom and a  bonnet to match,  andshe walked into also wentto the reception, and I was passed around to all Mrs. 

Eggleston’s rfriends, that knew Momma, and the chauffer  brought us back home.  

 

Whenever Mrs. Eggleston was back in the city, she would mail Momma a note and ask her when she could come see 
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her and to bring the children, since we had no telephone. By 1928, Momma had Sonny, Mary Jane and me and Mrs. 

Eggleston would send a taxi to pick us up and take us to her brownstone house on Riverside Drive. While Momma had 

lunch with her inside, the maids fussed over us out in the kitchen. They played blocks with us, and when we ate our 

lunch they tied  a big linen towel tied around our necks. 

 

Daddy was drunk every night and was making whiskey and beer in our bathtub,when Momma came back from having 

Mary Jane, up at Aunt Vina’s, after not being able to walk for a couple of months, after she had Mary Jane  She was 

beginning to walk again, with the help of the long  pipes  Uncle Mick attached to the walls for her to hang onto.. 

 

 

 

 

 In 1931, Uncle Mick met and married Aunt Mary and they went back to Ireland and bought a house.. Mary Jane was 

3, when Momma took her to the Knickerbocker Hosptial clinic because of a funny red raspberry lump she jad on the 

inner thigh of her leg.. After they examined it throughly, they told her it  was cancerous and she would need 2 years of  

radium treatments.and Mrs. Eggleston paid for everything.  

 

Before Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary left for Ireland  he gave Momma money so she could become a Certified French 

Chef. She graduated and the school was having her work part time.and Uncle Mick left for Ireland knowing. Daddy 

didn’t give her any money. She  paid for the rent, electric and gas  and the grocery bills, while he drank and gambled 

his pay every week and refused to help her. with the bills.  and the doctor and  medical bills she was facing,..because 

she wasn’t making enough because the school took half.  

When Momma was visiting  Mrs. Eggleston one afternoon, she told her about Mary Jane having cancer on her leg,  

She got all upset and insisted she take her immediately to see her doctor for a second opinion. He confirmed what the 

other doctor said. and signed her up at his hospital and they did the radium treatments on Mary Jane’s leg for two 

years. 

 

Momma spent many an afternoon with Mrs. Eggleston, and she would always made sure she brought the three of us 

with her, but was too ashamed to let her know, what a terrible mistake she made marrying Daddy, and she preferred to  

let her think everything was ‘wonderful’ at home.  

The years went by, and for some reason, Momma stop seeing Mrs. Eggleston. I don’t know what really happened.  I 

think it was.easier for Momma not  to let her  know the truth about Daddy, because she had warned her what would 

happen if she married him, and she was so right about Thomas Frances Mc Arow.  Because Momma told me, when 

Mrs. Eggleston would ask her ,“And how are things at home, Myrtle? Did Tom ever stop his drinking and gambling, 

like he promised he would?” Momma said, she hated to lie, but she would smile and tell her, “Oh,  things are just fine 

now.”  She didn’t even let her know that she had to go to work aa a chef, because he never gave her any money, and 

she had to go to work  to pay the bills..  

 

I am sure, Mrs Eggleston, being a very smart lady, knew exactly what was going on...But I don’t think  

While Momma was working Saturday nights, our house would be filled with smoke, because Daddy would invite his 

friends, and they would be sitting around the dining room table playing cards, they had all the whiskey and beer they 

wanted, because Daddy made it.  

 

While they were in the dining room smoking and gambling, Anna had to give us our Saturay night baths ut in the 

kitchen, in a stationary tub.because we couldn’t use the bathtub. It was filled with all kinds of paraphernalia to make 

whiskey and beer during  Prohibition. No wonder his friends liked to come to our house to play cards,  they had all the 

whiskey and beer they wanted and they stayed until the wee hours of the morning.  
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It  upset Anna that  Daddy let them eat whatever was in our icebox. He didn’t care because he didn’t pay for it, 

Momma did. He would tell them. to go help themselves to whatever they wanted  and they’d cut off pieces of cold 

chicken or slice pieces of ham Anna would have ready for our Sunday dinner, because Sunday was her afternoon off, 

and she wouldn’t be there..  

 

My mother used to tell me, how it hurt her how Daddy treated his brother Michael. That he thought nothing of asking 

Michael for money, knowing he put his money in the bank. He felt he didn’t need it and for some strange reason, she 

said, he  thought Michael should give him the money, everytime he needed money to pay off  his bookies, but he never 

gave it back to him. It hurt Momma, to think he would do that to his own brother, knwing Michael paid half the rent 

every month, and helped with the bills, while Daddy gambled his pay away every week   

One day Michael came home and told Momma, he had been seeing a lovely Irish  girl, and he was going to marry. 

That she was from Ireland and she was planning to go back, ike he was. Momma was very happy for him. and told him 

she thought for sure, he was going to be a batchelor, because he was thirty-four, and he still couldn’t find the girl he 

wanted.  

 

He brought Mary home to meet Momma and she liked her. They decided to got married, and they  lived with us, and 

she continued to work so they could save as much money as they could to buy a house and farm, when they went back 

to Ireland, and before they left, Micahel wanted to do something for  Momma, and they decided to pay her tutuion and 

let her attend the New York  School of Scientific Coooking.  It was there she became a Certified French Chef, white 

hat and all, before they sailed, and they were able to see her graduate, but Daddy would not go with them.  

 

They decided to do that for her, rather than gave her money she would use  for the rent or bills Having seen Daddy had 

a real problem with his drinking and gambling, Uncle Mick realized she was going to have to work once he left, 

because she had to make enough money to support her family, and when they left, she would no longer have money 

coming in for their room and board,and he.figured if became a French Chef .she should be able to make more money.  

 

In 1931 it was a very happy time for them to be sailing back to Ireland. Everyone in the family was there to see them 

off  I s remember how exciting it was when we walked down the long pier with Momma and Daddy, and saw the huge 

ship. I looked up at it, and was amazed at the size of it. and the size of the huge smoke stacks. I was confused seeing so 

many people standing on the pier waving up to  people that were leaning over the railings and throwing confetti down 

on top of the people standing below, near wehre there was a sign that said,  ’The Cunard Line’.  

We walking  

 

We jumped when we heard the loud horn that let everyone know, it was time to leave. Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary’s 

faces were beaming, when they kissed everyone ‘good bye’  They were so happy when they stood under the banner 

that said, ‘BON VOYAGE’ and Momma took their pictures with a Kodak camera that opened up like an accordian, 

and the lens slid out. 

 

When they got to Ireland, they wrote and thanked everyone for the wonderful send-off and Momma loved hearing 

from Aunt Mary. Then she heard they had found a nice house with a farm, but it had no electricity. Then we heard 

they had a little boy they named Thomas, and they had  little girl  they called Eleanor, named after their mother that 

died in May of 1896. Aunt Mary continued to write Momma what was going on and she sent lots of pictures of the 

children, and their dog.and Momma sent them pictures of us. The war came, and no more letters from Ireland. 

 

Once the war was over, they resumed their letter writing, and for years they stayed in touch with one another..  Then 

one day in 1968, Momma got a letter from Uncle Mick, that Mary was very sick, then we got a letter that said she had 

died. Momma felt so bad for him and the children, and sent Uncle Mick mass cards from the Annunciation Church,  

because Momma knew that was where he and Aunt Mary used to used go to mass. Uncle Mick. wrote back and let 
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Momma. how much it meant so much  to him to receive the mass cards from his old parish and she thanked her, and 

added, that he  didn’t know how he was going to go on without Mary. 

 

Soon after,  we got a letter that he was living with his daughter Eleanor, because her husband  passed away in 1975, 

and left her with six girls to raise, and he was going to help her. He rented out sections of his farmland to people in 

town. All the girls went to college, but his son, Thomas  passed away when he was  fifty-five, in 1990.  Uncle Mick 

wrote often and would tell Momma, how proud he was of his  granddaughter’s, and all the girls went to Queens 

College in Belfast, and the older girls had graduated and were attorneys and were living in London.   

We retired in 1985 and lived in Florida, In 1991,  I got a phone call fromUncle Mick’s daughter Pauline, Eleanor’s 

youngest daughter. She said she was in Orlando. had won a trip to Disney, through her college in Belfast, and she was 

here with several other students from her school. They had just come back from a tour of Washington, D.C.,  and had 

seem some very interesting places in America. She had two more day before they flew back, and she was wondering if 

there was a way we could meet her and she could stay the night, because she wanted so much to see us,  

Our daughter Barbara was living with us at the time, and she was only too happy to go pick her up, and. it was a five 

hour round trip to Orlando and back. We were thrilled to meet Pauline, and we enjoyed her so much, that I was 

wishing she could stay longer.but  she explained, she had to leave with the group and go back to Ireland  I cried when I 

kissed her good-bye, because in those twenty-four hours, it was as though I had known her all her life. As I waved as 

she drove off with Barabara to go back to Orlando, I  wondered, if we would ever see her again  And in 2005, Barbara 

flew to Ireland, with her son William. T hey stayed with Pauline and met her mother Eleanor.and the girls  

Uncle Mick lived to be 102 , and still lived with his daughter Eleanor. He was still healthy and chopped wood for their 

wood stove and went for long walks every day, dressed in a well-pressed  suit, starched white shirt and tie, and he 

always wore a fedora hat, and his shoes shined so that he could his face in them. Being hard of hearing was his only 

problem, while all the other members of his family were long gone.Uncle Mick died, after he went to visit a sick friend 

with the flu. He caught it, and died about a week later, in 1998, in his beloved Eleanor’s home. 

 

For his 100TH Birthday, Uncle Mick received a bridthaty greeting, from Pres. Clinton, also the Press of Ireland and  

Papal Blessing from the Pope. 

 

Note:” Some of the facts in the newspaper article  are different from what my father told me/ 

 

 

 

 

1996…UNCLE MICK, DAUGHTER ELEANOR AND HER FIVE DAUGHTERS, IRELAND 
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THE DEPRESSION  … OCTOBER 1929~DECEMBER 1941 

 

In October of 1929,  the stock market crashed and no one expected the effect it would  have on the economy across the 

entire country, or it would last 13 years.  
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Wealthy people as well as the middle-class people were financially ruined because they invested everything they had 

in stocks and bonds in different companies, as well as the money they had in  banks. Rather than face financial ruin a 

lot of men jumped off buildings, while others sat at their desks and shot themselves.  

 

Day after day. factories and stores closed their doors,and so many men were left with no jobs. The Depression was a 

very sad time since there were thousands and thousands of men who had lost their jobs, their homes and businesses, 

and any money they had in the bank,was gone and they ended up with nothing. 

 

We have all seen articles in magazinesabout what the Depression was like in the 30’s and after 13 years, it devastated 

so many people’s lives. Our children will never know what it was like for the men and women that lived through 

during those trying times, never knowing what tomorrow was going to bring, and there seemed to be no end to the 

Depression, until December of 1941, when WW11 started. The factories opened up and were making what the men 

were going to need to fight the war, then there were so many jobs, they couldn’t’ fill them fast enough. With so many 

men in service, the women were hired to do the work,  that only the men did.  

 

We grew up in the Depression  and we were all the stronger because of it, like the boys that were in WW11, that were 

sent to the Pacific, Africa, Italy, France and Germany. The war lasted from December of 1941 until May of 1945, 

when the Germans surrended and the Japanese surrended in August of 1945 and they signed papers on the battleship 

U.S.S.Missouri. 

.  

 Today, we walk over pennises on the street andin the parking lots, while others feel it is a special omen meant for 

them.  Growing up during the Depression, we learned the value of a penny. I remember how I’d walk back and forth in 

the candy store, holding on to my penny, while I was trying to decided which piece of candy I would  buy, while the 

poor candy store man would wait patiently for me to make up my mind. I would often get a penny from the lady on the 

5th floor, for carrying her bundles upstairs for her. Sometimes I’d spend it and splurge, and sometimes I’d save in the 

corner of my hanky in my draw, and one day I took my 5 pennines and got on the trolley and went to see Momma at 

work, and of course, she almost fainted.  

When I was in high school our Economic’s teacher taught us the importance of  living on a budget and know where 

your money goes.  It was an all-girl high school and she was explaining to us,  when we graduated  we would be 

getting married and we needed to know these things, All the girls in the class started1 giggling at the thought of ever 

getting married, but she did not thinkit wasfunny. She banged the wooden pointner she had in her hand on her desk, to 

get our attention and told us, ‘you wait and you will find out you need o have a  budget and keep a record of where 

every penny goes or you will land in the poor house if you don’t.”   

 

She had us write in our note books, wrote, “You do not spend more than a week’s salary for rent, and have a book where you 

keep a list of  what you buy and what you pay each month for you electric and gas, your groceries and meat food. 

Welooked at her like she didn’t know what she was talking about,.we thought it was silly to write things like that down, and 

even though I laughed like all the other girls, I knew that was wha Anna did, she always ketp records of the house 

money Momma gave her.    

 

Anna came from an orphanage in Ireland, and went to school there. She told us they taught the girls the importance of 

running a house and keeping a record of where the money went, was why she was soo good at what she did.   

 

Once a month Momma gave her the money to run the house nad she had a little brown book and she wrote down 

everything she spent in that little book. She had her own method of bookkeeping, a shoe box  with small white 

business envelopes lined u in it., and they were in alphabetical order and on each envelope was written  ‘Church, 

Carfare, Cleaners, Drug Store, Gas and Electric, Groceries, Iceman, Insurance,  Milk money, Mite box for School and, 

Rent. Anytime Anna used some of the house money, she wrote down what she spent and how much she had left..     
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During the Depression, so many people were forced to leave their homes and move into cheaper apartments, or go live 

with relatives. Every day we would see families being evicted from their apartments, and on the sidewalks was their 

furniture piled up and the mothers would sit there with their children not knowing what to do. 

 

We have all seen pictures in movies and magazines about the Depression, that  showed a mother and father standing in 

back of  their children, in rural surroundings, and the look on their faces reflected the utter despair they felt, as they 

stood there staring straight ahead, with no hope for tomorrow..  

When President Franklin Delano Roosevelt was voted into office in 1932, while he was campaigning and going from 

city to city,, he saw those disenchanted faces looking up at him, when he was asking them to vote for him, and the 

people were hoping and pryaing this would be the man that would turn the economy around, and he promised them he 

would. Because Pres. Herbert Hoover promised, ‘a chicken in every pot and a car in every garage.” and they didn’t get 

it.  

 

By 1932, so many farmers lost everything they had, after they had worked so hard to save what little money they 

could, and when the Savings and Loan banks closed failed, they went to take their money out,the banks closed their 

doors, and.all they had to show for years of  hard work, were worthless bank books, instead of the money they were 

looking forward to retiring on. 

  

Men came from different states and  all walks in life to New York City and they were willing to take nay kind of work, 

so they could make money and sent it to their familers. They came by bus and trains convinced they would find work 

in New York City, only to discover there were no jobs in the ‘big city’or any where else. It didn’t take long for the bit 

of money they came with, was gone. Some of them had the good sense to go back home, and those that stayed ended 

up with nothing to eat and no place to sleep. They ended up joining the thousands of homeless men that were standing 

on the corners, begging for a nickel for a cup of coffee or a hard roll and they flinched when they heard someone call 

them a tramp.  

 

There were those that saved their nickels and dimes, so they could buy a bottle of cheap wine to erase the memory of 

what their lives had become, and would fall asleep on the sidewalk until a cop came along, and made them move on., . 

Yet, 

They kept coming from all over, thinking New York City was the place to find work. It didn’t matter what profession 

they had been in, a teacher, an engineer, a draftsman, salesman, florist, scientist, farmer, printer, coal miner, they all 

heard the same thing, ‘Sorry, there’s no work.  We are not hiring!”   

 

Everywhere you looked in New York, the streets were had hungry men walking around aimlessly.. They were sleeping on 

benches since they had no where to go,  They even set up tents in Central Park and the Bronx Park but the majority of 

them were living in cardboard boxes over on the dumps,that all along the shores of the  Hudson River. We were used 

to seeing them curled up in doorways, and some of them were lucky enough to hide in a warm cellar in the big 

apartment houses..  

They had lost their pride and no longer cared how they looked. Al they had were the clothes on their backs. as they 

wondered aimlessly through the streets, always om search of  a crust of bread and those that managed to buy 

themselves a bottle of wine, they drank it and would be so drunk because they had no food in their stomachs, they 

couldn’t stand up, ,When they saw the  policemen walking  their beats, they had to  stumble over to the next block, but 

it was the cops job to keep them out of the neighborhood, and they would tell them,  ”Keep movin, sure and ye don’t 

want to be stayin’ here,” They’d only find another hallway, or cellar to curl up in and go to sleep holding on to their 

empty bottle.. 

 

Everyday, the headlines told about another big company that folded, and how thousands more men lost their jobs. 
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When a big company closed down, it caused a domino effect.and all the smaller companies affiliated with them had to 

close their doors and let their men go . Nation wide banks were foreclosing on new companies and old companies, on 

homes, farms.and businesses,  and the Savings & Loan banks were collapsing one after the other, causing people  to 

panic and start pulling their money out, afraid they would end up with nothing. 

 

 Momma would called them tramps Daddy would insist they were ‘nothing but bums.’ Momma would argue with him,  

“How quick people forget what the veterans did for our country.  You’ve seen how many of them has lost their legs. 

They can’t work, so the only way they can survive is  by sitting on one of those wooden bases with roller skates nailed 

to the bottom of  it..that is the only way they can get around. They stay in front of office buildings and subway 

entrances selling apples and pencils, hoping someone will buy one or two, so they an buy themselves dinner.. 

 

Momma reminded Daddy, “The city knows they are there. They don’t chase them away because it is pm;u temporary, 

because that is where they are building the new elevated Westside Highway, at lewst  they have a place to go. The sad 

thing is some of them were heroes just 13 years ago, when they first came back from France/ People stood along  5th 

Avenue, by the thousands and welcomed them bak home and  showered them with confetti and ticker tapes. The city 

had parades down  Fifth Avenue, and everyone was there cheering and waving their little American flags..” 

 

Daddy was listening, but he wasn’t interested in hearing about them. Momma looked disappointed. I know I didn’t 

know what war meant let alone what happened to so many of our soldiers and how they were poisoned by gas in 

WW1..   

It always bothered Momma when she saw a tramp wearing a wide brim felt hat from WW1, on the street corner 

begging for money, she’d make a face and say  “No one cares about them or what they went through for us. Everyone 

feels our government should take care of the wounded, especially the men that lost their arms or legs..”  

 

NOTE *  The Veteran Administration back then, was nothing like it is  today. 

When a veteran was discharged he got little or no help.  They had to fend for themselves after the war, and many of 

them lost an arm or a leg or both legs in the war. The government realized something had to be done for the veterans 

that fought in WW11, and President Franklin D.Roosevelt passed  the G.I. Bill of Rights in 1944,  during WWII, to 

make sure all veterans from all wars wer taken care of.  WWI, WWII, Korean War, Vietnam War, the Gulf War, were 

taken care of properly. Not only did it provide care for them,  the G.I. Bill,  gave them the right  to go to college, have  

money to live on while they were in school, money to help them open up a business, and  buy a house with no money 

down and  low interest rates. 

 

During the Depression, as the economy of our country continued spiraling down, the city of New York continued to 

build the elevated Westside Highway. It started at the end of Manhattan in the 1920’s and it was to follow the Hudson 

River up to the new George Washington Bridge, that was completed in 1931.  

 

When I would go shopping with my mother, we walked to 125th Street, twhere all the stores were. To save money we 

walked, because it cost a nickel to get on the trolley,and for the two of us to go there and back, it would cost Momma 

20 cents. Waling there were always saw tramps,on the corners with their hands out, begging for money.  My mother 

felt sorry for them/ For years she carried bags of food to the tramps that lived over on the dumps, because she knew 

they they had nothing to eat 

 

She would look at them and tell me, “WW1 was going on since 1913 in Europe, and by April of 1917, the United 

States joined the Allies and Pres. Wilson declared war on Germany. and it was over in November of 1918, and so 

many of our boys died. 

 

My mother told me,  “I was 17, and I was working in the city.but I happened to be visiting Vina, and we all went to the 
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train station in Towanda becaue they were sending the boys off to war, To them ,they thought it was going to be great 

fun, but little did they know what the horrors of war were really like. The station was crowded with peopole waving 

American flags, and mothers sobbing and crying. as Watching them board the train,smiling and happy, not knowing if 

they would ever come home again. Most of the boys I knew,  I had gone to school with them in Wysox, and it was 

awful how many of them would die while they were over there.” 

When WW1 war was over,  it was a terrible sight to see how many boys came back with no arms or legs. and just as 

many were what they called ‘shell-shock’.They lost their minds hearing bombs exploding all around them, and seeing 

their buddies blown apart day after day, and they never recovered.  I just want you to remember a lot of these men you 

see that people are calling tramps are veterans from WW1.  

 

1931 …TRAMPS ALONG THE HUDSON RIVER 

 

Before Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary went back to Ireland, they wanted to do something ‘special’  for Momma, and they 

paid for her to go to the New York School of Scientific Cooking, where she became a Certified French Chef.  Her only 

job was to cook when she was sent to the wealthy homes, she did not have to prepare vegetables or peel potatoes, there 

was plenty of help in the kitchen to do that, since most wealthy homes then, had 8 and 9 in help.  

 

Seeing so much good food being thrown out, when she was there, she couldn’t believe it when she knew there were so 

many tramps going hungry. She figured it she could find a way, to bring it over to them, , they would love to have it, 

being she would see them at night, going through garbage cans,looking for something to eat..  

 

She didn’t know how to go about asking ‘the ladies of the house’, if she could take only the left orders that were being 

thrown out, and bring it to the tramps. Sshe let a week go by then two. and did nothing about it and it bothred her.s  

She there were soup kitchens throughout the city, but they were  sponsored by religious and local organizations., but 

for some reason the tramps didn’t like to go there  

Going to work on the trolley, Momma would see the soup kitchens that were feeding hundreds of hungry men, women 

and children were standing on lines 12 abreast, in lines that went around the block. They waited in the freezing cold 

weather and the rain for a bowl of hot soup and a piece of bread..  

 

During the Depression,there were hudnreds of  tramps living along shores of the Hudson River,in the dumps. They 

lived in big cardboard boxes and  lean-to’s to help keep them out of the rain. The dumps twent south for miles and 

miles.  

It started at 125th Street near the New Jersey ferry terminal  Many anight Momma would see the tramps when she was 

coming home from work at night, after cooking a big fancy dinner for some wealthy family in the city. She hated to 

see them picking through the garbage cans that were lined up in front of  the apartment houses,and dig down in them, 

looking for a piece of bread.  So she knew if they could eat something like that, they would be happy to get table-

scraps from the homes where she worked.  

 

She would bring home all the leftovers in a bag and put them in our ice box until she could wrap the food in little 

packages, amd then we’d take it over to the tramps. twice a week. I hated going there, especially when it was cold and 

windy. When we walked over to the Hudson River to bring them food, they’d be waiting with the collars of their coats 

pulled up around their necks, bouncing back and forth from one foot to the other, trying to keep the blood in their feet 

circulating, or they’d get forst bite, when it was so cold out.. 

 

I did not know another person that did what Momma did.for the tramps, because she worried they didn’t have any 

food. Yet, when Momma handed them their little package of food, they never said a word. They would take it and just 

stare at her, but rarely did they say, ‘thank you’.. They’d run off to their cardboard house, or lean-to and sit there and 
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devour the food ,eyeing us while they chewed it.  

 

The cooking school often sent Momma to do  luncheons or cook dinners, for  Mr. and Mrs. Henry Hardon at 137 East 

66 Street, since they entertained quite often. They happened to liked Momma and asked the school, to make sure they 

only sent Myrtle to them.. After a couple of months of going to, Mrs. Hardon’s house, she asked Momma if she would 

consider working for them full-time?  Momma needed to work full time, because working part-time, she wasn’t 

making enough.because,  he got half and the school got the other half, and she needed more money to pay the bills 

every month and she found out that Mary Jane had cancer on her leg,  she needed radium treatments for 2 years,.and 

she had to find a way to pay for it.  

 

She let Mrs. Hardon know,”I would like to work for you, but I would first have to find a woman I could trust to take 

care of my three small children.” She understood, and let her know she was in no hurry, she would wait.. 

 

We first met Anna on Septermber 5th  1931, I rmember because  it was my 6th birthday and I was just starting school. 

Sonny was 5 in October and Mary Jane was 3 in July. and that was how old we were when Momma started towork for 

Mrs. Hardon, full time and she lived there 7 days a week... From then on, we only go tto see Momma on Sunday 

afternoons her time off, and she always went back Sunday night. Once she worked there, she could no longer bring the 

tramps as much food as she had in the past/ The Hardon’s entertained a lot, and she saved what was left on the plates 

and brought it home and twice a week she’d make me go with her to take it over to the tramps, in rain and snow, 

becsue they were hungry..  

 

I always gave Momma a hard time, everytime we went there. I’d complain, ”I don’t 

 like looking at their dirty le faces and raggety old clothes.”  Then Momma would scold, “You are the oldest, and you 

have to go with me. You don’t want me to go pver there by myself, do you? You know God will reward you, because 

we are helping those poor men everytime we bring food to them.” I still didn’t want to go.   

 

The city knew the tamps lived there and so did everyone else. The dumps were along the river, an it was always very 

busy there, because there was  the New Jersey ferry, and. people getting on and off the ferry, and taking the trolley 

uptown or downtown,.and the people that took the Broadway /Seventh Avenue subway, had to climb up serval flights 

ofstairs, because right thre, it was overhead, but in only that section. When the people stood on the platform and 

waited for the train, they could see where the tramps lived., and everyone knew they were there, but nobody cared 

about them, except Momma? 

 

When we went to the dumps it was a struggle to climb up on top of the mound of  ashes.because it was about 6 feet 

high off the sidewalk.. We’d see all those beady eyes staring at us, pretending they weren’t, and we’d  hear  a couple 

of them arguing, and they’d start pushing one another around getting on line,  but when they saw us watching them. 

they’d stop and be wondering what Momma brought them this time. If I happened looked at them, they’d turn  away 

fast, as if they didn’t want me to see their face.  

 

The city ignored them. They  knew they were there, but the city had bigger fish to fry. They were working with 

Moses,because they were planning to build the new modern elevated Westside Highway, that took almost 15 years to 

complete.  

 

It  followed the Hudson River and it was elevated and  the first of it’s kind in the city. They started building it way 

downtown, in the late 20’s,near the Battery. 

 It was at the very end of Manhattan, and it was to go all the way up to the then, new George Washington Bridge that 

was finished in 1931. No one in our neighborhood  was interested in it in, because, no one owned a car. Only the 

people that owned cars couldn’t wait for it to be finished.”   
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“One day after school, we were bringing food over to the tramps,  and Momma complained,” I just can’t understand 

why the city allows those trmaps to live  in those cardboard box houses they sleep in. It’s a disgrace to New York City, 

having them live there like that,  especially with all the tourists that go to 125th Street, to see the Rockefeller’s 

Riverside Church, Grant’s Tomb, the Julliard School of Music and the Internatinal House for Foreign Students, and a 

few blocks down  is Columbia University.What must people think when they see the way they have to live, in a city as 

big as New York City?  Well, at least I heard one the cops say, they haven’t had a case so far, of any of the  tramps 

robbing anyone or getting in trouble with the law,except when they sleep in doorways they have to chase them.”   

 

                                          *                *                 * 

 

We never did get used to Momma not being home with us, even though we liked Anna a lot we missed Momma 

terribly. We could not understand why she had to go to work, when none of the other mothers we knew had to 

work.When we used to cry for her at night, and Anna would rub our our backs until we’d fall asleep.  

 

It was very hard on us not having Momma home with us,  because we wer only 6, 5 and 3, and we only saw Momma 

on Sunday afternoons. .Sometimes she would come home for few hours between lunch and dinner, but not to see us, 

but to take bags of food  to the tramps.and she was always in a hurry.to get back to make dinner because dinner was at 

8 o’clock. 

 

The Hardons had very important people come for dinner, and that was how  Momma got to meet Prime Minister 

Churchhill, and President Franklin D.Roosevelt, when they were there for dinner one night during the Thirties, and 

Momma talked about it for weeks after.Mr. Hardon was the head of the Imigration Department in Ne wYork City, and 

a Professor of Law at Harvard and at Columbia University   

 

One afternoon while we were leaving to take food to the tramps, as we were trying to get past the women on the stoop 

that were gossiping. one of them rolled her eyes up and told Momma, “Sure and I would think you would be scared of 

your life, Mrs. Mc Arow, tp be bringing food to the likes of those tramps. Sure and ye know adangerous thing ye’re 

doin,’ .Surely, ye don’t want to be goin’over there, and takin’ ye’re little girl over there. God forbid, one day, one of 

‘em will surely grab one of ye  and they will molest ye, that they will and they’ll not find hide nor hair of either one of 

ye, they’ll have ye buried so deep in those ashes.”  

 

Momma would pushed me ahead of her saying, “Thank you. We’ll be careful.” 

 

One day when we were going over there, I asked Momma, “How come they don’t go home? Why do they want to live 

like that for?”. Momma said, “They would glady go home, if they could. I’m sure they would love to be able to go 

home and be with their families, but  they can’t.  The trouble with you, is you have never known what it is  to be 

hungry, so you don’t know what it means to them to get this bit of food. They need a job to make money to go home 

and there’s no jobs anywhere. I’m sure one day, things will get better and  they’ll all go home where they belong, but 

right now, they have no choice but stay where they are, I guess..”  

 

As I walked through the snow with my guloshes on, I’d be wishing I was home and not there, and I slow compared to 

Momma. She always had to wait for me to catch up with her Then she started telling me about the tramps that used to 

come to hermother’s house in Wysox, when she was a little girl, and they’d be looking for food, and my mother 

always gave it to them, even it meant we got less. 

 

“My mother told me there was a Depression in 1903, but I wasn’t born yet. My mother said it lasted  a couple of 
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years.and then there were a lot of tramps that would ride the trains and they were called hoboes and there were others 

that [referred to walk from  farm to farm. You can be sure, they couldnn’t affford tp have a horse. and they’d  knock 

on a farmer’s door, looking for any kind of work In exchange for something to eat and  the farmers that needed 

help.would let them work and then feed them and let them sleep in the barn for the night or a couple of days, then 

they’d move on to the next farm.  

  

“My parents were very good  to the tramps that came knocking at our door. They would let them stay a day or two in 

exchange for helping my father patch the roof, and cut down some trees before they left. My mother would have them 

put on my father’s shirt and pants, so she could wash and patchetheir clothes, and my father took their shoes and cut 

some leather out of a piece of hide he had tanned and would sew on a new sole on the bottom of his shoe, to cover the 

hole they came with.”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   

 

I grumbled, “But Momma, that was a long time ago .and maybe those tramps were clean, but these tramps are so 

dirty,” My mother would look at me and scold . “You are very very lucky because you don’t know what it is to be 

hungry like they are..” 

 

                                      *               *              *       

 

That was in the early Thirties, and the city was trying to help the struggling artists, sculptors, actors and actresses, 

writers, dancers, and choreographers, and they became a part of the new program called the WPA, Works in Progress 

Administration, am dot was part of the New Deal tp help professional people that had no work. President Roosevelt 

started that program, and many others to help  create jobs, He had great success with the New Deal Program. And the 

National Recovery Act helped people save their businesses, and get them back on their feet financially  

 

A lot of changes were going on in our lives in 1931, Uncle Mick went back to Ireland, Anna came to take care of us so 

Momma could work, I turned 6 and started school and Momma no longer lived with us, because . Momma went to 

work for Mrs. Hardon full time, and she lived there, 7 days a week and we only saw her on her Sunday afternoon and 

evening off.  

 

The one thing we looked forward to on Sunday mornings was sitting on the floor in front of the big wooden radio that 

was on 4 legs and had 2 doors. and wait to hear Mayor La Quardia come on the radio and he would read the funnies to 

the kids in New York City, and like most children, we loved how he did it. Meanwhile the people in our neighborhood 

complained to Mayor La Guardia that theyd thought it was a disgrade he allowed those tramps to live on the dumps, 

and why wasn’t he  doing something about it.   

 

Little did they know, what he was doing  at City Hall. working with Robert Moses, Commissoner of State Parks and 

Bridges. They were making plans to change the face of New York City.and it was Moses that had the foresight to see 

into the future that New York was going to need new highways and better roads and highways throughout the city and 

in all 5 boroughs, and he was instrumental in getting the elevated Weside Highway built, one of the first elevated roads 

ever built. 

 

When the World’s Fair for 1939-41, was beingplanned to be built in Queens, Moses  saw the need for the Tri-Boro Bridge  and he had 

thatbuilt.and with that Long Island got bigger and better highways, he saw that Northern and Southern State highways were built, Once 

Long Island had good roads, homes started going up in Nassau County and Suffolk County. By the late Forties and 

Fifties, the war had ended in 1945, and the G.I.’s were coming home. 

 

 Levitt started building homes at prices people could afford with Community swimming pools and big playgrounds 

and their own post office, and it was such a huge success and so big, it was officially called Levittown. With the GI. 
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Bill of Rights, veterans began moving out on the island in droves, and more and more developments were going up al 

over the island... 

 

During the Depression, one of the programs President Roosevelt started, was the NRA,  National Recovery Act, and  

CCC camps for boys, .Civilian Conservation Corp,  part of the New Deal program. It was successful. because it gave 

young boys a job when they graduated from high school, there were no jobs for them. . 

 

The boys that joined the C.C.C. loved that they were sent to different states.and were given a uniform, a place to sleep 

and three good meals a day. Many of them lived in barracks or camps in forests and they learned the importance of 

taking care of the environment for the future of our country. They planted thousands upon thousands of little trees and 

it would take years for them to grow before they could be cut down and used for lumber to build all the homes that 

were going up and  the C.C.C.  worked to replenish all the trees that were cut down, year after year.. 

.   

The biggest project facing Mayor La Quardia, was the elevated Westside Highway It was started in the 20’s at the end 

of Manhattan, and it was making very slow progress because of  the problems they had with water.down around Wall 

Street. Itr was designed to follow the shores of the Hudson River, and eventually connect to the ‘then’ new George 

Washington Bridge to New Jersey, that was finished in 1931, and where the new highwy ws toing to be built, was 

where. all the tramps lived,  but it would take years for them to get up as far as 125th Street. 

 

I hated go with Momma when she would bring food over to the tramps. We had to be so careful where we walked, 

because every day except Sunday, the City Sanitation Department trucks dump all the ashes from the apartment houses 

there. 

The ashes were being used as a base and prepare the ground for the new highway, that was going there, We learned to 

be careful where we walked, because the ashes were still smoldering sometimes. Since we had stepped on a couple of  

hot ones,and they burned a hole  through the bottom of our shoes.  we were jumping up and down yelling “Ouch, 

ouch,!” and had to find something quick and dig it out because it would be burning the bottom of our foot.    

 

There was a lot of publicity in the newspapers, about the new ‘elevated highway’ ssome ot was omethng that was 

never beem done before. All that land belonged to the city, that was along the Hudson River.  The newspapers bosted 

how the new highway was going to make it so much easie to get to the Lincoln and Holland Tunnel and that traffic 

was going to move so much ‘faster’ because there would be no traffic lights, that it would have ‘on and off’ ramps 

every ten or fifteen blocks, and there would be no more traffic tie-ups.amd  you will be able to get to the George 

Washington Bridge from the new highway and be in New Jersey in minutes That n the 125th Street ferry would be 

discontinued.  That was upsetting news for a lot of kids and people in the city, that they were planning to do away with 

the ferry.’  

 

The majority of people that lived in the city didn’t have cars, so the highway didn’t mean anything to them.  They took 

trolley cars and  subways to work, and some even took the ferry to New Jersey, and a lot of people from New Jersey 

worked in the city and took that  ferry to get to work.. For the kids, it was terrible news because the ferry was the only 

way we could  get to  Palisades Amusement Park, and go swimming in the beautiful swimming pool they had there.  

People cane from all over the city to go swimming there. It really was a beautiful pool wotj artofoc; waves and sand at 

one end, on top of the Palisades cliffs. While you were in the water,. you could look across the Hudson River and see 

the skyline of  New York City. Luckily  it took years before they discontinued the ferry, and it was a very sad day 

when they did, because it was the end of that era. Then Palisades was torn  down and they put up several big  

condominums all along the Palisades,and all the windows overlooked the skyline of the city. 

 

The tramps had their own a little fire in front of ‘the place they called ‘home’ and everything had to be portable, 

because they couldn’t stay in one place long,  because they were constantly dumping ashes there everyday and they’d 
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have to make a new fireplace by hammering two lead pipes deep into the ashes, and use a long piece of heavy wire and 

stretch it across and wrap the ends around the pipes, and it stayed.  

 

It gave them a place to hang ‘things’.We’d see. an old pot sitting in the smoldering fire with burnt coffee grounds in 

the bottom of it., and hanging on the wires over the dying fire were old socks with big holes, and torn grey-looking 

underwear, blowing in the wind for days on end. Having their own fire outside their crdbox home, sent a message to 

the new tramps, tjat‘this is my spot’ .’   

 

When we’d walk on the ashes  my mother showed me  where potato plants were  growing in the and some of them had 

white flowers on them. I was  amazed to see potatoes actia;;u grew in those ashes, because at Aunt Vina’s they grew in 

dark brown dirt, because we used to help dig them upand put them in a pail for her.We saw several  tramps poking and 

digging around a potato plant, hoping to find some new potatoes hanging on the roots They’d pluck them off  and  

roast them over a fire until they were burnt black and eat them and ejoy every bite..  

 

.The men stood on line and would put their hands out and take one of  the packages of food Momma had wrapped in 

wax paper for them, amd how little did any of them know what an unhappy life she had, or that she had to work to 

support her children, because she had a husband that was a drunk and a gambler.  Yet, she tool the time to do this for 

them, with the ;ott;e time she had  between lunch and dinner. It took an hour for her to come home on the trolley, just 

to make sure those tramps had something to eat. And to think, hardly any of them bothered to say, ‘thank you.’ “ 

 

“Sometimes when we went over there in the winter, it would be  bitter cold and snowing, amd I’d plead with Momma, 

“Do we have to go there again and bring food to them?”  She would bundle me up and wrap a long woolen scarf 

around my neck and have me wear double mittens on my hands. Then she would tell me, “You know God will reward 

you for bringing this food to those poor tramps that are so cold and hungry.” I’d whimper, “But, I don’t want to be 

rewarded, I don’t want to go there anymore.” I’d be so cold my nose and eyes would hurt because we were  by the 

river, it seened so much colder there and the wind went right through our clothes...”.  

 

When it would snowed heavy, it would be coming down so thick we could barely see as we walked towards the river 

and it wouldstick on Momma’s glasses. She’d keep taking them off and wiping the snow off, but  she never 

complained, I was the one that did the complaining about having to go there.. We had to be so careful when we 

climbed up the big mound of ashes, carrying the bag of food, when it snowed, it was extremely slippery, we were 

afraid we would fall on the ashes and get hurt. 

 

When we’d get on top of the mount of ashes, we’d see the tramps huddled around a roaring fire in a big steel drums, 

they hae here ane there.trying to keep warm.. When they’d see Momma was heading their way, they’d turn away and 

pet4end they weren’t looking at us. Momma would look at me and sigh,. “They all look so sad and depressedl What a 

horrible way to have to live. Someone must have cared about them at one time, a mother or a wife.and had a home 

somewhere..I don’t know how they don’t freeze to death bein g out in this cold wthere day in and day out.,and the way 

that cold wind blows off the river makes it all the more colder.” I’d be listening to Momma,ut I didn’t fare about them. 

. I’d see them tugging at the collar of an old torn overcoat trying to pull it up around their necks and be stamping their 

feet trying to stay warm, eyeing us as we walked through the snow.. 

 

 The irony of it was, they were there freezing and standing on the cold burnt ashes that once kept the people in the 

nearby apartment houses warm.. To heat the apartment houses then, they didn’t use oil they burned coal. The coal was 

delivered by trucks that had  long metal chutes that went down into the cellars into the cal bins, and with all the 

apartments in New York City, the ashes had to go somewhere. At night the janitors lined up the ash cans at the curb, 

along with garbage cans and during the night the Department of Santitation trucks picked them up and the ashes were 

dumped in certain sections ane the steam rollers came along and packed it down, again and again, so the trucks could 
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go back and forth on top of the mounds of ashes. Every so often we’d see  the tramps had to move to another section, 

and they’d be dragging their cardboard houses and lean-to’s behind them in search of another place they could set up 

‘house’ and get a  fire going. 

 

In the winter, by the time we got back home, my toes and fingers would be numb from the cold. Momma would quick 

mix together bitter cocoa and sugar and make a pot of hot cocoa and pour it into four cups and add a marshamallow for 

all of us.  I’d eat the melted marshmallow first then wrap my hands around the hot cup to get them warm  I could tell 

by the look on Momma’s face, and she was biting her lower lip because she knew Daddy was inside drunk again.  

 

He came in the kitchen and yelled, “I hear you went over to that God damn dump again? Didn’t I forbid you to go 

there? What the hell’s the matter with you? They’re nothin’ but a bunch of murderers and robbers. You want to get 

yourself killed? They’re nothing but escaped convicts on the run. The women downstairs told me you went there again 

,and you brought Rose with you. didn’t I tell you not to.”   

Daddy couldn’t even stand up right. He was wobbling back and forth, and his eyes were all red from the whiskey he 

made in our bathtub. He argued with Momma, “How stupid can you be to bring food to those dirty old bums.  They’re 

hiding out from the cops,  I’m warning you, I better not hear you were over there again.” 

 

Momma walked over to him and shook her finger in his face. “Don’t you dare tell me what I can or can’t do, Tom. 

What makes you think you are any better than those tramps we bring food to?. Night after night, you come home here 

and eat the food I pay for. You live and sleep here and don’t give me a penny towards the rent, or any of the bills. I 

have to work seven days a week, and only get Sunday afternoon off,  so I can be with the children, so don’t you tell me 

what I can do or can’t do..”  

 

Daddy sniffed as he went bafk inside, and Momma followed him, “Those tramps happen to be down on their luck and 

a lot of them are veterans that fought in the war, just like you did. They are to be pitied not scorned by someone like 

you. They  

can’t find  work, because of the Depression and the dumps is the only place they can stay. They don’t bother anybody. 

A lot you know, because the cops to me,  say they have never have  had a problem with any of them.”   

 

Then Momma turned around and told him,“Don’t you dare call me stupid! You are the one that’s stupid. Take a good  

look at yourself in the mirror,. you’re eyes are all blood-shot and you’re a drunk.You are a disgrace to yourself and 

your family.”  

 

Daddy glared at her, and grumbled something and sat down at the table and opened his newspaper. Anna hid in her 

room, because she was afraid of Daddy. Momma went in the bathroom and washed her hands and face.because she 

had to go back to work. I liked watching her rub a bit cold cream on her face and rub  it all off, and she’d powder her 

nose and put a bit of red lipstick on and blot half of it off on a piece of toilet paper.  Seeing me standing in the hall 

watching her, she whispered, “ I  don’t know how Daddy can say such terrible things about. those poor men. They’d 

love to go home if they could, because they are someone’s son, father, husband, or brother. Don’t you listen to him, 

they’re not murders and robbers.”  

 

Daddy yelled , “I wouldn’t give a one of ‘em the time of day, let alone bring them food. The next thing you know, 

you’ll be bringing them some of my clothes to keep warm. God help you if you do, because they are my clothes, not 

yours..”  

 

Seeing the look on my face, as Momma, picked up her pocketbook she noticed how frightened I looked. She put her 

finger to her lips and cautioned me,  “Whatever you do, don’t let Daddy know I gave some of hi sclothes to the tramps, 

he’ll have a fit. They’ve been sitting in that box with moth balls in Anna’s room for years, at least  they’re keeping 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          739 

 

some of those poor souls warm. Years ago, he used to be thin, but he’ll never fit in them again, with all the weight he’s 

gained from his drinking. ”  

 

Momma kissed each of us good-bye and the door closed. Wewaited to hear her high heels going down the  stairs, then 

we ran to the front window so we could  wave to her, when she stepped up on the trolley. Momma always waved 

back.to us and the trolley disappeared down the hill and we hated when she’d leave and we had to be there with 

Daddy. That night I was scared of my life  to go near Daddy becaue I was afraid he would ask me, did Momma give 

away any of his clothes. Since I was involved,  I knew if he ever found out what we did, they would have another big 

fight. Being I was with Momma when she went in Anna’s room with 2 big shopping bags and she took a couple of 

Daddy’s old sweaters, two suits and an overcoat out of a big box and she stuffed them into the shopping bags and they 

stank from the smell of moth balls..I had to carry the bag with the sweaters and Momma carried the heavier bag. We 

had to hurry and hoped that Daddy didn’t see usbecause he was in the saloon downstairs. 

 

We were so cold when we got  there and <p,,a stooe there looking around to see who she thought needed the clothes 

the warm clothes the most.  When she saw two older men warming their hands over a fire, amd stamping their feet to 

keep warm, ane they have any warm clothes on, just an old suit jacket,  she went ovr and  gave oen a sweter ane a suit 

and the other man a swe3aterand and the overcoat. They stared at her and were so happy and kept looking at the 

clothes she gave them in disbelief and they smiled ane only their eyes were thanking her. They appeared to be 

embarrassed when they took them.and ran to their cardboardhouse and put them on, and as we were leaving, they kept 

waving to us, whifdh wa very unusual for the tramps to do.. Going home, Momma warned me again, I was not to let 

Daddy know she gave the tramps some of  his old clothes, and that weigh3d on my mind a lot, what I was going to say 

should Daddy ever ask me, bvecasue we were taught in school it was a sin to lie, and even though Momma didn’t  

mind lying, we didn’t dare, because we knew we’d surely go to hell..   

 

Momma was always in a hurry to go back to work, and kept insisting I walk faster.  

I tried but she could walk so muchfaster and  it was freezing out and  the ends of my fingers and my toes were socold 

theywere hurting me and I grumbled to her, “Why do we have to alwaysbring them food, when it’s so cold out?” 

 

Momma lectured me ,  “Well, young lady, let me tell you something,  you don’t know how lucky you are that you live 

in a nice warm house. I didn’t when I grew u[, we had no heat in our house at all. Every night you get into a nice clean 

warm bed and in the morning, Anna has a bowl of hot oatmeal waiting for you  and she makes hot ‘OVALTINE’  so 

you have something warm in your stomachs to go to school. Those men have nothing. No warm beds. No heated 

apartments to go home to..What do they have for breakfast? Nothing! Now doesn’t it make you feel good knowing we 

can bring them  food so they can have something to eat?”  

 

I said, “It’s not my fault they don’t have anything to eat! Why don’t they go home?”  

 

Momma let out a long sigh,  “I am sure they would, if they could.”  

 

One afternoon Momma was wrapping up the left overs for the tramps, and it was my job to cut the wax paper into 

squares and hand them to her/ She put some meat, potatoes and a vegetable on each one  and folded the ends over and 

put it in the brown paper bag. Sometimes she would surprise them, and sneak in a few of  Daddy’s cigarettes, 

“CAMELS” She put them in a separate piece of wax paper, with a few wooden matches, or she’d wrap up two dimes, 

or a couple of nickels and double wrap them hoping it would cheer one of them up. We watched to see who opened the 

package, and they’d stare at what they got, look at Momma and smile.   

 

When we would get there, ane  they saw us coming to their section, they were like school boys the way they’d line up, 

one behind the other and wait their turn.. I didn’t like looking at them, because they needed to shave and they’d be 
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wearing torn suits and raggedyovercoats that were much too big for them and it would be hanging off their shoulders.. 

They didn’t wear socks and we could see their dirty toes sticking out of shoes that had the soles hanging off them, and 

the soles were tied on with rags to keep them from falling off their feet completely. While they wer3 waiting, they’d  

 be salivating and sniffing the air, befaise tju fcpi;d smelling the food we had in the bags.  Some of them were young. 

and liked to clown around with the older guys. but, the older guys would get annoyed and.yell, “Hey! Knock it 

off.”.and they’d stop. and look at us, and sort of laugh, that the old men yelled at him.  

One day one of the younger men took the  package of food from Momma, and he happened to  give her the biggest 

smile. His face was so dirty when he stood  in front of Momma in his tattered clothes.and a beat-up black top hat  that 

he probably found somewhere in the dumps. He was tall and skinny, and he pulled himself and tried to to look rel tall 

and clicked the heels of the old shoes together, and he dramatically bowed from the waist to Momma, and he ‘thanked’ 

her.and she was so surprised. He tipped his hat and walked away smiling and pressing his package of food up against 

his nose, inhaling the delightful smells that were coming from inside it.  

 

There were some that stood around in groups, that Momma was afraid to go near. With one look they let her know 

they did not want her coming any closer, while hey  were standing around a roaring fire in an old steel drum and 

holding on to  long wire coat hangers they had opened up. One end was stuck in a piece of wood to prevent the wire 

from getting hot and burning their hands, and they were roasting several potatoes.. .Momma pushed me in front of her 

telling me, “Don’t look back,  keep walking.” She respected their wishes and avoided any friendly overtures and we’d 

hutrtry over to the next group and she’d hae out the food and  I’d be so happy when I’d hear her say, “That’s the last of 

the food, we can go home now.”  

 

It was just as hard getting down off the mound of ashes as it was get up on top of  it.  Momma was hurrying me, tell 

me she could get back to work, and I tripped and fell on the burnt coal ashes. They were so sharp, that I cut my hands 

and knees and shredded my good cotton stockings that I wore to school. Momma pulled me up, and when I saw the 

blood running down my stockings, I panicked. Momma took a hankie from her pocketbook and wiped away most of  

the bloodd and  told me, “Bite your teeth.”,and  I did and then I screamed when she pulled out a piece of ash that was 

stuck in my knee cap,  and she tied her hankerchief around my knee and told me,  “Don’t turn around, because the 

tramps are watching us, they seem to be worried that you hurt yourself.” They moved a little closer and never took 

their eyes off us, and waited to see we got down off the mound alright. Then Momma start3d scolding me, ”Why 

didn’t you watch where you were going? Look at your good stockings you ruind them, now I have to go buy you 

another pair for school.?”  

And we started home, we were glad to be back walking on the sidewalk and we looked back and they were still there. 

Momma sighed, “What a strange sight it is to see those tramps standing there, with the sun going down behind them,  

they look like silhouettes of stone sentinels watching to see we got down alright. I am sure they are all wishing they 

were going home too.” I looked back and just shrugged. 

 BLACKBERRIES AND BEARS AT GRAMMA’S ..1936 

 

Every summer Daddy borrowed a car from  af riend at work, so he could take us to Aunt Vina’s.because every 4th of  

July, she held the Vanderworker Family Reunion and Momma never missed being there with her family. She would 

spend the week with Aunt Vina, but, only spend a day or 2 with her mother, since theydid get along.   

 

The funny thing was we loved being with Gramma. and we wanted to stay with her, but Momma wouldn’t let us, 

unless she was with us, in case of fire. And, we coudon’ blame her since Grmma did have2 of her houses burne to the 

ground and 2 were able to be repaired.. Daddy wouldn’t stay, he would dropus off at Gramma’s in Wysox/Myerserg, a 

few miles east of the Towanda Bridge and go back to Aunt Vina’s, because he enjoyed being with Uncle Henry. The 

amazing thing was, Daddy never drank when he was at her house, only because Aunt Vina forbid him to ever bring 

any liquor in her house, back in 1`924 and he always respected her wishes. 
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That happened.when he came up from New York City, the day before he was to marry Momma. Aunt Vina had never 

met him and he broughtsome friends with him and 6 bottle of whiskey and expected to say a her house, which made 

her very unhappy, since hey were not invited. Being tt was still during the Prohibition days, whiskey was illegal and he 

brought it in her house and they all got drunk. Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry didn’t drink, that was when she wraned 

him, he could never come in her house again if he had any liquor with him. When I think of all the years we went 

there, and Daddy respeted her wishes and never brought any liquor in her house again, but, he did hide it in the car, but 

it was gone in no time.  

 

One day, Daddy brought Momma and the 3 of us to Gramma’s to stay overnight. Momma seemed to be getting along 

with her mother and were busy in the hot kitchen,baking apple pies. We played Hide and Seek outside between the 

rows of tall corn, and we were allowed to go down to the creek in back of Gramma’s house.and take off our shoes and 

socks and wade in the water, being there was little water flowing there in the summer.  

Momma helped Grandma to make lunch  and we had potataes anc corn and some cold tea, while they had hot tea. 

While Momma and Lily were doing the dishes, Gramma told her she wanted to pick black berries up on the side of the 

mountain.  

I jumped up and begged Momma, “Pleas…can I go too?:  

 

Momma made a face. “No…I think you better stay here with Lily and help her watch Mary Jane and Sonny, and I 

don’t want you going down near that creek… while I’m gone..” I slmped down in Gramma’s chair and started to pout 

and Momma say, “Well, alright…you can go. Lily is very good at watching children and they can stay with her as long 

as they stay in the house. . But, you can go, but  I don’t want to hear you complaining about the prickers and the 

stickers that are on those blackberry bushes, because I am telling you right now,  your arms and legs are going to get 

big long scratches on them and they will bleed.” I didn’t care I just wanted to go..  

 

Gramma poked me and teased, “Never mind getting scratched by the blackberry bushes, you better watch out for those 

big bears up there, they like  berries too.”  

 

That was all Momma had to hear. She got so mad and asked Gramma, Ma, whywould you take us up there whenyou 

know there’s bears there..I’m not going.”   

 

Gramma laughed at her , “For heaven’s sakes Myrtle, what’s wrong with you anyhow? You know how many years 

I’ve gone up there and  picked those blackberries, and so did you when you were a kid. So you know darn well those 

bears have never bother anyone. What in the world makes you think they’d be interested in you for,all they want is 

those berries now that they’re sweet and juicy.”  

 

Gramma handed me three small shiny maple syrup cans with wire handles and told me  “Here, you carry these syrup 

pails,.t’s a lot easier to put the berries in these .then we candump them in the milk pail.and you can do that for us..”  

 

Gramma picked up two milk pails and started across the lawn, telling Momma, “Myrtle, You bring the other pail..” 

Momma forgot about the bears and picked up the pail and asked Gramma, “You dont think  you’re gonna  fill  3 pails, 

do you?” 

 

Gramma shook her head, “I sure do, and if you don’t hurry up,.those bears will have eaten ‘em  all up by the time we 

get there,  because they love  blackberries.” 

Momma put down the pail., “Ma! Are there bears up there?  Because if they are,  I told you, I’m  not going. and I don’t 

want Rose going up there either?”   

 

Gramma  told her ,  “Well, sometimes they come sniffing around.but Good  Lord, Myrtle, you grew up here, and did 
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you ever hear of those bears hurting anyone?”  

 

Momma sighed andthought about it and I was hoping she would say, I could go. She didn’t say anything and picked up 

the pail and told me to cross the state road, and and Gramma waited for us  to climb over an old fence made with 

stumps of old trees, and we still had to walk through a big field to get to the other side, where there was still another 

fence we had to climb over. Then I saw the path we were going to go up on the side of the mountain.  

 

While I stood there Gramma handed me her two pails and threw her leg over the fence and I giggled and I told her all 

excited, , “Gramma…I just saw your  bloomers , pull your dress down before someone drives by and sees them.”  

 

She laughed out loud, :”Oh good Lord,  Im not goon worry about that, let them look if they want,  they’re clean.” 

Momma and I were laughing at her when I handed her back the pails and Gramma started walking and left us there, 

becasdue.Momma still had to climb over the fence, I held her pail while she climbed over, and she telling me, “We 

still have to climb that fence where Gramma is, to get to the path that goes up the mountain to where those 

blackberries are.”.  

 

When I handed Momma back the pail, I discovered  all the cows had stopped eating and were watching us.and I 

paniced when I discovered there was  the biggest black bull I ever saw, with them and he was pawing the ground and 

bellowing and my knees buckled under me because he never took his beady eyes off Momma and me, and Momma 

shoved me ahead of her and yelled, “Hurry up and run to Gramma,” . 

 

 I heard her telling me, ”Hurry up ..he’s coming,”  and we still had to get over that other fence.” I started to cry seeing 

him running towards usand Gramma was over on the other side of the other fence already, laughing at us. Momma got 

so mad at Gramma and she starts yelling at me, ”Will you stop your crying and run because that bull could easily gore 

us..”  

 

Gramma held my pails and Momma pushed me over the fence and she threw her pail over and she climbed hopped 

over so fast that  she landed on the ground next to Gramma.and we  just got over on time. because the.bull was leaning 

over the fence glaring at the 3 of, us .that we didn’t dare move in case he jumped over the fence. . He snorted a few 

times then turned around and trotted back to his lady friends and we grabbed the pails and followed Gramma. She was 

still laughing because we wereafraid of that big meaning looking  bull,  I thought they were going to start arguing 

again, but they just kept walking and neither one of them had anything to say.  

 

It was a very hot  day and being it was high noon, on the first week of July 4th The sun beating down on us at high 

noon, and.  Momma and Gramma knew how dress to go berry picking. They had on  big straw hats and were wearing 

one of  Aaron’s ol long sleeve shirts over their dresses. Gramma’s face was beet red and she kept wiping the sweat off 

her face with the bottom of her apron. I had bear legs and she had on long heavy cotton strockings and as hot as it was, 

Momma and Gramma always wore big heavy pink corsets with steel staves in them and long garters hanging down 

from the corset that held up their stockings and they always wore a cotton slip and those big pink bloomers that went 

down to their knees. Gramma used thick rubber bands to hold her stockings up and she’d  roll them just down below 

her knees, knowing her dresses were long enough to hide the tops of the stockings..  .  

 

MI was wearing a brand new cinnamon colored sleeveless top and shorts Momma bought Mary Jane and me to wear 

when we were at Aunt Vina’s, because we never wore shorts in the city.  I also had on a new pair of  Buster Brown 

sandal, but. no one told me that was not how you dressed to go blackberry picking. As it was, Momma was in a bad 

mood she was mad at Gramma,the whole time we climbed up the side of the mountain in the hot sun and we were 

miserable being in the hot sun.  
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I was walking with Momma and Gramma was way ahead of us.. Since no one was talking,  Momma told me,  “When I 

was about your age, my mother used to  

sneak over to ole Gib Pipher’s orchard., early in the morning. and she’d wait until she’d see him leave in his horse and 

buggy, to go ane open his general store that was  just up the road.   

 

Then she’d sneak over and hold the bottom of her apron up, she’d  would and pick up all the fruit that was lying on the 

ground and bring it home. She be so tickled she put one over on ole Gib again. because she never liked him, ande 

neither did I. She said, she woule never touch any of the fruit still on the trees, just the ones hat were on the ground. B 

ut.I have my doubts about that. But, she came home with lots of bruised plums, apples, peaches and pears, because 

he’d let them rot before he’d let anyone have them. 

 

After she dug out the bad spots, she’d cut them up and put the apples or peaches in separate bowlsand sprinkle sugar 

over them. She alway made the most delicious pies and whatever fruit was left she canned them to have in the winter.”  

 

I know Mrs. Pipher had to have seen what she was doing, but she never said anything about it to her, because she did 

like my mother because she was very good to her son. Earl, he was her youngest boy.  

 

My mother always invited him in to have cookies and milk with us after school.because we all went to the same one-

room school house. and Ervin and Leo were Earl’s best friend and they still are..Once in a while, Mrs. Pipher would 

invite us in afrer school, for hot cocoa and cookies. She had a beautiful home, but she never mingled with the other 

women in town.  She was the kind of person, that stayed to herself, and Earl was very close to his mother. He was 

always with her at church on Sundays.” 

 

It was so hot, walking up the path when I asked Momma “Where does Earl live now?”My mother looked rather 

surprised,  and just shook her head and I knew that meant she didn’t know. The more we walked the more I realized I 

was sorry I asked to go with them., I didn’t know we had to climb up a mountain with nothing but tall pine trees, and 

we walked on a carpet of brown needles. that were They were everywhere.and I was thinking about what my mother 

told me about Gramma and I told my mother, “But Gramma was stealing that fruit, because it wasn’t hers.” Momma 

laughed. “I guess she never saw it that way. She figured he was letting the fruit rot, and she could use it, so she took 

what she could.”  

 

We finally saw a big clearing in the woods and it was surrounded by tall pine trees. There was no sun coming through, 

except that one spot and the sun was shining on the blackberry bushes. Momma said, “Look, how loaded they are with 

berries, the T branches are touching the ground there’s so many.” There were so many bushes,  Gramma suggested we 

each pick our own spot  and we were picking them as fast as we could and droppig them in the little pails and I was 

eating more than I oput in the pail Momma and Gramma had me runnig back and forth dumping the berries they 

picked in the milk pails, because they were filliing them up so fast.  

 

It was a fun at first. but the new long bnches extended way out and were waving in the air and they’d scratch me and 

the thorns on the older branches were ripping my skin that my arms and legs were bleeding and it hurt. When I saw all 

the scratches I had, I was wishing I had never gone with Momma, and I decided I didn’t like berry picking.  

 

The gnats and flies smelled  blood and they were biting me, so I  went further down and saw a spot wherethe branches 

were loaded with berries and they were close to the ground.  I didn’t have to put my hand in to pick them. I heard 

Gramma telling Momma,“ I’m glad we came today, because they’d be gone by tomorrow, between the bears and the 

birds.”  

As I walked away I heard Gramma tell Momma quietly, “I think maybe we better keep an eye out for bears, you never 

know where they might be because they love these blackberries when they are ripe!”  
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Seeing the look on Momma’s face is what scared me, I was ready to ask Momma if we could go  back to Gramma’s 

house., when Gramma poked me and wrinkled her nose , “You don’t’ have to be afraid of the bears, I was only 

teasing. Those bears have all the berries they want. Why, there’s plenty here for everyone.” I took one of the syrup 

pails and went further down where I saw some bushes that had a lot berries and I squatted down and looked under the 

branches and it was loaded with berries.” 

 

“ I crouched down and was reaching in to pick the berries, and I thought I saw something move on the other side.of the 

bush. I moved the branch to the side so I could see what it was, and I smelled something strange. I saw 2 big furry feet 

with long claws and  I fell over backwards when I realiedit was a big bear. I screamed for Momma and I kept sreaming 

and crawled backwards trying to get away from him, He was on the other side of the bushes, and  I thought he couldn’t 

get through. I managed to get back up on my feet and I saw how he towered over me he was so big. He looked at me 

and kept muching away and the purple juice was oozing from both sides of his mouth. He seemed as surprised to see 

me as I was, to see him..  

 

Momma came running to me.and yanked me away and I was still screaming. She shook me and told , “For God’d 

sakes, run, run down the hill.” Momma was scolding me,. “Stop your screaming, or he will come after us. I’ll, grab the 

2 pails of berries and we have to get out of here.”  

 

The bear was big compared to the adolescent bears we were used to seeing in gas stations. It was a tourist attraction at 

Delaware Gap, and so many people would  stop too see the bear. Momma paid a nickle for the soda and we could give 

it to the bear that was on a long chain,  and we would hand the bear the bottle of soda, and he’d hold it in his paws and 

drink it and gru nt he wanted another one.. 

Seein that big bear I couldn’t move I was shaking so, and Momma ran back and got the two milk pails that were filled 

with berries and shouted to Gramma, “Ma, run! There’s a ig bear on the other side of those bushes I got 2 pails of 

berries and you can carry the other one, it’s only half full.” Momma and I ran down that path so fast,  we were ahead 

of Gramma. When she looked back she cried, “Oh dear God, he just pushed his way through those bushes and he’s 

coming after us.” 

 She yelled, “Ma, you better run faster, because he’s right in back of you.” Gramma laughed, and didn’t appear to be 

afraid of him. He loped past Gramma, and was going after Momma andGramma shouted at her,  “Throw some of them 

berries on the ground and he’ll stop and eat them.”  

 

Momma scattered some of the berries back and forth on the ground, and he stopped dead in his tracks and was vacuuming them up. 

Then Gramma ran past us telling Momma, “Run while he’s busy eating the berries.”. Once we climb over that fence,  he won’t go 

any further, he’ll go back in the woods.  When I looked back, I saw the bear was still eating the berries,  and we caught up to 

Gramma.but Momma was so mad and she helped me over the fence and the cows were there. and she grumbled me,, 

“She knew those bears were up there. I knew I should never have gone with her.  and she carefully handed me the 2 

pails of berries to hold, while she climbed over. Then I realized we were in the field with that bull and my heart started 

to pound, because we had just been chased by the bear, and now we had to get past that bull.  I looked to see where the 

bear was, and saw him trotting back up the mountain.   

 

We still had to deal with the bull that was protecting all his lady friends and the cows  had their heads up watching  us, 

as we cautiously made our way across the pasture with the pails of berries, to that other fence we had to climb over.. 

Momma began to  get nervous when she saw the bull was starting to paw the ground, and he threw his head up and 

bellowed loud. Momma pushed me over the fence and gave me the 2 pails of berries to hold, while she climbed over 

and. he dtood there and never moved, but he never took his eyes off us.   
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When Momma caught up with Gramma, she was so angry she yelled,“You had no right bringing us up there, when 

you knew darn well, those bears would be there.” Gramma just told her, “Oh Myrtle, I go there all the tiem and they 

never bother me.”  

 

Momma argued,. “You can laugh at us all you want, but after seeing the size of that bear, you know darn well, he could have 

killed us and you say those bears don’t bother you, well, what do you call what happened to us today?”  

 

Gramma was eyeing me, “Well, I’d say, those bears don’t like you city folks nosin’ around up there and takin’their 

berries. That’s why he went after you and not me.”  

                         
   

          1928  In Front of Gramma and Grmpa’s house. Wysox/Myersberg. FR 

                                

  

Grampa holding Mary Jane, 2 months, Gramma holding Roseanna, 1 year old 

 Two months after this picture was taken, Grampa died. He was cutting down a chestnut tree, and  it fell on him. He 

lingered and died the next day.  
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The background shows the state road we crossed to get tp the pasture where we climbed over the fence, and the bull 

came after us, Over the left, is the mountain we climbed up  to go berry picking, when the bear came after us.  

 

THE CABOOSE … 1912 

 

Without fail, every Sunday morning the Squires family walked down the dirt road, single file, to go to their  little 

white church in Wysox. It didn’t matter whether it was raining or snowing, or one of the children was sick and dying, 

their fther Dvid, mde sure they went to church on Sunday.  

 

In was in that little church when Myrtle was 9, she  first met Mrs. Emily Eggleston, and her daughter Helen, who was 

10 years older than Myrtle..They liked Myrtle and enjoyed taking to her, but she had no idea who she was.or that her 

first husband,. Robert Asa  Packer, was the son of the famous Asa Parker..  

 

Robert Packer was born in 1841 and died in 1883, in his home in Florida. of kidney failure. They had no children and 

Emily, became a widow at a very young age. . Robert’s father. Asa Packer was famous for helping to put the Lehigh 

Valley 

Railroad through the north-eastern part of Pennsylvania. He and his wife had 7  

children but most all of them died young. Robert had a serious kidney problem, 

and his father took him to different doctors,  hoping they could help him. Then  

Asa died in 1879, and 4 years later his beloved son, Robert died.  

           

His father, Asa Packer led an extremely interesting life. A man with no education                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  

he ran for Govenor of Pennsylvania and lost. Then he ran against General Ulysees S.Grant and lost.  For many years, 

remained active in the House Representative in Washington, D.C.  

 

He was Born in 1805, in Mystic, Connecticut and  had nothing.When he was a young man he moved to Manhattan, 

and worked as a carpenter in Brooklyn then he  

moved and stayed in Pennsylvania.Asa Packer was successful, no matter what he did. and when he died in 1879, he 

was the richest man in the entire state of Pennsylvania In today’s money, it would have equaled 45 billion dollars.He 

was a man known for being a philanthropist, and being extremely generous. He gave money to  many different 

charitable instutions.ajd left a great deal of money to the Lehigh University, in Pennsylvania  

 

Today, one of Asa Packer’s homes has been turned into a museum. It is located   

in the town of Jim Thorpe, Pennsylvania.  

When Robert died, a few years later Emily married Richard Eggleston, and she turned two of thei homes she had 

shared with Robert  into hospitals. Today they continue to add on and keep building bigger ones.in Sayre, and 

Towanda and they are known as the ROBERT ASA  PACKER COMMUNTIY HOPITALS, affiliated with the Mayo 

Clinic in Minnesota. 

 

When Emily married Richard  Eggleston, they had two children, Helen and Richard. Their primary home was in New 

York City, ajd they lived there 9 months of the year, in their brownstone house on Riverside Drive. It overlooked the 

Hudson River and New Jersey..and every summer they traveled in their private railroad cars to the summer home in 

Wysox, or the big home they had on an island, that was in the Thousand Islands, l:ike so many other luxurious homes 

that were being built there during the Turn or the Century. It was in the middle of the St. Lawrence River, between 

Canada and the United States.  
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Richard Eggleston enjoyed being at the house, they had on an island. It had a long pier that jutted out into the St. 

Lawrence River,  a yacht and two captains and a crew of men that maintained the yacht and the speed boats they had 

in the boathouse, as well as canoes and rowboats.   

 

Mr. Eggleston enjoyed  inviting friends up from the city to go deep sea fishing and they’d stay out for a day or two, 

with plenty of help and food aboard,. 

 a cook and two maids to served them their  meals, and make beds, but  they had to make sure they didn’t get seasick 

first. The speed boats were used to bring guests back and forth from the mainland, and the utility boat was for picking 

up  mail and newspapers that were sent up from the city, and the groceries.were delivered at the dock and put in bins to 

be picked up later.  

 

Emily enjoyed being on the island where it was so cool, and she wasn’t bsdful saying  she the happiest in the home 

they had in Wysox  because she grew up near Towanda and liked to spend time with her father Tom Piolette, another 

politian..  

 

                                                              *              *               * 

 

One Sunday after services in church, Mrs. Eggleston noticed Rose Squires was waking ahead of her, andshe stopped 

and asked her, “Now that school is out, I was wondering if Myrtle would like to come and  play with Helen, over at 

my house. 

“As you know  her mother,  Mrs. Moore, is my seamsteress, and she brings Helen  with her every day but Sunday, but 

she has no one to play with. I figured, since the girls know one another from school, they might be good company for 

one another The poor child is so bored sitting on the porch day after day, if Myrtle could come, they could play 

checkers and swing in the back yard.”   

 

Rose smoothed down her dark green dress and thought about it and then she told her. ”Well, I don’t know,  I don’t 

think Myrtle would behave herself,  because Iam sure you heard that she is always getting in trouble. I have my hands 

full with her, and beating her doesn’t mean a thing to her. But, if you want,  I’ll send her over tomorrow, but you be 

sure to send her home, if she doesn’t behave ”. Mrs. Eggleston thanked her and couldn’t help wonde if Myrtle would 

even go?”  

 

When they got home from church, Rose told Myrtle,  “Mrs. Eggleston invited you to go over to her  house, so you can 

play with Helen Moore. Her mother has to bring her there everyday, while she sews and and she has no one to play 

with. I told her it was not a good idea .  because you don’t mind me and she would have her hands full with you, that 

she should ask someone else. But. she said, she liked you, and she would see how you behaved while you are there., so 

You better behave,  or she will send you home.”.                

 

The first day Myrtle walked up the driveway, Mrs. Eggleston was sitting on the porch embroidering. She looked up 

and Myrtle smiled at her and said, ‘hello’. She nodded and smiled back at her. She was curious see how the girls got 

along. They were the same age, and went to the same school and church, they should get along. But, she could see, 

they had completely different personalities, and she would wait and see if Myrtle did do what she was told..   

 

As the days went by, she watched and listened to them while they played together, and was pleased how well they got 

along. They were laughing and playing with the dolls on the back porch and she never heard an unkind word from 

either of them. When it was time for lunch, the girls sat in the kitchen with Mrs. Moore and the maids and the English 

butler James. After lunch, James informed Mrs. Eggleston, shaking his head,  “I want you to know. I do not like this 

girl Myrtle, that Helen Plays with. Why she has absolutely no manners at all, She had lunch with us today. And she 

didn’t even know what to do with the napkin I gave her.”   
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It was the beginning of a ‘silent war’ between Myrtle and James that would continue for years, and he let her know he 

did not like her and she let him know …she did not like him.  

 

Late in the afternoon, Mrs. Moore’s husband came in a horse and buggy, and she called Helen, “Come..we have to 

leave now’. She let Mrs. Eggleston know before she left, “The girls got along just fine. They seem to enjoy one 

another’s company.” 

 

Mrs. Eggleson nodded and was glad to hear that, and continued working on her embroidery when she told her.”Well, 

we’ll see how it works out, but.I do think Myrtle tends to exaggerate, because she was telling me that her mother beats 

her almost everyday and that one day she is going to run away and is never coming back. That has bothered me, to 

think she would say something like that.. Would you know if her mother beats her like she said she does? ” 

 

Mrs. Moore  rolled her eyes up, ”Oh! that she does. But, you can’t blame the woman, you don’t know what that girl 

puts her poor mother through. Mind you, with all the beatings she’s given her, she doesn’t listen  It’s not that she isa 

bad child, mind you,  it’s just that she is what you might call… a dare devil, Ahe has absolutely no fear. The problem 

with Myrtle is, you never know what mischief shes going to get into next.. I hope she never talks my Helen into doing 

the things, she does.”   

 

Mrs. Eggelston said,  “Well, Ihve to say I’m rther surprised to hear that about Myrtle. I will definitely watch her, but 

she fpes seem to be a veru sweet girl, in fact, I rather like her.” It was obvious Mrs. Moore didn’t think so, the way she 

pushed Helen in front of her and got her up in the horse and buggy and left with her husband and when she waved, 

Mrs. Eggleston noticed, she didn’t even offer to give Myrtle a ride home, when she did walk all the way up there, to 

play with her daughter, Helen 

 

Mrs. Eggleston was sitting in her favorite dark green wicker chair on the porch,, enjoying the evening breeze that 

wasblowing in off the Susquehanna River. 

She liked that it was so quiet, and all she could hear were the birds in the trees s she sipped the cool green tea with a 

sprig of green peppermint in it. She fanneherself, because it was very hot out. and she was wearing on a a long white 

thin cotton dress with delicate lace around the neck and sleeves, and her haircombed high on her head. They had 

dinner at 8 and she would change for dinner later on  It felt wonderful just to relax and she set the glass on the wicker 

table beside her and she took the embroidery piece she had been working on out of the sewing bag. She compared it to 

the one she finished,  and was pleased how beautiful the red roses she embroidered on the black velvet turned out land 

only had a little more to do on the second one and she would give them to Mrs. Moore to make them into little pillows 

for the love seat she in the parlor.  

 

The next day Mrs. Eggleston was pleased to know, no one had a problem with Myrtle being there, except for James. 

She sort of aoughed because she doubted he would ever get used to Myrtle and her ways.   

 

Just then Myrtle and Helen came along and sat on the porh steps and admired what she was doing. Myrtle looked at the roses 

and told her, “Those roses you made are really pretty. What are you going to do with them when you finish them, because you 

put them on that black velvet?”  Mrs. Eggleston told her, “Mrs. Moore is going make them into little pillows for the love seat in the 

parlor.”  Myrtle couldn’t figure out what she intended to do with such small pillows.  Helen got up, when her mother 

walked in and told her they were leaving. She excused herself and left and Mrs. Moore walked by and said good bye to 

Mrs. Eggleston  and they left, and Myrtle stayed. 

 

Mrs. Eggleston asked her, “You told me that your mother cried when she had to move here from Hornell, do you know 

why?”. 
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Myrtle shrugged and told her,  “Because she didn’t want to leave her her father and her youngest sister, because she 

loved them. She kept telling my father, she wanted to go back to Hornell, and he said, ‘he was never going  back to 

Hornell. My mother cried when he said that. My father just said, You’ll see, my  luck is going to change here and ine 

day I’ll get you a nice house and a farm.”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston eyed her, knowing all too well, that was never going to happen  as she stuck the needle in the pin 

cushion, She wound up the long  piece of  red silk thread onto a  piece of stiff cardboard, and  told Myrtle, “Oh! I can 

understand how your mother feels, because my father and my sisters live here and I know how much I miss my family, 

because we live in New York City, nine months of the year and in the summer we are here or up at Sports Island. ”.  

Seeing the look on Myrtle’s face, Mrs. Eggleston made a face and asked her,  “Myrtle, do you know where New York 

City is?”  Myrtle shook her head and told her, “Not really, we lived in Hornell, New York.  Is it near Hornell ?”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston sighed,. “Oh my no. Hornell is north of here, and New York City is about 200 miles east of here. ” She 

was not about to explain to her where New York City was, because figured she should learn that in school.  

 

Myrtle continued to tell her, “Did you know after we moved here, my mother had another baby? I don’t know why but 

my mother is always having babies. They named that baby,  Raymond, but he died, He only lived for two weeks. My 

father made a coffin out of wood for him  and carried it on his shoulder over to the church cemetery and buried him 

there. And last year, my mother had another baby that she named Eva. She lived to be nine months old and we all 

loved her. We cried when she died. She was so pretty.She had black curly hair and pink cheeks and. I was the one that 

took care of her. She got pneumonia like little Raymond did, was why she died.”   

 

Mrs. Eggleston, shook her head. “I am sorry that you lost your little sister. I had no idea your mother lost two babies 

since she lived here.” 

 

Batting her eyes, Myrtle went on… “And did you know I have an older sister?  She is ghree years older than me, but 

you never met her. Her name is Vina. she after my mother’s siister Vine. My aunt adopted her when she was nine and 

she lives in Hornell. She  is my favorite sister and I miss her so much. I haven’t seen her in a long time, but we always 

write each other every week. I wish she would come back and live with us again.” 

 

Mrs. Eggleson exhaled, after hearing what Myrtle told her. Then she sat there thinking about what she said and picked 

up the sterling silver thimble with her initals EPE on it and put it back in the little leather case saying  ”My goodness, 

no I did not know your mother let her sister adopt her own daughter.” 

 

Myrtle squirmed, “Because My aunt couldn’t have any babies, my mother let her have Vina. She was nine years old, 

when her mother died when Vine was born and she had to raise the little baby and her brothers, so their father could go 

to work. Did you know my grandfather in Hornell, was an officer and an Engineer during the Civil War?”   

 

Mrs.Eggleston sighed.“My goodness, no I did not know that.  I see your mother she is expecting another baby soon. I 

wish her well this time.  Since Vina lives in Hornell, I think she is old enough to take the train to Towanda to see you.”  

 

Myrtle smiled when she heard her say that,  “I’m going to write her and tell her to ask Aunt Vine, if she will let her 

take the train and come see me.”.  

 

Every Wednesday afternoon, Rose was down at the church teaching the women how to make quilts. When Emily 

Eggleston heard about it, she decided she would go too because, she wanted to make a red silk lap quilt and keep it on 

the love seat in the parlorm to match the pillows she just embroidered. She had bought several yards of red silk in the 
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city, in all different shades and textures of red  and was going to have Mrs. Moore make it. When she heard Rose 

Squires was teaching the women how to make quilts, she thought she would like to try and make it herself.  

 

Rose enjoyed teaching the women, and explained to them what they had to do and what they were going to need to get 

started. The first thing she showed them was how to make a pattern from a heavy brown paper. She held it up for them 

to see what she did.. “Draw your pattern on the paper. You are jut beginning so  it’s best you keep it simple. You can  

make squares or triganges, and rectangles, but circles are very difficult to make, Then fold it and cut it half, or yu can 

cut thenn into thirds, . Pin your pattern on the matieral you are going to use and the most important thing to remember 

is, each piece must be the same size, or you will run into trouble, when you begin to sew them together, they will be 

crookedl The seams will be uneven and lumpy and you will end up with a quilt that won’t lay flat, and there is no way 

you can’t straighten it out,  unless you open the seams and resew it.”     

 

You can use different colors of solids and prints. but when you cut the pieces out, put them in a shoe box to prevent 

them from getting wrinkled. You will be surpised how many pieces you are going to need to make just one quilt.”   

Mrs. Greyson, the town gossiper, was sitting with Mrs. Eggleston and she was sewing red rectangular squares 

together, and she heard the women quietly talking about Myrtle , and she couldn’t help but listen to what Mrs. Greyson 

said. ’I don’t let any of my girls play with that Myrtle Squires, and it’s beyond me, why Mrs. Moore allows her Helen 

to play with her. .Lord knows, a week doesn’t go by,  that girl isn’t in some kind of trouble. Poor Rose, she certainly 

has her hands full with her. Why she told me, she beats her almost every night, because she won’t do what she’s told, 

but  of course, she would never beat her on Sunday. You would think she would be playing with her dolls instead of 

being such a tomboy climbing trees. You know she almost drowned in last year’s flood, when her brothers tried to 

swim out and save her, all three ofthem were taken down stream..”  

 

Mrs.Eggleston got so annoyed that she told them. ”Why are you sitting there saying such unkind things about Myrtle 

Squires? She just happens to be a girl with a free spirit that enjoys her life. She has never heurt anyone but herself.’ 

aAnd they never sdaid anothEmily Eggleston enjoyed sitting on the porch, especially in the late afternoon, when the 

wind was blowing. She happened to notice Myrtle playing checkers with Helen at the far end of the porch and when 

she got up she saw she had black and blue marks on her arms and legs.  Later on she stopped at the sewing room 

where Mrs. Moore was cutting out squares and rectangular pieces of silk for the quilt she was making, and she asked 

her, “Would you happen to know where Myrtle got all those black and blue marks on her?”  

 

Mrs. Moore made a face,  “Oh! Rose probably beat her again. She gets so mad at her, that she uses a piece of wood 

from the wood bin and wallops her with it. Not that I can blame her, when I hear the things she does. It scares me that 

Helen wants to be with Myrtle.”  

 

She p[emed the screen door and went back inside. Mrs. Eggleston was admiring the beautiful flowers that were in 

bloom in her garden, and it filled her with an innner joy, as she finished the rest of the tea. She noticed the girls looked 

bored and decided to teach them how to crochet, thinking. it might keep Myrtle out of trouble if she had a hobby. She 

called them over and had them sit in the wicker chairs and get comfortable/  

 

When she  went to show Helen how to crochet first. she smiled at her. “I know how to crochet. My mother taught me, 

but Myrtle can’t.” Mrs. Eggleston held Myrtle’s hand and wrapped the thread around her left finger and put the crochet 

needle in her right hand, was surprised how fast she caught on and seemed to be enjoy doing it, and she gave Helen a 

crochet needle and ball of thread and the girls were laughing and having fun sitting there crocheting.  Mrs.Egglelston 

suggested, ”Keep going back and forth, and make several 5 inch squares, and you can put them together and make 

yourself a lovely scarf for the bureau in your bedrooms.”  

 

Myrtle laughed, ”We don’t have a bureau. We have to hang our clothes on nails.” Mrs. Eggleston raised her eyebrows, 
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because she couldn’t imagine anyone hanging their clothes on nails!’ . 

 

Seeing the maid Dora go by, Mrs.Eggleston told her.”Have Sarah bring in a pitcher of cool tea and two extra glasses 

for my little guests here.” When Myrtle saw Sarah was coming with the tray, she jumped up and held the screen door 

open for her, so she could set the tray on the wicker table that was in front of Mrs. Eggleston. Sarah served her first, 

then gave Helen and Myrtle their glass of tea.and tried not to laugh when she heard them whispering,”You mean we 

are getting served tea too!“ and they stared at the sprigs of peppermint leaves that were sticking out of the glass.and 

they giggled and happily thanked Mrs. Eggleston and went back totheir crocheting. 

While the girls were sitting  Myrtle got up to see what Mrs. Eggleston was making and studied the roses she was 

embroidering and told her. “That is pretty. What is it for?” She held it so she could see the two-tone red roses on the 

black velvet better, esplaining to her, ”I an almost finished with it, it is the second one I made. I’m going to give them 

to Mrs. Moore to make two samll pillows for the loveseat that is in the parlor.” It was then she noticed Myrtle had new 

red welts on her arms and legs, while Myrtle was staring at the black velvet and she made a face, “Black pillows? I 

never saw black pillows. Did you know the roses you made, are the same color as the roses  in your garden?”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston was surprised she noticed. “Yes, they are. I’m glad to see you noticed that, Myrtle,“ Squinting, she put 

the red embroidery thread through the eye of the needle, then knotted the end of it,  thinking about the red marks on 

Myrtle’s arms and legs.she put the silver thimble on the end of her finger and pushed the needle into the taut black 

velvet and she couldn’t help but wonder,  ‘For a woman who sees that her family goes to church every Sunday  and 

professes to be such a good Christian, she beats Myrtle black and blue, well that it is not right?” She decided to have a 

talk with Rose to see if she could’t find a more humane way of punishing Myrtle, instead of hitting her with a piece of 

wood from the woodbin. 

  

Myrtle looked down at her feet, and told her, “I don’t think it’s fair that everyone is always talking about me and 

saying I’m bad, because I’m not bad. The mothers at church won’t let their girls play with me, because they said I am 

a tomboy” Unconcerned she told her, “I bet you didn’t know, I can climb a tree higher than any of the boys in my 

class?”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston did her best not to laugh and was surprised to hear her tell say.“I love my father and my father loves 

me, but mother doesn’t like me... No matter what I do, she is always mad at me, but my father never gets mad at me.. 

My mother ‘never’ hits  my  brothers when they come home late for supper.. but if I come home late, she hits me with 

a stick or piece of wood, and that is how I get these black and blue marks all over me..” 

Mrs. Eggleston assured her, “I know you are not a bad girl, but like I said, if you obeyed your mother, and did what 

you are told, she wouldn’t have to beat you.”  

Myrtle looked at her and started to cry. “But, you don’t know how my mother treats me, no matter what I do … she 

yells at me and she hits me.. I think I wanna go home.” Myrtle got up and left and never said ‘good bye‘. Mrs. 

Eggleston stood there watching her go.and wondered what did she say that hurt her feelings, because it was t 

Monday mornings, was when Dora went Rose’s  house in the Eggleston’s horse and buggy, and dropped off three 

large wicker baskets of laundry. She carried them inside, and left them in the kitchen, where Rose did wash.  Then she 

would sit awhile with Rose and have a cup of tea and gossip a while before she left.  Rose washed the sheets, 

tablecloths, napkins and towels on Mondays and the uniforms and Mr. and Mrs.  Mrs. Eggleston’s clothes were done 

on Tuesdays, and Mrs. Eggleston would always complimented her on the lovely job she did with the ironing.  

Not seeing Myrtle all week, the following Monday Helen begged her mother to let her go with Dora, so she could play 

with Myrtle. Mrs. Moore was reluctant to let her go, knowing the trouble Myrtle  got into. She thought about it and 

made her promise  she would stay there and not go anywhere with Myrtle, then she could go. Helen agreed and 

climbed up in the buggy with Dora. 

 

Myrtle was  happy to see Helen,  and they.ran to the back where there were 2 swings on the trees that were almost side 
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by side. Being it was such a hot day, they soon got tired of swinging and were sweating and they decided to run down 

the path to the creek. They took off their shoes and long black stockings in walked in the water, holding up their 

dresses and petticoats up, so not get them wet. Myrtle let Helen know, “Thus is was where I go fishing with my mother 

on  Saturday morning and we always catch lots of fish for our breakfast, with an old sheet with holes in it.  Helen 

looked at her, “A sheet with holes it? I’d like to go fishing, but I’d want a pole, but my mother won’t let me. She’s so 

afraid I’ll fall in and drown, because, I can’t swim”  

 

Rose had finished the wash and Lily was helping her to hang it on the lines, and she checked to see what the girls were 

up to, and they were down at the creek, 

Helen looked concerned when she told Myrlte,,, ‘I hope that Indian stays in his tepee, because I’m afraid of Indians. 

My mother doesn’t like them either, she aid she doesn’t trust them.”  

 

Myrtle shook her head and asked, “Why?” She didn’t answer her. They saw Leo and Ervin walking down the road, 

they were finished for the day and coming  home from the neighbors, where they had been haying.   

They nodded a ‘hello’ to Helen,  and checked their can of worms, because they were going fishing over in the river, 

after they had lunch.. Rose had them come in and sit around the table, and  Lily put a plate of sliced bread on the table 

and then put two platters of sliced garden tomatoes with sugar on them, so they could make their own sandwiches, and 

Rose gave each of them a glass of cold green tea. After the boys finished, they took off,  left and the girls sat on the 

back porchlooking through some old Sears & Roebucks’ catalogs, picking out what they would buy, if they were rich. 

Before they knew it, it was 4 o’clock and  Dora was back to pick up the sheets and pillow cases, but Helen didn’t want 

to go back with her. because she wa shaving such a good time, byt she reluctantly climbed up on the buggy with Dora 

and they waved and went down the road back to the Eggleston’s. 

Some Sundays, the minister would still ask Rose, “Would you be so kind, as to play the organ for us this morning, I’m 

afraid old Mrs. Becker isn’t a bit well and she can’t come.”  Rose would  up to the organ and feel so proud of herself , 

and sit there and wait for him to announce each hymn, even though they were on the board for all to see, but she 

couldn’t read what they were, but she could play every hymn that he mentioned. 

After services, the minister stood at the door with his wife, shaking hands with everyone as they left, and he’d 

compliment Rose for the fine job she had done, and his wife would nod and agree with him.Whenever anyone asked 

Rose, how did she learn to play the organ, she would brag she had new organ at home.that her brother Jake 

Vanderworker sent it to her from Sears & Roebucks. And would always add, that he ‘also’ sent her a treadle sewing 

machine too.”  The women were in awe to think Rose had a brother that did something like that for her. 

Mrs. Eggleston seened to enjoy attending the quilting classes, onWednesday afternoons.  

It was a while before Myrtle went back to play with Helen at Mrs. Eggleston house, and when she walked up the 

driveway,  Myrtle waved to her  and she waved back. Helen ran to meet her, and Mrs. Moore stood at the screen door 

warning Helen, “Remember what I told you. You are not to go out of this yard, and you stay where I can see you. I 

don’t want you wondering off with Myrtle and getting in trouble.”  

 

On Mondays, sometimes Helen’s mother let her go with Dora when she brought the laundry over, and spend the day 

with Myrtle, instead of her coming up to Mrs. Eggleston’s to play. 

Dora would have her usual cup of tea, and if she had time she would and sit and tell Rose about where she grew up in 

Ireland and how she longed for the day when she could go back again.  

 

That Monday, Dora reminded Helen, “:I’ll be  back around 5 instead of 4, because your Mum has a lot of sewing she 

needs to get done for Mrs. Eggleston , so she won’t be ready to leavin’ until around 6 today.” The girls climbed up in 

the tree and sat there looking around and laughing and talking about the kids at school, then they jumped down and 

were swinging back and forth laughing. When they decided to play ball back and forth, the screen door flew open and 

Rose rushed out and warned them, “You girls better not get those sheets dirty, go play somewhere else. I just washed 

and hung them out to dry.” It was July and it was too hot to play ball anyhow, and they ran down and took off their 
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shoes and stockings and waded in the creek and Helen  kept looking up the hill, wondering if the Indian that lived up 

there, was out and around. 

Rose worked very hard in the unbearable heat of her kitchen, washing and ironing .Mrs. Eggleston  paid her very well, 

because there were so much wash, that it took her 3 full days to do it all, sheets, tablecloths, and almost everything 

needed to be starched and ironed.. Especially the fancy tablecloths and napkins with lace on the edges,  the maid’s 

white uniforms, and the fancy white aprons and head pieces,  Mr.Eggleston’s shirts, the butler’s shirts, and Mrs. 

Eggleston ‘s long white thin cotton dresses and white blouses got a light starch, and there were lots of underwear and 

bloomers that needed to be washed. Lily always helped her mother carry the wash outside, and handed he the smaller 

things to hang on the line, and Rose hung the bigger things, because Lily wasn’t tall eough to handle them and she was 

afraid she would drop them on the groundk, and she didn’t want totwash them all over again.  

In the summer Leo and Ervin got up early to help with the haying for local farmers, to make money to buy fishing 

poles, rifles and ammunition, to catch woodchucks and when they were older,they went deer hunting. They preferred 

to go home for lunch, because they could eat all they wanted,because the farmer’s wives gave them two potatoes and 

some vegetables, and a  

piece of cake or pie, and that was it, and they were still hungry, but they couldn’t ask for more. 

Helen liked to sitting with the boys and giggle, while Lily set a big bowl of boiled potatoes and two vegetables on the 

table, with slices of bread and butter. Sometimes when it was very hot out, they preferred sugar and butter sandwiches  

or cucumber or tomatoe sandwiches from the garden but they never heard of mayonnaise. Rose used small mason jars 

for their cold tea and when they finished, they would grab a couple of big sugar cookies and go outside to play, and the 

boys went back to work, leaving Lily to help her mother do the dishes.  

Lily’s only pleasure was sitting on the floor playing with the cat she loved , or looking through the Sears & Roebuck 

catalog. When Myrtle curled her hair with the hot iron and tied a pretty bow in her hair. Lily couldn’t stop looking at 

herself in the mirror, and she’d grunt and hug Myrtle,  to let her know how happy it made her to look pretty. 

.  

Later on in the afternoon the boys were back, because they were finished for the day and  

Helen groaned, ”I’m tired of climbing trees, and swinging on these old tires. Can’t we do something else? What do 

you think we could do?.” Myrtle thought a minute, “I know, let’s go down by the creek that’s near the church, the boys 

from school dug it out and made a big swimming hole, and all the kids go there. We could go there and watch them for 

awhile, because Dora won’t be back until five o’clock today. I know you’re not allowed to go swimming, but we can 

talk to our friends and skip some flat stones across the water, do you want to do that?”  

Helen loved the idea and couldn’t wait to go. forgetting all about what her mother told her, that she was to stay at 

Myrtle’s house and not to go anywhere with her. Leaving Myrtle told her mother through the screen door, where they 

were going  and  

They left and walked down the road arm in arm. Helen turned to Myrtle and asked, “How come your mother beats you 

so hard that she makes you black and blue?”  Myrtle shrugged. Helen gasped, “My mother would never do that to me, 

she loves me.. I don’t think your mother loves you, or she would never beat you like she does.”  

Myrtle sighed, “Well, I don’t care that she doesn’t love me. I know my father loves me. He really does.” She looked at 

Hele, and was thinking, ‘I wish I had a mother like she has, because her mother talks so nice to her  and hugs and 

kisses her, and my mother never hugs or kisses me.’. 

It was a longer walk than they had anticipated,  but they could hear the kids in the distance, screaming and laughing, 

and they soon came to the path that led down to the creek  They had to grab onto the birch tree branches, so not tofall, 

as they made their way down towhere they were.aMyrtle asked Helen, “Did you know this creek empties into the 

Susquehanna River, about a mile from here?” Helen said,  ”So?”  

“Well, I just thought you might like to know  that, because my father told me.” Helen was all excited seeing the kids 

she knew from school, splashing around in the creek. Going down thehill, holding onto th birch branches,  she waved 

to them, and told  Myrtle, “Everyone is having so much fun. Don’t you wish we could be in there with them? Because 

you know how to swim because, like I told you  I don’t know how toswim. I’m lucky my mother lets me wade in the 

creek in back of your house.”  
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Myrtle bragged that she was a good swimmer, as they watched some of the boys that were skimming flat rocks across 

the creek. Myrtle had to show off and show them, she could do it too, because Leo and Ervin had showed her how.. 

Helen wanted to do it too, and she showed her and they were having such a good time, laughing and talking with their 

friends they had no idea what time it was. When they saw two boys leaving, Myrtle decided to ask them, “Do you 

know what time it is?” They shook their heads, and told her, “Go ask Mr. Gifford, he was working in his barn. Maybe 

he’s still there. He’d know what time it is.”    

Myrtle climbed up the hill and ran across the road to Mr. Gifford’s barn and walked in,  “Hello ..would you know what 

time it is, I have to be home by 5 o’clock?” He took out his pocket watch and glanced at it, ”I don’t think your’re 

gonna make it Myrtle, because it’s almost 5 o’clock now.”  Myrtle gasped and thanked him, then ran back to Helen, 

knowing she was not going to make it home on time, because it was a long walk back to her house. Seeing Helen 

climbing up the hill to meet her, Myrtle groaned to her,  “It s 5 o’clock.and I’m going to be late again and my mother 

is going to kill me when I get home. It’s gonna take 15 minutes to walk home..”  

 

Myrtle stopped and suddenly she was smiling. She stood there and pointed to the train that had stopped and was taking 

on water for the steam engines and told her, “We can hang on the back of that caboose and we can jum[ off near my 

house.”. 

 

Helen panicked and kept shaking her head, she didn’t want to get on the caboose.   

 \ 

Myrtle taunted her,  “What a fraidy cat you are, I thought you were my best friend..”  

 

Helen backed away from her,. “I  am. but, my mother would be very upset if  I climbed on the back of that caboose. 

You can do it, but I’m not. I’ll walk back home, because I’m not in a hurry, only you are...”    

 

Myrtle put her hands on her hips.  “So! You’d rather let my mother beat me, than get on that caboose with me when 

we could be home in a few minutes. Well, it’s going to be all your fault when my mother beats me black and blue. 

Some friend you are, just because you are such a fraidy cat, now I can’t get home on time..”  

 

Helen hung her head down, and was torn between knowing that she shouldn’t do it and letting her best friend down, 

and. she reluctantly mumbled  “Alright, I’ll do it. But only because I don’t want your mother to beat you.”  

 

Myrtle was all smiles and helped Helen get up on the caboose, and she climbed up beside her. They hung there and 

waited for the train to start moving.When it did, Myrtle noticed Helen was white as a sheet, she was so scared.because 

the train was moving faster than they expected, but Myrtle was loving every minute of it, ad could feel the wind 

lowing he hair all around  Helen was sorry she climbed on, and Myrtle hollered over to her, “Isn’t this fun?”  

 

Helen sobbed back, ”No it isn’t.  I don’t like it at all and I wish I had nevr listened to you..”. Then she screamed at 

Myrtle,, “Oh God, we just passed where we should have jumped off.  Now what are we going to do? We can’t jump 

off now, the train is moving too fast.” 

 

Myrtle knew she had to do something and do it fast, because the train was approaching the one-way railroad bridge 

and she didn’t want to land over in Towanda. She could feel the train was beginning slowing down, because it was 

starting up the incline, and had to make a left turn to get on the one-way track to go over the bridge. Getting home on 

time didn’t matter any more,  they had to get off the caboose before it was too late..  

 

She yelled over to Helen,“When I count to three, we will jump off.” Clinging to the caboose Helen shook her head, 

sobbing, “No…I can’t!” Myrtle grabbed a hold of her and yanked her off. and they went flying through the air and hit 

the ground hard, only to find themselves tumbling head over heels down a steep incline that was covered with small 
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stones that the LehighValley R R. put there to prevent weeds from growing there.  

 

Meanwhile, up at the front of the train the fireman just dumped a couple of buckets of smoldering ashes out the door,  

and the girls were rolling over them. They were sticking to them and burning them.and there was no way they could 

stop, because the momentum kept them rolling down the hill..When they reached the bottom, they were hyterical 

crying because.they hurt all over, because they hit the ground so hard. when they jimped. They sat there dazed and 

smelled their hair burning and that was when they discovered there were burning embersstuck in their hair and  

burning holes in their dresses and even their high top black leather shoes. 

 

They were crying and jumping up and down trying to brush off  the hot ashes with their barehands,  because they were stuck to their 

dresses and in their hair. Then  they sat down and realised, they were in such an isolated spot, that belonged to the Lehigh 

Railroad, and no one went there, and no would ever find them.  

They looked up and saw a man coming along the trail  in a horse and buggey. It turned out to be an old school teacher 

with a long white beard, that had been bird watching with a pair of new binoculars, and he thought he was seeing 

things, when he saw 2 girls jump off the back of the caboose and roll down the hill. He hurried over to them, only to 

discover they were in his bible class at church. and they were so happy to see it was Mr. W . But they were crying so 

hard, he couldn’t understand what they were saying  He was more concerned about their knees and elbows thatwere 

bleeding and had was so much dirt imbedded in their skin, but it was not something he could help them with.  

 

Seeing they had nothing seriously wrong with them, he told them “Instead of my trying to take you girls home, I think 

it’s best I not move you. You stay right here and I’ll go get your mothers. I don’t know how help you.because  I’m an 

old bachelor, and your mothers will know what to do for you.  I’ll be right back. ”   

 

Helen whined, “My mother’s not home. She’s working at Mrs. Eggleston house.”   

 

He tipped his hat  nodded and got bafk in his buggy and let her know., ”I’ll go there first, and then I’ll get Myrtle’s mother. He 

knocked at the Eggleson’s door and the maid answered, and he asked to speak to Mrs Moore. When she she came to 

the door, she knew something happened to Helen and that Myrtle was involved. He told her what the girls had done, 

and she gasped, ane he assured her, “ As far as I cfan see, they appear to be alright. They’ve got bloodied  knees and 

elbows, but thy are very lucky..  I felt it was best I leave them there and  take you and Rose Squires there because I 

could never explain to you how to get to where they are.. 

 

Mrs. Eggleston came to the door because she heard what he was telling Mrs. Moore. He lifted his straw hat and 

greeted her and she thanked Mrs. Bridgeford for coming and insisted,  “I’ll take Mrs. Moore back there, I know 

exactly where that is and you can go get Rose Squires. What on earth were they doing on the back of that caboose?” 

 

He shook his head and left saying,  ”I don’t know. I asked them but they didn’t answer me.” Leaving he told her, 

“Well, I better hurry and get Rose Squires.” . 

When the 2 women got there, Mrs. Moore kept shaking her head when she heard what they had done. Helen was 

sobbing and telling her, “When we jumped off, we landed on ground and we rolled down that hill that was covered 

with tiny stones and and covered with hot ashes that were burning us, because the fireman up at the front  train must 

have just dumped them out the door.” 

Mrs. Moore was so angry at Helen and she scolded her,”Didn’t I tell you, you were not to go anywhere with Myrtle? 

Didn’t you promise me, you wouldn’t, and now look what happened, because you didn’t listen to me. I do not want 

you playing with her anymore. Look at you, your bleeding and you’ve ruined your good dress and look at your good 

shoes, they’re ruined..” 

 

When Rose got there, she  had asolutley no sypathany for Myrtle, in fact she brought along a green switch from the back yare 
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and started hitting Myrtle on her arms and legs and was making her walk home. ..Mrs. Eggleston was about to take Mrs. 

Moor and Helen home and couldn’t bear to watch how she was beating Myrtle.so she stopped and pleaded with her, , 

“Rose, please don’t make Myrtle walk home. I don’t have room for you, but Mr. Bridgeford said, he would take you 

and Myrtle home ”  

 

Rose ignored her and  kept walking and shook her head nd she let her know she was so angry at Myrtle, that she dared 

to get up on the back of that caboose, and she ruined her dress and her shoes had  holes burned in them so they were 

ruined. 

 

 Mrs. Eggleston drove on, because she knew she couldn’t change Rose’s mind, and  took Mrs. Moore and Helen home. 

In a way she was glad Mr. Eggleston was up at there home in the Thousand Islands, because he wanted to go deep sea 

fishing with friends from the city, because he disapproved of how she was always getting involved with other people’s 

problems. 

 

When Dora dropped the laundry off at Roses’s the following Monday, she was surprised to see the condition of 

Myrtle’s shoes. Rose told her she had to wear them until they fell off her feet, to teach her a lesson.. When Dora told 

Mrs Eggleston, she closed her eyes and told Dora, “Oh dear, how could Rose do that to Myrtle, that poor child.. The 

next time you go to town, I’ll give you money to buy Myrtle a nice pair of black leather high-top shoes, she takes the 

same size shoe as Helen.” 

 

Dora bought the shoes for Myrtle, and went  to Rose’s house, and when she handed Myrtle the box with the new shoes 

in it, she explained to Rose, that Mrs. Eggleston got them for Myrtle..She never opened it, she took the box and told 

Dora,  ”Tell Mrs. Eggleston, ‘thank you ‘. that was very nice of her, but she is not getting them, until ones she has on, 

falls off her feet.”   

A few days later the shoes did fall off her feet and Mrs. Eggleston smiled when sehe saw them. “I am glad you like them.  

Myrtle I want you to go inside and apologize to Helen’s mother. You know, she is very upsent and she has every 

reason to be, that you talked Helen into getting on the back of that caboose.and I’m afraid she doesn’t want you 

playing with Helen anymore?”  

 

Myrtle started to cry and Mrs. Eggleston told her, “Now stop your crying and go in there and apologize like I told you, 

.she’s in the sewing room.”   

 

Myrtle  knocked on the open door and she stood there and asked,. “Mrs. Moore, can I come in? I want to apoloigize 

and let you know I am sorry about what happened  yesterday. But, I didn’t know what do to. I was going to be late 

getting home and I didn’t want my mother to beat me again. Don’t blame Helen, she.didn’t want to get on that 

caboose.and I pleaded with her to do it for me, so I could get home early so my mother wouldn’t beat me, that is the 

only reason she did it ”  

 

Mrs. Moore put her sewing down and looked at Myrtle and let out a long sigh, ”I accept your aology Myrtle,  but from 

now on, Helen is to stay right here in Mrs. Eggleston’s back yard.. I know she likes being with you, but,  I don’t want 

her playing with you anymoe.”  

 

Seeing the sad look on Myrtle’s face, she relented. :Well, If I do let you play with her, she is to stay here, where I can 

see her. She broke her promise to me, because she said she would stay at your house, and she didn’t. I don’t want her 

running off with you again, because… ” and she didn’t finish what she was going to say. 

 

It was a  hot summer’s day and Mrs. Eggleston was sitting on the porch in her favorite green wicker chair fanning herself with her feet 

on a padded ottoman. She was enjoying the cool breeze coming off the river. Dora walked out carrying a tray  with a glass of cool 
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tea and a sprig of mint in it, and she thanked her and sipped some of  the tea and put it down on the glasstop wicker table, when 

she heard footsteps coming her way.  She looked around  and saw it was Mrs. Moore. Dhe could tell by the look on her 

face something was bothering her and she stood in front of her.  “I really hate to bother you, but I would like to talk to 

you about Myrtle. I worry so, that Helen plays her because I never know what that girl is going to do.”  

 

Helen was standing in the doorway and happened to hear what her mother said.  

She ran over to her.and pleaded with her mother. “Please don’t say I can’t  play with Myrtle. She’s my very best 

friend, Mommal. She really is. ” Mrs. Moore looked at Mrs. Eggleston, because she didn’t know what to do about the 

situation with Myrtle, and being Helen liked her so much, she didn’t how to handle the situation.  

 

Mrs. Eggleston thought about it and told her, “Well, as far as I am concerned, I happen to like Myrtle.becdasue there is 

something about her I like. If you are asking my opioion,   don’t know why you listen to what those women in church 

have to say,Yes, she does get in a lot of  trouble. I think she was born with a very adventureous spirit and that will 

never change. But,  I have never heard of her doing anything you would call bad. Have you?”  

 

That was not what Mrs. Moore wanted to hear. She was annoyed that she likd Myrtle, so she excused herself and went 

back to the sewing room to finish the chintz curtains she was making for the breakfast room.  

 

When Mrs. Eggleston was watching Myrtle playing with Helen and they wre laughing and giggling. They were on the far 

end of the  porch.and she heard Helen ask Myrtle, “Do you want to play a game of checkers?” Mrs. Eggleston was surprised that  

Mrs.Moore had changed her mind and let Helen play with Helen.She called the girls over  and asked them, “If  likedto fish, 

maybe you should go over to the river, there are several small docks over there. That is where James goes fishing in 

the evening and brings home some big fish..” . Their faces lit up, then Helen pouted. “ I don’t know how to fish, but I 

would like to, but  I don’t have a fishing pole and besudes, my mother wouldn’t let me go fishing over in the river..”   

 

Mrs. Eggleston smiled, “Myrtle, didn’t you tell me you go fishing with your mother in the creek evry Saturday 

morning? You could teach Helen how to fish. But first we have to ask your mother, if you girls fan going over to the 

river and go fishing! The water is not deep along the shore.”   

 

Mrs. Eggleston didn’t know Myrtle didn’t go fishing with a pole, when she went fishing with her mother, they used an 

old sheet with holes poked in it and they dragged it through the deepest part of the creek and got all the fish they 

wanted. 

 

Taking another sip of tea, Mrs. Eggleston figured it would probably be a good place for the girls to go, surely they 

wouldn’t get in trouble if they were went fishing.  

She told the girls, “If your mothers says it is alright for you girls to go ove there, , then the next time Dora goes into 

town, I will have her buy each of you a nice new fishing pole and some hooks and lures. I know you will need them , 

because Mr. Egglestoni is a great fishermen, he loves to fish and he goes deep sea fishing..”  

 

When Mrs. Moore walked by,  she asked, “I was wondering, maybe you should think about letting Helen go fishing 

with Myrtle over on the docks on the river. It would keep then busy and out of trouble,” Mrs. Moore took a deep 

breath and shook her head, and let her, “No, I don’t want Helen going over there, for one thing, she does’t know how 

to swim and she could fall in, and I would rather not have her go anywhere with Myrtle, because you can be sure she 

will get her in trouble. ”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston assured her, “Well, of course that is up to you. But,the wateris shallow by the docks and if she did fall 

in, it would only be up to her waist, and really what torulbe could they possibly get in by just going fishing?” Mrs. 

Moore thought about it and reluctrantlyagreed to let Helen go fishing with Myrtle.  
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the following Wednesday afternoon, Rose was overat the church teaching thewomen how to make quilts, like she did 

every Thursday.  Mrs. Eggleston was there too, sshe wanted to learn how to make a small red silk quilt for the love 

seat in the parlor. Being it was the summer and hot, the womenh preferred to sitt out under the trees outside, rather 

than in the hot church.  

The women enjoyed getting out for the afternoon and were talking and drinking green tea they brought from home in 

mason jars, while Mrs. Eggleston sipped her tea from a small silver cup that was also cover for a special silver wired 

bottle she traveled with that Dora had  filled with minted tea, and she set in her sewing bag. because she was working 

on her quilt. Shewas trying to sew several small squares of of red silk together, that had carefully cut out of the 

different woven designs of red silk she had and making sure her seams were perfect, and pictured it draped over the 

back of the loveseat, near the pillows she had embroidered the red roses on. .Sitting there, she couldn’t help but laugh, 

hearing the funny stories the women were telling, while they sat there together sewing the little pieces of material 

together for the quilt they were making, knowing how it would keep them warm in the winter, because none of their 

homes had heat in them.  

Mrs, Moore was working in the sewing room at Mrs.Eggleston’s and was keeping an  eye on the girls were in the back 

yard, while she finished hemming the curtains for the breakfast room, The sewing machine was where she couldlook 

out the open window, where she could see the girls wining on the swings in the back and she overheard her daughter 

Helen complain to Myrtle, “I wonder why Dora keeps forgetting to buyus our fishing poles?  Mrs. Eggleston told her 

to buy them for us  and she didn’t.” Myrtle stopped the swing. “Why don’t you go in and ask her?”  

Helen made a face, “No, I’m not going to ask her,  My mother would have a fit if I did that. I guess we just have to 

wait.” They sat on the  swings and were  pushing  themselve back and forth with their feet, wishing they could go 

fishing and they couldn’t, because Dora didn’t get their poles. Helen stopped her swing,  “Do you wanna cut-out some 

paper dresses for the paper dolls?”  

 

Myrtle groaned,  “Nah, it’s too hot. Why don’t you go in and ask James if we can borrow his fishing poles. He has a 

couple of them on the back porch.. He might let us use them until we get ours,”  

 

Helen’s eyes opened real wide.  “Ask James? Not me. He such a grouch. Besides, he doesn’t let anyone touch 

anything he has, especially his fishing poles.”  

 

Swinging back and forth bored with nothing to do, all of a sudden Myrtle flew off the swing all excited and was telling 

Helen . “I know what we can do!”  

 

Helen face lit up and she stopped the swing with her foot. “What?”.  

 

“Your mother told Mrs. Eggleston that you could go fishing over at the riverl Right? Well, if we go to my house we 

could borrow my brother’s fishing poles? They won’t mind. They’re busy building a fence for Mr. Pierson down the 

road, and they don’t go fishing until after we have supper. Then Myrtle bragged to her, “At least my brothers are not 

like James, they won’t mind if we borrowed their fishing poles.” 

 

“Helen sighed,”I know my mother doesn[‘t want me going over to your house, Myrtle, I better ask her first, because I 

don’t want to get in trouble with my mother.”  

 

Helen had no way of  knowing the  poles Myrlte ws oign to borrow,  just came in the mail and Leo and Ervin had 

never even used them. All lsummer they worked to get enough money so they coul send away to Sears and  buy them. 

They got up early every morning and worked hard  haying in the hot fields and they saved every peny of their  money 

they earned,  so they could send away for the  new fishing poles/. 
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Thrilled to think they were going got  fishing, Helen ran in and told her mother, ”Mamma. Myrtle’s going to let me use her brother’s 

fishing pole, because they won’t be going fishing until after they have supper.” Mrs. Moore stood on the porch, wiping the 

sweat off her face with the bottom of her apron and looked at Myrtle. “I was thinking it over and I don’tthink it is a 

good idea for you to go fishing in that river Helen. You can’t swim, and I’m afraid you might fall in you could drown.. 

Can Myrtle swim” Helen assured her, “Yes, she can swim. Seeing how disappointed Helen was, again, her mother 

relented and asked her, “If I let you go will you promise me, you won’t stay at Myrtle’s house, you will get the fishing 

rods and stay on the dock, and don’t go near the water because  you don’t realize what a big river the Susquehanna 

River is.”  

 

Helen whined, “Mamma, I promise you, I will only fish off the dock and we won’t go anywhere else.”  Mrs. Moore 

nodded and let her go.She watched leave and go down the road arm and arm and they seemed so happy together. and 

she went back inside to finish the curtains. 

 

When the  girls reached Myrtle’s house, they were glad to get out of the hot sun. Lily was the only one home, since her mother was at 

the church and the boys were working. Helen shied away from Lily, because.was afraid of her because she could only grunt 

and she couldn’t’ understand that, and she hurried out to the porch.  Myrtle asked Helen to hold the backless chair for 

her,so she wouldn’t fall when she reached up in the rafters to get the fishing rods. Then she warned Helen, “We have 

to put these back where I found them, or my brothers will yell at me.” Helen looked at theml. “They look new, You 

sure your brother’s won’t mind we use them?” 

 

Myrtle ignored her concern and boasted,  ”Nah! They just take good care of them. Wait til you see the big fish we’re 

gonna get with these fishing poles. My brothers a catch real big ones over at the river, because these rods have rels on 

them, now they don’t waste their time fishing in the creek in back of our house anymore.’.  

 

Myrtle picked up the rusty can of worms that were in the corner and took one out and shoved it in Helen’s face. She 

shrieked and ran inside and  Myrtle teased, ”How are you going to go fishing if you’re so afraid of a little worm?” 

Helen shivered when Myrtle set the rusty can on the  table, and got the bread. She never washed her hands and sliced 

it.and make two sugar and butter sandwiches.to take with them. Lily filled a quart mason jar for them, with green tea 

and screwed the cover on rela tight, and the tea was what her mother made earlier and set aside for dinner.  

The girls picked up the rods and the can of worms and their bag of lunch and walked down the road with the new poles 

over their left shoulders.and Helen was so happy carrying the paper bag with the sandwiches and tea. and Myrtle 

carried the can of worms. They followed the path that went over the tracks and down the river bank where the men 

were fishing on the dock. They waved to the men they knew from church that were fishing there and sat down on the 

last dock, not to bother them.. 

 

Seeing how Myrtle was digging down in the can for some worms, Helen asked her,“Would you please put the worm 

on my hook for me. because I can’t do it..They’re so disgusting I can’t look at them.” Myrtle laughed and showed her 

how easy it was to push the hook through the worm, but she refused to do it. and Myrtle stuck the worm under her 

nose. Helen squealed so loud, that the fishermen looked up to see what happened.and then they laughed, seeing Myrtle 

holding the worm in front of Helen’s face.and she quietly told her, “Don’t do that to me, I hate them.”  

 

They sat on the dock holding the rods and waited and kept swinging their legs back and forth They wre so glad they 

could go fishing and.they were surprised that the wasn’t a bite,  nothing was happening and they could see the men on 

the other docks were pulling in one fish after the other. Every time Helen and Myrtle reeled om their lines, the worm 

was gone.  Myrtle threaded another worm on both hooks and let their lines down in the water and while they sat there, 

they never got a nibble.The thrill of fishing was gone. They were so disappointed because they were sure they were 

going to catch a lot of fish and they never caught one, and they sat there..  
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Sitting in the hot sun was not fun either and, they decided to go over to another dock where it was shaded by a big tree. 

When Myrtle stood up, she noticed over on the one-way railroad bridge, there were several men fishing in the middle 

of it, and they were pulling up one huge fish after the other. She got so excited she told Helen, “Come on, let’s go up 

there that’s where we can catch some fish.”   

 

As they were leaving she noticed one of the men took out his pocket watch.and looked at it, snd he said something to 

the other men  that they  gathered up all their things, and walked off the bridge to the Towanda side and they just stood 

there..    

 

 

Myrtle told  Helen, “Hurry up, we got to get up there before someone else takes that spot.”  The followed the tracks and it was a 

lot further than they thought to get there.  Myrtle reminded Helen, “The fish are under the middle of the bridge because 

that is where  like to swim because it is the deepest.” Helen could have cared less, she was worried because she 

promised her mother, she would stay on the dock and not  go anywhere else..  

 

When they were finally reached where the tracks turned onto the one-way railroad bridge, they looked down and saw where they had 

rolled down the hill only a few weeks ago, but they didn’t say a word and kept walking..What the girls didn’t realize, the 

reason the men left was because  the 2:15 train was due to come through, and once it passed, they would go back and 

continue fishing. 

  

When they started to go out on the one way bridge, it didn’t enter thei minds that there was no place they could go if a 

train should come across the bridge. They stood there amased and looked down at the Susquehanna River, and 

watched the river go by. and  Helen questioned Myrtle about their being there. “I don’t think we should be up here 

because there’s signs all over that say “NO TRESPASSING”. Myrtle shrugged “Everybody walks across this bridge to 

go to Towanda.”  

 

It was so windy being up on the bridge the girls were having a real hard tiem trying to keep their dresses from blowing 

up, and still manage to hold on to the poles, and Helen was holding onto the bag with their lunch and Myrtle had the 

can of worms, They wre so afraid because there were several row boats under the bridge with men fishing, and they 

were so worried, it they looked up they would see their bloomers.   

 

Helen reminded Myrtle that there was another sign that said “KEEP OFF’. and she looked at it and told her. “Oh! They 

only put them there to scare people. I don’t see anything dangerous around here, do you? Just make sure you walk on 

the ties, so you don’t fall in between them. Myrtle was making Helen nervous  because what she thought was going to 

be a lot of fun, was very dangerous. When they got to the middle, Myrtle told her ”When you sit down, don’t sit on 

your dress,  sit on your bloomers, so you don’t get any of creosote on your dress, because your mother will have a hard 

time trying to get it off.” 

 

Helen was sorry she listened  Myrtle She was scared and did not like being up in the air on the bridge, but Myrtle was 

as happy as could be that she was there. They sat down and let their legs hang om between the ties so that they were 

facing one another.and Myrtle was hummng and pushing worms on both of the hooks.  checked She checked he lead 

weights and handed the rod back to Helen. and reminded  her, “Be sure you hold on to that pole, because if you drop 

it, we’d never get it back. Then I’d be in real trouble with my brothers.” Helen nodded and  released the line and 

watched it  go down and down and they could hear the reel unwinding until it hit the water with a splash,  Helen 

seemed to feel better about being there, and held on to the rod and watched Myrtle let her line  down, on the other side 

so the two lines didn’t tangle  They sat there and  waited and they waited and again nothing. They were so hot sitting 

in the sun, and Helen handed one of the sandwiches to Myrle and she bit into hers, but when Helen lifted the bread to 

see what was inside, and she saw it was only sugar and butter, being she was used to having lunch at the Eggleston’s 
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every day, she stuck it back in the bag saying  ”I guess I’m not hungry right now.”  

 

After they shared the jar of green tea, Myrtle sighed,  “I wonder how we are going to carry all the fish we catch 

back.because I saw how big they were. They’re going to be very heavy, and we’ll have to be careful we don’t slip and 

fall, walking back on these ties,  because if we ever slipped,   you know, we’d land down in that river.”  d 

 

Helen stood up screaming, “Look down there Myrtle, I caught a fish… I see it and it’s  a big fish and it’s tugging on 

my line so hard I cam hardly reeling it up, and I’m turning it as fast as I can.  They were so excited when they saw the 

size of it, and seeing how it  was  flopping back and forth   Myrtle telling Helen,“Reel it up faster, or you’re gonna lose 

it.” When it was up close enough, Myrtle grabbed the line and pulled it to her and was working the hook out of it’s 

mouth when she heard the trains’whistle 

. 

When she  looked up, she  saw a train coming and the engineer kept blowing the whistle frantically,  and .the girls 

were screaming and holding on to the fish, not knowing what to do because it was coming right at them, and they were  

[aralyzed with fear., They dropped the fish and let got the fishing rods and they went spiraling down hitting the bridge 

again and again and landed in the water and disapapeared, while the girls stood staring at the monstrous train that kept 

coming closer and closer. The engineer bowed his head and prayed, eventhough the train was slowing down, it was to 

late, and he knew,  the rest of his life he would never forget the look of horror on the faces of the two girls, while they 

stood there waiting for the train to hit them,and there was nothing he could do, because it would take another mile 

before the train would come to a stop.  

 

TRAIN APPROACHING THE ONE-WAY RAILROAD TRESTLE BRIDGE. 

 

       
 

        

Myrtle screamed at Helen, “Stop crying and bend over and  grab the tie in front of you, and we can hang in between 

them until the train goes by. then we can swing our legs up and get back on the ties again.”  Helen was hysterical by 

then  but she did what Myrtle told her to do, and  they hung down just in time and the train roared over them. They 

hung in mid-air and the train continued to shake and rattle over their heads, and all the while Helen was screaming and 

crying thinking any minute she was going to fall in the river down below.  

 

They couldn’t look up because of all the dust and dirt that was coming from the train going by. Then their armpits 
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began to hurt them from  hunging there and their arms being stretched from the weight of their bodies pulling down on 

their arms., and their fingers hurt so much  they could barely hold on  the railroad tiers and their arms started to hurt 

from being stretched from the weight of their body, pulling down on their arms that they didn’t know how muchlonger 

they wer going to be able to hold on and they were scared out of ther wits, when the’ dlook down and see the river 

down below. .   

 

They wondered how many more cars were going to go by after seeing so many, cattle cars go by, and  farm machinery, 

and cars filled with milk going to a dairy, and all the while the old wooden bridge creaked and swayed under the 

weight of the freight train going by., and finally theysaw the caboose go by,  

 

Suddenly,.the only sound was the gurlging of the river below and Myrtle.yelled at Helen, “Swing your legs way up 

and wrap them around the tie and pull yourself back up, and don’t stick your head up, until you make sure there’s no 

train coming..”  They both listened and didn’t hear anything , and Helen started swinging her legs back and forth to 

give her the momentum she needed to get her legs up so she could wrap them around the tie, but her legs weren’t long 

enough and they wouldn’t reach. She did it again,  and again and she cried. “I can’t. My legs aren’t long enough to 

reach the tie and now my arms are hurting worse than before.”  

 

Myrtle sighed,  “Then I’ll go up and pull you up through the ties.” Swinging her legs back and forth Myrtle tried three times, and her legs 

wouldn’t reach up that high either. Helen sobbed, “Why did I listen to you. What are we going to do?”  

 

They looked down at the river and saw two men in a row boat fishing.and they cupped their hands and kept yelling 

down. to them, “HELP … HELP!” They didn’t hear them because the men were busy baiting their hooks and had no 

reason to look up. The engineer continued blowing the whistle to alert the people in Towanda, something terrible 

happened. The train made the turn off the bridge and onto the tracks that followed the river and was gadually slowing 

down  

 

Everyone in town heard the whistle and started running to the bridge and they were standing there trying to see what 

was going on, and watched the freight train going by and it seemed like it was never going to end. One of the men in 

the crowd said, “I was with the men that was fishing out there, said we saw two young girls sitting in the middle of the 

bridge fishing, and there was no place for them to run. The train must have killed them”  

 

Seeing the train was slowing down, everyone knew by then what had happened and a quiet hush fell over the crowd. They stood there 

looking at one another shaking their heads and saw the train come to a full stop a mile up the tracks.  

The fishermen ran out on the bridgeto see what happened to the girls. 

The way the wind was howling, to them it was a bad omen. They knew they were only going to find  badly mangled bodies and, bloodied  

strewn on the tracks. When they got to where they had last seen them, there was nothing. They looked at one another because there was no 

sign of  blood, and they agreed they must have fallen in the river! The news traveled fast, and rumors were flying around that both 

little girls had been hit by the train on the railroad bridge and had fallen in the river. Crowds began to line up along the 

shore on both sides of the river, trying  to see if  there were any sign of the girls in the river.  

 

When Frank and his brother Lloyd lived in town, and worked for the Lehigh Valley Railroad. They heard the terrible 

news and jumped in their wagon to see if the could help, knowing the train had come to a complete stop about a mile 

down the railroad tracks in town. They went to pick up the engineer and his men.becaue they  were going to needed to 

get back to the bridge. They pulled in, and shook hands being they knew one another, and Jim, the engineer thanked 

them for coming.  They climbed up in their wagon and Jim sat there and told them, “I have two girls of my own their 

age, and for me to see what just happened, will haunt me the rest of my life. I dread to think what we’re going to find, 

when we go out on that bridge.” Frank let him know the fishermen had already been there and could not find anything, 

no blood no nothing, and hung their heads saying ”I’m afraid the girls must have fallen in the river.”   
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When they arrived at the bridge, the men that had been fishing there, told Jim, “We went out to look but we did not let 

anyone else go out on there. the only thing that could have  happened, was when the train hit them,  they fell in the 

river and they were taken down stream.’ 

 

Jim let out a long sigh and bowed his head, and he agreed that was probably what happened. He removed  his navy 

blue railroad hat and scratched his head and looked around at the crowd and asked, “Does anyone here know who 

those girls were, that were fishing on the bridge, or where they lived?” They all shook their heads, and no one seemed 

to know who they were, or where they were from.  

 

Putting his hat back on, he was at a loss how the girls could have disappeared and walked out to the middle of th bridge 

with his men, and  there was no sign of either girl. . Jim got down on his hands and knees and leaned over and looked 

down at the river very carefully. Then he stopped and listened.and raised his hand up in back of him saying, ”Would 

everyone please be quiet for a minute so I can listen. The wind is blowing so hard, I’m not sure, But I could swear I 

heard someone yelling, ‘Help’.”  

 

They looked at one another and felt sorry for Jim, They knew how upset he was over what happened/Billy put his hand 

on his shoulder, “.We all know it’s a terrible thing that happened but they’re not down there, Jim. They’re gone.”  

 

Jim sighed, “They didn’t just disappear, if they fell in that river where are they?”  

 

His men stood there and assured him, “Jim, we’re  sorry, Jim,  but we didn’t hear a thing, It must have been the the 

wind howling, but there’s no one down there calling for help.”   

 

Jim stood up and walked further down the tracks towards the Wysox side and left his men standing there feeling sorry for him. He 

looked back and told them, “Wind or no wind, by God, :I know what I heard.” He kept walking along the tracks and further down 

he got down on his hands and knees again, and leaned over andlooked underneath and he hear ,“We’re over here, under the bridge. 

We’re holding on to the beams of the bridge.” Jim  couldn’t believe his eyes when he saw the girls sitting on the trestle of the 

bridge, where the big beams crossed like an ‘X’.. He turned around and yelled over to his men all excited. “I found them. 

Come here. Look, they’re alive. They’re crouched in the crook of those beams,. trestle. I don’t’ know how they got 

there, or why they didn’t get killed,  alive, but they are alright and thanks be to God in Heaven, we found them.“ 

Layig on his stomach Jim told them know he was going to get them out of there as fast as he could, but he had to  

figure out how, but,  he was going to make sure they did it rightk so they wouldn’t  fall in the river.. 

Myrtle yelled out to him, “ We were afraid to move, in case we might fall. How are you going to reach us and.get us 

out of here?”   

 

The frustrated but happy engineer quietly said another prayer of thanks because he still couldn’t believe they were 

alive, after seeing them standing in front of his train with their eyes wide open scared out of their minds. He was sure 

the train had hit them and hearing the girls sobbing, was like music to his ears. He hollered over the  noise of the wind, 

“I’m sorry, we didn’t hear you calling us,  because the wind blowing so hard. we didn’t hear you calling for help..You 

don’t know how glad I am to see you.  Just don’t move. Stay where you are because, it’s not going to be easy to get 

you out of there, but we’ll find a way..”   

The railroad men were were passing the word along to the crowds on both shores, and letting htme know the latest 

news about the girls. When they heard they found them, the people were cheering and clapping that they were alive.. 

The engineer scratched his head while he was sizing up the situation and told his men, “I’m afraid we are going to 

have a big problem,trying to get to those girls. The first thing we have to do is make damn sure they’re tied and 
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secured with ropes, so they don’t fall in the river. Lifting his hat and scratching his head, he sighed, “The only way I 

can see this being done, is if we lower them down by ropes, into one of those rowboats, because it’s going to be too 

tricky if we try and pull them up between those railroad ties.”.  

. 

He went back to talking the girls and, Jim asked , “ What are your names. Are you girls from Towanda?” 

Myrtle hollered back to him, “No, this is Helen Moore and she  lives in East Towanda and my name is Myrtle Squires 

and I live in Wysox.”  

He told them, “When I saw you girls in front of the train, I could swear the train hit you …. I don’t know how in the 

name of God, you ever survived this and didn’t get killed..”  

. 

“Now you just hang on, while my men figure out a way we can get you out of there.”  

Myrtle and Helen were shouting at the same time, “We are alive because we hung in between the railroad ties and we 

could hear the train going over our heads, but then we couldn’t get back up..“ 

Jim heard most of what they said, and turned around and told his men what they did and that was how they didn’t get 

killed and Jim let out a long sigh and told his men. “ I tell you one thing, it was the worst feeling I ever had in my life, 

when I saw those girls standing in front of me screaming, and kowing the train wouldn’t stop for another mile.” Jim 

pulled his handkerchief out of his pocket and wiped the sweat off his face.and closed his eyes and  thanked the Lord 

again  and told his men, “I hope I never have to go through anything like that again.”   

His men patted Jim on his back and assured him, they’d feel the same way if anything like that happened to them.  

After he regained his composure he told them,  “Well, now that I have thought this situation over, I think I will lower 

Billy down on a rope, since he’s the skinniest, and we’ll see if he can reach them, and he can tie a ropes around each of 

them, and we will see if we can get the attention of those men down there that are fishing in those row boats..”  

One of the men suggested, “It might be a lot safer if we made rope halters for them, because those girls won’t be be 

able to hold on to these thick hemp ropes. I can make three. One for  each girl. Then Billy can start lowering them 

down into the row boats, one at a time.” . 

 

Jim agreed and called down to the  men sitting in the row boats trying to see what was going on , seeing where the 

girls were and wondering what was going on. One of them shouted up to Jim “What can we can do to help?”  

Jim yelled down to them,  “We are going ti lower the girls down into your boats, with these ropes, and if you could 

grab the rope and pull them into your boat, it sure would help?” They were more than willing to do what he asked and 

sat there looking up and wondering how they were going to do it.  

 

Jim explained to his men, “When we lower Billy down in that  rope haness, the girls will see he has one on, and I 

know they are scared out of their wits, byt let’s hope he can get then on  the girls. I think he better bring Helen down 

first, because she’s the one that’s crying, not that I  blame her after what they just went through. ”.  

 

Jim shook his head, “We are going to have one big problem With the two of then dangling in mid-air,  they are going 

to have to try and stay as far apart as they can, otherwise their ropes are going to tangle. Becausem once they start 

down,  they’re  going to start spinning, and  the way this wind is blowing, I hope we can pull this off without anyone 

getting killed.. 

 

Seeing how worried Jim looked, Billyl aughed,  “Don’t worry. I’ll be alright. It/s getting these harnesses tied on them 

so they don’t fall out, is what concerns me.”  

 

Jim watched Billy being lowered down off the bridge and the men were doing their jobs, holding the ropes as tight as 

they could and slowly let them out and watched to see that Billy got as close as he could to the girks, The were people 

standing on both sides on the river l watching Billy and wondering how he was going to get those girls down off the 

bridge..  



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          765 

 

 

Jim hollered down to Billy, “Remember, when you start down, you have keep those ropes separated. The girls are 

scared, so don’t be surprised if  Helen panics when you start down with her.. Right now, they feel safe where they are 

now, but I concerned about Helen, because she mjust might give you a problem when she sees nothing but water down 

below.” 

 

Billy let him know,  ”She’ll be alright.. I can’t handle her?”  The girls werewatching him dangling in mid air, and he 

thought they would be thrilled to see him coming to rescue them, Helen pushed him away, and refused to let him 

anywhere near her with the harness he had.. He yelled up,. “Got a problem here,  Helen refuses to let me put this 

harness on her. She’s got her arms and legs wrapped around thosee damn beams and won’t let go. I’ln tryung to talk  

her and she won’t listen to me,.”  

 

Jim told him, “I syre wish there was a way I could get down there and help you. He was laying on his stomach and 

looking down at Billy haning in front o f Helen. He saw hpw he smiled at the two girls and told them, “Ny name is 

Billy, and I am here to help you get down from here.. I know you girls want to get out of here and go home,  so if you 

will let me put this harnesss on you, so you don’t fall,then we can be lowered down together and I will get you into 

one of those row boats, because its the only way you/re going to get out of here.” 

 

.Seeing Myrtle was the closest, he swung his legs back and forth against the beams, so he could move closer to her. 

“See, Myrtle is letting me help her put her halter on. If you look up, you will see you are on these big ropes that are 

hanging down” and he tied and knotted the ropes around Myrle  

 

 When  he moved over to put the other halter on Helen,  she got hysterical and moved as far away from him as she 

p;ossibly could. “Lookm I am here to help you. See, I am  hanging on one of those ropes, with one of those  harness on 

and Myrtle has hers on.”  

 

Billy finally asked her, “What is your problem girl? Don’t you want to get out of here and go hone? It’s gonna  get 

dark soon, then what are you going to do? Hang here in the dark? Come on,  let me put this rope on you. I am real 

good at tying knots. See, there are six men up there they are holding on to these ropes, and they will see nothing will 

happens to us.” 

 

Helen stared at him, then reluctantly stuck her arms in the hareness, while he kept talking to her ane he tied her in so 

she woulen’t fall out.. Then he took her hand, and she reluctaly let pushed off the trestle, but when she found herself 

hanging in mid-air she started screaming and crying  Billy signaled the men up above, they slowly let them down and 

down, and Beill assured Myrtle, “ I’ll come back up for you,  as soon as I get Helen into one of the boats.”  

 

Myrlete hae no problem, she just sat there while Billy tried his best, to soothe Helen by talking to her. “I know you 

don’t like the feeling of hanging at the end of this rope, but so am I. You are old enough to understand, this is the only 

way we  can get you off this bridge..”  Jim called down rto Billy, is he wa alright. “We’re getting’’ there.”. Jim 

watfhed how the men continued to ease the ropes out, a little bit at a time and  closed his eyes and prayed to the good 

Lord, that Billy rememered to tie the ropes together securely and was relieved to know they had more than enough 

ropes so they could reach the waiting boats.  

 

He left Myrtle hanging on the third rope unconcerned, while she waited and watched Billy and Helen being lowered 

down. When they were half-way down, the wind changed, and  got much stronger. Billy realized they were beginning 

to swing back and forth more ane more and then they began to spin at the end of the ropes like they were top and 

bumping into one another. Jim never took his eyes off them and kept rubbing his forehead, and was  hoping Billy 

remembered what he told him…to push her away if he had to, so the ropes wouldn’t get tangled, because then they’d 
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be in real trouble and thre was no way anyone ould help them,.  

 

The men up above held held their  breaths, as they watched  what was happening and Jim panicked and yelled down, “ 

Billy, for God’s sake use your foot and push Helen away from you.” Billu did what he said and had to keep doing it,  

but .the further down they went the situation only got worse and tried to calm Helen down and told her to stop 

screaming. Down below all the fishermen were in their boats  looking up and watching them as they were coming 

down. Jim was so relieved when one of the fishermen grabbed a hold of  Helen’s foot and managed to pull her in the 

boat and she just  sat there sobbing. .  

 

The people that were lined up on both sides of the river watching what was going on, let out a big cheer when they saw 

they got Helen in the boat. She was so frightened she was hysteridal that  the fisherman thought she was going to pass 

out, when he was  rowing her towards shore.  He helped her out of the boat and she ran to her her mother who was 

with to some of friends from church, who had come to see what was going on. They had Helen sit with her mother in 

their wagon and they waited to see them bring Myrtle down. 

 

The men pulled Billy up to where Myrtle was and he double checked all the knots and signaled up to them to  her 

down, then he was next. He was more relaxed knowing Myrtle was not afraid, and he knew how to keep the ropes far 

enough apart, so they wouldn’t get tangled and spin like they had done before.   

 

A friend of Leo and Ervin, was in a row boat fishing and was watching what was going on? When he recognized it 

was Helen Moore they were lowering down into the row boat, he looked up and saw the other girl was Myrtle Squires. 

Not that it  surprised him to see it was Myrtle that was in trouble again.. He rowed to shore and untied his horse and 

hurried over to the church to tell Rose. Squires, knowing she was there, because his mother went to her quilting classes 

every Wednesday..He was all out of breath  telling Rose, what happened down at the bridge, and Mrs. Eggleston 

looked like she was going tofaint, when she heard what Myrtle did. She told him, ‘You better have someone tell Mrs. 

Moore, she better get over there because they just lowered Helen down off the bridge with ropes into a row boat, and 

they have her laying on the grass, trying to calm her down..Mrs. Eggleston kept repeating herself,  “I don’t don’t 

understand, why they were in the middle of that railroad bridge, and then the train came along, and they hung between 

the ties while the train went over their heads. It’s impossible she did something that.” 

 

The women were gasping when they heard what went on and Mrs. Eggleston was shaking when she  told Rose. “Oh 

dear, .:I feel responsible for what happened. I suggested they go to the river to fish off the docks. I had not idea they 

would dare  go up on the one-way bridge. They had to know how dangerous it is, because there are ‘NO 

TRESPASSING’ signs posted all over.” 

 

Mrs. Eggleston had Rose get in her buggy and they went to tell Mrs. Moore what happened and she got in and they 

hurried down the road to where the rowboats were pulled up on shore..Helen ran to her mother and she  kissed and 

hugged her and they saw them bringing Myrtle  ashore, and her mother couldn’t wait to get a hold of her. Mrs. Moore 

was so angry at Myrtle, she said she would never forgive her for what she did and she told her, after all I said, you got 

Helen in trouble again. 

 

Mr. Miller heard what happened and he tipped his hat to Mrs. Eggleston, and tod her he would gladlytake Rose and 

Myrtle home. She thanked him, and smiled, because she really didn’t have room in her buggy for 5 people.   

 

Mrs. Moore and Helen climbed up and and sat down and waswatching Rose pacing back and forth, and waiting for 

them to bring Myrtle ashore. Mrs. Eggleson  told them, “She can’t wait to beat Myrtle with that switch she brought 

with her..As mad as I am at Myrtle for what she did, I feel sorry for her. Did you notice when she stepped out of the 

boat, her mother never hugged or kissed her, instead she beat her.” 
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Seeing Rose yank Myrtle by her arm so hard,  tjatshe screamed, because it hurt so much from hanging in the air. Mrs. 

Eggleston cringed, knowing the pain she must have under her arms, knowing how her muscles had been stretched 

while the girls were hanging in between the railroad ties what torture. It must have seemed like an eternity to hang 

there and wiat for that train to go by. Then she heard Myrtle begging her mother, to stop hitting her, but Rose was so 

angryshe kept whacking her with the switch while Mr. Miller stood there waiting to take them home. She grumbled to 

him, ”This girl has done nothin’ but cause me problems since the day she was born,”  

He didn’t’ say it, but he didn’t agree with Rose.  

 

 Rose ask Myrtle, ”What were you doing up on that one way railroad bridge, when you know you are not suppose to 

be there.  There are signs all over to stay out. pAnd I heard you took Leo and Ervin’s new fishing poles without asking 

them and they’re in the river now. They worked hard to pay for theml Now what are they going to do when they want 

to go fishing after supper?”” 

 

Myrtle sobbed, “ Mrs. Eggleston promised us she was going to buy Helen and me fishing poles, and Dora kept 

forgetting to buy them. I didn’t think Leo and Ervin would mind if we borrowed their new poles, because we were 

going to put them back when we were finished fishing on the docks We didn’t catch  l fish.  I saw some men fishing in 

the middle of the railroad bridge,and they were  pulling up so many big fish, thatwe went up there, and then the train 

came along and almost hit us. .”  

 

Rose continued whacking Nyrtle across the back of her legs and yelled at her “You had no right touching those fishing 

poles, Leo and Ervin never even got to use them. Wait until they come home and you can tell them  their new fishing 

rods are floating down the Susquehanna River” and Rose showed her no mercy and beat her all the way home, just like 

she did when she jumped off the caboose.   

 

                                             *                 *                 * 

 

Myrtle’s father never approved of the way her mother punished Myrtle. He would sympathized with her and pat her 

hand, to let her know how mucj  he cared about  her and remind her “You know what you did was wrong Myrtle. and 

you can thank the good Lord, your are alive. I don’t know how you girls didn’t get killed by that train but I ‘m afraid 

one of these days you are not going to be so lucky and that will break my heart. because of some of the things you do.” 

David ran his calloused hand thorugh his hair then rubbed his face and told her. ”You don’t know how it hurts me to 

see you cry, but you get your mother so upset when you do these  these things, tand  young girls are not suppose to do 

such daring things..and. I could understand it if.the boys did it, but they never get in the trouble like you do” He put his 

arm around her and hugged her, “Soon going to be thirteen years old, and I think it’s time you begin to act like a 

young lady, and let the boys do those crazy things.?”  

 

Myrtle was happy to know  her father loved her, because her mother never hugged or kissed her like he did. But that 

was the way her mother was, she loved her boys and never could understand Myrtle, but all  her life, she said,  they 

never got along.  

 

Aunt Vine waited until Vina was fourteen, before they took her to visit her family in Towanda, during the summer and 

let her stay a few weeks in the summer. When Vina wrote Myrtle the good news,  she was jumping up and down and 

couldn’t wait to see her again.  Then the following summer when  she  came to visit, she was 15, .  

That summer Vina met a boy named  Henry Hardenstine, he lived down the road from her mother’s house in East 

Towanda. They fell in love and Vina boasted to her mother and to Myrtle, “He’s not a farmer, he works for the Lehigh 

Valley Railroad. And he is 18k and our names are the same as Aunt Vine and Uncle Henry?”  

Myrtle was excited for Vina that she had a boyfriend, but when it was time for her to go back to Hornell, it broke her 
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heart that she had to leave Henry. They promised othey would write one each other every week and they did, and she 

always wrote to Myrtle once a week.  

In the middle of March, when Myrtle got a letter from Vine, she couldnt’ believe it when she read,  ”Henry sent me a 

Valentine and asked me to marry him and I said yes. because I was sixteen on March 9th. and we plan to be married in 

June, in Ma’s church in Wysox. Henry is getting a house in East Towanda, and you can come fisit us and stay if you 

like..Aunt Vine, of course, is upset and she cried when I told her I was going to marry Henry, she feels  I am much too 

young. She is used to the idea now and is happy for me but she wishes I wasn’t going to live so far away.  

Aunt Vine took me shopped and she bought me my wedding gown, and I’ll be going home as soon as school lets out, 

to get ready for my wedding.”  

 
In the middle of May, Uncle Henry and Aunt Vine drove Vina to her mother’s house, and strapped to the back of their carriage, was her big 

hope chest. The day they arrived, Henry helped them to bring in allthe present she had received, and Myrtle ran out to greet them 

and Vina was telling her, that Aunt Vine had a beautiful bridal party for her and invited allher friends,and they gave her so manylovely 

wedding presents and Myrtle helped carriy some them in for her and piled them in the corner.. Leo and Ervin helped Uncle 

Henry take down the heavy hope chest that was strapped to the back of the carriagel it was so heavy.being it was filled 

with tablecloths, doilies, linens that Aunt Vine bought Vina and she helped her crochet lace on the edges of the sheets 

and pillow cases. There were a lot of tears when they left to go back to Hornell, but they were coming back in June for 

the wedding.   

 

Wednesday afternoons, Rose was at the church teaching the women to make quilts like she usually did. That day she 

decided to take Myrtle and Lily with her, because she wanted Vina to take up the hem on her wedding dress, because it 

was too long for her. Aunt Vine meant to do it for her before she left,, but she was so busy. she had a wedding shower 

for her and helped her to pack   

Before Rose left for church, she had Vina stand on a chiar and turn around while she  pinned up the hem of the 

wedding gown. Her mother told her, since she had used Aunt Vine’s treadle sewing machine, to hem her dress on her 

sewing machine..Vina thanked her told her she had several other things she had to get done and was really glad she 

could be alone.   

 

Vina ever so carefully pressed the hem and was pleased how nice it had turned out. Since there were no hangers or a 

closet in her mother’s house, she folded the dress carefully and laid it on top of the linens in the hope chest and closed 

it .She was going over the list of things she still had to do, and thought she smelled smoke. She went in the kitchen and 

saw  flames coming from the back of the woodstove and the chimmey had collapsied and the bricks were falling on the 

floor and she panicked when she saw the floor was on fire, and it was moving up the wall and across the floor into the 

parlor. A neighbor looked in and yelled.at Vine,, “For God’s sakes girl, get out of there and don’t go back in the 

house..’  

 

Before he knew it, she ran back in and he ran after her byt he couldn’t see her with so much smoke. He yelled, “Vina, 

get out before it’s too late and leave the damn organ there.” He could  hear her coughing and finally saw  her through 

the smoke pushing her mother’s organ towards the door.  

 

He shoved her aside and  screamed at her again,”Get out!”  and he pushed the organ out the door and under the tree ” 

Just then several neighbors came running with shovels and they kept throwing dirt on the flames and were able to put 

the fire out. The kitchen was ruined and the bricks from the old chimney were all over the floor and there was a gaping 

hole where the bottom of chimney was but they were able to save most of the parlor,   

 

When David arrived and saw what happened,  he couldn’t believe his eyes. His neighbors assured him they’d help him 

fix whatever needed to be done. He thanked htem and realized they couldn’t stay there until it was fixed and.David 

thanked them again./ He hung his head, because he was so sure his luck would change if he moved from Hornell, but 
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nothing had changed, it only got worse..   

 

Mr.and Mrs. Miller were Rose’s best friend. They lived across the road and when his wife Mildred saw smoke coming 

from her house, she ran over because she knew Vina was in there alone. Knowing she getting married, her heart went 

out to her, seeing her standing with her husband sobbing and her face black with soot She put her arm around her her 

to try and calm her down. “ I know this is a terrible thing to have happen just 2 weeks  before you were suppose to get 

married, But, you are alive and you are alright.and you can still get married. So what if you have to wait a little longer. 

You saved your hope chest and most of your wedding presents. and your mother’s sewing machine and organ/  You 

have a lot to be thankful for Vina, when you think what could have happened here.”  

 

Looking at her husband, he shook her head. “Rose was sure lucky her neighbors were able to put that fire out.because 

if it had gone upstairs it would have been raging inferno up there, with all those pine needle mattresses those kids sleep 

on.’  

 

Rose was at the church, when a neibhbr cam in an told her thehouse was on fire, and she lifted her skirt and climbed 

up beside him and had Lily and Myrtle sat in the back of the wagon. Rose started to cry that she had another house go 

on on fire, and they didn’t even live along the railroad tracks anymore.”  

 

When Jim Hoffman arrived, he and Mr. Miller tried to calm her down and told her, “Rose your neighbors and David 

saved most of your house, by shoveling dirt on the flames in the kitchen and the parlor./ was pretty much out. The 

floor got the worst of it. I happened to be going by and saw the flames, and I saw Vina pushing your sewing mchine 

out, and I helped her get it out and she went back and got your organ, and we put them under the trees. David can help 

me put them in my barn, until you can go back in the house..”  

 

Rose closed her eyes and sat there. She was so upset, that she wasn’t listening to what he was saying and she 

mumbled.   “Vina’s wedding was suppose to be in 2 weeks, and now she can’t have the wedding reception at our 

house. She will have to wait. I need to get word to my sister Vine, not to come because we had another fire in our 

house.. I don’t know what we are going to go. It seemes it never ends, we have one fire after the other and. we’ve no 

relatives here to go to If only David didn’t leave Hornell, befause we have my family there.”  

When they arriged back at the house, they could see the  fire was out but still smoldering. Mr. Miller helped Rose 

down from the wagon, and the girls jumped down and ran to see what happened to their house... Rose thanked him for 

coming to get her and David and Mildred walked Rose over to the house and she sighed , “I’m getting used to having 

nothing left,” as she looked at her kitchen and saw the bricks on the floor. She keptshaking her head knowing she had 

asked David so many times to fix it, and just the week before he said he would.  

WhVina ran to her mother sobbing, and as upset as Rose was, she laughed seeing only the whites of eyes because her 

face covered with black soot/. Myrtle put her arm around her ,and felt so bad seeing how she was crying. “We’ve no 

place to go now.so what am I going to do with my hnpe chest? I am worried because my wedding dress is in it, and 

Ma’s sewing machine and organ are  sitting under the trees.”  Myrtle kept her arm around her,  and the more she cried 

the dirtier her face got from all the soot on her hands and arms. Rose told her, “Vina, you’re gonna to have to wait to 

get married.until we get the house fixed, then we can have your wedding reception here.” 

Rose turned around and asked Mr. Miller, concerned. “How did David find out?” 

Vina told her, “They were haying over at Jim Burns place and they saw the smoke.” Just then Rose saw Jim Burns 

walking towards her, and he stopped to ask, “You alright Rose?  I’m real sorry about your house. When we saw the 

smoke in the sky,  David said, ‘It looks like it’s coming from my house.”David and your boys  jumped on the wagon 

full of hay, and we rode obver here, and helped your neighbors to shovel dirt on the fire and we put it out.”  

Rose moaned, “Well, I do thank everyone for helping to put the fire out in the kitchen, or the house would surely have 

burned to the ground.. At least my oldest daughter Vina was home, she managed to save her hope chest with her 

wedding dress in it. Did you know she  dragged out my new sewing machine and pump organ,  my brother Jake gave 
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me.” Nodding, he let her know that is what he heard. Ervin and Leo stood there staring at the inside of their house, and 

Leo told his mother, “I need go to in the parlor and get our rifles and Ervin will get the fishing poles on the back 

porch.”  Before Rose could object, they were back with the rifles and the fishing poles, smiling because they were glad 

nothing happened to them.. 

David finally broke down and sobbed on Rose’s shoulder, and she tried to comfort him, “We’ll manage somehow, we 

always do. It could have been a lot worse.” Seeing how upset he was, she couldn’t tell him the fire started in the 

broken chimney in back of the stove that he was going to fix and didn’t get around to it.. “We’ve lived through those 

other fires, ane it’s going to be a lot of work to fix th kitchen and the floors,   but our neighbors said they’ll help you.” 

When Mildred saw Vina was  crying and saying, “We’ve no place to go. We have no family here, They all live in 

Hornell. I don’t want to leave my hope chest out there, because my wedding dress is in it, and mother’s sewing 

machine and pump organ  can’t stay there. Ma is so upset, I can’t talk to her.” She smoothed back the long damps 

strands of hair away from her face, telling gher. “Don’t worry, my husband will put everything in our barn. They’ll be 

safe there” Vina thanked her, but couldn’t stop crying, because she had to talk to Henry, because he didn’t’ know what 

happened and she had to tell him, they had to change the day of the wedding .   

Rose was etting one of those awful headaches, and she was telling Mildred. “Oh! My head is killing me, it hurt so bad. 

My blood pressure must be very high, and to think all the headache powder I had was in the kitchen. When we lived in 

Hornell, two of our houses burned down  because we lived along the railroad tracks, the house we had in Wysox, 

burned down, but this house almost burned down because of a broken chimney!  Is it ever going to end?”  

Mildred advised her, “Right now you need to go back to the church and talk to the minister. I am sure he will ask for 

volunteers to take the children in, until you fix he house.and. 

One woman took Lily and Aaron, another took Leo and Ervin, and an elderly lady was willing to take Vina, but not 

Myrtle, and Vina wouldn’t go without her. Mrs.Eggeleston raised her hand, “I’ll take Myrtle and Vina.” When the  

women heard that, they whispered, “Vina is a lovely girl, but she is going to be so sorry she ever took in Myrtle.” 

Rose was very thankful, that her house was saved, but she loved that house. because it faced the road and in the back, 

was the creek. She liked to look out the kitchen window, and see the mountains and creek down below, and to know 

there were no trains going by, The men from the church helped David and they got everything done, but they had no 

table and chairs for the kitchen or anything in the parlor. 

Once again, the women from the church helped them they went round and asked people to donate whatever they could.  

They collected  pots and pans, dishes, knives and forks, bread pans and crocks. and they brought bags of clean worn 

clothes  so they would have something clean to wear,  They were  glad  to get  another big table and it didn’t matter 

they had 8 different chairs, they  could sit down and eat their meals.. They got several kerosene lamps, curtains, well-

worn blankets and  pillows because all their sheets and quilts reeked from the smell of smoke and had to be washed 

and hung out on the line in the fresh air. 

David and  

David left with Mr. Miller and brought the boys and Lily home, and Mildred drove Rose over to the Egglestons, to get 

Vina and Myrtle.but  Myrtle refused to go back to her mother..Vina gladly went, because she was going to get married 

soon.  

Myrtle stood next to Mrs. Eggleston, and pleaded with ” Why can’t I stay here with you? I don’t want to go back with 

my mother.” She was so surprised at what she said, that she didn’t know what to say. Rose got so annoyed at Myrtle 

that took her by the arm and headed for the doorwith her, while Myrtle cried out to Mrs. Eggleston, “ I will work for 

nothing if you let me stay!”  

As flattered as Mrs. Eggleston was to hear Myrtle say that, it was the last thing she wanted, someone that young to 

work for her. While Rose continued scolding her, she couldn’t help but sympathize with her and she walked out on the 

porch and ried to explain to Myrtle,“I think it is very sweet of you to say that, but, what on earth would I do with you? 

We live in the city 9 months of the year and we have nine in help. Besides,.you are only thirteen years old..You don’t 

want to be working, you should be having fun and enjoying your life.“ Vina stood there listening to what was going 

on, and was hop;ing, maybe she could be married in a week or two,, since the house had been fixed and they were 

moving back in..  
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Knowing all too well, how Rose treated Myrtle, she told her, “You go home with you r mother, and I will think about 

it.”  Rose thanked her and let her know she appreciated that she let Vina and Myrtle  stay there and they left.  

 

Mrs. Nelson butted in, “Well, I heard during that bad flood we had last spring. Rose had forbidben Myrtle to go near 

that creek in back of their house, and she did and she fell in, Then Leo and Ervin ended up having to go in after her 

and the current was so strong it took all 3 of them down stream and they almost drowned if hadn’t been for those men 

standing on the bridge, that saved them..”    

 

Mrs. Eggleston laughed, ”Well, like I said,  I found Myrtle rather charming and she is very interesting to talk to. I 

enjoyed Myrtle the whole time she was with us.” 

Mrs. Nelson gave her an all-knowing look saying,  “By the end of summer, you can be sure, you’ll have her packing 

her bag and sending her back home to her mother.” The women nodded in agreement and looked at the minister for his 

approval. 

The minister finished talking with members of his congregation, and was listening to the well-meaning advise the 

women were giving to Mrs. Eggleston. He walked over with a huge smile and cleared his throat as he straightened his 

tie. “Of course, this is none of my business, but I did hear the good advise these ladies were giving you, and I must say 

I agree with everything they said about Myrtle. You really don’t want  girl like her in your lovely home.“ Raising his 

eyebrows he leaned towards here whispering. “ And why are you giving her six weeks to prove herself, when you 

know she refuses to obey her mother, so what makes you think she will listen to you?  

Mrs. Eggleston thanked him as he left with his wife, feeling he had done his Christian duty,  as minister of his church, 

and he hoped Mrs. Eggleston had the good sense to take his advise.  

 

Mrs. Eggleston’s daughterHelen Eggleston was about twenty years old, then and ten years older than Myrtle. She 

enjoyed the questions Myrtle would ask her and she could see how curious she was about different things. She heard 

her mother quietly giggling, and knew why.”I do agree with you mother, there is something rather charming about 

Myrtle. She is so naïve, bit that only adds to her charm. What does it matter what everyone else thinks about her,  just 

because she doen’t get along with her  mother. I am sure it’s not all Myrtle’s fault, I’ve heard how her mother speaks 

to her, and I’ve also seen the way Myrtle responds to you. She can’t do enough for you. Fro what I see, she probably 

never had anyone be nice to her before.”   

 

Gettingn the carriage, she continued to say, ”If you should decide to let her work for you,  it’ll get her away from that 

mother of hers. I don’t’ think you will have a problem with Myrtle. I’ve seen you be very stern with her and she 

always listened and does so willingly, whatever you ask her to do.” 

 

Mrs. Eggleston laughed, “Well, I don’t know…youforge when she stayed her, she was a guest in our house. That was 

one thing, and I am sure she was at her best behavior while she was here. She had a lot f fun, and no responsibilities 

then. 

Lord knows  I certainly don’t need another maid. If she should work for me, she will have to understand, it is going to 

be very different from bwhen she was a guest in the house..Helen,you know as well as I do,  there are so many things 

Myrtoe would have to learn. She can no longer do what she pleases, and she will have to get along with the help, 

especially James. Oh dear, those two just don’t get along at all. I have to be honest and say he seems to enjoy finding 

fault with Myrtle whenever he can., He can’t stand that she has such terrible table manners.but what he doesn’t realize 

is he came from England. She was never taught manners at home I dp think she will come around, when she 

understand what is expected of here, don’t you?!”  

Helen chuckled, “Mother?  James is an excellent butler, there is no doubt about that. But, really, you know as well as I 

do,  even the maids can’t stand him. They call him a stuffed shirt. If you should keep Myrtle on, what would you have 

her do? She is only 13 and I am sure she doesn’t know how to cook or clean?”   
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Mrs. Eggleson laughed..”I really don’t know what I will do with her. Of course it would only be on a trial basis.for 6 

weeks, to see how she behaves. My only worry is will she  go off and do whatever she pleases. Her mother told me 

that was the problem she had with her.  I have to do a lot of thinking  about it..” 

 We will be going  back to the city in the fall for 9 months, and the problem is do we bring her with us, because I 

would hate to send her home to her mother.”  

 

Helen laughed, “Mother, she is too young to be working for you or anyone else.” 

  

Later that afternoon, Mrs. Eggleston asked Myrtle come in and sit in the parlor so she could talk to her and  explain 

some things to her. She closed the door and watched how she kept pushing her hair out of her eyes, and she let out a 

long sigh,  wondering what to do with her, and whether to let her stay.  

 

“Myrtle, there are some things you must understand if you intend to work for me. You will have certain duties you will 

hve to do, like help in the kitchen, help the maids make the bedsand . put the laundry in the right baskets,and  put away 

the dishes and help the maids any way you can.  

 

Myrtle assured her she would do anythign she asked her to do, because she really liked mrs. Eggleston and wanted to 

stay there. Not that she had any way of knowing what a wealtthy family the Egglestons were. After much though she 

finally told her. “Well, alright, you can start working for me, but  you must understand,  it will be on a trial basis,. The 

first thing I want to do, is take you to the beauty parlor in town and get your hair cut and styled, and then I will take 

you shopping for some clothes and if things do work out.I will send away for a couple of white cotton and black silk 

uniforms,  if’ you do stay, and you will need a very small size, if they make uniforms that small.”  

 

For right now, I decided, even though they will be big on you, since we have so many of them in the closet, the white 

ones are on one side and the black ones are on the other side  During the day you will wear a white starched one, with 

a starched white apron and in the late afternoon, you will change into a black silk one, with a white sheer apron with 

lace on it and a headpiece to match.” 

 

Now Mytle, you do understand you can no longer play with Helen, now that you are working for me. When I go to 

town, I will bring you along and buy a couple of nice dresses to go to church in, a couple of petticoats, several pairs of 

bloomers, night gowns and you will need slippers and two pairs of shoes, a pair of white and black ones.  She let her 

know, “And from now on, I expect to see a different girl, a young lady who has her yhair combed at all times and out 

of her eyes, and you put on a clean starched uniform every day, and if it is much too big for you, I will have Helen’s 

mother, Mrs. Moore alter a couple of them for you..”  

Myrtle was very happy to agree with whatever she asked as long as she could stay and not have to go home to her 

mother. There were times Mrs. Eggleston would wonder, did she do the right thing, not that she would expect Mrytle 

to do any real work.  Her daughter Helen would laugh how her mother was constantly correcting Myrtle’s English, and 

watching her like a hawk to make sure she did what she was told. Mr. Eggleston laughed at his wife Emily and told 

her, “It’s  like we have a little puppy in the house, the way you keep worrying about what  Myrtle is doing all the 

time.” She made a face and smiled telling hin, “I have to.” 

 

The weeks went by, and she was surprised how well Myrtle was doingl and she  was relieved to see she got along with 

the maids, but, not with James, He was no better, because he took great delight in telling her about every little thing 

Myrtle did. Mr. Eggleston remarked to Emily, “I have noticed a big change in Myrtle since she came here, have you 

noticed how she walks and talks now.”  

 

Emily sort of smiled, “I just hope  it will last, because you never know with Myrtle.? But, I will say, I am  extremely 

pleased to see Myrtle is trying  to do everything right. She used her napkin now, and watched how she speaks, and 
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finally she remembers to say ‘thank you’. I have to admit, I am relieved to see the change in her. I will let her know 

she can stay and tell her we will soon be ging back to the city for the winter. I wonder if she will get homesick?      

 

Around Labor Day, the maids had everything packed and ready to go back to the city, and they would travel by coach 

on the train,  Mrs. Eggleston decided to take Myrtle with them in their private railroad cars to the city. They didn’t 

realize she had never been on a train before. and when she found out she was going with them, she was so excited she 

was going with them on their own railroad cars? She had never been beyond Towanda, except when her father moved 

them from Hornell to Wysox. Myrtle was very excited she was going to New York City, even though she had no idea 

where it was, she oudlnt wait to go.  

 

When Myrtle arrived in the city with Mr. and Mrs. Eggleston, and she saw New York City for the first time, she was in 

a awe of all the buildings. She stood on the sidewalk she kept looking up at all the tall buildings with so many 

windows windows with the sun reflecting in them in the late afternoon sun, it was an awesome thing for her so see. 

She had no idea there was such a place. and the thrll of seeing so many new automobiles going by and she had nevr 

seen so people walking around, that she asked Mrs. Eggleston, “Do all these people live in New York City?” She 

thought about and told her,  “More than likely.”  

 

Their chauffeur was waiting for them and opned the door to them to get in, and as the drove up Broadawy, Myrtle  

couldn’t believe the size of all the buildings and so many of them.. Then they turned at 80th Street and went over to 

Riverside Drive, and stopped at the Eggleston’s  brownstone house.  They explained to her, this was whre they lived 9 

months of the years in the winter.. It was very confusing to Myrtle why anyone needed 3 big houses to live in?.  

 

For the next 10 years, where Myrtle would spend the winter months in that house, and they were some of the happiest 

years of her life. She loved looking out the parlor windows with the beautiful handmade lace curtains, and she would 

move thm to the side, so she could watch the boats going up and down the river and look over at the Palisades Cliffs in 

New Jersey, that continued north for 30 miles, on the westside of the Hudson River. 

 

From then on, every summer Myrtle went with the Egglestons in their private railroad cars to Wysox. or tothe 

Thousand Islands,because that was Mr. Eggleston’s favorite place to be.  Mrs. Eggleston preferred being in their home 

in Wysox, where she grew up and her father was involved in politics.  

 

Mr. Eggleston liked staying at their big home on an island I the middle of the St. Lawrence River. It had a long pier 

that jutted out into the river. and.it was a busy and wide river that separates the United States from Canada, and it was 

called the Thousand Islands .Since Mr. Eggleston enjoyed deep sea fishing. he would invite friends up form the city 

and they’d leave on one of the two yatchts that had a full time captain and servants on board, They’d go out in the 

ocean to fish and sometimes stayed over night.  

 

Myrtle was a quite challenge to Mrs. Eggleston when she first worked for her. She knew she had to be stern with her, 

and let her know she would not tolerate her doing any more foolish things, like she had done in the past. She sat her 

down and told her, “Myrtle if you want to stay here and work for me, there are certain things I will expect, I want you 

to look nice at all times, whether it is in the morning or the evening I want you hair to be combed neatly, and you will 

put on a clean white starched uniform in the morning, and a black silk uniform one at night, and you must stop arguing 

with James. He is my English butler of many years, and when he is telling you to do something, do it.  Do you 

uderstand?”  

 

Myrtle nodded, she would, but she would do anything, not to be sent home.   

As the days went by, Mrs. Eggleston was extremely pleased how hard Myrtle was trying to be good and do what was 

expected of her. She helped the maids in the kitchen, put the dishes away, peeled potatoes and put the trash out, and 
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stayed as far away from James as she could because she knew he didn’t like her and he was always picking on her and 

telling Mrs. Eggleston everything little she did. 

 

It was a very different life for her being there, being she no longer was a guest in the Eggleston’s house, She wore a 

white starched uniform, and sat at the table with the help in the help in the kitchen, and James checked that she was 

using a napkin and not the back of her hand, and he wuld roll his eyes up and look at the other maids, annoyed and say 

under hs breath, ‘She has absolutely no manners.”  

 

When Myrtle did anything for Mrs. Eggleston, she made it a point to emphasize when she said, ‘Thank you, Myrtle?” 

to make her aware that was what she was suppose to do,  knowing she was not taught those things at home, and she 

would compliment her, whenever she did something without being told to do it. 

 

IMrs. Eggleston began to notice a big change in Myrtle’s walk and talk. She no 

longer walk with her head down, she was smiling and appeared much happier and veru eager to learn what she 

could.What she did not likewas her mother demanded all of Myrtle’s wages be given to her each month. After she’d 

leave, Mrs. Eggleston would give Myrtle spending money for herself.  

 

THE BROWNSTONE HOUSE   

 

The Eggleston primary home was in New York City. A browntone house on Riverside Drive near 80th Street. When 

the chauffeur would drop Mrs. Eggleston off to go shopping pm Fifth Avenue, they had new electric street lights 

recently installed, while most of the city still has gas lights. She would bring Myrtle with her and would buy her lovely 

clothes in the ame stores she shopped in., to  make sure she was always looked nice, and she always bought her 

daughter Helen clothes.she was 10 years older than Myrtle, but it was still her mother’s  joy to buy her a sweater or a 

pretty blouse, while she was shopping. When she wold give it to Helen, she  would smile and thank her and tell 

her,”But mother, I would  prefer tp select my own clothes. It’s not that I don’t appreciate what you buy me, but I am 

no longer a little girl, my tastes are different now.”.Yet, every time she. went shopping, she had to buy something for 

Helen too, and most of the time she would shake her head and give it to Myrtle.     

 

Mrs. Eggleston paid for Myrtle to go the beauty parlor every week, and have her hair styled so she would look well 

groomed and it kept her hair out of her eyes.  One day she suggested, ” Myrtle,  why don’t you think about letting your 

hair grow long. I think it would be very becoming on you., now that you are a young lady, and it would be sp much 

easier to keep it neat.“. 

 

Myrtle liked to idea and she let it grow, but it took a long time before it was long enough so she could wear it piled 

high on the top her head, like most of the laides wore their hair in 1914-15. amd she liked how it  made her look a lot 

older.   

 

Mrs. Eggleston would secretly laugh, when she would see Myrtle wearing one of  new white uniforms she bought her, 

that were still too big on her since they didn’t have a size small enough to fit her. She had the French seamstress alter 

the uniforms so they would almost fit her, since she was 13, she was still growing.. 

 

 It was in the brownstone house, Myrtle met Bridget, one of the maids that came from Ireland.  Myrtle liked her right 

away  and they enjoyed one another’s company, except she had a hard time trying to understand what she was saying 

because of her Irish brogue. She got used to it, and became the best of friends. 

 

Working for Mr. and Mrs. Eggleston changed Myrtle’s life,  She finally knew what it was to be happy. She was 

sharing a room with Bridgetta, and she was sleeping  in a real bed, not a pine needle mattress on the floor, like she had 
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slept on all her life. She had her own bureau and a separate closet to put her clothes in.  But, best if all, everyone there 

was so kind to her, and no one was yelling at her or beating her. On her Sunday  afternoons off, she could take the 

trolley and gp down town by herself, or ride around and look at the city.  

 

Still, there were times, when she was alone in her room at night, because the other maids were allowed to stay oup 

late, sbut Mrs. Eggleston wanted herin bed early. She would cry herself to sleep because she missed Vina and her 

father so much. Myrtle would write Vina and Vina would write her and pone day she received a letter from Vina.  

                                                                                                                                             

 

 

 

 

 

 

                  East Towanda, Pennsylvania                            January  29, 1914.  

                   

           

                  My dear Myrtle, 

                  

                  I miss you, but I am glad to know you are happy being in  

                  New York City. We got your package today and thank you, I  

                  hope you had nice  Christmas.   

 

                  I can’t imagine what it must be like living York City. Maybe one  

                 day Henry and I will drive down and  visit you, being he works for  

            the Lehigh Valley Railroad, we can ride the train free.   

                                                 

            Ma had another baby, a girl. She was 2 months premature, and she  

            named her Dorothy. She  is so tiny. The poor little thing only weighed  

            3 pounds. Dr. Brown told Ma, he doesn’t think the bab will live,  

             because she is so small.  Ma don’t believe him. She nurses her and  

             during the day, she keeps her  in a box lined with raw wool in the 

             warming over over the wood stove.  Being it is so cold at night Ma  

             keeps her on her body to make sure she is warm. So far, the baby  

             seems to be doing alright, but it’s too early to  tell.  
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                  I met Earl  in town the other day., He looks good, Noticed he had a  

                  new suit and a fancy grey hat, he was with his mother, She is real              

                  nice, but  I don’t like his father, buthen, no one does. .Aunt Vine never stops  

                 lamenting, about my living so far away,and how she  misses me I keep reminding  her how happy I am with 

Henry.  

                           

                                       Your loving sister, Vina.” 

 

It didn’t take long for Myrtle  to find her way around the city, because Mr. Eggeleton sat with her and took the time to 

show her where to take the trolley and she rode with her so she would know where the different places in the city 

were, and she would spend her Sunday afternoons sight-seeing. She would not take the subway downtown, by then it 

went up as far as 110th Street,and Broadway. Being a young country girl, she was afraid to go underground that the dirt 

might cave in on the subway and she would never get out..She enjoyed riding on the trolley, where she could  look 

around and get off at 42nd Street or at 34th  Street.  

Myrtle admired how the women dressed on Sunday afternoons and loved their big fancy feathered hats, and that they 

wore  leather gloves instead of crocheted mittens like she had to wear. She loved  just looking in the store windows, 

and was fascinated how many big stores were on almost every street, compared to the few shops they had on Main 

Street, in Towanda..  

The weeks went by and Myrtle looked for Vina’s letter every week,  because they still wrote each other every week, 

like they always did. She would tell her about their baby sister, and that she was getting bigger and fatter and Dr. 

Brown was surprised and said she was going to be a healthy baby afterall. When Vine had her little girl, she named her 

Dorothy, after her baby sister. 

*Dorothy lived in East Towanda, near where she was born and it was where she  died at 88, of cancer in the summer 

of 2002, but she had outlived all her sisters and brothers.                      

One afternoon when Mrs. Eggleston walked in her bedroom, she saw Myrtle going from closet to closet, looking at the 

clothes that were hanging in there.. She laughed and told her. “That closet is where I keep all my winter clothes, and 

the other closet in the dressing room is where I keep my gowns and for the in-between seasons clothes, and the other 

closet, is for my summer clothes.”  

Myrtle looked at her confused…and Mrs. Eggleston told her,  “While you are here, Myrtle, I want to talk to you about 

a couple of things.” She had her sit down and could see she was worried she had done something wrong.   

“First of all, I want you to know, how proud I am of you that you did everything I asked you to do and you changed 

your ways and best of all, you have behaved so well  and now you act like a young lady. I want you to know I am very 

happy that you listened to me and you no longer get in trouble like you used to. I don’t think you have any idea what a 

relief that has been for me..”  

Thinking that was it, she smiled and got up to leave and Mrs. Eggleston said, .“Wait, sit back down, I’m not finished 

talking to you.” Myrtle lheld her breath and waited to hear what she had to say.  “Since Molly has gone back to Ireland 

and is not coming back,   I think you could take over her job, and be my ‘personal maid’.. I realize you are young to be 

doing something like that, but, I know you can do it.  I‘ve watched you. You have a good eye for color, and you have 

learned what to wear, and have developed a good sense of what goes well  together..”  

Myrtle sat there and wasconfused and asked her, “What is  a personal maid suppose to do? “ 

Mrs. Eggleston sort of laughed, “l should have thought of this before Molly left, and she could have showed you, 

because every morning, she put out my clothes for me. But, I am sure you will have no problem.    

 

I will show you what I wear in the morning, and you will learn what to lay out for me each day, so you will know the shoes and jewelry I 

wear with different outfits. What I wear in the afternoon. Evenings, I will let you know which gown and jewelry, I’ll wear for dinner. 
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Seeing all the clothes she had, was a little frustrating for Myrtle, when , as she showed her what she wore in the morning, and 

she noticed everything  was hung according to color, even the shoes and pocketbooks that were lined up on the shelf. .She had never 

aseen so many  clothes, Myrtle’s eyes were going back and forth, while Mrs. Eggleston continued to show her that she 

usually wore a silk blouse with a wool suit in the afternoon when she went shopping, or had afternoon tea with her 

lady friends.  She let her know  she preferred to pick the gowns she wore at night, because the more elaborate ones 

were when she had company, and the plain simple ones was when she and Mr. Eggleston had dinner together.andhe 

always wore a black suit, a black bow tie and cuff links when they had dinner. Mrs. Eggleston was  pleased that Myrtle 

remembered everything she told and what an eye she had for putting the right colors together, but she had a  hard time 

knowing what jewelry went with what outfit, in the beginning, but in no time she even mastered that.    

 

What Myrtle could not figure out, why, when they didn’t have any company. Then Myrtleife in the city, is very different compared to 

the life we have in Wysox.”  

Myrtle had a hard time trying to tell the difference between what Mrs. Eggleston wore in the morning from what she 

wore in the afternoon, and little by little she learned. At night, Mrs. Eggleston wore a simple, but beautiful  gown 

when she had dinner with Mr. Eggleston. and Myrtle could not understand why anyone dressed up like that, just to eat 

supper? But, when the Egglestons were invited out for dinner or went to the opera or a play on Broadway, Emily wore 

a fancy gown and carried sparkling evening bag and a luxurious fur wrap.  

Twice a week Myrtle wrote Vina  and let her know she liked being in New York City .and that she was so happy she 

married Henry and they had a house in East Towanda. Myrtle drew pictures of some of the big buildings with so many 

windows, that she saw downtown, and the brownstone house the Egglestons lived in and described the big river in 

front of the house..  

Myrtle wrote her to let her know, she felt bad they weren’t able to come visit her in  the city, byt was thrilled she had 

her baby and she named her Dorothy, after their little sister. Myrtle let her know she mailed a white blanket with a big 

pink satin bow on it and a pink and white sweater set, and she asked her to send her pictures of her baby.”.The only 

one Myrtle missed, was Vina. 

Living  in the city, Myrtle enjoyed looking out the parlor windows and see the women going by in the horse and 

carriages along Riverside Drive, and some of them were in open automobiles, and wearing beautiful feathered hats and 

long flowing veils that would be blowing in the wind and it bothered her when the men honked their horns, and it 

scared the horses so that they reared up on their back legs and whinnied, because they were terrified by the sound of 

the horns. 

One afternoon, Mrs. Eggleston walked into her dressing room and stopped and watched Myrtle. she was standing in 

front of the full-length mirror, humming while she was trying on her expensive hats, with  beautiful long feather and 

jewels on them, and she noticed she had on a pair of her high heels, that were much too big on her,  and she had to 

stifle her laugh, seeing her  posing and wrapping the long veil around her neck, and and walking back and forth in 

front of the mirror,  smiling at herself in the mirror, and shewhirled around when she realized Mrs. Eggleston was 

watching her. She was so embarrassed her face turned beet red. Mrs. Eggleston just said, “My, but don’t you look 

‘lovely’ in that hat.”  Leaving she reminded her, “Be sure you  put it back where it belongs.” She left laughing seeing 

her in the  maid’s white uniform, that was too big on her, and wearing one of her expensive hats, with the long veil 

wrapped round her neck. She wished she had a camera so she could have taken a picture of her, As soon as she left,  

Myrtle put the hat back on the black velvet stand, and put the shoes back where they belonged, and went back 

downstairs, as happy as could be. 

 

THE GHOST IN THE HOUSE … 1914 

 

It was a cold day in the middle of  December, and Mrs. Eggleston was at her desk, addressing envelopes when Myrtle 

walked in. She gathered them  up and put them in the box and told her,  “Please give these to James and tell him, these 

invitations must be mailed this morning, because we are having a big New Year’s party to usher in 1914, and with 

Christmas coming up, everyone is going to be away or busy, and I need to know how many guests will be coming.”  
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Myrtle did not like having to tell James anything, because she knew he didn’t like her. Taking the box, she told Mrs. 

Eggleston, “ I didn’t know people had parties because it’s a new year.” 

Mrs. Eggleston smiled. “Why, everyone in the city celebrates on New Year’s Eve, Myrtle.At twelve midnight,  they 

celebrate and have parties with lots of champagne.  I know you would like to stay up late that night, and watch what is 

going on. I decided, you can see the people coming in,  trom the third floor, and you can look down at the foyer and 

watch the women as they come in, dressed in their beautiful gowns and gorgeous hats and fur wraps.  

We  hired a small orchestra. and you will know when it is twelve midnight, because everyone will be singing “Auld 

Lang Syne’ and and you will hear them saying,  “Happy New Year”!.Will you promise me, you will go to bed, and I 

won’t want to have to send one of the maids up to see if you did..” Myrtle was thrilled and assured her, that she would 

go to bed.  

Having  Sunday afternoons off, and no place to go, Myrtle would walk to Broadway and get on the trolley and go 

downtown all bundled up, so she could look in the store windows, even though they were all closed on Sunday.  It was 

very exciting for her to see the way all the stores decorated their windows with wreaths and big ribbons, and to hear 

Christmas music coming from everywhere. She had to write Vina and try and describe what the Eggleston’s house was 

like, with holly wreaths and long red ribbons hanging  in all the windows and a huge wreath hanging on the front door. 

The big Christmas tree they had in the parlor trimmed with different colors and shapes of  glass balls, and garlands of 

silver wound in and around the pine branches and a big star was at the very top of the tree. For Myrtle, this kind was 

all so new and breath-taking,  that she felt like she was in a make believe world seeing how people celebrated 

Christmas in the city.   

She noticed under the tree, there were so many presents wrapped in colorful red and green paper and they had pretty 

ribbons on them, and the music boxes were playing music and on all the fireplace mantels had boughs of  pine with red 

ribbons and tall candles and Christmas balls in the middle. She wished Vina could see how beautiful everything looked 

in the Eggleston’s house..  

Christmas morning was the biggest surprise of all, after the family exchanged their gifts  Myrtle was surprised when 

Mrs. Eggleston called the help in the parlor and had them sit down. She called their names and handed  them a present 

and an envelope, and she got presents from her family, and from her daughter Helen and her son Richard, who came 

home for Christmas. Myrtle go so many gifts form the Eggleston’s, and from the maids and the cook. 

They had crocheted pretty wool scarves, mittens and hats for her, and gave her boxes of hard candy filled with fruit 

and stood there and cried, because had nothing for anyone, and  they hugged and kissed her, and it was a Christmas 

she would never forget as long as she lived  

The following week was New Year’s eve, and all day the help was extremely busy and moody turying to get 

everything ready. They had little time to talk, all week they shined the silver and saw that the crystal glasses were 

washed in ammonia so they would sparkle and Myrtle helped to line them up on trays for the champagne The maids 

carried them into the butler’s room.  The cook was baking and the kitchen help was making tiny sandwiches, canapés, 

and hors d’oeuvres for the party. By ten o’clock  the  band arrived and was started to play, then  the guests began to 

arrive, one after the other. James was wearing white gloves with his hair slicked down as he stood in the foyer and 

helped the men remove their snow covered overcoats and they took off their top hats and threw their gloves ins their 

hats, and handed them to James, while the maids  helped the ladies remove their delicate feathered hats and fur wraps 

.James carried the coats and furs into another room while dthe maids waited for the women to  push the long hat pins 

into the hats so they wouldn’t lose them. 

Meanwhile, up on the third floor, Myrtle was leaning over the railing, watching everything that was going on 

downstairs. She had on a long flannel night shirt, and warm slippers watching James opening the door, as the women 

arrived with their husbands and boyfriends, and she was so excited to see so many glittering gowns, and beautiful 

fancy hats, but of course, she had no way of knowing  the guests were some very prominent people from around the 

city,  seeing James helping the ladies remove their luxurious  fur coats and wraps, and some of them removed their 

own hats and took the long hat pins and pushed them in the hat, before they handed them over to the maids.  

The table sat on a thick Oriental rug, and over the vase of roses, hanging down from the third floor was  a  magnificent 

brass gas chandelier with it’s many arms, were gas lights flickering and lit up the foyer, a shiny black and white 
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marble floor. To the side was an antique grandfather’s clock that stood tall and it’s Winchester chimes resonated 

throughout the rooms, reminding everyone it was ten o’clock, only 2 more hours to go to midnight.. Not everyone 

arrived and Mrs. Eggleston was concerned that they were stuck in the snow, knowing it was snowing and the wind was 

howling.  The men and women were in the parlor smoking cigarettes and cigars enjoying the champagne, and nibbled 

on the delicious hot or cold hors d’ouerves and canapés that were being served by James and Dora and Annie.  

Tthe orchestra played familiar tunes and it was almost 11 o’clock, and James noticed there was hardly any room left 

on the table for any more of the ladies’ hats. Seeing how most of them had long trailing veils and delicate long 

feathers, that were taking up most of the room. he was careful not to break or bend the long delicate feathers and tried 

to make some room, telling Bridget, we have more guests coming.  Bridget suggested,, “Maybe we could put one hat 

on top of the other.”  

James eyes got real big and he shook his head , “No, no, no. whatever you do don’t do that.  The veils will get tangled 

and that’a all we’d need. I’ll put  roses in the library, I’m sure Mrs. Eggleston won’t mind, it is more important that 

these hats don’t get crushed.”.  

He groaned and lifted the heavy crystal vase and carried it into the library, and set it on the grand piano, and felt he 

had  the room he needed.  Myrtle was leaning over the railing watching what was going on, and liked seeing how 

lovely the women were dressed, when they walked in wearing their gorgeous gowns, and long fur coats and such 

beautiful hats with long tapering feathers,and some had sparkling beads and jewelry that glittered on the hats and 

James got all flustered that he still have enough room. He decided he would have to put thm in the library with the 

coats and velvet wraps but he was afraid to, in case someone put a fur coat on top of  them, they would get damaged, 

because he knew they were very expensive.  

Seeing James trying to figure out what to do, Myrtle got an idea and she tip-toed down the back stairs and sneaked out 

the back door, in her flannel nightgown in the freezing cold. She quick looked around before someone saw her, and 

was trying to see where James kept his fishing poles, but she couldn’t find them. The only light. was coming from the 

kitchen, but she knew they were out there, because she had seen him go fishing with them, over to the Hudson River. 

When she found them, she grabbed  the one that had a reel on it and ran back upstairs fast as she could, beause if he 

ever caught her, he wouldn’t hesitate to tell Mrs. Eggleston on her. 

 

Myrtle loved what she was going to do to James, and she looked down and checked to see where he was and saw the 

maids going back and forth with trays of glasses of champagne, Then he went by with a platter of  hors d’oeuvres.and 

she leaned the pole on top of the wooden banister, and let the line out, making sure the lead weight and the hook, 

making sure to keep it as far away from the gas chandelier, as she could, so it wouldn’t get caught up on one of the 

long brass arms. 

 
When she saw James go in the parlor, she let the line go all the way down and tried to position it over the table and got nervous when she had 

to wait for it to stop swinging back and forth so she could  hook it pn one of the fancy hats, and it was a lot harder than she thought, She 

smiled when she got it hooked on one of the hats, and she spun the reel fast and made it past the chandelier, and she 

kept reeling it up and then she grabbed the hat and unhooked it, and put it on the floor beside her. Then she checked to 

see if anyone was in the foyer, and dropped the line down again and breathed easier when she brought up the second 

hat with no problem.  

 

She had three hats and was giggling because she was playing a good joke on James, and couldn’t wait for him to 

notice, and suddenly there was more room on the table for the hats. She saw him come through the swinging doors in 

the kitchen and when he was walking through the foyer,  he walked past the table and never noticed all the room there 

was on the table for more hats. 

 

The second time he came out of the kitchen, he was carrying a big silver tray filled with all kinds of hot hors d’oeuvres 

and Myrtle held her breath, hoping he would notice. When he hurried by, he stopped and looked at the table, and 

continued on. Then Bridgetta came along with a tray of drinks and she disappeared into the parlor that was filled with 
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smoke, and she never noticed.  

Myrtle was disappointed her trick didn’t work.because James kept going in the parlor and going back to the kitchen and 

never noticed some of the hats were gone. Myrtle loved to hearing the different songs the band was playing and was 

thrilled when she hooked another hat and as she was reeling up as fast as she could, before smaes came out of the 

kitchen,  the long veil caught on one of the arms of the gas chandelier. She carefully tugged at it and she couldn’t get t 

off. and that was when she panicked, knowing at any minute it could catch on fire because it was hanging so close to 

the flame of the gas jet. No matter how she tried,  it wouldn’t move, it was tuck there and she didn’t know she was 

going to get it off..  

 

When she looked down to see if anyone was there, Mrs. Eggleston was walkin gout of the parlor into the foyer  with 

her lady friend Cora Marston, and they stood there talking. Mrytle  didn’t know what to do because they were going to see that hat 

dangling in mid-air and when they saw the long veil was caught on the chandeliern near the flame, she was going to get fired. 

.She tugged at it very carefully, so not to  tear it. and she heard Mrs. Martston saying,”Oh, I have such a splitting 

headache, I had to get away from all that smoke and loud music.” Myrtl gave the veil one more tug and suddenly it let 

go and she reeled it up as fast as she could and hear mrs. Marsten screaming and she grabbed a hold of Mrs. 

Eggleston’s arm and was shaking and trying to tell her, “Emily! I just saw a ghost. It was right up there! Nxt to the 

chandelier! See it!  It’s going up to the third floor and now it disappeared! But it’s up there. because I saw it go up 

there.”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston didn’t’ see it and when looked at her she realized she was going to faint., and being a very thin woman,  

she caught he as she fell and let her down on the thick Oriental rug. When Mrs. Eggleston looked up, she was very 

suspicious as wo what happened. She knew whatever Cora saw, Myrtle had to be  involved somehow.becaue  she had 

just seen her leaning over the railing and the she was gone.. When Bridgetta came running over, she told her, “Hurry 

and get me the smelling salts,” and she kept patting Cora’s cheeks trying to bring her around. Bridgetta opened  the 

bottle for her and she held the smelling salts under her nose, so Cora would get a good whiff of it, and she came 

around and opened her eyes. Mrs. Eggleston helped her to get back up onher feet, and had her sit on the loveseat. She 

sat down.and kept insisting, “I saw a ghost. I really did. Didn’t you see how it Emily, it floated up to third floor and 

disappeared?. I’m telling you, it’s up there somewhere on the third floor, becsue I saw it..”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston nodded not that she believed her and she told Bridgetta, “Bring Mrs. Marston a glass of brandy, and I think you 

better bring me one too. Then I have to go upstairs and attend to something.” She felt very bad to see how upset her friend Cora was and 

the maids standing there, were laughing between themselves, that she thought she had seen  a ghost and Mrs. 

Eggleston scolded them. “To her it was very real, but I have my suspicions who was behind it. She had 2 of the madis 

come with her and they went up the back stairs  the help used, to the 3rd floor, so the guests wouldn’t notice. As soon 

as she saw Myrtle’s face, she knew she was right, and she gasped when she saw the gorgeous hats in a pile on the 

floor. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath and asked Myrtle,“Do you realize you almost gave my dearest friend, 

Cora, a heart attack?  I only hope she never finds out that you did it. How ould you do that to those expensive hats, 

with all those long deliate featherson them,  Some of the are from Paris, Oh! Myrtle, what am I going to do with 

you.?” 

 

Mrs. Eggleston told the maids, “Pick the hats up and be sure you don’t’ let those long veils get tangles in with the 

other hats. Whenyou bring them downstairs, for heaven’s sakes, don’t let anyone see you putting them back on the 

table. And take that fishing pole with you, and put it back where James keeps it on the back porch.. He doesn’t have to 

know just yet, what Myrtle did . I will tell him in the morning, because he’s going to be furious when he find out she 

used his fishing pole.” 

 

Mrs Eggleston turned to Myrtle, “I want you to go to bed now, because I have to get back to my guests, and I will deal 

with you in the morning. I have to decide what I am going to do about you.. You promised me fatithfully, you would 
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behave, and look what you just did, I’m so embarrassed.. Myrtle, that was such an irresponsible thing that you did, and 

these were my guests.”  

 

Myrtle was crying, “I’m sorry, I really am. I didn’t mean to scare your friend. I was only playing a joke on James..He 

kept telling Bridgettta, there was no room for any more hats on the table in the foyer, so I took a few of them off for 

him, but he never even noticed.”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston ooked at the maids, who were trying not to giggle, but by then she was so frustrated by it all, that she said, “Myrtle, just go 

to bed.. I’m in no mood to talk about this now, but I will talk to you about it in the morning Good night!.” Myrtle sobbed and headed for 

her bedroom complaining, “But, you said I could stay up and hear everyone say, “Happy New Year” then I could go to 

bed”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston sighed, “ No. Not after what you just did,.Myrtle, just go to bed.” 

She ushered the maids downstairs telling them, “I must get back to Cora. She will be wondering where I am It’s almost 

twelve o’clock and Richard will be wondering where I am.” When she hurried  in the foyer, Cora wasn’t there, she 

was in the parlor with her husband  and seeing Richard was with them she stood beside him, and asked Cora, “Are yo 

alright? She nodded she was. Everyone was waiting to hear the clock in the foyer chime  twelve o’clock, and Richard 

asked her, “What happened?” Emily rolled her eyes up saying, “I’d rather not talk abou ti now, I’ll tell you later.”  

 

George and the maids were going around with silver trays, serving the glasses of champagne to all the guests, At 12 

o’clock, the Westminsters clock chimed 12,times and everyone sang out “Happy New Year”, and the band played 

“Auld Lang Sine”. while they toasted one another, then drank the champagne to suher in the new year..  

 

The next morning the snow was still falling and the streets and fottoprints were covered with new snow.  Mr. and Mrs. 

Eggleston were sitting by the fire, relaxing and talking about the party they had the night before and Cora. Mr. 

Eggleston looked over the top of his glasses at Emily, he could see she was stll  upset over what Myrtle did and how it 

effected Cora, and e wished she wouldn’t be too hard on Myrtle, because he enjoyed what she did.   

 

Mr. Eggleston sort of chuckled,  “Oh! Come on Emily, I think that is one of funniest things I’ve heard in a long time. I 

will never forget the look on Cora’s face, when she walked in and told her husband Paul, ‘that she saw a ghost in our 

foyer’. Of course, he didn’t believe her, he only laughed at her. She pouted and told him, she couldn’t believe he was 

so unfeeling, when he knew how it had upset her.”  

 

Emily stifled her laugh,”Well, could you blame her? After all, it did scare her half to death, and she fainted you know., 

Well, I guess in a way it was funny. But, I’m ashamed of myself, to think I let Cora think we do have a ghost in our 

house. I only said it because I  had to think of something. I knew if Cora ever found out, it was only the veiling 

hanging down from one of the hats Myrtle was reeling up to the third floor, with jame’s  fishing pole,  I don’t think she 

would ever forgive me.”  

Picking up the embroidery hoop she was work on, she looked at the blue bell flowers she had done and was plesed 

how it came out, and  grumbled to her husband, “I don’t know why I lied to Cora. It’s not something I wanted to do  

 “I can’t take back now, so we are gong to have to live with this ghost, she thinks we have. I think she rather likes the 

idea we do have a ghost living here and that she is the only that got to see it.’   

 

Mr. Eggleston put down his book, “What did you say to her  that was so awful??” 

Emily sighed, “Well … I told her we heard there was a ghost that lived in the house, but so far, it has never bothered 

us and we have never seen it. I only said it to calm her down, because I knew somehow, Myrtle was involved in it and 

I was right.”  
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Mr. Eggleston laughed,  “I think Cora liked the idea she saw a ghost. You should of seen her telling everyone what she 

saw and you’d be rurpsied how everyone wanted to hear all about it. So she’s quite a celebrity now that she saw that 

ghost..” 

 

“Oh Richard, don’t say that. because when she was leaving with Paul, she was still upset because she told me,  ‘I’m so 

hurt that Paul, refuses to believe I saw a ghost/and I told him that you saw it too, that he could ask you and see I was 

right?’  

 

Emily looked at her husband, “You know,  I told her I did not see it, and she told Paul I did. After she fainted, I gave 

her a glass of brandy and she drank the whole thing down in one gulp practically. Because she doesn’t drink, she 

choked on it because it took her breath away .But, it did help, at least she stopped shaking.”  

 

Mr  Eggleston sat back and lit his pipe and blew the smoke up in the air. He reached over and put the match in the 

ashtray and teased, “Emily my dear, you are going to be the envy of all your  friends,  now that they know we’re the 

proud owners of a ghost!  They wil  all want to come here and see it, and you can be sure Cora will tell them all about 

it, and don’t forget, she has you to back up her story.” 

 

Looking out the window, Emily frowned as she watched it snowing, knwoing they were suppose to go to to Cora’s for 

an early supper.. Mr. Eggleston decided not to go because they were both tired and the weather was so bad. Myrtle 

walked in and  they both looked up. She stood there with herhead hanging down.and Mr. Eggleston got up and took 

his book and told Emily quietly, “I’ll be in the library, so you can have your little talk with Myrtle in private.” He 

leaned down and whispered in her ear, “And don’t be too hard on her.”    

 

Mrs. Eggleston nodded and  pointed to the nearest chair, “Myrtle sit down.”  

She was still angry at her that didn’t know where to begin, because she dared to do such a thing. She looked at her, 

“Myrtle, you know without my saying it,  I am verydisapointed in you. The more I think about what you did, the 

angrier I get. It isn’t that you hurt anyone, it’s that you hooked those beautiful expensive hats on the end of a fishing 

pole, and as you were reeling it up the veiling on one of the hats got stuck on the chandelier and it almost caught on 

fire I don’t know how it didn’t.” 

 

Myrtle kept looking at the carpet, she afraid t look at her.“If any of my friends ever knew what you did, I would be so 

embarrassed, I could never look them in the face again. I feel I have been verypatient with you, and for my sake, I 

think it is best you go back home to your mother.” 

 

Myrtle started to cry and begged her not to send her back to her mother and hearing how she was pleading with her 

and saying how sorry she was, she  thought it over.“I  know you only wanted to tease James, and in a way I don’t 

blame you. I know James acts like a stuffed shirt, But, he is an excellent English butler and knows his job and what he 

is doing, James has been with us for years, and he has never done something to upset me.  

 

She sat there for awhile then let out a long tired sigh. “Myrtle, if I give you one more chance, because I do like you but 

you must understand, I can’t let you work for me, when you do things like that. and especially what you did to those 

beautiful hats, that was a very irresponsible thing you did to our guests.”  

 

Mrs. Eggleston handed Myrtle a clean handerchief to dry her eyes. “Myrtle, I want you to promise me,  you will never 

do anything like that again?” Myrtle sobbed , “I  won’t. I promise you with all my heart, I won’t, I won’t, jus tdon’t 

send me home..” 

 

From that day on, Myrtle never got in trouble again. She played a few jokes on the maids and her daughter Helen and 
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on Mr. Eggleston, himself, but she never tried to fool around with Mrs. Eggleston..  

 

When her daughter Helen went to a Halloween dance, dressed in a fancy costume, while she was gone, Myrtle carried 

the form the French seamtress used to make Mrs. Eggleston’s clothes on, She dressed it up funny and tucked it in 

Helen’s bed. At first it scared her, but, when she saw what it was, she laughed and told Myrlte she loved the joke she 

played on her whiel rs. Egglesotn, just shook her head..   

They only had cold running water in the brownstone house,  and hot water was heated and brought updtairs every 

morning on the dumb waiter. tt was Myrtle’s job to put a pitcher of hot water on the dumbwaiter and send it upstairs. 

One was for Mr. Eggleston, so he could shave and wash up on the marble top stand in front of a mirror. being he was 

an early riser. Since they had separate sleeping quarters, she did the same thing for Mrs. Eggleston, when she got, 

about 2 hours later..  

 

It was April Fool’s day, and Myrtle decided she was going to fool Mr. Eggleston, and send the pitcher up to him 

‘empty’ with a note inside. Sying APRIL FOOL. She buzzed him  it was on the way up and when he went to lift it off 

the dumbwaiter, he expected it to filled with hot water,he almost dropped it when he went to lift it. Then he noticed  a 

note inside that said in big letters, ”APRIL FOOL!”   

 

The kitchen help were scared to death when they saw what Myrtle had done because they were afraid Mr. Eggleston 

would surely fire her for doing something like that to him, and they warned her, “Sure, he’ll not tolerate you doin’ 

something like that to the likes of him, and if he doesn’t fire you, you can be sure, she will.”   

 

They all stood by the dumbwater and listened. Were they surprised whn they heard him laughing, to think that Myrtle 

fooled him on April Fool’s Day. He took the empty pitcher into Mrs. Eggeston’s room, seeing she was awake, and 

showed her along with the note inside. She had a good laugh and told him, “No one but Myrtle would dare do 

something like that.” All that day he was telling his friends the joke Myrtle had played on him, and from then on, 

Myrtle behaved herself. 

 

ROSE AND DAVID SQUIRES 

 

David was 27, when he was traveling up through Hornell, New York, trying to get people to build log cabins. He 

would cut down the trees and build them any size they wanted, with a big walk-in  fireplace, because thi is what his 

father did  He found out the women didn’t want log cabins anymore, and after traveling hundreds of miles on his 

horse, and sleeping in barns he did not get even one sale.  

 

.David decided to go back home to Delaware Gap,near New Jersey, but he met Rose Vanderworker in Hornell. She 

was 16 and he fell madly in love with her and they were married in 1892. They lived in Hornell along the railroad 

tracks, and 2 of their houses burned to the ground from red hot coals coming from passing trains. 

 In 1909, David decided to move his family to Wysox. They moved into a house along he railroad tracks again, and 

with so many trains going by, a red hot cal landed on the roof and that house caught fire and burned down..  

 

The houses had no cellars,and they didn’t paint them, because it cost too much  and the wood would dry and turn a 

silvery grey.,. The front porch was long and narrow but the back porch was big and square and they both had roofs 

over them  There was  well for drinking water on the back kporch, and since theyoften had droughts in the 

summer,they had to be careful how much water they used. They collected the rain water that ran off the roof into 

gutters, and thenit ran down the drain pipes into the underground tank. In the kitchen was a hand pump by a dry sink 

and theypumed the rain water up andonly used it to do the wash, take baths and mop the floor  The house sat on 8  

piles of flat stones, one on each end, and one in te middle on all 4 sides,  to prevent the floor froors from sagging, but it 

left an air-space between the bottom of the house and the ground and when a house caught on fire it burned to the 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          784 

 

ground fast, because of that air space.. They had no way to  put a fire out.because they couldn’t pull up enough buckets 

of water from the well and they couldn’t pump up enough water fast enough from the cistern and the house burned 

down..  

 

Living along the railroad tracks, people knew what could happen when the trains went by, theyspewed red hot coals up 

in the air,and if one landed on the roof, it would start a fire. Being they weren’t painted and the wood was so dry, when 

the hot  it would up in flames so fast and if the chose to live there, there wasn’t anything they could do about it, they 

had to suffer the consequences. Being it was so much cheaper to live by the railroad tracks, that was why so many 

families lived there..  

 

The houses were all very similar, two stories high, about 20’ X 20’ with an outhouse out back.  Downstairs was the parlor and two small 

bedrooms and upstairs there were four small bedrooms, but no doors between the rooms and no closets. The kitchen was a one story room 

attached to the main house and it had a separate roofThe house had a front and back door leading out to the porches The back 

porch was where they had the well for drinking water. and they dropped a pail down and the water wascold even in 

summer. They had no heat in the winter and no running water. The kitchen had woodstove with a brick chimney and 

some had a parlor stove with metal ducting that went up the wall and through a hole upstairs where the bedroom were and went 

through the roof and all the smoke went out there.. Instead of doors they hung long starched panels of calico material 

between the doorways.  

They threaded the curtain on a string, and wrapped the string around a nail on each side.since they didn’t have curtain 

rods. Whenever they needed privacy they pulled the 2 panels together.Once a week they took baths on Saturday 

afternoon, In the winter they bathed privately in front of the woodstove where it was warm and in the summer they 

bathed in their bedroom,  in a big galvanized washtub and they’d have kettle of hot water to take the chill off the 

water, but they washed their hari  in the kitchen in a white enamel basin that was kept next to the pump, on a small 

table..   

 

Gramma had 2 of her houses burn to the ground, 2 in Hornell and 1 in Wysox, because they always lived along the 

railroad tracks. Then the house with the creek in back, had 2 fires and it was not caused by trains going by. She was 

very fortunate her neighbors came by and were able to put the fire out by shoveling dirt on the fire in her kitchen, in 

1914.. It started behind the wood stove when the brick chimney collapsed, and it was a tierrible fire.  Them nth eother 

fire happened, the very day Grampa was buriedin February of 1929. Leo fell asleep next to the parlor stove, beaue it 

was so cold in the house and he happened to move the metal ducting somehow, and that let the flames escape and they 

went up the wall, and across the ceiling, and up the stairs and into the room where we were sleeping, and we were 

lucky to escape.  It was zero out and there was 4 or 5 feet of snow., and the neighbors used the snow to put the fire out, 

and it saved her house. 

 

Off the parlor were 2 tiny bedroom about 8’X 8’. One was Rose and Davids’ and the othr one was Aaron’s bedroom, 

the same size as his mothers.Lily had her room upstairs.  The staircase was along the wall in the kitchen and it had no 

railings, it was all open, Leo and Ervin slept in one room and Myrtle and Lily had the other room..They had no 

furniture. Not even beds. They slept on  pine needle mattresses on the floorl Their mother made them by sewing heavy 

striped ticking together she sent to Sears & Rosebucks for. Every fall she tghrew out the old and filled them with fresh 

pine needles. They had no closets.so they hung their clothes on big nails hammered into the 2” X 4” X 8’ boards that 

went around the room and at night, they carried kerosene lamps upstairs, and sat them on next the pine needle 

mattresses on the floor,,since they didn’t have any beds,  and they blew the light out before they went to sleep. This is 

how it was then, , and they knew how itmporta it was to be very careful, and never put a keosene light too close to the 

pine needle mattresses. 

 

In the morning, it was their responsibility to bring the lamps downstairs, and it was Aaron’ job to fill all the lamps with 

kerosene and have them ready for the night. 
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Even in 1956, see picture below,  there were no doors on the bedroom in the little house Gramma was living. This was 

Easter and Lily and Dorothy was visiting Gramma,when she lived in the little cottage up the road from Aunt Vina.  

 

                                        
                

                                                      1956  TOWANADA     

                                                              GRAMMA 

                                              L. is LILY – R is DOROTHY 

                                                 1928…WYSOX/MYERSBERG  

                                      

                           

 

 

                       The summer before Grampa was killed when a tree fell on him.. 
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                                   Gramma and Roseanna,  Grandpa and Mary Jane                      

                                     

                                        
   

  

In the background is the mountain Gramma took Momma and me  up so we could go black- berry picking in 1935 and 

a bear chased us down that hill because he wanted the pail of blackberries we just picked.   

 

Six months after this picture was taken of Grampa holding Mary Jane when she was 3 months old, he died when a big 

hickory tree fell on him. Aaron was with him that day, on the snow covered mountain when he cut down the tree an dit 

fell on him.   

It fell the wrong way and pinned him to the ground.. He was a sawyer all his life, like his father before him. My 

mother used to say,“After all the years my father had been cutting down trees, to think a tree would fall on him and kill 

him.” She loved her father, and could never talk about him without crying.  

 

Even though Grampa had been cutting trees down most his life, Aaron was with him that day, and it was snowing 

pretty heavy, when he was cutting down a big hickory tree when his neighbor told him he needed some more wood. 

He had the man’s wagon, and he must have miscalculated how the tree was going to  fall, because it fll on top of him, 

which was unusal since he had been cutting trees down most of his life, like his father did.. He probably couldn’t run 

fast enough to get out of it’s way and they believed he may have tripped and the tree fell on top of him. Aaron couldn’t 

lift the huge hickory tree off his father so he took the horse and wago ane went for help.  The neighbors couldn’t 

understand him, what being he was a mute,  and he went all the way home through the snow to tell his mother because 
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she was the only one that could understand him.  

 

Gramma told a neighbor what happened and he got 2 more neighbors and they went up the snowy mountain and Aaron 

showed them where is father was. He was unconscious and bleeding and he was covered with snow by the time they 

got to him it was freezing on the snow.. They sawed off several branches to get to him, but he was still alive. They 

carefully lifted him onto the open wagon and brought him home. Dr. Brown came and let Gramma know, there was 

nothing he could do fo rhim, that it was only a matter of time, when Dr. Brown saw how he was going in and out of 

consciousness. He lay there dying andreached out for Rose’s hand, and held it and whispered to her, “Don’t cry Rose, 

we will soon be together again in heaven and we will never have to part again.” He let her hand go and closed his eyes 

and died February 9, 1929.   

 

We spent every summer with Aunt Vina and leaving to go back to the city, Momma would tell her, “I don’t want the 

children staying with Ma.,only if I am with them.” It was because Gramma had so many of her houses burn to the 

ground, that Momma was afraid it might happen again. Aunt Vine argued with her, “Oh, for heaven’s sakes, Myrtle … 

why are you telling them something like that for and scaring them. That happened years ago, when you were just a 

kid?”  

 

Momma reminded her, “You seem to forget that awful fire Ma had the day we buried Dad, that was was only seven 

years ago. Tom and I were sleeping upstairs on those pine needle mattresses and so was Rose and Sonny. Mary Jane 

was only 6 months old, and we head her in bed with us to keep her warm. Since Ma had no heat, just the wood stove 

going in the kitchen and the parlor stove,,we were used to steam heat, and we were freezing upstairs because it was so 

cold that night.”   

 

Aunt Vina nodded, “Well I don’t remember too much about it, only what Ma told  me, and she would start bawling 

and I never heard what really happened that night..  We had been at the funeral and after we had dinner at Ma’s, we 

left because the children were so tired. We went to bed.and in the middle of the night, you scared Henry and me, the 

way Tom was pounding on our front.door, Herny raised his rifle after he answered the door m and  he saw it was you, 

and you told us about the fire and how all your clothes had burned up, and Tom even lost his pants and his wallet and 

you had to borrow money from Henry to get home and people from our church donated some clothes for you to get 

home. Yes, that was a terrible fire, and when those pine needle mattresses caught fire, it made it so much worse...” 

 

Momma told her,.“It isn’t that I don’t want them to spend time with Ma, I’m just afraid if she ever has another fire, I 

would want to be there to get them out because they would be sleeping upstairs on those pine needle mattresses.”  

 

Aunt Vina shook her head and Momma told her. “Naturally, we were all upset after the funeral, and when you and 

Henry left, thenErvin left with Leo and they went drinking somewhere.. .Lily and Dorothy went to bed, and I was 

trying to console Ma, because she couldn’t stop crying.  

 

We were so tired  that we brought the children upstairs and they slept on the floor on those darn pine needle mattresses and so did 

we..I heard Leo when he came home some tiem in the middle of the night, and the house was so cold  he filled the 

parlor stove with too much wood, thinking it would last until morning, is what he said.  He didn’t want to sleep with 

Aaron, so he slept in the big comfortable chair by the parlor stove. He had thick leather boots on, and put his feet up 

against the metal duct in back of the stove to warm them, and he must have moved it and it separated, and all the 

smoke and flames went up the wall. The wallpaper caught fire and the flames traveled up through a hole in the ceiling 

where the duct went through  the roof,  and The flames were all around us and we were in that room on those mattress 

and I saw, and the staircase was on fire and I knew we couldn’t go down them, and we didn’t know what to do, I 

picked up Mary Jane and Sonny and Tom picked up Rose.  

Leo woke up and  and aw the house was on fire, and he ran in to Ma, and told her the house and ran into Aaron’s room 
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and yelling, “GET UP, THE HOUSE IS ON FIRE.” Lily and Dorothy woke up beause they w3r choking, only to  

discover the floor was on fire and the flames were coming up the stairs, and into the rooms.  

“I opened the window, and climbed out on the the roof that was over the kitchen, and Tom handed me the children, 

because we knew any minute those pine needles mattresses were going to burst into flames. Tom grabbed the 

flashlight and luckily we had the car keys tied to it so we wouldn’t lose them. and we hear Leo yelling up to us, 

“JUMP DOWN IN THE SNOW!  Lily and Dorothy jumped down first, then I did while Tom held Mary He threw 

Mary Jane down to me and there were so many neighbors standing there,  and then he threw Sonny down, and then 

Rose,, then Tom jumped down and landed in the deep snow and that is when the pine needle mattresses all but 

exploded, they actually lit up the sky.”  

 

“More and more neighbors came running to help us in their night clothes with coats over their shoulders. The men 

helped Leo, Aaron and Tom to shovel snow and theykept  throwing it on the fire and throwing pails of snow on the 

flames, and that is what saved  the house. We didn’t even realize we were standing in our bare feet and we were 

shaking and shivering and the neighbors put quilts around me, I was holding Mary Jane and a nighborh hd Rose 

beasue Tom was helping them to hovelthe snow and put the fire out.  Ma stood there in a daze because of all that 

happened to her that week, and she just kept staring at her house. Tom’s eyebrows and hair got singed, and so did Leo 

and Aaron get their hair singed,, but it was nothing compared to what could have happened. It was a good thing we 

tied the house and car keys to the flashlight, because if we didn’t, they would have burned up like everything else did. 

When we saw the burnt out room the next day, the only thing left where we were sleeping was the metal buckle from 

Tom’s belt, everything else was gone, all our clothes, our money, we had nothing, as you know.”  

“Tom’s pants burned up and  his wallet was in his pant’s pocket and all the money he had to get home with was gone, 

as well as his driver’s license and other important papers. We had nothing,and Ma stood there and she was hysterical, 

and lamenting what had happened to her that week. It was so cold that her neighbors insisted she go home with them, 

and  another neighbor took Aaron home with them and Lily and Dorothy went home with some of Ma’s friends from 

church.. We were so lucky, nothing happened to the car and we drove over to Vina ‘s in our night shirts and we scared 

Henry, when we knocked on the door in the middle of the night, because when he opened the door he had his rifle 

raised and ready to shoot us.” 

 

Vina laughed, I stayed back, but I was scared until I heard your voice. Then I thought something happened to Ma, I 

never dreamed her house went on fire. 

And she wouldn’t talk about it, and whe“We borrowed sweaters and clothes for the children and fpr us from Vina and 

Henry. We went back to look at the house the next day and were thankful only one section of the house was badly 

burned, and there were only ashes left where the staircase had  been, and the room where we were., and all the wall 

paper in the parlor was burnt off,  but the rest of the house wasn’t too bad. The women from church collected enough 

clothes for us to get home. Most of them didn’t fit, but we were glad to get them. Daddy borrowed money for gas from 

Henry, so we could get home, because his wallet had burned up, with all the money we had.  Now do you understand 

why I am afraid let you stay  at Gramma’s?”  

We looked at one another, and we were interested in hearing the story about the fire, we still couldn’t understand why 

we couldn’t stay with Gramma, and go swimming in the creek in back of her house.  Never having seen a house on 

fire, we didn’t know how dangerous a fire was.   

.THE STORY OF THE LACE CURTAINS…1919 

 . 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          789 

 

                                                    
             

                        1919  MYRTLE WITH EGGLESTON’S FRENCH POODLE   

                                       ON RIVERSIDE DRIVE AND 80TH  ST.  

 

In the Fall, when the Egglestons went back to the city, Myrtle would be very unhappy leaving Earl, especially after 

they had become engaged. It  was not what you would call an ideal sitation for two young  people to only see one 

another for 3 months in the summer, and not see one another for nine months, during the winter, for almost 4 years., 

and write letters back and forth, for several year,  about when they went to school together, and how Earl’s father 

threatened to cut him out of his will, if he married Myrtle, but Earl said she.was determined to marry her and by 1923, 

they were planning their wedding day.  

 

When Eggleston had the Interior Decorator George redecorate the the parlor in the brownstone house, in 1919, he 

showed her sketches of what he was going to do and Mrs. Eggleston  approved   of them. She told him, when the hand 

made lace curtains from France were taken down, she wanted him to make sure Myrtle got them, because she had 

always admired them/ George had one of the maids put them in a big box ,and gave them to Myrtle. she thanked Mrs. 

Eggleston for letting her have them and she was afraid someone might take them, sp she asked Bridgetta, one of the 

Irish maids she liked, knowing she had her own apartment uptown, if she could she leave them with her awhile. 

Bridgetta was happy to do it  and suggested she come for lunch the following Sunday afternoon and told her she lived 

uptown around 180th Street and iWashington Heights, not that Myrtle knew where that was.  
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She had no idea what a problem it would be to get that 3’ X 3’  box uptown to her Bridgetta’s apartment. Myrtle wrote 

down the instructions how to get there, but she had a terrible time trying to push the  box along the sidewalk, and get it 

over to Broadway, and then she had to take the trolley up Amsterdam Avenue. 

 

It was a lovely Sunday afternoon and Myrtle was wearing her good clothes, and she felt ridiculous trying to push the 

big along the sidewalk over to Broadway. Then she had to figure out how she was going to get it across the Broadway, 

it was such a big an busy street. She stepped off the curb and pushed the box as fast as she could across Broadway and 

almost made it all the way over when the cars started honking their horns and shaking their fists at her, because she 

was holding up traffic. She made it over to the uptown side of Broadway and stood on the corner and waited for the 

trolley that would take her up Amsterdam Avenue. A couple of trolleys went by, and she was so glad to finally see the 

one she needed to take. needed to take, stopped at the orner.  door opened and as she was trying to lift the box and 

push it in,  the conductor took one look at the box, and yelled at her, “You’re not comin’ in here with that box, lady,” 

and he closed the door in her face andleft her standing there. She waited for the next one that went up Amsterdam, and 

was sure he would let her on and he shook his head and refused to let her on with a box that size, he closed the doors 

and took off without her.  

Myrtle didn’t know how she was going to get the box up to Bridgetta’s. Seeing a taxi stopped at the corner, she hailed 

him, never dreaming it would cost so much money, but, she had no choice.  The driver got out and stared at her and 

tthe box and he struggled with it, but finally got it strapped onto the luggage rack in back of the cab. When they 

reached Brigetta’s apartemnt house, he pushed it up the steps and into the foyer, and to Brigdgetta’s door that was 

right there. When Myrtle paid him, he told her ” I’m glad your friend lives on the ground floor, lady.” 

Bridgetta came to America with her brothers, Thomas and Willie, like so many young Irish girls they believed life 

would be so much better in America, and most of them ended up being maids for wealthy families in Philadelphia, 

Boston and New York.  Bridgetta found a job with the Egglestons, and was one of  nine maids they had for a couple of 

years, and that is where Myrtle met Bridgetta.  

The summer Myrtle became engaged to Earl, she couldn’t wait to tell Mrs.Eggleston and she hugged her and was very 

happy for her, and she assured her that Earl was a very nice young man, and that she knew him since he was a little 

boy, because she would  always see him in church with his mother.  Then Mrs. Eggelston confided to her, that she 

liked Earl’s mother, but she did not like his father, ‘ole Gib” and Myrtle giggled and told her., “I never liked him 

either, and did you know he told Earl if he married me, he would cut him out of his will.”  

Mrs. Eggleston shook her head, “Well, it doesn’t matter what his father wants, obviously Earl is in lovewith you and 

he’s not going to listen to him, and he wants to marry you this summer.” 

.  

Myrtle looked at Mrs. Eggleston and told her, “When Earl told his father he was going to marry me, he got so mad, he 

flew out of his chair and chased Earl around the room and was screaming at him,  ‘I forbid you to marry that Squires’ 

girl.  If you do, I’m warning you, I’ll cut you out of my will. She’ll not be welcomed in this house. No son of mine is 

going to marry no Squires’ girl! Why her mother’s nothin’ but a scrub woman that does our laundry every week.’ “ 

His father was so mad at him,  that he ordered Earl to leave the room, and get out of his sight.”  

Mrs. Eggleston mumbled,  “Well, I can’t say it surprises me, that he’d say something like that?”   

Myrtle went to leave and she stopped and told her, “The other day.when I was in town, looking in a store windows, his 

father saw me and he grabbed my arm and whirled me around,.and everyone was looking at him,the way he was 

yelling at me  ‘You listen to me young lady, I don’t want the likes of you to think you are going to marry my son/ I 

know what you‘re up to. You think you are going to marry him for the money he’s going to inherit one day. Well, I’ll 

cut him out of my will right now. and don’t think I won’t!’  tjem he stormed off, and left me standing there and 

everyone was staring at me like I had done something wrong.”  

Mrs.Eggleston exhaled and was furious when she heard what he did. “How dare he say that to you and in public no 

less?” She tried to comfort her by saying,.‘Oh Myrtle, that man has always been a miserable person, for as long as I’ve 

known him. I grew up here, so I’ve known him a long time. He has such a sweet wife and don’t think I haven’t heard 

rumors how he treats her..She is so refined compared to him.and I believe I heard that her family comes from England. 
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but why would she ever marry a man like him, I don’t know.”  

 

                     
                  

                  WYSOX 1911 …ONE ROOM SCHOOL HOUSE  GRADES 1-8 

                   Myrtle,plaid dress in middle, Earl’s head 5th boy back row on left   

                   Leo and Ervin last 2 boys sitting  in the front, far right   

  

 

 

 In the fall of 1922, Myrtle was back in the brownstone house, and was busy hanging up Mrs. Eggleston’s clothes, 

when Bridgetta walked in and handed her a letter. “This came in the afternoon mail.” Myrtle looked at it to see who it 

was from, and thanked her ”It’s from my girlfriend, Helen, she lives in East Towanda! We’ve been friends since we 

were kids and I used to always get her in so much trouble with her mother.”  

 

Bridgetta saw the look on Myrtle’s face was she read the letter and she saw how she burst out crying and sobbing, that  

Bridgetta rushed over to her thinking someone in her family had died, until she  handed her the letter to read.                       
 

    Dear Myrtle, 
 

I don’t know how to tell you this. But, I have to because you are my best friend and I felt you should know Earl went and married 
Alta and he never told you.   

I know he didn’t because in  your last letter and you told me about the wedding dress Mrs. Eggleston was going to buy for you . 

Leo and Ervin doesn’t want to tell you, because they said Earl’s their best friend. andI called Vina, and she said she didn’t have 
the heart to tell you.  

 Earl should have been the one to tell you but he wasn’t  man enough to break off his engagement to you, before he married Alta   

I feel so bad he did such a terrible thing to you. Will you please write 

me and let me know you are alright. 
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                                                                                             Love, Helen. 
\ 

 

Sobbing Myrtle cried to Bridgetta, “ I don’t believe what she said in that letter. Earl would never do that to me? He loves me. She is lying.” 

When Bridgetta finished reading the letter she quietly  told her. “Why would your best friend lie to you about something like that? she your 

best frien when you wer egrwoign up and you got her in so much trouble all the ttime? I’m sure Earl has married this other 

girl, like she fsaid. Don’t forget, Myrtle, you are here in the city nine months out of the year for the past ten years, and you only see him 

for three months in the summer. He’s young. He’s a man. He gets lonely and you being so far away, it didn’t help the situation.” Bridgetta 

handed the letter back to Myrtle and she threw it on the floor and kept repeating,  ”Earl would never do that, he loves 

me, not Alta!  He’s always been my best friend. We went to school together everyday. Why would he marry her.when 

he’s engaged to me? It’s all her fault. Alta knew he was engagned to me and she stole him away from me.”  

 

Bridgetta argued,  “Myrtle, for heaven’s sake, don’t be puttin’ the blame on her. Earl knew he was engaged to you, and 

it takes two to get something like that started… Surely you know how one thing leads to another, and with you away 

like you are, things happen.” Myrtle pulled off her engagement ring and flung it across the room crying,  “We were 

supposed to be married in June. I have everything ready. Mrs. Eggleston is buying me my weddin gown. Oh…why did 

he marry Altha instead of me? ”  

 

Bridgetta picked up the ring and the letter and told her, “Myrtle, what  is done is done. He’s married her now, and 

there’s not a blessed thing you can do about it. I know your heart is broken, but it doesn’t mean your life is over. Better 

this happened now, then after you were married and  he runs off and marries Alta.  Sure and you’ll meet someone else, 

and before ye know it,  you’ll be happily married and you’ll forget all about what he.did to you.”   

 

                                                    
 

                                                         EARL PIPHER 1921 

 

Myrtle was crying so hard, she was shaking.Bridgtetta decided she better go get Mrs. Eggleston, and let her know 

about the letter she got in the mail. 

 

Mrs. Eggleston was shocked when she heard what Bridgetta told, and told her, “I am shockced that Earl would such a 

terrible thing to Myrtle, because it is so unlke him.” an dshe went on to explain that  she had known him since he was a 

little boy. She hurried up the stairs to Myrtle and sat on the edge of the bed and tried to comfort her.  Bridgetta handed 
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her the ring and the letter. and she whispeed , “She has a jewelry box in her drawer, put the ring in there for now.”  

 

Mrs.Eggleston felt so sorry for her and rubbed her back while she talked to her, “I  know it is a terrible thing  he did  

and it is going to very hard for yhou to gt over it. I can’t understand how he could do such a thing. The only thing you 

can do now is cry and get it out of your system. It is going to hurt a lot and it will continue to hurt for a long time, but 

Myrtle you still have your whole life in front of you. It shows you how much he loved you, that he could this to you. Is 

it not better you find this out now, rather than later on? ”  

 

Myrtle continued to sob while she continued to talk to her,.”Right now, I know you feel like you will never get over it, 

but, in time, you will. Trust me,it will,  time is the only thing that can heal what he did. I know this is not what you 

want to hear right now, but, it is the truth, believe me, I know. You are so young and one day you will get married, and 

you will be able to put all of this behind you. Of course, what Earl did was so wrong, I am so surrised he would do 

such a thing, but, he did and life goes on..Why he didn’t break off his engagement to you, before he married that other 

girl, is what I find hard to believe, I’ve known him for years, and he seems like such a nice young man..”  

 

Handing her a clean handerchief Myrtle let out a long sigh and she told her. “Myrtle, we never know from one day to the next, what we 

will be faced with. You can be so happy one day … and the next day your world can be turned upside down, like what happened to you today. 

When my first husband, Robert died so young.  I never thought I would never get over his death,  but I did, and, eventually,I married 

Mr. Eggleston, and we have two children, because we have to learn to pick up the pieces and move on. I assure you Myrtle,  there are 

a lot of men out there, that would be very glad to marry someone like you, and one day you will get married to some nice youn 

gman.” Seeing Myrtle’s eyes were all red and swollen, Mrs. Eggleston told Bridgetta, ”Go wet a small towel, and wet 

it, so she can cover her eyes with it and maybe she’ll fall asleep..”  

 

Bridgetta brought in a damp towel and handed it to Mrs. Eggleston, and she told her, “When she wakes up, sure and  

she’ll still hve a broken heart an dhe’llstill be  married to this Alta.” Mrs. Eggelston noode that she agreed and 

carefully placed the damp towel over Myrtle eyes and sat there with her ahwile,, and she was relieved to see she had 

fallen asleep and she left..  

 

Going downstairs, Mrs. Eggleston felt so bad  because she knew Myrtle had never gone with anyone else, but Earl. 

They had gone to school together and went to the same church, and they were engaged to be married, and she couldn’t 

help but wondered what went wrong when they seemed to get along so well?’  

 

The days turned into weeks, and Myrtle would lay out Mrs. Eggleston clothes for her every morning, but she avoided 

talking to her or anyone else.. She lost all her sparkle and never smiled anymore and seemed very depressed, because 

of what Earl had done.  Myrtle and Bridgetta shared the same room,  and it bothered Bridgetta to see what she was 

grieving over losing Earl, while he was enjoying his married life, she was left broken hearted.. She tried to cheer her 

up and made her go with her for long walks along the river, to get her mind off him.   

 

Week after week she invited her to go with her on Saturday nights to the Irish Dances, after they finished with dinner, 

like the other Irish maids.  Myrtle  thanked her, and would say, “I really don’t feel like going anywhere.”  Bridgetta  

insisted she had to get out of her room and stop crying, and go somewhere, because he wasn’t worth it, after what he 

did, but nothing she said mattered..  

Several weeks went by before Myrtle began to smile again, and Bridgetta put her arm around her shoulder and asked 

her again, “Come on, get dressed and come with me. Sure and ye would enjoy goin’ to the Irish dances. we all go 

every Saturday night. Stop sittin’ in your room broodin;over the likes of him. Sure and ye needm is to have yeself a 

good time, unstead of sittin’in upstiars t in your room night after night. I’ll tell you one thing,  you can be sure he’s 

havin’ himself a good time, now that he’s married,and ye can be sure of one thing, he’s not thinkin’about you.“ With a 

heavy heart  Bridgetta left with the girls, and took the trolley across town and went dancing until the wee hours of the 
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morning.  

One Saturday afternoon Bridgetta tried to convince Myrtle to go with them. ”Why don’t you come with us tonight,  

sure they’re havin’ a big celebration at the dance hall tonight for St. Patrick’s day.”  Myrtle looked at her and hesitated 

then she said, “Well, maybe I will go.” Bridgetta told the other girls to go that  she would wait for Myrtle to get 

dressed and she suggested she wear something green. The two of them were like school girls wearing geen dresses and 

left for the dance hall over on 86th Street and 3rd Avenue. There was a long flight of stairs up to the dance hall, and 

Myrtle could hear the violins and accordians, playing Irish music playing. When they walked in she was surprised to 

seewhat a big dance floor they had and off to the side were long tables covered with white tablecloths, with platters of 

corned beef and cabbage and potatoes, and Irish soda bread, and plates to help yourself, to celebrate St Patrick’s Day,  

and everyone was drinking and having a good time dancing.. Bridgetta lost no time in taking Myrtle around and  

introducing here to their friends, and had her meet the Mc McArow twins, Thomas and Michael that were from Ireland 

too. like most of the peoopole that were there.  

Michael wasted no time in asking her to dance and she was enjoying herself, when Thomas cut in, and wouldn’t let her 

dance with anyone else. The every Saturday night, she looked forward  going to the Irish dances with Bridgetta. 

Thomas was dating Myrtle and Bridgetta was so surprised when she told her,  she was engaged to Thomas, and they 

were going to get married.  

Every morning  

When she told Mrs. Eggleston she just got engaged to Thomas,she noticed  it really upset her to think she would marry 

someone like Thomas, because a couple of the maids had told her, they felt bad that Myrtle was going to marry 

Thomas, because he was a heavy drinker and he was was always broke, because he owed money to the bookies all the 

time. When she heard that, she let Myrtle know, she was very disappointed that she would even consider marrying a 

man lik that. that! Then when she learned Bridgetta had talked her into becoming a Catholic, she asked her,  ”Why are 

your changing your religion, so you can marry Thomas? I didn’t hear you say, he was willing to change his religion 

and become a Baptist, so you can get married in your church!”  

Myrtle just sat there, and didn’t answer her.  When she told Mrs. Eggleston that Bridgetta’s brother  was the Catholic 

priest in the church around the corner, where all of the maids went to mass, she was convinced it was a conspiracy 

between the priest and Bridgetta to convert Myrtle. She was very angry when she said, “Don’t you know, this is what 

Catholics do, they try to convert everyone to be Catholics?” No matter what she said,  she could not change Myrtle’s 

mind, she was going to be a Catholic and marry Thomas in a Catholic Church..  

When the maid brought breakfast up to Mrs. Eggleston the next morning, she told her.  “I am surprised that Myrtle 

wants to marry Thomas, instead of his brother Michael. He is so nice compared to Thomas, a real gentleman he is,  

and he doesn’t drink or gamble like Thomas.  

He told my boyfriend, he puts his money in the bank and is saving it so he can go back to Ireland, buy himself a farm 

with a nice house on it.”  

After hearing that Mrs. Eggleston decided she had to have another talk with Myrtle, and see  if she couldn’t talk some 

sense into her head. She asked her to sit in the parlor, and she closed the door   “I heard Thomas is a drinker and a 

gambler? Is that true?”  Myrtle got upset, that she was questioning her about Thomas. “Well, yes, he drinks, but I’ve 

never seen him get drunk.” 

Mrs. Eggleston raised her eyebrows, “You’ve only known him a few months and you are engaged to him, and you 

don’t know one thing about him or his family.” Myrtle just sat there and refused to discuss Thomas’s drinking and 

gambling, and she finally excused herself and got up and left.   

She continued going tothe 6 o’clock mass with Bridgetta every morning, and during her free time in the afternoon, she 

walked over to the rectory, and spent an hour with Father Gaffney while he was teaching her the catechisim.. He 

explained to her the first thing she had to do, was get Baptized and she let him know, “But, I was Baptized.”  

He explained to her, “You have to be Baptized in the Catholic Church. Then you will make your Communion and  

then yourConfirmation, before you can marry Thomas before the altar of God.”. 

What Mrs. Eggleston could not understand was why she had to change her religion so she could marry a man like that, 

and didn’t hide how she felt about him. “Myrtle, you know as well as I do, the only reason you are marrying this 
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Thomas so fast, is to get back at Earl. Will you please listen to me and at least wait a year, before you marry him. ” 

Myrtle sat there with her hands folded on her lap unconcerned. She stood in back of her and said in a stern tone of 

voice.”Myrtle, I want you to listen to me, this man is going to ruin your life, and you are going to end up in the poor 

house if you marry him? You will. And, if you should have children by him, what kind of lives would they have? You 

have no idea what your life would be like if you marry a man that drinks. Trust me when I tell you, his drink will 

always come first, not you, and not his children!”  

Myrtle laughed.  “I’m not worrieD because Thomas  promised me, he’s going to stop drinking and gambling, as soon 

as we get married!”  

Mrs. Eggleston threw her hands up into the air and laughed out lou , “And of course, you believed him. I hope for your 

sake he does Myrtle,.but I can assure you, he won’t. Tell him you want to wait a year before you get married and see if  

he does stop drinking and gambling, and then you can  marry him.” Myrtle looked away and shook her head, and Mrs. 

Eggleston could tell she would rather believe what Thomas told her than listen to her and he was going to ruin her life.  

When Myrtle left she went straight to Bridgetta and told her what Mrs.Eggleston said, and Bridgetta told her., “She has 

no right to tell you what to do, it’s none of her business who you marry or that you want to become a Catholic.” Myrtle 

knew it was only that Mrs. Eggleston  cared about her, that she was worried about who she was going to marry, but 

Myrtel was going out of her way, to avoid talking to her,  and that really upset Mrs. Eggleston.When Easter rolled 

around, she wanted to make peace with Myrtle, because she knew, she was going to marry Thomas no matter what she 

said. She bought  a black leather Catholic prayer book for her in a store on Broadway that sold Catholic articles and 

she gave it to her for Easter.   

.*Momma had that prayer book with her until the day she died, and every night she would read one of the prayers that 

were in it.  Notice the pages are  worn, after 67  years of fingering through the pages and saying the  prayers that were 

in it.  Almost every night, she would read one of them  and  prayed for Mrs. Eggleston, becaue she knewMrs. 

Eggleston had changed her life, and She never forgotit. She always told u  how kind she was  and what she did for her 

when  she was 13, how she took her in when she left home because of her mother, because Mrs. Eggleston felt there 

was something special about her.  

                             

                                      
                      
To  Myrtle  …  with love,    from  … Mrs. Egglleston ….  Easter 1924 

The week of the wedding Myrtle left they city on the train and stayed with Vina, so she could  get everthing  ready for 

the wedding on Sunday. Early Saturday morning, Thomas, Michael, and Bridgetta drove to Towanda and their friends 

followed them in their car.  to go to the wedding,   

Thomas never met Myrtle’s family or her sister Vina, and wasn’t aware her father and Vina were against having any 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          796 

 

liquor in the house. Prohibition didn’t mean a thing to Thomas because he could get all the whiskey he wanted in what 

was called a ‘speak easy’. They were all over the city and all they had to do was knock a certain way, and make sure 

there were no cops around, and they’d wait for someone to look out through the peek hole to check ‘if’ they 

recognized them, before they let them in. 

 

 

THE DAY OF THE WEDDING 1928 

                                                              

 

 

When they arrived at Vina’s, Saturday night, she  didn’t know they had all that liquor in the car, or that they were all 

planning to stay at her house that night. She let them know, she had no room to put them up, because she had Momma 

staying there, and their 3 children, and Henry and herself. She thought Thomas and his city friends had a lot of nerve 

to think she could put all of them up, with all she had to do, and feed them too.Vina was not the least bit bashful  

letting them know, they didn’t have any extra beds,  they would have to sleep on the floor in the parlor. Later that 

night, while Myrtle and Vina were busy in the kitchen icing the wedding cake and preparing the salads and food for 

the reception, and Bridgetta was helping them. She got very tired because they left at 4 in the morning to get there and 

she asked Vina, “Would you mind if I slept on the sofa?”. Vina told her, “Yes, of course, but Tom. and all the others 

will have to sleep on  floor. ”. 

She laughed,.  “Don’t worry they will.” Vina got several quilts and pillows she could spare and gave them to her, and 

went back in the kitchen, and let them take care of themselves. 

Vina didn’t know they had all that whiskey with them, or she would never have let them in. For one thing she knew it 

was against the law, and they never had liquor in their house because that was how it was with her father’s house was 

and at Aunt Vine’s house.   After dinner was over Thomas brought the whiskey in and asked Myrtle to get him some 

whiskey glasses and was so proud of himself when he told her, how he was able to get 6 quarts of whiskey for the 

wedding,  She panicked because she knew Vina was going to get all the more upset when she found out, but she didn’t 

find out that night becasue. they were s otired they decided to up to bed.   

The next day was the wedding.and when Momma and Vina came downstairs, they were horrified when they saw 

Bridgetta asleep on the sofa and Thomas, Michael and their friends sprawled out on the floor and seeing all the 

whiskey bottles beside them. Vina looked at Myrtle and she confessed she knew they brought the whiskey with them, 

but she didn’t want to tell her, and get her all upset .They went around and picked up all the bottles, whether they were 

half full or  full an by thenVina was furious. Myrtle took them and  decided to pour all the whiskey into the big cut-

glass punch bowls that were on each end of  the dining room table, to fill them up because she didn’t have enough fruit 

juice to fill the both  bowls.  She tasted it and she liked how it improved the  flavor and not being a drinker, she didn’t 

realize what she had done.    

When Tom woke up, the first thing he did was start looking around the parlor  trying to find where all their whiskey 

went? Seeing Myrtle’s face, he demanded that she tell him,where she hid it. He was going in circles, screaming at her 

so that he scared her half to death.because she had never seen that side of him before. She told him, “I poured all the 

whiskey in the punch.” His eyes were all but comingout of his head when he screamed at her,  ”Are you nuts or 

something? You mean you put all that good whiskey in that damn fruit punch? Do you know what that means? We’re 

not going to have any whiskey until we get back to the city, because we surely can’t get any up around here.”  

Hearing the way Thomas spoke to Myrtle, Vina glared at him and told him, “Don’t you talk to Myrtle like that in my 

house, ” and she walked over to him and pointed her finger at him ”I don’t want you to ever come in my house again 

with any liquor, because I won’t let your in. I don’t care if you are marrying my sister, you’ll not be welcomed and 

you had better not forget it..”  

.  

They had breakfast. then lunch  but no one was talking. There was so much tension in the house, By 4 o’clock Myrtle 

went upstairs and put on her gown and veil, alongwith Bridgetta, the Bridemaid and Henry suggested that Thomas and 
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Michael, tkae their friends and go to the church and wait, and he and Vine would drive the bride and bridesmaid over 

to the church. 

Myrtle’s mother and father sisters and brothers were all Baptists and had never been inside a Catholic Church before. 

They were all dressed up and waiting for the wedding to begin.and were amazed how big it was on the inside, and 

were wondering why they had so many statues and candles burning. They  could not figure out why Mytle 

wouldchange her religion so she could marry this Catholic Irishman, they had yet to meet. 

 

                                  
 

The local newspaper, THE TOWANDA DAILY, had this article about Myrtle marrying Thomas on November 18th, 

1924 at SS. Peter and Paul Catholic Church in Towanda, Pennsylvania. Myrtle was ver disappointed that 

Mrs.Eggleston wasn’t there, but she also knew, she did not approve of her marrying Thomas, but it broke her heart to 

think she said, that she shoul dnot marry him because he drank and gambled. and he was going to ruin her life.   

In 1970, Earl gave me this article about Momma’s wedding. He told me he had kept it with her picturw all those 

years,, never dreaming one day they would be back together again. 

                               

                                       

 

 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          798 

 

Only her mother, father, Dorothy, Lily Aaron, Leo and Ervin were there, and her girlfriend Helen, but no one from 

Thomas’s family came. Thomas’s family, Rose, Barney and Florrie all had big families, and they couldn’t travel all 

the way up there, because it was over 200 miles to Towanda.  

After the wedding was over, everyone went to Vina’s house for the  reception. Myrtle had finally calmed down and 

was smiling again and walking around in her wedding gown, talking to her family and friends. She was glad to see 

everyone was enjoying the fruit punch she had made, and  kept going back for more and they would  remark to her in 

passing,  “Who made this delicious punch, it is delicious?’ Only when it was all gone and there wasn’t another drop 

left,  did she realize, it was all the liquor she had put in it.  

For the rest of  

The newly weds didn’t have a honeymoon, they went back to the city the next day. Myrtle didn’t like they had to live 

in the same samll apartment where Thomas and Mick had lived for several years. It was on Old Broadway, near 125th 

Street, the kind of neighborhood Myrtle did not want to live in, but he told her, it was only until they got their own 

place. When she discovered she was pregnant, the following month, she thought for sure they would get their own 

place but  Tom refused to look for an apartment. 

Having lived with the Eggleston’s for ten years, Myrtle was accustomed to having the best of everything, then to have 

to live in a tiny dingy apartment, was not the kind or life she expected when she got married.  She told Thomas, they 

needed to find an apartment with the baby coming, but.  

After he had promised her faithfully, he would stop drinking after they were married, when she confronted him about 

it, he laughed at her, “I’m not going to stop drinking for you or  anyone else and I don’t want to hear another word 

about it again, you hear me.”   

It was a rude awakening when Myrtle realized he s[poke ot her, and she could see, he didn’t love her, she was only 

there so he could sleep with her, and do his cooking and laundry. The last thing she wanted was for Mrs. Eggleston to 

find out that she cried herself to sleep almost eery night, she was so sorry she had ever married him. . When she was 

alone at night, waiting for him to come home, she would remember what Mrs. Eggleston told  her, ‘Please don’t marry 

this man. He can make all the promises he wants, but he’ll never stop his drinking and gambling. He will ruin your life 

and that of your children’s should you ever have any by him.” And that was what he was doing, ruining her life and s 

Looking around the dingy apartment, it didn’t seem possibleh he would expect her to live there.and thought,  since he 

wasn’t going to move, she wondered if she painted the walls, would it help because they certainly needed to be 

painted.  

When she mentioned it to Michael, he gave her money to buy the paint and said he would help her. She borrowed the 

janitor’s ladder, and even though she was pregnant and she painted the living room first. Tom didn’t care, he sat there 

and watched her go up on the ladder, and Michael did what he could when he came home from work and she ended up 

painting the entire apartment herself. but. 

Then she decided to take the trolley up Amsterdam Avenue to Bridgetta’s and get the lac e curtains Mrs. Eggleston 

had given her, so she could hang themin the living room and Mick gave her money to take a cab back. She had lunch 

with Bridgetta, and she helped her push the big box out to the curb and she hailed a cab for her and had to convince the 

driver he could get it on the trunk and after he struggled with it, he took her home.  

After she had washed and starched the curtains, it was a lot of work to iron theheavy lace crtains, but she was so 

thrilled she funny was hanging them up. Again she had to borrow the janitor’s ladder, and.when she went to hang them 

up, they were too long and too wide and the bottom of the curtains laid crumpled on the floor. She decided to leave 

leave them up, because she loved looking at them because they reminded her of being back in the parlor on Riverside 

Drive. They were so beautiful,  she couldn’t wait until Tom came home and saw what a different they made in the 

living room.. When he walked in and saw lace curtains on the windows,  he screamed ,. ”Take them damn things 

things off those windows. What the hell is the matter with you? You want people around here to think … we’re a 

bunch of sissies that live here.Just  keep your hands off our things and leave it the way it is. This is our apartment, not 

yours.”  

Myrtle burst into tears, and Michael came home. He heard them arguing, but he didn’t want to get involved, so he 

stayed in his room until Tom calmed down. Then he told him that he thought the curtains looked very nice, but Myrtle 
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took them down and folded then and put them back in the box, and they stayed there and moved from one apartment to 

the next for the next 25 years..  

 

When Tom walked in and saw the table, his face turned red he was so mad. He yelled at her.,”Get all that stuff off the 

table right now.How the hell do you expect me to sit there and read my newspaper, and put all them things away. 

What’s wrong with you anyhow? Why can’t you leave things alone? We like it the way it is and we don’t want you 

always trying to change everything.” 

Myrtle put everything away ane gave him his supper but she couldn’t eat. She fell on the bed and cried herself to sleep 

while he sat at the table and drank his beer and whiskey, until Micahel came home and he complained to him what she 

had done. 

As the weeks went by, Myrtle  was hoping when the baby came, Tom would stop his drinking because she realized 

what he was doing to himself and to her, with his being drunk all the time. He couldn’t he see what it was doing to 

their marriage, or that they always ended up fighting and arguing, that she hated him to go near her, with the horrible 

smell the beer and liquor on his breath. Father Gaffey’s was Bridgetta’s brother, and he hae a brother Thomas Gaffney 

that Thomas knew from theIrish dances.,and he was one of Daddy’s best friends and every Sataurday night, he was at 

the house playing cards with Micahel and some of their friends.  Myrtle went to vist Father Gaffney and fetl she had to 

tell him what was going on in their lives. He was so surrised and told her he’d have a talk with him. He went to th 

house and they had a long talk, and he behaved for a few days and went right back to his old ways and would drink 

until he would passed out .Myrtle didn’t know how he was able to get up in the morning like he did  and was able to 

keep his job at Sheffield Farms, and never missed a day of work.. 

DADDY.. Left..1921..before he met Momma, manager of James Butler store Mount Vernon, N.Y     

1923 Smoking a pipe   1918 n the navy  USS BLACKHAWK                    
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               1933    Daddys Sheffield Farms Milk wagon  Daddy, 36  Mary Jane 5 

               1934    Momma, Mary Jane’s Communion 7, Rose 10, Sonny 9 Confirmation 

               1931    Momma, Rose 6, Sonny 5, Mary Jane 5,  at Sacred Heart Convent.   

 

 

Their bedroom was small, but when they  put a baby’s crib in it, there was hardly any room to walk around.. Then four 

months after I was born, Momma was pregnant again, and she insisted they had to look for an apartment. He snapped 

at  her, “I can’t  pay for an apartment, with the money problems I have with my bookies.” She didn’t know what that 

even meant, or understand why not, he was making  more money than his brother was.  

Knowing they still had over eight hundred dollars left in their Savings Account in the bank on 125th Street, Mrs. 
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Eggleston gave them for their wedding,  she was going to use some of the morney for the hosopital and save some for 

when they got an apartment, but when she went to withdraw some of it, to pay the hospital in advance,  the teller at the 

bank told her husband had closed the account and withdrawn all the money some time ago.  When he came home she 

was crying and  told him that she just found out he took all the money they had out of the bank, and he walked away 

telling her, ”That money is just as much mine as it is yours. Besides I needed it to pay off my bookie. So, it’s gone, so  

what are you going to do about it?”  

 

Then a few days later,  Daddy came home and told Momma, “I found an apartment and we can move right in. It’s 

down in the cellar and we don’t have to pay rent. We’re going to be janitors and all we have to do is take care of  two 

elevator apartment houses, you know  vacuum the foyer, put out the ash cans and garbage cans, mop the floors, shine 

the brass mailboxes, and do some odd jobs for the tenants. You should be real happy there, because Bridgetta lives  

around the corner, , and  she’s married and not working, so you two can keep each other company! ”   

Momma was so insulted that he expected her to be a janitor and live in a cellar!. She shuttered at the thought of it and 

knew he wasn’t going to do any of the cleaning. It would be all left up to her. She could not undertand how he could 

take that money Mrs. Egglesotn had given them. She was four months pregnant, and they needed  their own apartment 

and buy some furniture, not live in some dark smelly cellar. She was four months pregnant and was suppose to have 

the baby in the hospital, not at home. She kept thinking about  Mrs. Eggleston and how she had warned her this would 

happen, if she married Thomas, when.they moved in with only the gift they got when they were married. Tthey had no 

furniture, and now they couldn’t afford to buy a bed, Luckily,  their friends and relatives helped out and gave them  a 

bed, a bureau and another crib, and there was furniture tenants had left, stored in the cellar.Bridgetta gave them her 

kitchen set, because she got a new one.  Momma was doing all the work, because Daddy refused to do any of it, except 

put  the garbage and ash cans at the curb at night. It broke her heart to think that her babies had to live in a cellar 

apartment, instead of having rooms where the sun would shine in. .  

Daddy left around four in the morning, and  finished delivering milk on his route around noon, and brought hihore and 

wagon back and took the  Fifth Avenue bus home, but woul fist  asneak into the nearest speak-easy, and be drunk by 

the time he walked in. Momma had to mop all floors in the big foyers of both buildings,  keep an eye on me. I was six 

months old, and in a wicker carriage and always somewhere near Momma, while she was working. The tenants loved 

to stop and talk to me  and I would smile at them and being most of them were elderly the had lots of time on their 

hands, they enjoyed stopping to talk to me . 

Momma soon figured out how to fix small electrical problems for the tenants, and if they needed a lamp rewired, she 

had learned to fix them even knew how to replace broken electrical outlets, all the  jobs Daddy should have been 

doing. Eventually she learned to stop a leak and take care of most  plumbing problems. but he never helped her, he 

would pretend he was sleeping. The women that lived there, liked Momma and they were wise to Daddy and could see 

he was an alcoholic. Both the men and women would slip money in her hand whenever she fixed something for them, 

and they’d whisper, ‘Hide this where your husband doesn’t see it, because you might need it one day..’ Most of the 

tenants were older men and women that enjoyed sitting in the foyer,  and they’d read their newspapers and would have 

someone to talk to. 

Daddy put the ash cans and garbage cans out at the curb every night, because the WPA garbage trucks came around in 

the middle of the night, and Momma carried them back downstairs in the morning.  

Momma did what the women suggested and hid all the tips they gave her, in an amber colored carnival glass sugar 

bowl with a cover on it I the back of the china closet, so she could pay the bill at the Woman’s Hospital, and have her 

second baby there. The morning she was to go for her nine month check-up, she was suppose to give them the money 

in advance, and shen she reached in the sugar bowl. all the money was gone. She panicked and felt all around in the 

back of the china closet, but it wasn’t there and she knew Daddy took it. She had to sit down because she could hardly 

breathe, that he would do that to her again.  

He laughed, “I needed it more than you did! I had to pay off my bookie. You can have the baby at home like all the 

other women do!” It was more that she could bear, knowing what he did that to her again, and she sat down and 

sobbed uncontrollably.  
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The next morning, was going to be a chilly Halloween. I was a year old and playing in my crib, when Momma went 

into labor. One of the tenants upstairs, who liked Momma, was looking out her kitchen window and heard Momma 

screaming. She figured Momma had gone into labor, hearing her screaming  everytime she had another contraction. 

She  took the elevator down to the cellar and knocked on the door and when she didn’t get any answer she walked in.  

She found Momma on the kitchen floor,  writhing in pain and since she had no phone, she hurried back up to her 

apartment and called for an ambulance. Then she went back down and stayed with her. By the time the ambulance 

arrived, Momma had passed out on the kitchen floor, and the doctor  saw the baby was coming and she came too and 

was screaming because she was in so much pain. They wanted to get her to the hospital, but was too late. They  told 

her she had some serious complications going on, and she really should be in the hospital, and they had a terrible time 

trying to deliver Sonny, and they had no choice and he was born on the kitchen floor. After they cut the umbilical cord 

they noticed the baby was blue and wrapped him in a blanket and rushed him to the hospital. They told Momma, he 

was a blue baby and needed a blood transfusion, then he would be fine and left the nurse there to wash and take care of 

her, and she assurd her the baby would be alet to come home the next day.  

Bridgetta was there everyday, and she took care of the baby, Momma and me, because Momma was so weak and was 

having a hard time, trying to get around. She insisted she go to the clinic and get checked. The doctor examined her 

and told her, that her insides were so badly torn up, that he warned her “You must not get pregnant again, because if 

you do, you will die.”  

Momma  him, “I have no control over what my husband does, or whether I get pregnant or not.”. He raised his 

eyebrows , “Mrs.  Mc Arow, there are ways to prevent getting pregnant, and that is what you need to do, if you want to 

live and raise your children.”  

Insulted he dare suggest such a thing,  she argued,. ”I’m a Catholic. I would be committing a mortal sin if I used any 

kind of  birth control.”  

The doctor threw his hands up,  “Oh! I see, you would rather die then use some form of birth control, to prevent you 

getting pregnant again. And what will happen to your children if you die? Will your hasband will take care of them?” 

When  she left the clinic, she was very unhappy.  

Bridgetta was taking care of us in our house, while Momma went to the clinic. When she came home, Bridgetta could 

see she was all upset and angry. Momma was making a pot of tea, and Bridgetta asked her what the doctor said that 

upset her. She was.embarrassed and she told her, Bridgettea stiffened and reminded her, “Sure and you would be 

committing a mortal sin if you did that.”  When Bridgetta got up to leave, she picked up her pocketbook and sighed. 

‘Oh! Myrtle, I don’t know what to do anymore. I am so unhappy. I wish to God  I had never married him. I was much 

happier by myself,in my own little apartment. He’s always drunk, just like your Tom. But at least Tom comes home at 

night. My husband doesn’t come home for days at a time, when he has a drinking binge.. God only know where he is, 

or if he’s dead or alive.” Momma didn’t know what to say, and put her arm around her, because she knew exactly how 

she felt. 

Then the following month, I was walking beside Momma and he had Sonny in the carriage, and we were going around 

the corner to see Bridgetta, because there had been a lot of snow we hadn’t been out for a few days. Momma stopped 

when she saw an ambulance in front of her house, and she saw them taking her out through the front window. She told 

the police who she was, and they told her her Bridgetta had been dead a couple of days,  and she knew it meant her 

husband hadn’t been home for a couple of days. They asked where he was, and she told them, she didn’t know but that 

it wasn’t unusual for him not to come home for a few days, when he was drinking.  Momma was heart broken, that she 

died all alone, and told them the address of where her brother, Father Thomas Gaffney was and the name of the rectory 

where he lived. When Daddy came home, she had him go to pay phone, and call to  see if he knew, and he told him, 

the police had already told him.. It wasn’t until the next day she found out Bridgetta had died from the flu, and her 

death just devastated Momma, knowing she had died alone,    

Every Sunday Uncle Mick went to see them, and bring a roast beef or a big chicken for dinner. While they were 

having a cup of tea, Daddy told him that  Myrtle was pregnant again and he  laughed telling him, “Would you believe 

the doctor told her she was going to die if she got pregnant again?”  Michael was stunned to hear she might die, but, 

didn’t say anything. Being a batchelor, he was emabarrassed and scratched his head and changed the subject.  
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He asked Tom, “Suppose I find a nice big apartment, near 125th Street, and I could move in with you,  share the rent 

and expenses, because I really miss you and Myrtle.It’s so lonely in that apartment, night after night since you left.” 

Daddy agreed because he liked it better when he could walk to work,  but living way uptown he had to take the trolley 

at 183rd Street and go sity blocks down to 125th Street  every morning, and when he finished he had to go all the way 

back 

When Momma heard what they had decided,  she was so happy to hear they were getting an apartment, even though 

they never asked her what she thought about it. Mick wasted no time and finding a nice big apartment, at 500 West 

131st Street. He helped them to move and was very happy they were settled and  back together again. As Momma’s 

time grew closer, she told Daddy she was going to Pennsylvania, because she wanted to be with her sister Vina, if she 

was going to die.” He flipped his hand and told her, “Go ahead, I don’t care’. he didn’t know, was she had already 

written her sister Vina, that she was so worried about what would happen to the children, if she should die, and asked 

Vina, to promise her that she would raise them for her.” And she wrote her back, that she promised she would.  

She packed a suitcase and said her ‘good-byes’. She was going to take a cab to the train station and had Sonny in her 

arms and a suitcase in her other hand, and I walked beside her, when Michael came running after her, seeing how she 

was trying to manage with the baby and a suitcase, and Daddy was drunk upstairs., and wssnt’t doing a thing to help 

her get to the train.  He took the suitcase and hailed a cab at the corner and took us to Pennsylvania Station. 

After he got us seated, he assured Momma he would pray for her and he felt sure, she was going to be alright, that she 

had to believe God would take care of her. When he left we saw him standing on the platform waving to us and we 

waved back to him. Momma sat there wondering, as the train passed through town after town,  if she would live to 

come back  

She thought how Daddy used Mick,  because he was his twin brother, and he was trying so hard to save his money, so 

he could.go back to Ireland and Daddy kept borrowing more and more money from him to pay his gambling debts, and 

he’d never refuse him. but he never paid him back.  Sitting there with Sonny on her lap and me on the other side, she 

knew she might die  

After a long and painful labor, Mary Jane was  born, Julay 6th,  five minutes after the Fourth of July,1928. and after all 

the worrying Momma had done, she lived. But, whatever happened to her, we had to stay atVina’s, because she was 

unable to lift her feet to walk or take care of the baby,  Sonny, or me. AuntVina had to take took care of all three of us 

for several months When  Momma began to be to get around, she could.shuffle along, and she went home even though 

she still had the problem, she couldn’t walk like she should.,. 

While Momma was gone, someone showed Daddy how he could make his own whiskey and he was making beer and 

whiskey in our bathtub, and would invite his friends up to play cards on Saturday nights. They’d drink his whiskey and 

get drunk, and while it digusted Mick to see what he was doing to himself, he’d usually go downtown and visit his 

sister Rose on Saturday nights, and have dinner. It was Uncle Mick not Daddy, that put up long iron railings on the 

walls, waist high,  so Momma could hold onto them and that was the only way she could get around for two years. It 

was a terrible struggle for her to get down five flights of stairs, and one of the neighbors would held bring us down  so 

we could in the sun across the street, where there was a big empty lot on the corner of Amsterdam, where the old 

Knickerbocker Hospital once stood 

and new hospital was across Amsterdam and up the hill on 131st and Convent Avenue,  across from the church. The 

empty lot was hidden by a row of tall billboards that faced Amsterdam, and  was an ideal place for mother’s to bring 

their children, so they could dig in the sand and fill their colorful tin pails, since there were no parks in the 

neighborhood. The mothers would bring a canvas folding chair to sit on, so their children should spend a couple hours 

in the sun every day.  

As the days went by,  the thought of being married to Daddy the rest of her life, was more than she could bear at times, 

and it made her wonder why Daddy drank the way he did,  when his sisters or brothers didn’t drink or gamble? His 

sister Rose was the oldest, and when she came to America, she worked and paid the way for her sister Florrie and three 

brothers, Michael, Thomas and Bernie to come over. Later on my father joined the U. S. Navy, even though he was a 

British subject, he served four years on the U.S.S. Black Hawk in WW1. In 1919 he became an American citizen, and 

with his experience in the navy with groceries, he got a job as  manager, with the James Butler stores, in New 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          804 

 

Rochelle, and Mount Vernon, New York, it was similar to the A & P stores. He was with them a few years, and moved 

in with his brother Mick and got a job down the block, and he worked Sheffield Farms delivering milk with a horse 

and wagon. 

Uncle Mick andDaddy were born in County Tyrone, Ireland on  May 17, 1897 and their mother, Eleanor died while 

giving birth to them. That same year their father would die from blood poisoning, because he  stepped on a rusty nail 

in the barn. The parish priest had to separate the eight children in order to find them homes, and even the twins were 

separted too, because no one wanted to take care of two little babies. Michael was raised by a family in town, and had 

a nice life, they kept him well dressed and he never had to work like Thomas did.. Thomas was raised on a farm by the 

Mc Aleer’s, and he worked very hard and  rarely saw his twin brother, Michael, or any of his isters and brothers.   

Uncle Mick was my God-father, and was extremely good to us. He opened a bank account for me on 125th Street and 

each year, instead of buying me presents for Christmas or my birthday, he  put the money in the bank for me. After he 

went to Ireland, Daddy took the money like he did with all the money Mrs. Eggleston gave them as a wedding present, 

and gambled it away,.and I never got any of it.  

One day Mick was taking a walk along Riverside Drive, and he met Mary, a lovely girl from Ireland. When he found 

out. she was saving her money to go back to Ireland too, they began to date and soon after, they decided to get 

married. They lived with us, until they had enough money to buy tickets to sail back to Ireland, and buy a house and a 

farm. Before they left, in 1930, they decided they wanted to help Momma, because Mick new, once they were gone, 

she was not going have any more money coming in for their room and board. So he and his wife Mary, decided to give 

her  money so she could attend a cooking school, and become a Certified French Chef, like she had always wanted to 

do. He figured that way, she could make enough money to support herself and the children, because Thomas was not 

supporting his own family. 

I was only six, when Uncle Mick left, but I never forgot him. .He was tall and Daddywas short and stocky, and the two 

of them were so different. Uncle Mick was so pleasant to be around, always laughing,  neat and clean. He wore a black 

bow tie and a starched white shirt everyday, .and had his laundry done by the Chinese laundry around the corner, 

where the entire family lived in the back, and his shoes used to shine all the time and his pants had a sharp crease in 

them, even though.he had but two pairs, one was in the dry cleaners, he wore the other pair  

But, Daddy didn’t care how he looked. Momma had to argue with him to change his clothes, because he would have 

spots on his ties and his trousers, but, for some reason  he made sure his shoes were shined, but we were the ones that 

had to shine them so he could his face in them, and he demanded we still do it,  when we were old enough to be 

working. 

When Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary was sailing to Ireland, all our Irish relatives came to see them off and to say their 

‘good-byes’, with tears and presents. Their state room was filled with “Bon Voyage’ signs and streamers, baskets of 

fruit and some of the men even sneaked whiskey on board, and for us it was a wonderful sight to see them laughing 

and talking, and so many of them saying, they were wishing they were going back to Ireland too.  When the ships horn 

sounded, to warn everyone to leave, we got so scared and wehugged and kissed them ‘good-bye’, and mobs of people 

were walking up all those flights of stairs to get up on top deck. We held on to Momma’s hand as we walked down the 

gang-plank and everyone stood on the pier with tears running down their faces as they looked up and waving, and just 

as many faces were looking down and waving back,  as they threw down a lot of confetti on all the people down 

below. There were men rrunning  around and taking off the thick hemp ropes that were holding the ship at the pier, 

and  Daddy had us  watch how the little tug boats were pulling the big ship out into the middle of the Hudson River, 

and turned it around so it could head south   

We stayed until we couldn’t see the smoke stacks anymore, and Momma told us it was going to  turn left when it 

reached the Battery and sail  past Staten Island,  and once it passed the Statue of Liberty then it was going to head out 

to the ocean. When we were walking along the long pier to go home,  all our aunts and uncles from Ireland, were 

wiping their eyes and Momma told us, the were probably wondering if they would ever  see them again, and they 

never did. 

When Uncle Mick left, Momma knew she had to find a full time job fast, because she didn’t make enough working 

part time as a French Chef,  to cover the bills every month for the  rent and groceries. Daddy wasn’t giving her any 
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money and it was always Uncle Mick that was helping her out with a bit of money here and there. 

They were thrilled they were able to see her graduate  become a Certified French Chef,  before they left,  and the 

school was sending her out to do luncheons or dinners. She now had a certificate with her name on it that stated she 

graduated from the Scientific School of Cooking, in New York City, as a Certified French Chef, with a white hat and 

all.  

While she was looking for a full time job, one day she was holding Mary Jane, who was three by then,  and she noticed 

a strange looking red spot on the inside of her thigh that looked just like a red raspberry. She immediately took her  to 

the Knickerbocker clinic to see what it was. Tthe doctor hated to tell her, that spot she had,  was cancerous and Mary 

Jane would need two years of radium treatments in the hospital. Momma almost fainted, when she heard him say that.  

Stunned by the terrible news, she went for  a second opinion, and that doctor said the ame thing, he confirmed it was 

cancer and Mary Jane would need at least two years of radium treatments.When Momma went home, she was crying 

and telling Daddy what the doctor found, and instead of caring or asking her about what it was, he got annoyed that 

she had interupted him, and snapped, “Can’t you see I’m busy reading paper, I’m not interested in hearing what the 

doctor said about Mary Jane, you’re suppose to take care of those kind of things, not me.”  

His total lack of concern made her realize all the more, the kind of man he really was,  he didn’t care about anyone but 

himself. He didn’t even see how upset she was having heard such devastating news. Her mind went round and round 

when she realized the situation she was in, as it was, she was working double shifts, doing luncheons and dinners to 

make enough money to run the house, and pay the neighbor who watched us in her apartment, until he came home. 

The thought of having to pay for radium treatments for two years, was more than she could handle. She had to find a 

full time job, and find a woman to take care of the children. 

.After Mick left, she noticed how his drinking had gotten worse because the shelves in the hall closet were filled with 

bottles of whiskey and beer he made and lined them up. Every time she saw them, she would have liked to smash 

everyone of them, knowing that his drinking was ruing her life and her children’s lives. Momma went to church and 

prayed God would help her to find  a work full time job and  the right woman to take care of the children.  

After the crash on Wall Street in 1929, the Depression lasted for the next twelve years, and times were hard all over, 

and as bad as things were, it was unheard of for a mother to leave her children and work, except if the father died or 

disappeared, then she had to go to work.  

The school was sending Momma to wealthy homes, to do luncheons and a dinners on the same day, because she 

needed the money. They often sent er to the home of Mr. and Mrs. Henry Hardon,  and  they liked her so much, they 

would always  ask they only send ‘Myrtle’..   

The thought of working full time frightened Momma, because it meant she had to live there and would be working 

seven days a week with only Sunday afternoons and evenings off.  I do believe, she took that kind of job so she could 

get away from Daddy. It was the end of August, 1930, and I was going to start school for the first time, and she had 

not found anyone she liked. 

By a twist of fate Momma found Anna  when she went to  Catholic Charities. And was asking them to help her find a 

woman she could trust, that would take care for her children, o she could work. . So many women that had come to 

America from Europe and Ireland, that were working in these rich homes, were let go during the Depression  and were  

looking for any kind of work. Most of them had wonderful references because they had been working for years in the 

homes, that had nine and ten in help. After the Crash, the bottom dropped out of the stock market, and so many people 

lost everything they had, and  had no choice but let most of the help go.  

While Momma was talking to one lady, Anna sitting at another desk, asking the lady to help her find her a job, where 

she could have three meals and a bed to sleep in, that she was destitute. She had worked for the same family for years 

and was let go like so many other maids., due to the Depression. There were no jobs anywhere, and Anna had no place 

to go. When the woman told Anna, the lady at the next desk was looking for someone to take care of her three small 

children, she shook her head and told herm she did not want to take care of  three small children. She called Momma 

over and she talked to Anna and convinced her to come  meet us, hoping if she met us, she might change her mind. 

She agreed to come and Momma told her how to get there.. 

I remember it so well, because it was September 5, 1931, my sixth birthday. After Anna was there awhile, Momma 
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could see she liked us and invited her to stay for dinnr and have some of the birthday cake. I will never forget how we 

sat at the table staring at Anna, when Momma told us she was going to be taking care of us and staying in Uncle 

Mick’s room down the hall. 

After dinner Anna helped Momma clear the table and we could hear them in the kitchen whispering,  and Momma 

kept walking in and looking  up at the big Westminster clock on top of the china closet. When it bonged six o’clock, 

she turned the radio on, then she brought  birthday cake in with my name written on it. The candles were lit and she 

was singing “Happy Birthday to you “ and I was so proud I could count the six candles and one to grow on.  

Anna was enjoying herself and sat there smiling as the candles flickered and hot wax was running down over top of 

the pink roses Momma made with confectionary sugar and food coloring.. It so pretty, I didn’t want her to cut into the 

cake, and she kept insisintg, ”Hurry up and make a wish, and blow them out,”  I did but Momma was acting so 

nervous and kept listening to what was on the radio. All of a sudden, her hand up and she went,  ”Shh …ssh … no 

more talking! Everyone be very quiet and  listen!” I wasn’t interested, I wanted a piece of my cake. Momma stood 

over by the big wooden radio that was on four big legs  and she  turned the volume way up saying, “ Uncle Don is 

going to make a very important announcement, and listen to what he is going to say!”  

We sat there looking at one another, and we heard,  “And a very Happy Birthday to Rose Mc Arow, up there on 

Amsterdam Avenue. Today, Rose is six years old, and I bet you, she can’t guess where her birthday present is?  Do 

you think she should look up on top of the china closet?” I was  amazed to hear my name coming from the radio and 

wondered how Uncle Don knew it was my birthday? I looked at Momma and told her, “Uncle Don is talking to me.”  

She jumped up from the table and got all excited telling Anna, ”I forgot where I told him I would put it. It’s  in the 

wrong place.”  Momma ran over to the sideboard and grab a box that was sitting ther and stuck it up in back of the 

clock, then she held me in her arms and stood in front of the china closet. Everyone was giggling because they heard 

what Uncle Don said, to reach in back the clock to get my present. I got it and was laughing.  When Momma put me 

down., I sat on the linoleum floor and was sure it was the big Momma doll, she promised to get me for my birthday, 

the day we were in Woolworth’s 5 &10..When I saw it, I showed her how  it opened and closed it’s eyes and had ong 

brown curls and it even said “Momma.’ when I moved it.  Momma asked me, “Would you like me to get that doll for 

your birthday.” And of course, I said, “Yes!”  

Mary Jane and Sonny sat beside me and watched me rip the paper off the box, and I looked in the box, there was no 

doll. It was a navy blue oil cloth raincoat and hat.  I was so disappointed I pushed it away from me, and looked at 

Momma and I started to cry. Momma knelt beside me, and asked me., “Why are you crying?  I thought you would 

love to have this nice raincoat for school.  You are going to need one, if it rains. The sun is not going to shine 

everyday.” I sobbed, “But, you promised me you were getting that big doll for my birthday!” Momma sat back and 

realized she had forgot about it and she felt so bad, she kissed me and said she was ‘so sorry’. The following 

Sunday,when she came home, she gave me the doll in a box,  wrapped up so pretty and I hugged and kissed her and 

had her listen to how it cried, “Mamma … Momma!.”  

                                                               

WhenAnna agreed to stay with us, Momma went downstairs to the drug store and called Mrs. Hardon, to let her know 

she could start working for her that week. Anna had to go to a friends house to get her things, and she found it difficult 

having to clumb oup five lflgiths of stiairs, and all she had was a small suitcase. My brother and I took her hand and 

showed her where her room was down the hall. Anna laughed when  we showed her the 3’ X 3’ box, Momma had  in 

the corner and told her, “It has lace curtains in it that a lady gave Momma, a long time ago,” and she didn’t mind that 

the box was in her room.  

Every winter, Mrs. Eggleston would send Momma a letter and tell her they were back in the city, and he wanted her to 

come and spend the afternoon wither her, and be sure to bring the children, and she alwayus included money for a tai 

cab  Still Momma would never let her know, what a terrible mistake she had made, or how terribly unhappy she was 

that Tom turned out to be the drunk and gambler just like she said he would, but she would not let her know that, nor 

did she ever let on he didn’t’ give her nay money and she had to leave the children and work full time. 

 

Our apartment was on the corner of  fifth floor on 131st Street and Amsterdam Avenue, and we could look up and 
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down Amsterdam,  and across the avenue,  up 131st Street was the boy’s school and the convent and the church on the 

north side.. The Knickerbocker Hospital was on the south side  On Convent Avenue a high stone wall went around the 

grounds of Manhattanville College that was one block wide and 5 blocks long, and it went from 130th to 135th Street. 

The girl’s school was in ther and the convent for  the Madames of the Sacred Heart, that taught us, but the boys had 

Domincian nuns on 131st Street, and their convent was connected to the back of the church. Down the block from the 

boys school was Cushman’s Funeral parlor on Amsterdam and it had a long navy blue awning that went out to the 

street and that was one place the kids avoided, and would  walk on the other side of the street rathern than go past that 

funeral parlor,  

That week, there was a lot going on in our house, because Momma was going to leave and start working for 

Mrs.Hardon  and was busy telling Anna all the things she should remember,  and I was so excited that I was going to 

start school. Momma told me, I was a big girl now and I had to walk to school by myself, because she was not going to 

be home with us any more. Anna would be living with us and taking care of us. Not that any of us even understood 

what it all meant.  

On the uptown corner of Amsterdam, down from the church and hospital was Cushman’s Funeral Parlor, and 

O’Leary’s Funeral Parlor wa on the next corner, at 130th Street. We could look down and what was going on over at 

Cushman’s Funeral parlor, only for those who could afford to be laid out there, but most families had their loved ones 

laid out in their living room of their homes, and on theoutside of the apartment house, they would hang a big black 

wreath.  

When there was a funeral over there, we would watch the pall bearers in their gray pin stripe suits and black ties, and 

see them carry the casket out to the waiting hearse, walking slowly under an awning that went out to the curb, and the 

familywalked  behind them and the women hid their faces, under long black veils that covered half their bodies, and 

helped into the back seat of the waiting limousines. Then all the cars went up the hill very slow, and turned at 133rd 

and go down Convent Avenue, and stop at the church, and they all went in and mass was said.   

Being it was my first day of school, I was so excited and happy, but  Momma, was very sad and nervous, that she had 

to leave us with Anna, and she was concrerned, because she didn’t know her that well. She was going to be gone seven 

days a week, because she was going to be working for Mr. and Mrs. Henry Hardon, and it was way downtown at 137 

East 66th Street.  But she made sure we understood, she would only be able to be home with us on Sunday afternoons.  

My first  day of school,  Momma went with me and explained that I was to wait at the corner of Amsterdam for the red 

light, and I was to look to my left, and to the right, before I put my foot off the curb .It was some time later, before 

they decided to assign policemen to certain corners during school hours, and they’d line up the children and when the 

light turned red, they’d walk them across Amsterdam Avenue,because it was  a big wide and busy  street, with trolley 

cars, trucks and taxi cabs always  going up and down the avenue.   

 

Momma held my hand and I proudly carried my new black and white composition book and new pencil box, and we 

walked up the hill on 131st Street with the other mothers and their children. We passed  the boys and saw the nuns 

lining the boys up outsde their school. At the hospital we turned down Convent Avenue and at the end of the block 

was our school. 

I went to pull my hand away from Momma, because I noticed none of the other girls were holding their mother’s hand, 

byt Momma wouldn’t let my hand go, she wanted to hold my hand. We walked through a big wrought iron gate, and 

when I saw the face of the nun lining up the new first graders, she looked at me and demanded  I get on line. I didn’t 

like her and I  panicked. and clung to Momma and begged her to let me go back home with her. Momma got all 

choked up and leaned down and kissed me quick and told me, “Don’t talk to anyone when you come home for lunch,  

and be sure you call up to the window, and don’t you dare go  across Amsterdam until either Anna or I come to the 

window and we will let you know when to cross.” I nodded, and she let my hand go, and I reluctantly got on line and 

we marched us two by two up the steps and into the school, and I did not want to be there and I turned and cried out to 

Momma, I want to go home with you.” and I saw Momma hurrying away and she left me there.  

In the classroom, we stood there until we were assigned a seat, by our height and I had to sit at the back of the room. 

The nun passed out the readers and bible history books, and we each got a catechism. We all had our own black and 
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white compostion books and pencils  and when she started to teach us, our numbers and letter of the alphabet,   I 

wondered why I had to be there when I already knew my numbers and how to print my name.  The nun spent the 

morning telling us all the things we had to do, and I was startled when a loud bell went off and the nun told us,  it was 

time for us to go home for lunch, and we better be back on time, or we would be punished.’  

We marched two by two out to the gate, where the mothers were  waiting, and.I walked with their girls down 131st 

Street and we all stood at the corner of Amsteram and waited for the light to turn red light, then everyone ran across 

Amsterdam  But, I stood there screeching up to our window on the 5th  floor, “Momma! Momma,”  and the mothers 

insisted I go with them. I shook my head, “I can’t. I have to wait for my mother to look out the window and cross me.” 

Soon everyone had gone home for lunch, and I was hoarse from trying to call Momma. When I realized I was all alone 

and next to the Cushman’s Funeral Parlor,  I panicked, and kept staring over at it because I was scared out of my mind, 

after hearing some weird stories about the ghosts that live in there.. Then I worried I was going to be late getting back 

to school, and the nun would punish me, and I called up to the window again, and Momma never heard me. 

That morning Momma was so busy running around, she forgot I was coming home for lunch around noon.and I’d be 

standing on the corner waiting to be crossed.. She had so many things that had to get done, being she was starting her 

new job the next morning. She kept twriting things down in a book that Anna should know.  In case of an emergency, 

she wrote down  Mrs. Hardon’s address and phone number, but we didn’t have a phone. 

I couldn’t wait any more, because I’d surely get in trouble at school.I decided Momma must have forgotten about me 

and I would just have to cross Amsterdam by myself.  I stepped out between the two cars parked on Amterdam, and 

looked both ways. 

I never noticed the taxi down at 130th Street, just turned the corner and was starting up the hill and I ran out right in 

front of him. He hit me so hard I went flying through the air and landed on the other corner, under Cushman’s Funeral 

Parlor’s long navy blue awning. I laid there and my head hurt so bad it was throbbing, because when I landed I hit my 

head on the sidewalk, and I hurt all over, my elbows and my knees were throbbing, they hurt so. 

As I laid there, I couldn’t move and wondered was I dead because I was on my back and I saw the sign on the door,, 

“Cushman’ Funeral Parlor” I heard a door squeak open and one of the undertakers walked out in a gray pin-stripe suit 

and black tie, and leaned over me and looked at my face, and asked me, “Good Lord …you alright?”  I tried to keep 

my eyes open  to let him know I wasn’t dead, so he wouldn’t bring me inside. For some reason I couldn’t talk and I 

felt like 

When I ran in front of the taxi, Momma heard the squeal of brakes downstairs,she looked out the window, and  

remembered I was suppose to come home from school at noon for lunch, and I should have been  standing on the 

corner. She saw a crowd of people standing in front of Cushman’s Funeral Parlor, and hollered down to a neighbor 

standing downstairs,. “What happened?” She told her a little girl got hit by a taxi cab.”  

Momma turned around and screamed at Anna “Oh dear God, I wonder if that was Rose that got hit by that taxi.”  She 

ran out of the house and down the five flights of stairs and hurried across Amsterdam Avenue,just as the ambulance 

pulled away. Seeing the taxi cab driver handing his license to the policeman,  Momma barged in telling the officer, “I 

think that was my little girl that got hit,…do you know what her name was?.” He told her, “Well, one of the women 

told us it was , Rose Mc Arow , is she your daughter?” Momma cried, “Is she alright?” The policeman told her,  

“Mam, I wouldn’t know, the ambulance just took her to Emergency around the block.”   

The cabbie kept apologizing to Momma and trying to explain to her, “Mrs…Please believe me, it wasn’t my fault. 

Your little girl stepped out between two cars and  ran right out in front of my cab. I just turned the corner and was 

starting up the hill … and  there she was in front of me.. I tried to stop, but  it was too late, I hit her and saw her flying 

through the air and prayed to God I didn’t kill her.”  

Momma was crying so hard, he asked the officer, could he take her over to the hospital. He told him, he could that he 

would meet him  there, because he had more questions to ask him.When they walked into  Emergency,. Momma found 

the doctor that was examining me and she was crying do hard, he told her, ”Calm down mother! Your daughter is 

going to be alright. She’s a lucky l girl,  I hope she knows that and is more careful in the future.  She has a concussion 

and some scrapes on her elbows and knees,  but there’s no broken bones, and best of all, she is alive!.” Momma slid 

down into the nearby chair and was wiping her eyes when he told her. “She has stay quiet for a while,  no school for a 
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couple of days and I want to check her back her, in a couple of days.” The nurse wrapped so much gauze around my 

head.  I complained because my head hurt so bad, andt he doctor explained, “Of course it hurts. You were thrown way 

up in the air and when you came down, your head hit the sidewalk, and yes,  it ‘s going to hurt for awhile.” He didn’t 

give me anything for the pain and warned me, “I will let you go home if you promise to stay quiet, and that means no 

running around or playing ball.”  

As young as I was, I never forgot the sad, sad face of that  taxi cab man because he  felt so bad t he hit me with his taxi 

cab.. After the cop finished talking  to him, he came over and stayed with Momma.and told her  he had two little girls 

around my age, and he knew how he’d feel if that had happened to one of them. Then one of the cops came in and 

started asking me questions.  

I told him exactly what happened and admitted  I ran out in front of his taxi cab, and he wrote down everything I said, 

while eyeing and nodding at the taxi cab driver that was standing there.  

hey had bandaged my head so that I looked like a turban  and the cabbie insisted on taking us home. But, when he 

wanted to carry me up the five flights of stairs, Momma wouldn’t let him. She was so mad at me because I didn’t listen 

to her and  she  told him, “She can walk up the stairs by herself”  He wouldn’t hear of it and he carried me up the five 

flights of stairs..Anna had the door open and he put me down in the big soft chair.  “You sure you are alright?” 

Momma told him, “She’ll be fine.” She went in the kitchen and madee a pot of coffee and out three cups and saucers 

and an apple pie she made the day before. She let me get in her bed andput lots of pillows behind me and Anna  stood 

there wringing her hands and praying to St. Theresa, because she felt it was her fault because she didn’t’ go to the 

window and check to see if I was there, and she whispered,  that she was going to light candles for me in church that 

very night. 

Leaving, the cabbie slipped some money in Momma’s hand, and he apologized to her again,  for what happened.  

Momma told him, “It wasn’t your fault!  Rose didn’t do what she was told. I told to wait on that corner until either 

Anna or I came to the window, and she didn’t listen. I hope she learned her lesson..” Looking down at the floor and he 

quietly told her, “But, Mrs. she’s only a little girl, she doesn’t know how to cross a big street like that yet!”  

He came back later that day with his two girls and brought me a box of cookies and have me card his girls made me..  

He asked Momma. ” Is it alright I brought my girls to cheer your little girl up?”  Momma nodded and he gave her a big 

grin, and the girls talked, but they didn’t stay long. 

A few days later, he came back with the two little girls again and they brought me several colorful cards they made, 

and a small bag of jelly beans.  Momma was touched to see how he cared and  

 

For years the hallways going upstairs, always reeked from the horrible smell of mash, and no matter how old I got to 

be, Inever forgot how I hated that awful smell 

One Sunday, when Momma came home she was glad, when we told her that  Daddy had gone to a baseball game with 

his friends. She made herself a cup of coffee, and went to the hall closet to get a clean disht owel, and, seeing how 

many bottles of whiskey and beer Daddy had on the shelves, she got so mad. she opened the dumbwaiter and threw all 

the paraphernailia he  made the whiskey and beer with down in the cellar. When Daddy came home and discovered 

what she done, they had such a fight. He was he was like a crazy man screaming at her, wanting to know what she did 

with it. She told him, and he ran down to the cellar, only to find everything in a pile and broken. Of course,  the next 

day everything she threw out, he replaced. 

After Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary went back to Ireland to live, things at from went from bad to worse. Momma could 

no longer afford to pay  $25 a month  for the apartment at 131st, and the landlord sent a letter saying, we had to move 

or be evicted. Momma found five rooms that were ehapers, up on 136th Street, next to City College and we moved in. 

She had such a hard time, trying to pay the rent and the food bills, and she was paying for the radium treatments Mary 

Jane was getting on her leg, for two years, with no help whatsoever from Daddy.  

It took four years, before Momma confessed to Mrs. Eggleston, that she wa right,  her life with Thomas, turned out to 

be just terrible, just like she said it would be, and that was why she had to work. Then she broke down and told her,  

they discovered cancer on Mary Jane’s leg, and whe will continue to have radium treatments for it, for the next two 

years. .   
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Mrs. Eggleston was shocked to hear what was going on and she neer told her., “Why didn’t you  mention any of this 

before?”  She insisted she take Mary Jane to her doctor to get his opinion.and picked up the phone and spoike to him, 

and made an appointment for him to see her. After she went, hthe doctor congirmed what the other doctors said, and, 

Mrs. Eggleton wanted her doocotr to take care of her and send her to his hospital for the next two years, and that she 

would take care of all medical bills and radium treatments Mary Jane needed, but she would not pay for nay 

househaold ependuitures, because that was Thomas’s responsibility to take care of his family. 

Prohibition was over by1933, and Daddy kept making his whiskey and beer. Then one day he decided he wasn’t going 

to make it anymore, because it was too much work. He ordered Anna to buy it for him when she went food shopping 

everyday. When Momma heard what he was doing,,  she had a fit. and she warned Anna,  not to use any of her money 

she gave her for the house, ‘for whiskey and beer for him! If he wanted whiskey and beer, he was to give her the 

money first, and she could get it.  Once a week he handed over just enough money to cover what he wanted.. 

Everyday, except Sunday, Annd went downstairs and did the food shopping, but she always stopped and gossiped with 

the women standing on the stoop, before she conintued on. She carried her big pocketbook in one hand and carried two 

black oil cloth shopping bags over her other arm, one was for groceries, and one for the whiskey, beer and two packs 

of Camels. Because all the stores were closed on Sunday, except the candy store, drug store and the saloon, every 

Saturday she had to make two trips, so Daddy would have his whiskey, beer and cigarettes.   

Even though  

With all the expenses Momma had,  she had a hard time trying to scrape together enough money, and we had moved to 

a cheaper apartment up in the back on the fifth floor When I think how hard she had to work all her married life 

because of Daddy. I remember how it used to bother me, knowing he would never miss going to mass every Sunday 

and sit up front, ‘looking holier than thou!’ because he had no conscience?  It bother him in the least, that we were 

without Momma and she had to work so hard, because of him. He was such a horrible man, he drank and gambled 

away all the money he should have been giving Momma, to take care of his family.  

To think that he lived there all those years and never gave her any money towards the steak dinners he demanded, and 

not once in a while, but every day of the week. Yet, we weren’t allowed to have steak and he could?  If Anna would 

broil half a chicken and give it to him, how he’d complain and get mad about it.  

 

All those years Anna was with us, she was never sick a day, except she would get hay fever and asthma every fall, 

without fail. This was a woman who went to mass every morning, in the rain or snow and never missed a Sunday 

going to visit her Irish ladyfriends downtown, that she used to work with in the Hamptons, when they had nine and ten 

in help..During the Depression, most all the maids had to be let go. The strange thing was, Anna never received a 

letter, a Christmas Card or birthday card, while she lived us, and she was with us from 1931-60, when she died.  

It was amazing how little we ever knew about Anna because she never talked about what her life was like growing up, 

other than that she was brought up in an orphanage in Wexford, Ireland, and when she came to America she worked as 

a kitchen maid.in a rich house for 11 years. And every month, since 1931, shesent a money order to pay for a trunk she 

had in storage in Brooklyn, but  never said what was it it .Then during Christmas week,.every year without fail, Anna 

told us she was going to take the train and visit her cousins in Morristown, New Jersey, but when she came back. she 

never said a word about what she ate or did while she was there..It was funny, the week before she went, she’d go to 

Blumstein’s, and every year she’d buy herself a new navy blue crepe dress, a navy blue felt hat, and a  big black 

pocketbook. Gget the same hair cut, because she wore it straight and parted on the side since the day she came to us.  

There was no mention of the cousins again until the following year, and they never got in touch with her all year long, 

not a birthday card or Chirstmas card. . Momma used to say,  she doubted very much there were such ‘cousins’,  she 

figured, being Anna was an orphan, she made them up so she could say she had a family too! Little did we know, how 

wrong we were to assume that..   

In January of 1960, it was snowing andMary Jane was going food shopping. When she went in the store, she sawAnna 

standing inside the supermarket and she asked her, “Are you alright, you look awful” Anna had a hard time trying to 

tell her, “I  feel  so sick, that I can’t walk back home.”  Mary Jane was so worried that she  put her in a cab and took 

her right to the hospital, and she waited to see what they had to say. A doctor came out and asked,”Are you a relative 
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of Anna Furlong?”  She said,” No, but she has lived with us for thirty years, and considers us her family.” He told her, 

“Anna had stomach cancer and we need to operate on her right away, but I don’t think she is going to make it.”. Mary 

Jane stayed with her, and she died the next day . 

Mary Jane took it very hard, because Anna brought her up since she was three years old. She called to tell me,  and 

was crying and so upset. We lived in Pittsburgh at the time, and it was a shock whe I heard Anna had died,. I was 

crying and she sobbed  “Who do I notify? I don’t know if Anna really has relatives in Morriston, New Jersey, or not or 

what their names are.”  Momma had a one day funeral service for Anna at Cushman’s Funeral Parlor/ I couldn’t go, 

and I felt so bad. The funeral was the next day, and Fred was working in another state, it was snowing out, and. I had 

four small children, and being7 months pregnant. would mean driving 500 miles up and down  all those mountains in 

that snow,  I decided it was too dangerous for me to go..   

Then twenty three years after Anna died,  I was working for Corham Flower Company and my job took me a different 

department stores like Macy’s, B. Altman’s in the city, Gimbels, A& S,  on Long I sland, where I did their flower 

arrangements. One day I was in A & S  Department store in Hempstead, Long Island,  and my boss, Jim Laudicio was 

writing  an order for flowers they needed and he happened to mention, when he came in, “I just saw some of  big shots 

from Brooklyn,  walking around in the gift department.” When they spotted Jim, they came over and shook his hand 

and they talked, since they knew him for years.  Jim introduced me to them and when I heard him say, “And this is 

Mr.. Furlong, he’s laughed and teased, “He’s one one of the head men from the main office in Brooklyn,” I looked at 

Mr. Furlong, he was very handsome man with grey-hair. and as he was shaking my hand I had to ask,  “Would you 

happen to live in Morristown, New Jersey?”  Jim gave me the eye,  as if I shouldn’t have asked him such a personal 

question. Mr. Furlong stood there, looking me up and down and sort of smiled and asked me cautiously, “Yes, I do, 

but how would you know that?”  

 

I don’t know who was more surprised., him or me that I asked,   “Did you ever have a cousin named Anna Furlong  

who visited you every Christmas, that was from Wexford, Ireland?” 

His face lit up, “Why yes, I do, she’s my cousin, we call her Johanna. Do you mean you know where she is? We didn’t 

know what happened to her for the past twenty years,, and we had no way of getting in touch with her. For some 

reason, she never wanted us to know where she worked or lived. I guess, she must be at least, ninety by now! Please 

give me her address, so I can get in touch with her.” 

 

It was the  strangest feeling to meet a man who was Anna’s cousin and I felt terrible because  we never believed her, 

we used to think she just  let us think she had family becaue she was an orphan. .Wht surprised me, I could tell  he was 

relieved where she was, and I felt bad that.I had to tell him, “Well, I’m afraid Anna died in 1960, of stomach cancer. 

She was 65., but she died ver fast.she was food shopping and my sister saw her there, and she was grimacing in pain, 

and looked like she was going to opassout, and she called a taxi and rook her ight up the the hoptal,a block away. They 

exacined her and told my sister she had stomach cancer, and they operated on her, and Anna died the next day. It was 

hard to believe in all the years we knew Anna, she was never sick a day in her life, she never even had a  cold, but she 

would hay fever in the fall. . 
My mother had the funeral for her, and we didn’t know any of her relatives or if there really was a cousin she always talked that lived about in 

Morristown. Anna would tell us sheshe would take tthe train to go see them. Morristown, New Jersey, but she never 

mentioned their name, and she never got a Chirstmas rd from them, so we assumed there were so such cousins. Anna 

lived with us for thrity years and she was the sweetest and  kindest person I ever knew, and we loved her.”  

 
I watched how Mr. Furlong eyes kept blinkgin as he listend to me, and he agreeing with what Isaid about Anna.. I could tell by the expression 

on his face, he was  puzzled by what Ijust said,  that Anna lived was with us for thirty years and knew he was going to questions me about.her 

liign with us. I felt, since Anna never wanted him to know anything about her life. I wasn’t going to tell him, and I was relieve that he didn’t 

ask me. To change the subject, I let him know,  “ I have a very nice little picture of Anna when she was sixteen. It taken 

in a studio in Wexford, Ireland, would you like to have it?”   
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He said, “Why, yes, I would, that is, if you would’t mind giving it to me. We couldn’t imagine what happened to 

Johanna, because she came to see us every Christmas, for as long as I can remember. And,around 1960, she stopped 

coming, and the shame of it was,  we had no way of getting in touch with her. I never could figure out why, after all 

the years she came to see us,  she would never tell us where she was working, in case we ever wanted to get in touch 

with her.”  

I looked at him, and wondered why too? I figured she probably felt , they were well off and she had nothing,  she 

would rather not let them know what her life was really like, living with us?. 

I couldn’t help think. how strange it was that after Anna was dead twenty years, I meet the cousin Anna always talked 

about going to see every Christmas in Morristown and h e was genuintely interested in knowing what happened to her, 

that she didn’t come see them anymore?  

 

When I went home, he had no idea how I searched for that picture and I could not find it.  I called Momma in New 

Jersey, to see if she had it? She insisted she gave it to me a long time ago I was embarrassed, to tell Mr. Furlong,. I 

could not find that picture. When I’d be doing flowers at A&S in Hempstaed,  he’d call and ask, ‘Did you happened to  

find that picture of Johanna?” I’d have to tell  him, “No, but I’m going to keep looking for it until I do.” but, I didn’t 

find it. 

 
That was 1985, and a few months later, Fred decidedto retire at sixty, and we moved to Florida/ Within the month we put the house on the 

market and  flew down to Florida and found a house, and one month later we had moved in. Then Momma came to live with us om 

1989, and when she died of cancer in 1991, I was going through some of her things, and came across some of Earl’s 

cards and letters, and some pictures and she had saved in a tin box, and there was Anna’s picture. I guess she forgot 

she must have taken it back from me   

 

I called Mr. Furlong several times from Florida to tell him, only to be transferred here and there and they’d ask, ‘what 

department is he in, or what is his first name?’ I didn’t know.either so  I gave up and  put Anna’s picture in our family 

album.  I didn’t think to see if his name was in the phone book in Morristown. and my son looked it up recently, and  

his  name wasn’t listed.  

 

LIFE IN NEW YORK CITY DURING WWII  

 

When the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor, on December 7th  1941, it was a Sunday morning. .I was 16, and had gone to 

mass with my girlfriends,  Rita o’Shaughnessy and Ellen Young. We had no idea whathappened, and after mass being 

it was such a beautiful brisk morning, twe went for  a walk down around Grant’s Tomb and spent the afternoon 

walking along Riverside Drive. 

When we went home, Ellen went to her house and I went home with Rita. We opened the door and walked in and 

found her her mother and her brothers and sisters crying and standing around their big wooden radio. Mrs. 

O’Shaughnessy was telling us…..‘shhhh , because they were trying to listen to radio/and that was when we heard the 

Japanesse had bomed Pearl Harbor. I knew Rita’s twin brother, David was in the Pacific on the aircraft carrier, USS.. 

Lexington, and thatwas why they were glued to the roado and trying to hear if David’s ship was one of ships that were 

sunk by the Japanese at PearlHarbor that morning..  No one spoke, we only listened. Rita stood next to me  bawling 

her eyes out, nd so was her mother and Mary and Babyo and then we heard the USS Lexington was not sunk.  

 
Mrs. O’Shaughnessy wiped her eyes and was so relieved to know  David’s ship was not one f the that got hit, and thousands of navy men were 

killed while they slept . Everyone was frightened when we heard President Roosevelt declared war. No one knew what to 

expect, it meant we were not only at war with Japan,  now we were at war with the Germany too.  

 

A lot of changes took  place during the war, we learned what the word ‘rationed’ meant, when everyone got ration 

books and we were only allowed  so much meat for each family, and butter got scare. and we learned to use oleo, and 
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sugar was hard to get.. Gas was rationed, but that didn’t effect us, only the people who had cars that had to get to work 

in them.. Living in the city most people had no problem getting atround, because we had the bus and subway.  

There were a lot of people had to use their car to get to work, especially the people who  worked in the defense plants 

or anything connected to the war. They got ration books for only the gas they needed to get tto work and  back, but 

that was it. If they ran out of gas, it was their problem. they did not get more than they were allowed..   

Everyone one in the city had to put up shades that were black on one side and white on the other side, it was the law, 

you had to have them on every window. Once the air-raid siren went off,  all the shades had to be  pulled down 

immediately, and not the slightest bit of light was allowed to be seen.  If one of the air raid wardens saw any light 

coming from your windpw, he would knock on your door and  and tell you,  to cover up your window, and you had to 

use tape if necessary..  

With the war on there were hardly any men left at home, because most all the fathers, sons and husbands had to go to 

war and the war lasted four years and nine months.  The war interrupted and changed almost everybody’s lives. 

Women went to work and did the jobs that only men used to do, they were building airplanes, riveting battleships 

together, andthey worked just as hard as the men did and they sure surprised all the old timers, what they were capable 

of doing. 

During the war, so many marriages ended in divorce. The men and women  began sending what was called, ‘Dear 

John” letters to their husbands and wives, boyfriends and girlfriends, and it was especially hard on the men that were  

under so much stress fighting a war, that a lot of them committed suicide. The USO did more for the boys than anyone 

could have ever imagined, they kept up their moral with the kind of entertainment they brought them, right up to the 

front where they were fighting, on land and aboard the big ships at sea. 

A good many women were pregnant and got pregnant when their husbands left to go overseas, and the fathers never 

got to see  their babies, except in pictures,  until they were five years old, and so many children were too young to even 

remember their fathers, and they were afraid of them when they came back from the war, and went to pick them up 

and hug them..  

Our lives continued much like it was before the war. Saturday afternoons I’d meet Rita, Ellen and Kathleen, and we’d 

go skating down Riverside Drive and end up at Grant’s Tomb. Across the stree was the famous Riverside Church, that 

was built by the Rockefellers. Being we were Catholics, we could only admire the outside of the church because we 

were not allowed inside any Protestant Church, not even Aunt Vina’s Baptist Church, where we spent every summer..  

We had to sit outside the church, in the hot car and wait for Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry and her family, until they 

came out after services. O 

In fact,  Mother Mc Carthy preached to us, never buy anything in a store, owned by Jewish people, because they 

crucified Christ. that wsn’t so, but what did we know back then.  We believed everything we were told.. Little did 

those nuns know the pain and confusion it caused us while we were growing up. I loved Aunt Vina and it broke my 

heart to think because she was a Baptist, she was doomed and wasn’t allowed to go to heaven because she wasn’t a 

Catholic!  

It was the day after the Fourth of July, and Momma was packing to go back to the city with Daddy. Aunt Vina sat on 

the end of the bed and told her . ”Myrtle, before you leave, there’s something I’ve been wanting to talk to you about 

for sometime. I don’t think you know how it hurts me to think you are allowing your children to grow up thinking the 

Catholic religion is the only true religion and they are forbidden to go in any Protestant church. How dare those nuns 

teach them something like that. It is not right and you know it? I love them, and I don’t like that they have to sit 

outside in a hot car, because they aren’t allowed to come in our church.  For heaven’s sakes, Myrtle, you were brought 

up a Baptist  and the only reason you became a Catholic, was so you could marry Tom, when Earl jilted you. When 

Aunt Vine adopted me,  she changed my religion when I was nine, and raised me as a Catholic. and I went back to 

being a Baptist when I married Henry, and we raised our children Baptists.  

Momma bit her lip and told her, “Vina,  the last thing I want to do is argue about religion. Yes, you are right, they 

should be allowed to go in your church or in any Protestant church. God is God, no matter where you are.   

Before I leave, I will tell the children, they can go in your church  with you.” When Momma told us, we were so happy 

but she said,  ”You are not to tell the priest in confession or the nuns in school, I let you go to a Protestant church, they 
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just wouldn’t understand.”  And the following Sunday, we got a;; dressed up, because we were allowed to go in Aunt 

Vina’s church. We put on our good pink organdy dresses and she tied a big bow in the back and we wore our good 

shiny patent leather shoes with white socks. Going in, Aunt Vina smiled at the minister standing at the front door, and 

he nodded and smiled at her and to us. We felt so important walking down the aisle with Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry 

and Roseanna, and we were looking all around in the little church, and comparing to the huge stone church we went to, 

and we could hear everyone whispering and gawking at us as we walked by.  

The following Sunday, the minister and his wife stood outside the church,welcoming every one as we walked in. They 

shook our hands and asked  if we would we like to sit with the other children at the  table in the back of the church?  

Aunt Vina looked at us, and let it be our decision.  We decided to sit at the table  with the other children that were busy 

eyeing us up and down,. and the minister explained to  them, we were from New York City, and every summer we 

stayed with our aunt and uncle,  and they gave us crayons and Bible pictures to color. 

It took  years, before the Catholic church changed what they preached. It was a terrible thing to forbid Catholics  from 

entering a Protestant church, and tell children they shouldn’t buy anything in a store owned by a Jew, because’they’ 

killed Jesus’, when Jesus was a Jew and it was the Romans that crucified him. B,ut that was how they punihed all the 

other criminals. And I heard they had stopped teaching,  that the Catholic religion was the only true religion.   

In the 1990’s, my daughter Valerie told me at St. Joan of Arc, in Boca Raton, Florida,  there is an annual religious 

exchange between the Synagogue and the Catholic Church. every year. The Rabbi and the Cantor from the Synagogue 

go to St. Joan of Arc’s, they  sing and give a sermon to the congregation. And on Saturday the priest walks across the 

street and gives a sermon to the members of the Synagogue,  Year round, they share one an other’s parking lots, when 

they have so many cars on their holy days  they use St. Joan of Arc’s parking lots. When the Catholic Church has the 

same problem  at Easter and Christmas, they use park in their parking lot. They  

             have come a long way, since I went to a Catholic school.     

  

            Where we lived on Amsterdam Avneue, we could skate or walk to many interesting places, like Grant’s Tomb, the 

Riverside Church, Columbia University, the International House for Foreign Students and the Juilliard School of 

Music, where only the most talented studentslearned to sing operas and play different instruments. A few blocks up 

from our house,  we lived, was the home of Alexander Hamilton, a small and old house on Convent Avenue, and down 

from his house, was City College, with it’s many beautiful buildings. green lawns and  trees filled with all kinds of 

birds singing. Rita and I liked to walk up there during the war, and bring a small blanket to sit on . Wea would sit and 

talk, amd watch how many the mothers and no fathers, were taking a walk  along with her children, or they’d sit on the 

low wide walls separated the paths from the grass. The building were really beautiful to look at and unusal because 

they. were all made from the same sparkling black and white stones. Rita would tell me how worried she was about 

her brother David, being in the Pacific, on the U.S.S. LEXINGTON, Aircraft Carrier, because we both knew how 

many aircraft carriers had been sunk by the Japanese, because they were a perfect target , sitting in the middle of the 

ocean.   

.  

ENTRANCE TO THE BEAUTIFUL BUILDINGS OF CITY COLLEGE. 
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.            

CITY COLLEGE OF THE CITY OF NEW YORK 

 

Lewisohn Stadium was part of City College and it was two blocks big, and went from 136th  to 138th  Street, between 

Amsterdam and Convent Avenues. That was where they heldt heir football games in the fall and winter, and across the 

street from it, on Convent Avenue, was their  baseball field where the men in the neighborhood enjoyed going,  to 

watch them play.  

Across the street  from  the stadium, on Amsterdam Avenue was the Jewish Orphan’s Home. that was built on two city 

blocks, during  the late 1800’s. The grounds were enclosed with a black wrought iron fence, that went from 136th  to 

138th Street and all the buildings were made from the same dark red brick. We weren’t allowed in, but we did like to 

peek in at the  beautiful lawns and huge shade trees,and see the children running around and playing. 

The only time we were allowed in was when the city put on plays there. Every Saturday morning, the children in the 

neighborhood were invited to go to there and see the the WPA put on another wonderful fairy story. When they 

opened the gates,  all the happy children standing outside would pour in and be escorted by the older children in the 

orphanage, and they showed us where we were to sit on the lawn and wait for the play to begin and we were warned us 

if we weren’t quiet,, we had to leave.  

We sat there and anxiously waited for them to raise the long panel, that hung down on the long side of the trailer  and 

it would magically become the stage with beautiufl scenery and real actresses and actors played their parts, while the 

music played and we’d be lost in the wonderful world of make-believe. When it was over,  we’d clap and clap,  we 
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didn’t want it to end. 

The WPA had  programs like that going on throughout the city, during the Depression,  and they put on such 

wonderful plays for the children. I am sure they had no idea the joy it gave so many of us, while we sat there on the 

grass, and breathelssly watched, “Jack in the Beanstalk”, climb up a  big green stalk with big green leaves on it, and 

the “The Princess and the Pea”, that had several mattresses piled up so high,  and we were fascinated how the Princess 

was laying up on top of them and she feel that ‘pea’.  King Midas, the king that wore no clothes, made the kids scream 

and howl with laughter as they watched, hoping to see more than they dared to show. I have never forgotten what it 

was like when we used to sit there with all the kids from the orphanage and the kids in the neighborhood clapping and 

clapping and wishing it wasn’t over. di    

The Lewisohn Stadium was two blocks big an dit was between 136th and 137th . The students of City College played  

football there in the winter, and ian the summer it was an open-air theater with a stage. We lived in one of the 

apartment houses that was on 136th Street that faced the back of the stadium, and down the block on the corner of 

Convent Avenue, was the water station that had a lawn, which was unusal to see in the city. 

Our stoop faced the end of the stadium.,a huge concrete wall about 35 feet high and the young boys enjoyed playing 

ball up against the blank wall, In the summer the stadium was packed every night with hundreds of people that came to 

sit under the stars and to hear such beautiful music They came by subway, trolley cars and taxi cabs, and the more 

fortunate ones came in their own car. There was always plenty of room  to park on either sids of our street, because no 

one on our block owned a car.There were long lines of people on Amsterdam Avenue, before the show started, where 

they bought  tickets that cost 25 cents each.. Some of the most popular artists in the world, performed on that 

stage.They put on well-known operas, piano recitals, and some very famous violinists played ther , and leading soloists 

sang popular arias from different operas, and th e p;eople loved it.. We never went, because, it cost 25 cents to get in. 

Intsead, We would sit on the stoop and listen because we could hear everything what was going on in the stadium. A 

lot of the tenant would go on the roof, because they could see the stage and hear the music/ Momma forbid us to go up 

there at night, for obvious reasons,  we didn’t undertand then.. 

Boys around fourteen and fifteen would make money by standing round and waiting because they could make ten 

cents, when they’d see people park their cars and lock the doors. They’d look around and seem nervous they had to 

park in our neighborhood, and would ask one of the boys, “Hey kid, I’ll give you ten cents, if you watch my car while 

I’m in at the concert.” The boys would run over and they’d flip them a nickel and say, ”When I come back, you’ll get 

the other nickel.”  The boys sat on the fenders and guarded those cars with their lives. They felt very responsible for 

them, and they’d sit there even though their rear ends got tired and hurt, and walk around a bit and get right back on 

the fender, They’d, and talk back and forth to the other guys sitting on cars that werewaiting for the owners  to come 

back. Then they’d get the other nickel, and go home happy, because a dime was a lot of money to them, during those 

Depression days.  

When Momma fouind rooms and moved us to 1508 Amsterdam, we were so happy we were living on the first floor in 

the front. We would go with all the kids in the neighborhood to the Del Mar and walk down the 135th Street hill and 

turn up Broadway. Wheneverwe’d pass the White Tower,  and smell those hamburgers, we’d be salivating just from 

just the smell of them cooking, not that we ever allowed to have one of them..  

The doors opened at 10 o’clock, and we’d be waiting in line and hand the lady in the booth our dime. She’d give us 

our ticket and we’d stare at her and be quietly giggling seeing the black make-up she had on her eyes and her lips 

bright red from so much lipstick.. She’d turn around and warn us, ”If you kids are chewing any gum, spit out, because 

you can’t go inside if you are.” We’d open our mouths wide and show her we didn’t have any and open our little 

brown paper bag with our peanut butter sandwich, to show her we didn’t’ have any. We’d give the man our ticket and 

he’d tear it and half, and we sat there until five oclock, and go home together.   

When I used to help one of the elderly ladies in our building, and carry her heavy grocery bags upstairs for her., she’d 

open her pocketbook and give me a penny and pat me on the head and tell me, “Thank you, I appreciated your carry 

those bags for me.” I didn’t want to take it, but she’d inist. Then I ’d  run downstairs with my penny, thinking what I 

was going to buy with the penny in the candy store, (that was before we owned it)  I’d walk back and forth, looking in 

the glass counter where all the candy was neatly lined up in glass trays.and tell the man, I’ll take a lollipop, no,  a gum 
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ball, and be eyeing a NESTLE’S chocolate bar with nuts, that cost two cents, which I didn’t have, and I’d buy the 

lollipop and enjoy every lick down to the wooden stick. 

One day while I was in the candy store with another penny she gave, me,  I pverheard the boys talking about a real 

scary movie called ‘FRANKENSTEIN”  was going to be playing at the Del-Mar, Saturday. It was the way they said 

“FRANKENTEIN”.that made me wonder.. Had I known how scarey it really was, I would never have never gone to 

see it.  I kept my eyes closed through most of it, but no movie ever frightened me like that did.  When we were 

walking home, it was dark by 5:30,  we were shaking we were so scared. My three friends and me were crying we 

were so afraid to walk up that hill in the dark. We didn’t walk, we ran and kept looking back we were so sure 

Frankenstien was following us and was right in back of us all the way home..  

We actually believed,  he was  going  to  

But my friends had a couple more blocks to go.  

I sobbed,” Frankenstien!.”  

Anna shook her head, “ Who in the name of God is he, never heard of him. Is he from around here?” Being Anna 

never went to the movies, she had no idea what I was talking about.. I described the gory details to her and she stood 

there gasping and  shaking her head. And when I told her about what a big ugly monster the was, and how he walking 

around with a little girl that was dead in his arms and she wearing her Communion dress. Horrified at such a thought, 

she scolded, “What in the name of God, did ye go see something like that for?”  

I had calmed down by the time we had dinner, but Sonny upset me because kept laughing at me and bragged to Anna 

“What a sissy she is, I saw that movie with my friends, and we loved it.” When Anna saw how he continued to tease 

me about my being scared of Frankestien she snapped  the dish towel at him, and told him to ‘Now you stop that, and 

you leave her alone.”Anna made herself a [ot of tea, after dinner and she gave me a cup with some toast with broiled 

cinnamon sugar on it, because she knew that always made me feel better.   

When Momma came home, Anna told her how frightened I was because I went see that awful movie “Frankestien.” I 

got no sympathy from Momma, she gave me a look and told me, “Serves you right.  You had to go see it. even though 

everyone told you how scary it was.”  

And  I whined,  “But, Mom, I didn’t know it was ‘that’ scary.”  

I was more than  scared, I had never been so frightened by anything like that before. I’d  shake and. I could not walk 

down the long hall downstairs, by myself. I  would  ring the bell for Anna to send Sonny down and he had to walk me 

upstairs, I was so convinced Frankenstein was hiding under the staircase. Of course, Sonny thought he was being 

funny, when he walked behind me he’d be moaning and dragging his foot and laughing, and I’d run up the stairs, and 

he’d grab my leg and hold it and  I’d be terrorized and be screaming and crying at the same time.. The door would fly 

open and Anna would be standing at the top of the steps, scolding him.   

It was a long time before I had the courage to walk down the hall downstairs and not be afraid that Frankestein was 

waiting for me behind those stairs. 

One Saturday, when I was older and working, I met Rita, and her sister and David’s girlfriend, Eris, and and we took 

the 125th Street ferry to New Jersey and spend the day at Palisades Amusement Park. That was one place, we liked to 

go, we’d go swimming and get a nice tan and in the evening we’d going on the rides and and see the side shows, and 

eat pop corn and hot do 

1939 …ROSE  14 …PALISADES INTERSTATE PARK 1939 
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ELLEN, ERIS  RITA,  THEN ROSE BETTY RITA’S SISTER.  1945 

 

                                                
.           

What a wonderful place Palisades Amusement Park was for us to go in the summer. Especially,  when we were older 

and could go on our own, to the huge, beautiful swimming pool that had artificial waves at one end, and an artifical 

sandy beach at the other end..  When  I would go with my girlfriends, we’d put down a blanket and lay  in the sun, and 

we’d sunburned, and we loved it, because in a few days it  would turn into a nice tan that we were very proud of.. The 
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pool was at the very top of the Palisades Cliffs, and we could look across the Hudson River and see the skyline of  

New York City. In the evening, we went on the rides until the park closed. 

I was lucky to have had such good friends, like Rita O’Shaughnessy, Ellen Young and Kathleen Buckley, we went to 

grammar school and high school together. We could get on the trolley for a nickel and go anywhere in  New York 

City, with a paper transfer.back then,.You asked for it, when you got on, but it was only for that particular day. You 

could to get on and off as many times as we liked, on the trolley car that went cross-town, or up to the Bronx, Queens, 

Brooklyn and Manhattan, but not the  Staten Island ferry, it cost a dime to get on it. When I got married in 1948, Rita 

and her family came to the wedding. And around 1997, Rita and her husband Joe, came to see us in Florida, and we’ve 

e sstay in touch with one another, and email one another,  about what is going on in our lives and about the ‘old days’. 

Rita and her sister Mary and Betty,  live in the New York area, and still go to the Annual Vinegar Hill Dance and 

Dinner with their husbands. Rita stays in touch with Ellen and Kathleen, and tells me the latest news about them. 

We considered it such   

We enjoyed how the wind would blow against our faces and our hair would be going up an down and in our eyes, 

going down Riverside Drive. The buses had numbers and took different routes, and we turned at 110th  Street  and 

went east several blocks befpre it  turned down Fifth Avenue and it followed Central Park from 110th  Street down to 

59th Street, where we usually got off.  

We’d be so excited when we’d go to the Central Park zoo. Momma would buy each of us a bag of  pop corn and we’d 

walk in the different buildings, and we liked watching the monkeys Momma didn’t like them too much. Sometimes, 

we got off at 57th  Street and  go window-shopping and look in all the windows of the expensive stores along Fifth 

Avenue. In the spring, j before Easter, Momma would take us to see the  pretty pastel dresses on the manequins, with 

birds and flowers all around, and she’d draw the dress we like, and make a dress that looked just like the one we saw 

for us. We loved when Momma took us there, around Christmastime, when all the windows and stores were decorated 

so beautifully. We never asked for anything, we walked in and out of the stores and  looked and were just so glad to be 

there with Momma.                                                                

THE FLEET ANCHORED IN THE HUDSON RIVER 

 

The newspaper gave the hours the public were allowed to go aboard certain ships and so many people came to see the 

ships. We waited on line for our turn to get in one of the launch boats, that was bringing people back and forth to the 

ships, so we could go aboard them. We were very nervous when it came our turn to get in the launch boat,  because the 

water was so rough and choppy, and seeing how it was bobbing up and down, I was  scared to step down into the boat. 

I turned around and told my father, I didn’t want to go, because I saw how some of the women,  took a look at the 

rough water, and left. Daddy ordered us to get in and I reluctantly held on to the sailor’s hand and he helped me in, 

then he helped Mary Jane in the open boat.  

As one boat filled up, another one pulled in, because  people came from all over wanting to go aboard and see the 

battleships and cruisers. We were so scared, we never said a word as the boat cut through the rough water so fast and 

before we knew it, we were pulling up along side of the big ship. When we saw the size of the ship and how far up the 

deck was, we couldn’t figure out how we were going to get all the way up on that deck. We were getting wet from the 

water splashing on us because the waves were slamming against the side of the ship, and causing the boat we were in, 

to keep rocking and bumping up against the big ship. We were shaking and trying to step out of the boat, when two 

sailors grabbed our hands and helped us onto a  

wooden gangplank hanging down on ropes. We looked at 

There were sailors stationed everywhere, as we walked around with Daddy, and the ship kept moving up and down, 

and Daddy told us to hold on to the railings. When we smiled at the handsome sailors standing around in their 

sparkling white uniforms, they didn’t smile back at us, their eyes were going in every direction, making sure no one 

touched anything on the ship.  Another sailor was telling everyone,  ‘keep moving’ when they’d stop to admire how 

clean and shiny everything on the ship was, then there were sailors, walking around and explaining what their duties 

were and we kept losing Sonny, and I’d have to go look for him. 

Everytime Daddy saw another  sailor go by, that was not on duty,  he’d have to tell them  ‘he was in the navy for four 
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years and was stationed on the U.S.S. BLACK HAWK, off the Azores, from 1914-18.’  They’d nod politely, and keep 

walking,  having heard the same thing so many times from so many other men that had served in the navy, during 

WWI.   

When we got to shore, the sailor helped us out,  we were so glad to be back on solid ground again. We walked with 

Daddy and was headed to Broadway, when he dragged us into saloon and had us sit in one of the booths while he went 

to the bar and started drinking. We were so hungry, we wanted to go home and and one of the men gave us a basket of 

pretzels and we thanked him and ate all of them, but we hated the awful smell of beer in the saloon. 

Daddy still made in the bathtub, even though Prohibitioin was over a couple of years. The three of us had to  

 

 

Life as we knew it then, changed completley after WW11. The boys started coming home, and they wanted to get 

married and get a house in the suburbs, and they did not want their children growing up in the city like they did. 

Gradually, everyone we knew moved away, and the old neighborhood we knew was gone.  

 

All the children that once played in the park across the street, had fought a war, and many of them died, and those that 

lived to come  back,  got married,  had children and they moved away. All the children that grew up in the old 

neighborhood were gone, but they still met at the Vinegar Hill Annual Dinner and Dance ever year. Different families 

moved into the once Irish-German neighborhood, and it evolved into a Puerto Rican neighborhood, they went to the 

same Catholic church and Catholic schools, but they had different kinds of fruit and vegetable stores, and they spoke a 

different language and all the stores we used to go to, were gone. Anna continued living in the oldtapartment, and so 

did some of the older people that wanted to stay. Momma had an apartment and her store in Valley Stream, and Daddy 

was in a Veteran’s Mental Hospital on Long Island. After Anna passed away in 1960, Momma closed the apartment.  

THE BOYS FROM VINEGAR HILL 

 

Everyone seemed to think that  Vinegar Hill was named by the Dutch, because the Dutch settled there first.. We grew 

up thinking it was called Vinegar Hill. because the Dutch made and sold sauerkraut there. But, it had nothing to do 

with the Dutch at all. Years later we learned that  

 

                                                           *         *          *                                                                                 

                

In the Thirties, the older boys liked to hang around the candy store downstairs, and when one group left, another group 

come by. and they’d stand around and talk and pass around ‘a’ cigarette they bought for a penny, and pass it from one 

to the other, until ‘it’ was finished, while they discussed where they were going to be playing their next basketball 

game. They would lean against the newspaper stand, or sit on the stairs of our stoop that was next to the candy store, 

and the janitor would see them, he’d chase them off with his broom. 

Those boys seemed so much older than me, because I was eleven, and they were eighteen to twenty-one. We  knew 

them for years, from going in and out of the candy store. The Guy brothers, Buddy Mc Carthy, Paddy Clifford, Knorby 

Woods and so many others. I have forgotten their names, but not their faces. They looked after the younger kids and 

were always willling to help them, when they came to them with a problem, they’d try so hard to fix it for them.  

The Depression lasted thirteen years. There were no jobs to be had in the city or anywhere else, Some of the boys 

decided, when they graduated high school, they were joining the new program, President Roosevelt started, called the 

CCC.  Several boys joined,  

 

Not until it was burnimg the end of their fingers did they threw it down and step on it. They didn’t need drugs, knives 

or guns to be somebody, they knew they were good, and they made a name for themselves by winning one game after 

the other throughout the city. Almost everyday they’d all run across Amsterdam and play basketball in the park, and 

we’d hang out the window and watch them, clowning around and teasing one another, bouncing the ball and  spinning 

themselves around, then they’d throw it and get it in.. 
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The war lasted four and a half years and so many boys from our neighborhood never came home, fathers, and 

husbands and sons, died fighting overseas. Nothing was ever the same again.   

THE ACCIDENTS ON AMSTERDAM AVENUE WHEN IT SNOWED  

With winters so 

Amsterdam Avenue was one of the few streets in the city, that was still paved with cobblestones and they were very 

slippery when it snowed, and it caused so many accidents on that hill every winter. We would be fast asleep and being 

our room was in the front, when a car hit one of the cars coming up the hill, and when we’d hear the horrible sound 

of.metal against metal. we’d jump out of bed so fast. and drag our heavy quilt with us. We’d put it over our shoulders, 

and lean on our pillow, and hang out the window. and we’d be shivering and watvhing, but we never say a word to one 

another, we just watched the cars sliding out of control, and hitting the other cars coming up the hill. and not one of 

them could stop.  

We covered our mouths and held our breaths when they slammed on the brakes, then they would spin out of control 

and we would see them going down the hill backwards, hitting one car after the other, like they were billiard balls. 

People were screaming and crying, and the snow continued to fall on the . 

We hurried back to the window, and pulled  the quilt back over us and watch was going on downstairs. It was an eerie 

sight to see the street light dimly shining through the falling snow, while people were laying out in the middle of the 

street, bleeding on the white snow. Some of them managed to crawl and leave a trail of blood behind them, as they 

dragged themselves over to the snow bank before another car came barreling down the hill and hit them.  

Someone called the police, because we would hear the clanging of the bell of the ambulance, and a police car coming.  

They would be trying to get up the hill, but couldn’t make it, so the doctor ran the rest of the way wth his black bag 

and talked to the people,with the cops beside him, and many a time, we’d hear the doctor tell the policemen, “It’s too 

late! They’re dead.”  We’d feel so bad and move closer to one another, and pull the quilt up over our heads. As late as 

it was, we were wide awake and not the least bit tired, watching them put the people on a stretcher and go back down 

the hill to the  ambulance. Meanwhile, atheWPA trucks were at the top of the hill dumping sand back and forth, and 

setting up wooden barriers with hanging red kerosent lamps,  across the downtown side of Amsterdam, to prevent the 

cars from going down that dangerous, slippery hill.  

At the bottom of the hill, at 128th  Street, there was big building that was called,, the trolley barn where they 

maintained and worked on the trolley cars. They had special utility trolley cars in that were sent out, whenever it 

snowed,  to keep the now and ice out of  tracks. Sometimes, they couldn’t make it up the hill, even with the huge three 

foot stiff brush that was spinning in front of it.  So many times, whenever there was ice and snow. one of the trolley 

cars would slip off the tracks and it always happened at 134th Street up to 135th/. Everyone had to get off and wait, 

while all the men got together and put their shoulders to the trolley and they’d  keep rocking it until they got it back on 

the track then everyone got back on and the trolley conintued up the hill. 

At the Turn of the Century, when the city planners  paved Amsterdam Avenue with  cobblestones, because  they had 

accumulated  so many of them, from the sailing ships, because they disposed of them on the piers. Coming from 

Europe, they used cobblestones, as ballast in the bottom of their ships, because they came over empty. But going back 

the ships were loaded with new merchandise going back, and they didn’t need them.  The city had so many they used 

them to make roads and they paved Amsterdam Avenue with them from one end of Manhattan to the other, because 

were very strong. never needed maintenance, and rarely had to be replaced.   

When they did this, it was when they had horses and buggies and wagons, not cars and trucks with rubber tires. They 

never took into account  how slippery the roads would be when it snowed when the automobiles became so popular. 

That was when they  began to have all kinds of  problems in the winter, when it snowed on a slippery hill 

likeAmsterdam Avnue and now, most all the cobbletone roads have been recplaced.                                                                       

1938…THE EXPLOSION AT  JACOB RUPPERT’S   

When I was in the Seventh Grade. Mother Mc Carthy had us sit, according to our height, and I sat in the back row. Our 

classroom was on the second floor, and it had big tall windows on  three sides of the room and the fourth wall faced 

the west, and ot was one continuous  blackboard and  Mother Mc Carthy’s desk was in front of it..  

Everyday we would hear the ambulance siren going, because the Emergency Room was across the street on Convent 
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Avenue and half way down the hill from our school/ We didn’t dare get up and look out the window to see what was 

going on.. Our school was on 130th Street, the same block as the hospital and down from the hospital, on the corner of 

Amsterdam, was O’Leary’s Funeral Parlor, and Ruppert’s Brewery, and the trolley car barn.  

Our school was on the grounds of Manhattanville College, that built in the late l860’s, on five city blocks,  from 130th  

to 135th Street. Our school had two floors and eight class rooms. grades one to four were on the first floor, grades five 

to eight were on the second floor. 

One afternoon, Mother Mc Carthy was standing at the black board talking to us, when suddenly, there was such a huge 

explosion outside it shook our school, and the windows rattled, and there was glass was falling in our us and all over 

the floor. Being w 

I jumped up and looked out the window, and Mother Mc Carthy ran out of the room, and left us and the girls in my 

class were screaming and crying . To my horror, I stood there looking down the hill, and was watching the Jacob 

Rupert’s 60 foot chimney going straight up in the air, ait kept going up and up and in one piece/ I didn’t know what to 

think, when I saw so many men going up in the air, and there were arms and legs  going up.with all kinds of debris. 

Then I saw all the smoke was coming of the bottling plant, and sirens were going off everywhere it seemed.. 

My heart was pounding as I watched the big tall chimney stopped climbing, it leaned over and it  was coming back 

down, and when it did. it disintegrated in mid-air; and there wa this huge shower of bricks coming down down, down, 

along with the men and parts of  bodies were falling with the bricks. and most all of them landed in one big pile, in the 

same place where the chimney had stood for so many years. 

I could hardly breathe, seeing  bodies laying haphazardly on top of the debris  and the sidewalks  littered with parts of 

bodies and blood everywhere. There was fire and clouds of steam coming from the ruins of the bottling plant, and I 

heard men screaming and saw people running and carring men in their arms, going in in the hospital. .Nothing seemed 

real.. I thought I was dreaming, but I wasn’t..  It was horrible thing for a 12 year old  to see. all those bodies, and the 

debris and rubble, and the fire and clouds of steam, coming from the ruins..  

There were firemen and policemen going around and accompanied by priests, checking the bodies that landed on 

thesidewalk and they walked trough the rubble, to see if anyone was still alive, they’d shake their heads, and move on 

to the next one. The sound of sirens were coming from every direction. And   

She didn’t even look out the window and see what really happened,  she was so convinced the Japanese had bombed 

us, and that is what she said, and it was 1938, then. I was traumatized by what I had seen, and I yanked my arm away 

from her, and cried, “I have to find my sister,  Mary Jane?” I ran in her classroom, because the fifth grade was on the 

same floor. and I bumped into Mother Reed. She put her arm around me and told me. “Calm down, I was just looking 

for you, to tell you Mary Jane is alright. I sent her home, and she didn’t want  to go,  she was so worried where you 

were, and I told her you already went home.”  Mother Reed was my fourth and fifth grade teacher, and she was kind 

and sweet but I could not understand how she could let Mary Jane go home all by herelf, after what just happened.

  

The terrible story was in all the newspapers the next day, and they told how many men were killed and badly burned 

and scalded in the Jacob Ruppert’s Brewery explosition.  

When I started to go home,  I stood on the corner watching men running up the hill, carrying limp and bloodied bodies 

that had no legs or arms, and one after the other they were running into the Emergency entrance,  in the middle of the 

block, right down the block from our school. The brewery was so close to the hospital, some of  the men didn’t wait 

for a ambulance to come, they carried their buddies up to the hospital, scalded so bad  their flesh was falling off their 

arms and legs, because many of them were crushed by the giant boilers and heavy equipment that was used to process 

and bottle the beer.  

When it blew up, everything collapsed and fell on top of the men that were in that area working, and they all were 

killed instantly, as were the men that were  blown up in the air along with the chimney. I stood there amid all the noise 

and confusion, watching wives and mothers running in the hospital, demanding to know if their sons or husbands were 

dead or alive, only to be told, it was too early to know. I walked away and all I could think about what I had just seen. 

And night after night, I would wake up sweating and crying, reliving that awful scene again and again, and would hide 

under my pillow, a if that would help the awfl ightmare of what happened. . 
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When we went back to school,  all the glass was gone, and all the broken windows had been replaced. We heard that 

Mary Jane’s girlfriend, Irene Barry’s, father was one of the many men that were killed, and then we heard about all the 

fathers that had died in that terrible explosition.The story was in all the papers, with pictures of the smoldering ruins, 

and the names of the men that were killed were listed, along with the ones that were seriously hurt, scalded, and 

burned, that they were being treated in the Knickerbocker Hospital. 

 

All winter it seemed like there was snow piled up at the curbs, because it was too cold to melt. Whenever it did snow,  

the Sanitation Department came with their snow plows and pushed the new snow up against the old snow at the curb, 

and it kept piling up, and being we were shorter than the adults, we could barely see across the street. The women went 

downstairs every day to do their shopping,  because the stoop and the sidewalk would be sholveled off and kept clean 

by the janitor. Our block, like mot blocks,  had a meat market, a drug store, a vegetable market, a grocery store, a 

liquor store, candy store, the cleaners and a tailor and a barber shop. 

The women usually did their shopping every morning, an they would have a worn black oil cloth shopping bag and 

their pocketbooks hanging over their arms and the first thing they did was stop to hear the latest gossip, like who’s 

husband came home drunk in the middle of the night. They’d whisper they seen ‘someone’ who was married, out with 

‘you know who’, and ‘guess who’s in the family way again. and roll their eyes up. and be so glad it wasn’t them..  

 

Having grown up on Amsterdam Avenue, certainly changed after WWII.  When the boys came home from war, they 

got married and were able through the GI loan to buy  a house with no payment down,  in the suburbs and little by 

little, it was sat to see how everyone moved away.  

Fred and I were married n 1948, and we moved to Long Island. Then Sonny and Pat got married in 1950,and they  

moved to Ridgefield Park, New Jersey. When Mary Jane and John got married in 1951, and they moved to Ridgefield 

Park too.  

All the children that used to play over in the park were gone, they moved out of the city into the suburbs. Gradually, 

dfferent families moved into the apartments where we lived in, and it was no longer an Irish-German neighborhood, 

and the boys that were known as the Vingegar Hill Boys, were living in Long Island, New Jeraey and Westchester 

County. New York, And it evolved into a Puerto Rican neighborhood with different stores,that carried different fruits 

and vegetables, and the customers spoke a different language.Anna continued to live there, and so did some of the 

older neighbors, because they didn’t want to move.. 

It was different back in the mid 1930’s, when the Depression was going on. My mother was the only woman on the 

block that was born in the United States, the other women came from mostly Ireland, and there were mothers and 

fathers from Germany, Italy, Greece and Russia.  When the older boys got together, they formed a basketball team 

they called “The Boys fromVinegar Hill.” In no time, they became very popular and were winning one game after the 

other, because they had made a name for themselves and were competing with teams throughout the city. Whenever 

some  asked them, why do you call your basketball team, ‘The Boys from Vinegar Hill’?  They’d shrug, because, even 

they didn’t know why our neighborhood was called that.. We always heard when Dutch settled there. it was on that hill 

they made their vinegar and sauerkraut.  

Few people know the true story, that it was actually named in honor of a  fierece and bloody battle that took place in 

Ireland when they fought against the English and lost,.and so many of their men were killed, wanting to be free of 

English rule, but they didh’t stand a chance against the English. and as time went by, many more men would lose their 

lives wanting Ireland’stheir independence from England. 

 

In June of 1798, The English sent 10,00 to stop the Irish Rebellion that took place during the Batttle of Vinear Hill, 

Wexfor, Ireland, and somany Irishmenlost their live. Now Ireland is free of British Rule,  except for Northern Ireland. 

 

Most of the boys that used to live there, have  passed away and what a shame they didn’t live long enough to see that 

in the spring of 2001, a sign was installed on the northeast corner of 135th Street, in front of the park, and Mayor 

Guillianne was there to commemorate the event.and made it official,  that area from no on, would be known 
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as,’Vinegar Hill’.      

 

                                                         *            *            *                                                                                 

                

Around 1936,. Was when the older boys used to hang around in front of the candy store and tak, and when they left, 

another group came by and stood there and they’d talk and pass around ‘a’ cigarette to one another that cost a penny, 

until it was finished, while they were discussing where they were playing their next basketball game. They’d fold their 

arms and lean against the newspaper stand, or sit on the cellar stairs that separated the candy store. but not on our 

stoop.  

The boys seemed much older than me, because I was eleven, and they were about eighteen to twenty-one. We knew 

them ever since we moved there and got to know them a lot  better when we owned the candy store. The Guy brothers 

all had red hair, and there was Buddy Mc Carthy, Paddy Clifford, Knorby Woods,  and so many, other.  I may have 

forgotten their names, but not their faces. The amazing thing about those boys was how they looked after the younger 

kids on the block, they were always willing to help them, whenever they came to them with a problem  

The Depression lasted a long time, thirteen year,  and the boys knew there were no jobs,  some of when they graduated 

high school, and many of decided to  join the new program, President Roosevelt started, called the CCC.  When they 

wrote home, they say how they liked working in the forests planting new trees, and how it gave them an opportunity to 

see parts of the country they didn’ t know even existed  That was in 1938, and by 1941,World War II broke out, most 

all the boys from Vinegar Hill, that were old enough, enlisted and went off to war.. 

 

They all got along and when they bought a cigarette for a penny, that was called ‘loosies’ in the candy store, they’d 

light it up take a few puffs then pass it the next guy, and he’d do the same and pass it on, to the guy next to him, and it 

wasn’t until it was burning the ends of their fingers,  

World War II  lasted four and a half years, and it ended on August 15, 1945, and so many  sons, fathers, and husbands 

that we knew, never came home, they died overseas.. Nothing was ever the same again, after the war. Those of us who 

grew up there, during the Thirties, Forties and early Fifties, are now in our Seventies and Eighties, and most of the 

those ‘boys’ that used to hang out in front of the candy store, are gone. The ones that are still around have remained 

the best of friends, and to this day they still meet at the Annual Vinegar Hill Dinner and Dance, that has been held all 

these years, because they had call themselves, the ‘Boys from Vinegar Hill’.  

As each year goes by,  the numbers have dwindled, that go to the annual dinner, where they could sit and talk about, 

‘the good old days’,  but there are still good many of them around, that remember when no one had any money, but we 

had such a good time growing up there..  

The winters were  

We were used to seeing all the accidents that happened on that hill, because it would happen in front of our hosue, 

between 135th and 134th Street.. 

Then there was the clanking of the ambulance coming up from the Knickerbocker Hosptial down on  130th  as it would 

be trying to get up the hill and couldn’t make it. We’d hear their tires spinning on the ice and see the doctor would 

grab his bag and walk up the hill to reach the injured people, and the drivers with him, carrying the stretcher. On really 

bad nights we would see the ambulance going back and forth all night,  helping one accident victim after the other, and 

we could see them laying in the snow and there was blood all over the snow . Amsterdam Avenue was one of the few 

streets left in the city, still paved with cobblestones, and it was the cobblestones that caused so many accidents on that 

hill..  

When we  it was it snowing heavy during the day, we knew what was going to happen that night.. In the middle of the 

night we would wake up, hearing a crash, of ear-piercing metal crunching against metal downstairs, under our 

window. We’d jump out of bed and see another head-on accident, because a car coming down the hill slammed into 

the cars coming up the hill. In the cold night air, the steam  could be seen pouring out of the radiators, and we could 

hear people crying.  It was always a car coming from 137th Street, where it was flat and as they   approached 136th  th 

Street, they’d brake, seing the big long hill and it would send the car into a spin and they’d slide down the hill, or it 
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would be a head on collision, because they hit the cars trying to get up the hill, what bothered us was they were hurt 

and were moaning and crying.  

Night after night we would hear tires spninning, and the cars couldn’t get up any furtherm, they’d slide back down the 

hill.and try again, and the same thing happened. We’d stay there in the cold and we would  be shivering under the big 

heavy quilt Gramma made, and pull it up over our heads, and keepwatching what was going on, but pnce you hear the 

awful sound of  metal against metal, and people crying in the middle of the night, you never forget it. Daddy never 

moved or heard a thing and Anna we could be snoring in her room, and we hung out the window listening to the 

people beggng for help and there wasn’t a thing we could do, we had no phone, and neither did anyone else.  

On the street corners were tall lights that looked eerie with snow falling and little light  coming through. We saw how 

some of the people managed to get out of the cars and were lying and crawling through the snow, trying to get over to 

the snow bank, leaving  a trail of blood behind,  before another car came barreling down the hill and would hit them. 

 

We had so much snow every year, and we never got a day off from school.  And we didn’t dare to be late either.  I it 

didn’t matter to the nuns, we had to trudge through all that snow to get to school, and if we were late, we got punished 

and had to stand under the clock in the hall. 

A huge trolley car barn was at the bottom of the hill, at 128th Street, and they always sent out a utility trolley car when 

it snowed to try and keep the tracks clean, theycoudl brush off the snow but now the ice, and sometimes, they couldn’t 

make it up the hill, even with the huge spinning 3’ brush that they had in front of the utility car.  Time and time again, 

one of the trolley cars would slip off the tracks, because of the ice,  and it usually happened at 134th and 135th Street. 

Everyone had to get off, and the men put their shoulders to the trolley and kept rocking it until they got it back on the 

track, then everyone got back on and it continued up the hill.. 

Amsterdam was the capital of Holland, and that is where Amsterdam Avenue got it’s name.. But, it was not always 

called, Amsterdam, for many years it was called Amstel Dam, being it was on the Amstel River where the dam was. 

At the Turn of the Century, the city paved Amsterdam Avnue with the cobblestones, and it went from the tip of 

Manhattan downtown, and it went for miles and miles all the way up to the Bronx  

The ctiy had so many cobblestones piled on the piers. because the sailing ships coming from Europe used them as 

ballast when they came over empty, and going back they were loaded down with American goods. The city used them 

because they were very strong and never needed any maintenance.  

MOMMA WORKING FULL TIME 

A lot of changes took place in our house, after Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary went back to Ireland. In September of 

1931,  I started school,. Anna came to live with us, and Momma started working for Mr.and Mrs. Hardon, and no 

longer lived at home. We had a very difficult time getting used to only seeing her on Sunday afternoons and evening, 

for the next thirteen years.   

parlor first, then the hospital.  

As good as Anna was to us, we could not get used to Momma not being home at night. We ’d climb in bed, and cry for 

her, because she would say our prayers with us, and kiss us ‘good night’ , but not Anna, she was a stranger to us, and 

she neerhugged or ever kissed us, but she did sympathize with us, and would sit on our bed and rub our backs and let 

us know she understood,  and tell us  ‘it was alright that we cried for our Momma!’  Anna was a very kind and unusal 

person, all those years she was with us. she never hollered at us or hit us, all she had to do was go, “Tsh Tsh Tsh’  at 

us, and that was worst than any punishment she could have given us.  

By 1933, even though Momma was working full time, wit Mary Jane being sick so much, she could no longer pay the 

rent for the apartment on 131st Street, after Uncle Mick left,  because he always paid half the rent.  When we were 

going to be evicted. Momma found a cheaper apartment on 136th Street, it was in the back, on the fifth floor,, on the 

other side of Amsterdam Avenue, at 492 West 136th Street.. Oh! We hated it there because there was nothing for us  to 

look at. We were so used to looking out the windows because it was a corner apartment and we could see up and down 

Amsterdam Avenue  and there was aways so much traffic going up and down that there was always something for us 

to see.  We sat  on the fire escape when the weather was nice, and when it was dark, we could look down in all the 

windows because nobody pulled their shades down and see things and we didn’t dare mention to Momma or Anna.. 
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At night we sat  in front of the big wooden radio that sat on thefloor withfour legs and that was how we did our 

homework. When we finished, if Daddy was listening to a baseball game, we couldn’t listen to our favorite radio 

programs, and we’d play checkers or get out a deck of cards and play Old Maid, on the floor, because we were not 

allowed to sit at the dining room table, only Daddy sat there on the linoleum floor, we never had a rug. We were glad 

Daddy liked listening to The Lone Ranger, Jack Armstrong, Jack Benny,Charlie Mc Carthy, Bob Hope and Kate 

Smith, and we were very glad that he liked those programs because we could listen to them too. We never had to be 

told,. go to bed, when it was 8:30, we brushed our teeth, got in bed. paj 

On nice sunny days we liked to go up on the roof, but only if one the mothers was up there. They liked to hang their 

clothes on the lines and sit on a folding canvas chairs and sun themselves, while we played with their children. 

Momma forbid Mary Jane and me to go up there alone and she’d open her eyes real wide and tell us, “Strange men 

like to go up on the roof, and they wait and they grab little girls and doterrible things to them..” W’d argue, ‘ We never 

seen any strange men go up there.’ In June we were still in school and it would get very hot on the roof, and the tar  

bubbled and melted and got very shiny in certain areas. The boys loved when that happened, they’d  peel it off and roll 

it into little balls and throw them at us girls, and we’d do the same to them and we had tar ball fights.The mothers 

would get up off their chairs and yell at us, “You kids better stay away from my clean sheets with those tar balls, or Ill 

tell your mothers.” 

The backyards were made of cement, with tall wooden fences that went down the middle to separate the apartment 

houses, from one side of the street to the other side. All the apartment houses looked alike and the backs of them faced 

a common courtyard. Up above were hundreds of clotheslines, that criss-crossed back and forth from one kitchen 

widow across the ally to the another apartment house,  and seeing them it always  reminded me of a giant spider web. 

The boys liked to play stickball down there, instead of the middle of the street. and one of them would hit  the ball and 

break someone’s window. We’d hear the glass break  and see them running  but one of the women would see who it 

was when they’d stick her head out and kne and scream at them They’d confess to their parents what they did,  and 

they marched them back to apologize, and the father paid the neighbor for the window, because, it was the right thing 

to do., B 

THE BOX OF LACE CURTAINS 

We didn’t have a living room with a couch and soft chairs to sit in, in fact we didn’thave one until we wer old enough 

to be working. We sat on the floor to do our homework,  in front of a big wooden  radio. What  we had was a dining 

room, with a long table pushed up against the wall, but only Daddy could sit at it, not us.. When and if we had 

company, which was not very often, they sat on the dining room chairs and had their coffee and talked.  In 1937, I was 

twelve and Mary Jane was nine, when we finally moved from that back apartmrnt on 136th Street,  to a first floor, front 

apartment on Amsterdam Avenue, with the park across the street..  

As the years that went by, we never got used to not having Momma no living home with us, we loved being with her 

on Suday afternoons.. As strict as she was with us, while we were growing up, she was always so much fun to be with. 

I know she had no idea how much we missed her, or how we always looked forward to Sunday afternoons, knowing 

we could be with her.. 

 

Seeing how disappointed we were, she’d smile and say, “I know you girls don’t like doing this, but, I will need you to 

help pass these boxes back and forth and when we’re finished, I’ll give you can run downstairs to the drug store and 

buy some ice cream and ginger ale, and we’ll make ice cream sodas and I made some cookies I brought with me. 

Alright?”  

After Sonny brought up the boxes for Momma, she  always let him go play with his friends, or go to the movies  but 

we couldn’t. We  had to help with the boxes in Anna’s room, and when we’d complain. Momma would say, “He’s a 

boy! Boys don’t do those kind of things.” 

We’d sit there  grumbling about it and be sitting on the cold linoleum floor, taking all the old ‘sutff’ out of the torn 

boxes and putting them in the clean boxes, whispering, ‘it’s not fair.’  

We tossed all the old boxes in the corner, and Momma would hand us another one  and on the very bottom was the  

box she had with the lace curtains. Just seeing that boxd,  we’d groan and roll our eyes up, and Momma would look so 
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happy, pushing that  big 3’ X 3’ into the dining room. The flaps were covered with coal dust, from sitting under the 

window in Anna’s room for years. and Because Momma insisted the only window in that room, be left open a couple 

of inches at the top, summer and winter.  

That window  faced  the back alleys, where all the chimneys in the neighborhood were spewing black dirty smoke, day 

in and day out, the air was loaded with coal dust that would find it’s way back down and land on the laundry hanging 

out on the lines, and on all the window sills, and  coal dust had been sifting down into that box of curtains for years.   

When Momma decided to open that box,  we got out of the way back because the room would  fill up with hundreds of 

tiny sparkling  specks of coal dust that would . flickering and shining in the light.  .It didn’t matter to Momma .we 

were breathing in that dirty  coal dust, or that it went up our noses and in our throats and was causing us to cough and 

choke, all she wanted waas to take tht curtain out and look at it.   Momma didn’t believe us, that the coal dust was 

causing us to cought and choke  She would argue, “You girls stop that nonsense.How come it bothers you and hot me? 

There’s no reason  for you to be carrying on like that, over that little  bit of coal dust!” 

We never could understand why Momma loved those curtains or why she looked so happy when she took one them 

out of the box, and hold it and sigh as she remembered how they once looked, hanging in Mrs. Eggleton‘s parlor. To 

her they were as beautiful as they were then.  hse didn’t see they had yellowed with age or were black with dirty and 

smelled from from all the coat dust that had been filtering down into that same box for years. Those curtains  were 

Momma’s pride and joy because Mrs. Eggleston gave them to her in 1919.  

My sister and me used to giggle and liked to imitate Momma, “Aren’t these lace curtains just beautiful?”She had told 

us that so many times, and then she’d say  “Now I want you girls to take a close look at them, so you can see they were 

handmade by nuns in France.  I want you to grow up and learn to appreciate the finer things in life. I was very lucky 

that Mrs. Eggleston decided to give them to me, because she knew that I had always admired them when they were 

hanging in her parlor, down on Riverside Drive.”  

We’d turn our heads so Momma wouldn’t see us giggling, because every time she opened that box, she would  tell us 

the same thing all over again.  ”I hope you girls realize all those roses and sprays of wheat you see were crocheted  by 

nuns in a convent, in France. That’s why they are so unusual and very expensive. To this day, I still can’t believe it 

was me that she gave them to.”  

I’d whisper to Mary Jane,“Why does she want to save them old things for?  No one will ever want them dirty old 

things! She should have thrown them down the dumbwaiter a long time ago, they’re only going to fall apart soon, 

because they’ve been sitting in that box since 1919.” 

 

The few times we did have company,  Momma would get the ladder and climb up on it, with a pair of the curtains 

hanging over her arm,  and she’d be pushing and shoving the curtain down behind the curtain rod, to try and make it 

stay. They was very big and heavy,and before she even got down, they were laying on the floor in a pile, and she’d  be 

so disappointed and pick them up and fold them up and stick them back in the box and close it.                                                   

Momma liked to tell us about the wonderful life she had, when she was working for Mrs.Eggleston, and he would get 

a far away look in her eyes and sigh, “I went to work for her when I was thirteen and I was there until I was twenty-

two, and those were the happiest days of my life.  When I told her I was going to marry your father, she was so against 

it. She begged me not to, because he drank too much, and how right she was. You have no idea how good she was to 

me. She bought me the best of clothes and shoes, saw that I had my hair done in the beauty parlor every week. To this 

day, I always light a candle for her in church and say a prayer for her every night before I go to bed. Every time I see 

these curtains, they remind me of those days, when I was living down on Riverside Drive. My life was very different 

back then, I could come and go as I pleased, I wasn’t married and I didn’t have any children to worry about.” 

We were surprised whenever Momma talked to us about something like that. She usually got teary eyes when she 

would tell us, “ I still hear Mrs. Eggleston words, they  haunt me, because she tried so hard to talk her out of  marrying 

Daddy. She knew how he drank and gambled and she warned me. “If you marry him, I guarantee you he will ruin your 

life and the lives of your children, should you have any by him. You are only tweny-three, you can wait  a year and see 

if he stops his drinking and gambling, like he promised you. What’s a year, when you have your whole life before you. 

Rememeber,  once you are married, it‘s for the rest of your life.” It meant nothing  to us, because we didn’t understand 
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what Momma was talking about. 

We were stuck and we had to help her, so she could straighten out all the boes hse had piled in Anna’s  room, because 

it  was a mess most of the time, with all kinds of things hanging out of the old broken boxes. We called it the ‘junk 

room’ but it made Momma mad, when she heard us say  that, but eventually  even she was calling it the ‘junk room’ 

too.  The only time it got straightned out, was when it got so bad, she had to do. Being she only had Sunday afternoons 

off to do it,  was why she liked when it rained on a Sunday afternoon, it meant she could spend the entire afternoon in 

there, going through those boxes.  

That Sunday Momma smiled at Mary Jane and me, she smiled and told us, “I know you girls have never seen how 

beautiful these curtains are. when they are opened up all the way. Now that you are older. you can appreciate how 

gorgeous they really are.” We looked at one then wilted, we didn’t want to see those old curtains opened up, we hated 

them. But how little we realized then,  

It seemed Momma always lecturing us about those curtains and telling us, “ Wait until you get older …then  you will 

be glad I took the time to show you how beautiful these lace cuartains are, because by then you will appreciate  what I 

have been telling you.”  We hung our heads, and look at one another, knowing Momma wanted to see them, but we 

didn’t. She was grinning and  eyeing us because she expected us to be jumping up and down with joy, that she was 

going to open those curtains all the way, and show them tous, but we weren’t the least bit  interested in seeing it. We’d 

watch her lift the heavy lace curtain out of the box, and she shook it to get all the coal dust off it, and  the room filled 

up with all that coal dust and we started coughing and gagging and Momma got so annoyed at us. I mumbled to Mary 

Jane, “Why does she want us to look at those old curtains for? I don’t want to see them, do you?”  Momma heard what 

I said and she shooke her finger in my face and scolded me, “Well, I can see you girls are not interested in seeing this 

curtain opened up all the way.  Well, if you don’t, I do. It’s been a long time since I’ve seen it opened up all the way 

and I would enjoy seeing it again.”   

Momma walked over and shoved one end of the curtain in my hand, and she shoved the other end in Mary Jane’s 

hand, and she held the bottom of the curtain and walked backwards, stretching it and  trying to get the wrinkles out o 

and she yelled at us, “Will you girls please move back further, so you can see the work the nuns did, in order to make 

these lace curtains?”  

The room was filled with so much coal dust that the glints of dust were shimmering under the ceiling light. It didn’t 

bother Momma. but it did us, and we tried very hard to suppress our coughing, but we couldn’t. the coal dust was 

tickling our throats and going up our noses. Momma took a deep breath, and reminded us really annoyed, , ”Didn’t I 

ask you girls to move all the way back, so I can pull this curtain out real tight so you can see the beautiful roses and 

sprays of wheat the nuns in France crocheted on these curtains.  I think it is important that you appreciate all the work 

that went into making these lafe curtains.”   

Well, our dining room was 9’X10’ and Momma was salmost in her bedroom holding the end of it and she is yelling at 

me,  “Don’t just stand there. Move all the way back like I told you to.” 

I whined back, “But, Momma, how can we? Our backs are up against the wall now.” That one panel swallowed up the 

entire  9’ X 10’ dining room.  Momma’s head flew up so fast that her glasses slid down off her nose and she pushed 

them back up, ad was so annoyed at us,  she yanked the curtain out of our hands and started folded it up and shoved it 

back down in the box c 

There were times Momma was so unhappy, but, at least it didn’t last too long,.  She would go in Anna’;s room and get 

the box with her oil paints in it, and sit and paint a picture of the fields in Pennsylvania, or take some crepe paper and 

cut out petals and make pink and coral paper sweetheart roses, to take her mind off her troubles.  

It must have been awfully hard on her, knowing how much she wanted to be home with us and Daddy didn’t care she 

had to work and be away from us, and she had to work while he wasted his money making beer whiskey and owing 

money to the bookies. The fact that she was stuck with him for the rest of her life, must have been a horrible thought, 

because he obvioudly didn’t care about her or us. All that mattered to him,  was he had two packs of Camel cigarettes, 

and his qauart of whiskey and beer every day.  So many times Momma’s friends would ask her, “Why in heaven’s 

name,  do you put up with the likes of him? Leave him, sure and woukdn’t you’d be better off without him?” She 

would tell them the same thing she told Father Costello, “I took a vow when I married him for better or for worse, and 
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I got the worse.”  I am sure, rather than be excommunicated from the Catholic Church, and practice birth control, she 

decided to distance herself from ‘him and their bed’.  by working and living at her job, and only come home on 

Sunday afternoons and have to go back the sane evening.  

Most of the mothers in the neighborhood came from Ireland and Europe, they had old wooden trunks plastered with 

colorful labels showing the different countries they came from. In it they stored winter coats, hats and scarves, because 

the apartments had only two narrow closets. When I was invited into one of my friend’s home, they liked show me 

their mother’s wedding gifts that were  sitting around on shelves, on top of their big wooden radio and end tables with 

crochet lace doilies under them and all my mother’s wedding gifts were in boxes in Anna’s room.  

When I questioned Momma, why she kept her wedding gifts in those boxes, she would smile and assure me,  “Well, I 

am hoping one day, we will have a nice house in the country, and then I will take them out and put them around where 

they belong.” Of course, that day never came and the wedding gifts were still in the boxes when I got married.. When 

Momma was 76, she finally rented a house in New  Jersey. By then, there were no boxes with wedding gifts in them, 

and I have no idea whatever happened to all those boxes that once meant so much to Momma.. 

We were always so ashamed of Anna’s room. it was no wonder, Momma used to insist that door be kept closed, so no 

one could look in there. . Once,  some of my friends begged me to let them see our ‘junk room’, and I did when Anna 

wasn’t home, so not to embarrass her. They stood there amazed when I opened the door and they saw boxes piled so 

high, they touched the ceiling.  

When I look back, it is hard to believe our mother, was ‘the only’ mother on the block that was born in America. All te 

mothers came from  Ireland, Germany, Greece, Russia and Italy, And, our mother was the only mother that had to 

work and leave her children.  The women in the neighborhood all admdired Momma and wanted to see the dress or 

coat she made us.They would turn is aroud and look us over and scold, “Ye can be sure enithr one of you girls 

appreciate what a wonderful  mother ye have and she is so talented.  And to think she works so hard and still finds 

time to make you girls such lovely clothes!” We’d run off laughing at them, because they thought Momma was ‘so 

talented.’ We didn’t know any better, Momma was Momma to us. 

One Sunday it was raining and we knew we wouldn’t be going anywhere with Momma. We hated when she would 

say,  “I think I’ll go through some of the boxes in Anna room, and see what I can throw out.” She had Sonny get clean 

boxes  from the janitor,  and my sister and me   had to put what she was going to save in the cleanb boxes. and the 

torn. broken boxes went down the dumbwaiter. When Momma got down to the box on the bottom, that had the old 

lace curtains in it, she pushed that box out in the dining room. When she opened it, I suggested, “Momma, why don’t 

you throw those old curtains down the dumb waiter too, they’re  so old and dirty, they stink. No one is going to hang  

them dirty old thing up at their windows!”  

Momma gave me a look that went right through me, that I dare say such a thing about her beloved curtains. She was so 

insulted that I dare such a thing and she scolded me, “I wish you would learn to appreciate what beautiful and 

expensive curtains they are. Why do you think I’ve kept them all these years,  just so you know, they are very unusal 

and expensive lace curtains.” I rolled my eyes up at Mary Jane, and the two of us stood there, because we just hated 

those old curtains. but we had no idea the problems those curtains would cause, ten years later. As it was we were very 

disappointed seeing it was raining out,  because we had been waiting since Monday for Sunday to come around. 

because Momma would be coming home and taking us where we would have a lot of fun, and when it rained we knew 

she liked going in Anna’s room.  

She would spend the entire afternoon rumaging through her boxes. after Anna left, since it was alsdo  her afternoon off  

We’d be unhappy we were stuck in the house, but Momma oudln’t wait to get start handing the boxes out to us, that 

were filled with remnants of material she found on sale, and she’d tuck a piece of paper in the folds, that told how 

many yards she had along with a sketch of what she intended to make with it. When we’d see her looking at one of the 

sketches she made and we’d hear her laugh,” Oh well, one day I will get around to making it.”  

One box had out-dated high heels with pointed toes and flashy rhinestone buckles and several beaded evening bags. 

My sister and I couldn’t wait to put the high heels on, and take turns to prance around the dining room, and go look at 

ourselves in Momma’s  three way mirror, giggling to think that women once wore shoes like that.  Another box had 

silk scars and long white kid gloves, carefully wrapped in white tissue paper that were so soft to the touch.  I loved to 
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rub them and  wheni put them on,. they were so long they went past my elbow and I struggled to close the tiny Mother 

of Pearl buttons at the wrist. Momma watched that I put them back in the tissue paper, and reminded me, that a lot of 

people liked borrow them for special occasions.” 

We never could understand why anyone would want to borrow any those old fashioned things yet some of our cousins 

and neighbors borrowed them once in a while. Especially the royal blue beaded gown and velvet wrap that came from 

Saks Fifth Avenue.  When Mrs. Eggleston daughter Helen was getting married in1926. She had them  sent to Momma, 

because she wanted her to look nice for the wedding and reception, that was held in a fancy hotel on Fifth Avenue. 

But, it turned into such a tragety, while the young couple was sailing to Europe for their honeymoon, he died in her 

arms of of a heart attack on the dance floor. 

A tall box held old fur coats and fur scarfs loaded with moth balls and it stank so bad we had to hold our nose. 

Practially all of he furs were so old, the hair was falling off and we’d whisper to one another,  “Oh yuck, who would 

want to wear those smelly old things?” But, there was one fur piece I liked.  It had three skins, and glass eyes and tiny 

little leather ears and feet. I loved when Momma wpi;d throw it over her shoulder and the tails hing down. To me she 

looked like a movie star, but she only wore in it in the spring and fall, over one of her wool suits or a pretty silk dress 

she had made..We loved seeing Momma when she came home on Sunday afternoons, her hair always looked so nice, 

and she wore a felt hat with a small veil just covering her eyes, and her beads and earrings matched the outfit she was 

wearing. She certainly didn’t look like she lived on Amsterdam Avenue and the amazing thing was, the women always 

admired Momma,  

The big tall boxes held Daddy’s old suits, old overcoats and sweaters that no longer fit him and they reeked from the 

smell of mothballs too, because Momma never put in a few, she dumped the entire box in. When you opened the door 

to Anna’s room, the smell of moth balls hit you in the face.. I remember one  day Daddy saw us putting clothes in a 

box to go to Pennsylvanis,  and he warned Momma, “I hop you’re not giving away any my clothes.”  Little did he 

know Momma gave his old wool overcoat, a suit and sweaters to the tramps, a long time ago, when she saw how they 

were shivering in the cold.  She assured me, he’d never miss them, and he didn’t. 

Momma always got teary eyes when she’d open the box with our baby clothes in it. She’d hold them up and stare at 

them, because she had crocheted the little hats, leggings, mittens and button-up sweaters with shiny mother-of -pearl 

buttons up the front, all in white wool, and a heavy carriage blanket that had a big pink and blue bow in a separate flat 

box. After she’d put the tissue back over them and closed the box,  and she’d sit there a while, remembering. 

A medium size box held all her art supplies, bottles of linseed oil, camel hair brushes, full tubes and used tubes of oil 

paints. In another box  were  pieces of canvas, and oilcloth rolled up, because she painted on the back of it, because it 

cost less and she saved the canvas for special pictures. Momma loved to paint pictures, and find frames in the thrift 

shops, and give them away as gifts, if she was going to go see someone. Momma had a lot of boxes with her paper 

flower supplies, because, it was one of her favorite hobbies to cut and shape velvet rose petals and in no time she had a 

dozen of pink or red sweetheart roses.  

The nuns in school loved the roses Momma would send them, especially in the winter. I think everyone Momma ever 

knew,  had her sweetheart roses. When she was a little girl, her mother got her interested in making paper flowers. She 

used to watch her mother make paper zinnias in orange, gold and marigold,  and always had them sitting in the kitchen 

window in the winter, never dreaming one day, tshe would be making and selling her  paper flowers to different 

florists in New York City. The tall, narrow box by the door,  was where we kept our boots and galoshes.  

When I think how we had to put up with Daddy abuse, when we were growing up. No one realized he was slowly 

losing his mind, and would end up in a mental hospital the rest of his life, because of the alcohol he drank all his life. I 

remember how he used to make us stand at attention, for hours in the middle of the night, because he wanted to feel he 

was boss and could control us. He’d sit at the dining table holding a big stick he kept in the corner, and threatened to 

‘wallop’ us with it, if we dared to talk or move, until he said we could.  If he said, ‘kneel’, we had to kneel on the 

linoleum floor, and we couldn’t get up until he said we could. He would command us to kneel, get up, sit down, don’t 

move, as if we were a dog, and we should have been asleep in our bed, but we were so afraid of him, we did whatever 

he said!  

When I think of Momma’s life, we never realized she must have been very lonely, living in one room all those years,  
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with no one to talk to.  When she was in the city working for Mr, and Mrs. Hardon, and Mrs. Kolman, it was seven 

days a week with Sunday afternoons off,  And all the while, we would be wishing Momma was home with us. She was 

the only one that would hug and kiss us ‘good night’and we wanted her whenever we’d fall and scrape our knees. 

Even though Anna was so good to us, it was Momma we wanted to put iodine on our cuts and bruises.  I can still 

remember how I used to wish Momma was home when I came home from school, like the other mothers were, so I 

could tell her what went on in school that day, or that I cried because I had a fight  with one of my friends.  

When Momma was home, every Sunday night, she would argue with Daddy about his drinking,  the three of us would 

hide behind our bedroom door, and look out. We’d get very upset when we’d hear Momma crying,  because Daddy 

wouldn’t give her money to help her with the bills. a  

And as we got older, the fighting got  worse, they were hitting and punching one another and we’d be shaking so 

afraid Daddy would hurt Momma.  

Once  I tried to get in between them, and pushed Daddy away from Momma and was crying,, “Stop hitting Momma, 

Stop it! Stop it!” He ran after me and I knew he was going to hit  me.  I opened the outside door and stood out  there  

He stopped and didn’t come after me in case one of the neighbors came by..Then Momma curled up on our bed, and 

was sobbing so hard that she’d pass out. It was a very frightening thing for us to see, because we thought she was 

going to die.. 

We didn’t understand she was hyper-ventilating, because she was so upset, and we would get as close as we could to 

her on the bed,  and put and our arms around her, thinking we were going to protect her from Daddy.  He’d look in at 

us and see how scared and worried we were about Momma, and hear the outside door close, and stay in the bar 

downstairs until she left. 

In 1937, I was twelve, Sonny was eleven and Mary Jane was nine, and Momma bought us a beautiufl wooden radio 

she found on sale, that could bring in broadcasts from  London and different cities in Europe. Daddy referred to it,  as 

‘his’ radio and we were  not allowed to  touch it, and Momma got it for us, not him, so we could to hear our favorite 

programs. When he had on the news on, he would sit there and argue with the commentator about politics in America,  

or the politics in England,  being he was from Belfast, Northern Ireland..Night after night he’d be  drunk and didn’t 

know what he was doing, and finished the quart of whiskey, eat his dinner and drink nine bottles of beer, and fall 

asleep at the table with his face in the newspaper. We were careful not to wake him up, when we tip-toed past him and 

got in our pajamas and we’d pull the covers up over our heads, hoping he’d think we were asleep and wouldn’t want to 

fight with us. 

With all the drinking Daddy did, I don’t know how he got up the next morning. Yet, he never missed a day of work 

and was up at 4:30 AM every mornig. without an alarm clock.  Well, except the time Momma gave him two black 

eyes, and didn’t go to work the next day. After Daddy delivered all the milk, he finished around noon, and either went 

to the bar, or home. We came home for lunch at noon,  and knew if he was home, when we were walking up the five 

flights of stairs, we listened to see if he had the radio on, because he liked The National Farm and Home Hour” and  

Souza’s marching band playing “The Stars and Stripes Forever.” In the afternoon he listened to Irish music, but in the 

evening, he listened to the programs we liked..   

When we were growing up, and we did something wrong, the worst punishment we got was when Anna would go, 

“Tsh,Tsh, Tsh” and we’d feel terrible.  Anna never hit or yelled at us. and she was never was in a bad mood or cranky. 

Yet, for some reason, Momma always picked on Anna. She found more ways to hurt Anna’s feelings, and tell her she 

did not like how she did this or that. The shame of it was, Momma never appreciated how good Anna was to us all 

those years. She never argued with Momma, she got up and quietly retreated to her room and closed the door. We 

would hear her qquietly crying. and it upset us because we were attached to Anna. 

When we lived on Amstedam Avenue, everyone was poor, but no one knew the difference. The Depression lasted a 

long time and there were no sign of it was going to get any better. It didn’t matter what city you lived in,  the men lost 

their homes, jobs and businesses continued to close and it only got worse with each passing year.  Daddy never gave in 

to help Momma and he continued to live there, while she worked to pay the rent and buy food.. How.we dreaded 

Sunday nights because Momma and Daddy always ended up fighting, and some nights were worse than others, but it 

was  always over the same thing … his drinking and gambling.  
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One night Daddy happened to mention, he owed his bookie a lot of money and used a hundred dollars of the 

company’s money he collected on his milk route, to pay his bookie, and he didn’t know how he was going to pay it  

back.  When Momma heard what he had done, she was furious.  “I hope they put you in jail where you belong .How 

could you use the money you collected and give it to your bookie?” He sniffed, ”It happened before and they let me 

pay it back a little at a time.” Momma didn’t know they warned him, if he did it again. he would be fired .  

During the Depression, so many families were evicted from their apartmens and everything they owned would be 

sitting on the sidewalk.. It happened so often, that people just walked by and glanced at all their beds and mattresses, 

cribs and clothes, and the mothers standing guard over their belongings, while their children played nearby, 

unconcerned about what happened.    

Momma had no choice but work full time, seeing how her life was spiraling down. She worked so hard to make ends 

meet, but Daddy didn’t care. All that mattered to him, was he had his whiskey and beer, and he had plenty because he 

made it in our bathtub. Saturday nights he invited his  friends up to the house to play cards, being they got paid on 

Saturdays. They were only too glad to come and get all the whiskey they wanted while they played cards into the wee 

hours of the morning, and filled our dining room with smoke from their cigars and cigarettes.  

When Momma worked part-time, she had to ask and paid a neighbor to watch us, because she couldn’t trust Daddy, 

because after he finished his milk route up in Washington Heights, by the George Washingtron Bridge,  he’d bring his 

horse and wagon back to stable at Sheffield Farms on 125th Street. Then  

Anna did the cooking, the washing and ironing and very morning she went downstairs and did the shopping. She liked 

to gossip with the ladies standing on the stoop, and they all be holding their black oilcloth shopping bags, then  go in 

and out the stores. It was amazing how the owners of the stores were all different nationalities on our block, there was 

the German butcher, an Irish grocer, an Irish bar and an Irish liquor store on the corner of 135th , the Italian vegetable 

store, and Italian barbers, a Russian tailor, and the Candy store had  different owners, and a Jewish pharmacist and 

drug store was on the corner of 134th. Everyone got along, and cared about one another, especially if  you had a 

problem. It didn’t matter what religion you were or where you were born, they wanted to help you,  

We used to wondered how Momma knew which box to stick her hand down into when she wanted to get something 

out of one of them, when she had so many boxes. Yet, she always found what she was looking for .With so many 

boxes jammed up against the ceiling, they blocked the only window in Anna’s room, and made it so dark.  you had to 

put the light on to see.. And to do that, we had to reach up and feel around in the air for the heavy metal nut tied to the 

end of a string and pull it, and that would  turn on the one naked bulb hanging down on a long chain.The apartment 

houses along Amsterdam Avenue, were built during the Turn of the Century, and were basically all  the same. Five 

stories high, four apartments on each floor, two in the front and two in back with fire escapes, three bedrooms one 

bathroom, living room and kitchen. In the vesticule were rows of shiny brass mailboxes and you needed to be buzzed 

in. Marble steps went upstairs to every floor, and we had steam heat radiators, and a hot pipe in the bathroom, a 

stationary tub in the kitchen where Anna washed clothes, a dumb-waiter and two narrow closets  

Aunt Rose had three girls a little older and one my sister’s age when they outgrew their clothes, we were thrilled that 

she gave them to us they wre so pretty and nice. What was too big, went in a box in Anna’s room, until we grew into 

them. What we didn’t want or couldn’t use, was put in another box to go to Pennsylvania, with us, because we went 

every year for the Fourth of July. 

Daddy and Mommma always took their vacations together, the first week of July. When Momma was getting 

everything ready to go, she had so many boxes lined up in the hall to go with us to Pennsylvania, in the borrowed car, 

and she didn’t care that we had to sit on those boxes for sixteen hours. In the early Thirties, the cars didn’t have trunks, 

so whatever she could’t fit on the back seat,  she tied on the roof of the car.  

Going to Pennyslvania was Momma’s greatest joy! She looked forward to it all year and she never went that she didn’t 

bring everyone ‘some little thing.  So those boxes were filled with all kinds of things she had saved for her family, 

during the  year, It was during the Depression, and farmers were having a hard time like everyone else, and they were 

thankful for anything and everything she would bring. What they couldn’t use, was passed to someone who could use 

it.  

Daddy never owned a car, but he hda a chauffeur’s license, and borrowed a friend’s car. Not many people in the city 
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had a car back then, ana Momma would always pay the man for letting Daddy take us to Pennsylvania in it every year. 

We’d take off our shoes and run around in the grass in our bare feet, while our cousins, Dorothy and Shirley who were 

a couple of years older than us, stood shaking their heads, laughing and asking their mother,  ‘Why do they to do that?’  

My sister and I couldn’t wait to get up mornings, and go help Aunt Vina feed the chickens, ducks,  pigs, and we’d hold 

a big heavy pail of milk for the calves and they’d slurp and drink the whole pail of milk. We’d feel so important going 

with her to the chicken coop but, she would make sure we had our shoes on, before she handed us the baskets to put 

the eggs in. We followed behind her and go up the wooden ramp into the messy ‘poop coop’ We would slip our hands 

under the chickens that were nervously eyeing us, and take the warm eggs out from under them, and put them in the 

basket, and Aunt Vine would warn us, “Be careful how you carry them baskets, so those eggs don’t roll around and 

break,” while we carried them back to the house.  

Before we knew it it was Laobr Day,  and Momma and Daddy came back to take us home because we had to go 

school, and we’d cry, ‘we didn’t want to go home to the city’, we loved  being up there on the farm with Aunt Vina 

and Uncle Henry. 

When I think of all those boxes Momma had in Anna’s room, we never realized they were filled with Momma’s 

dreams. She had plan for every thing she had in those boxes, because she was so sure she was going to have a house in 

the country one day.  But, that never happened. Momma continued to make us dresses, and coats from those remnants 

she had .  

When we ‘had to’ move from 131st Street to 136th Street, in 1934, we hated living in that back apartment on the fifth 

floor, because there was nothing for us to see except look down in other people’s windows or look down at the court 

yard. Coming from an apartment where we could look out the windows and see so much, because there was always 

something going on on Amsterdam Avenue.  

The trolley cars were constantly going up and down, the Knickerbcker Hospital was up the block, and the ambulances 

sirens were always going and we’d see them  rushing up or down the avenue to someone’s house.  Cushman’s funeral 

parlor was across the street on the corner, and everyday but Sunday, there was a funeral going on over there.Up the 

block was our church, the convent, the boys school on 131st Street, between Amsterdam and Convent Avenue.  

We were very lonely and felt lost when we lived there.. Daddy was always drunk or asleep at the dining room table 

and we were not allowed to touch ‘his’ radio. Anna went to church every night and we only saw Momma Sunday 

afternoons and evenings. We would climb out on the fire escape in nice weather and watch th boys play stick ball 

down in the courtyard.  We would never tell Momma when we sat out there in the dark,  we looked in everyone’s 

windows, and would see and hear things, we didn’t dare tell her or Anna about. Sp,etimes we went up on the roof to 

play, and one of the mothers would be there sitting in the sun, and we played with their children  

All roofs in the city had brick chimneys spewing dirty smoke and coal dust filling the air, day and night. It was worse 

in the winter because the apartments needed steam heat, and had to burn more coal. The coal dust  fell on the wash on 

the  lines filled with clothes, that stretched from one kitchen window to the other.  

That black soot found it’s way into everyone’s windows and would be on the window sills.The women had to scrub 

clothes up anddown on washboards and wring them out by hand and hang them out on the lines, and at times, that 

block soot would be all over them.  

In the winter, they clothes freeze and be stiff as boards and they had to wrestle with the wash to bring it in, to let them 

melt and dry on an inside line. There were hundreds of clothes lines coming from all the apartment houses in the back, 

that me they looked like giant spider webs, criss-crossing back and forth, from window to window.  

The apartment houses were like a frame, that went around the entire block, and they faced the north, south, east, and 

west, and the backs of  the apartment houses all faced a big courtyard, separated by a high wooden fence that went 

down the middle.  

It was a place where the boys liked to play stickball, and not worry about getting hit by a car. They often hit someone’s 

sheets with the ball, and it would leave a black mark on the sheet and they’d run for their lives before one of the 

women would open their window and give them a good ‘tongue lashing’ for what they had done. But they’d be back 

the next day and janitor would chase them before the tenants would have complained to him.  
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 SUNDAY NIGHT FIGHTS     

 

No one realized back then,  Daddy’s mind was going because of his drinking; Momma should have realized he was not 

normal,  the way he made us stand for long periods of time in the dining room, with our hands to our sides … for no 

reason other than he wanted to be in control.. We didn’t dare move. He would sit there holding that stick heketp in the 

corner,  and he wouldn’t hesitate to whack us with it, if we moved   We were constantly telling Momma how Daddy 

treated us, but she never did anything about it. I don’t think she had any idea what he put us through. because he would 

never do it if she was home.   

Her life was different, it was so peaceful where she worked, compared to what we had to go through at home with 

Daddy. Every Sunday night, they fought over money. We’d hide behind our bedroom door, and hear Daddy shouting 

at Momma, and she’d be crying, and come in our room and lay on our bed and sob into the pillow,  that we got to hate 

Sunday nights.  

What kind of a life was that for children, nine, eleven, and twelve years old? He’d wake us up oand have us go in the 

dining room and we’d walk out there like zombies, half asleep, because he wanted to argue with someone. What did 

we know about politics in America and politics in England and Ireland and not getting anywhere wih us, he’d start on 

Anna, because she was from Wexford, Southern Ireland, and he was pro-British, from Belfast, Northern Ireland, they 

had some  heated arguments over Ireland wanting to become to be free of  England, And we sat there listening to them 

and all we wanted was to go back to bed.  

One time we were going to go to bed, Momma had just left, and he was ranting and raving and pacing back forth in the 

dining room about something Momma said to himbefore she left.. He’d lined th three of us up ino the dining room and 

wedidn’t know what he was yelling at us for “You had better obey me and do what I say, and not what your mother 

says. I am boss in this house, and I make all the rules, not your mother!“  

We were scared because Daddy was in a horrible mood, and if we tried to move towards our room wanting to get away 

from him, and he’d drag us back  by our hair, and it hurt. We’d be crying and he’d make us stand at attention, before 

he let go of our hair and we had to stand there   

He had to get up so early, and get shaved and dressed.  He never ate breakfast, he drank half a quart of whiskey and 

finished the other half when he came home. He got the trolley at the corner  that turned at west at 125th Street, and it 

took him to Shefield Farm Milk Co, and delivered milk to the elevator apartment houses up around 180th Street and 

Washington Heights. 

After we finished dinner, Anna couldn’t get out the door fast enough, she was such a coward. She was more afraid of 

Daddy than we were. She went to church everyday, in snow or rain, and it wasn’t until after Anna died, we learned she 

had bee engaged and her boyfriend was killed in WWI, and she never went with another man. she grieved over him the 

rest of her life. 

When we were a little older, Momma insisted we take turns doing dishes to help Anna, then we sat on the floor and did 

our homework.and listened to, The Lone Ranger, Jack Benny, and Jack Armstrong,the all American boy. When the 

floor was cold, we’d get our pillows and sit on them.. 

We were naïve to think ‘ none of the kids on the block knew our mother and father fought almost every Sunday night.’ 

Like most families, it was an unwritten law you never discuss what goes ton in your house, not even with your best 

friends. We foolishly thought it a big secret that Daddy drank and gambled. I guess we weren’t smart enough to figure 

out, the whole building heard them fighting almost every Sunday night. We knew some fathers drank and hung out 

downstairs in the bar, but they didn’t get drunk like Daddy did, they knew when to quit. The men worked six and a 

half days a week, and were paid on Saturdays. They didn’t have to get up for work on Sunday, they spent the night 

drinking with their buddies in the bar. They didn’t fight or abuse their wives and children, they liked to unwind and  

talk with the men in the neighborhood. They were not like Daddy, they gave their wives money to pay the rent and buy 

groceries, and they bet a few pennies on the numbers in the candy store or up at the barber shop, but that was  

Every Saturday night the men drank too much and started fighting and start punching one another. The bartender 

would pick them up by the seat of their pants,and throw them outside on the sidewalk, and if they continued rolling 

around,the bartender called the police. 
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Their cursing and angry voices would wake us up, and we knew right away there was a fight going on downstairs. We 

would take our pillows and blanket and hang out the window, I had the window in our room, and she had the window 

in Daddy’s room. Pulling the blanket around ourselves, we’d watch  them rolling all over the dirty sidewalk and over 

newspapers laying around, and their shirts and clothes covered with blood and blood coming from their noses and 

mouths, it didn’t bother us, we were used to seeing it, we had  front row seats on Saturday nights  

We’d heard the sirens and in no time two police cars pulled in, then the paddy wagon ame along andpulled in front of 

the saloon. Since no one in our neighborhood owned a car, there was plenty of room to park. Even with the police 

there, it didn’t stop them fighting, and a couple guys from the bar came out and would jump on top of them, and all we 

could were the fists flying and the cops trying to separate them, and they couldn’t. They’d hit them with their billie 

sticks, and they’d get up and start swinging at the cops, but the cops ducked were a lot faster than the drunks and 

they’d drag them over to the Paddy wagon and toss them in the back and close the door.  

They would bring them up to the 151st Street Police Station on Amsterdam and stick them in a cell and let them sleep 

it off. Since most of the cops were Irish,  they’d release them in the morning so they could go wash up and go to 

Sunday mass.. The men would apologize to the cops for giving them a hard time,  and go home and wash up and put 

on their only suit and walk down the hill to church with two big black eyes and swollen lips, acting as though nothing 

happened. 

Momma was always reminding Daddy, he better be careful, because one day he just might lose his job because of his 

drinking and gambling. He would laugh at her and boast, “They would never fire me, I have never missed a day’s 

work and I’ve  been with them since 1921.” He kept drinking and gambling and threw caution to the wind, not that it 

mattered because he didn’t give Momma any of his money. Why Momma let him get away with it, is what I have nevr 

stopped asking myself, this was a man who demanded and got steak everynight, but we didn’t, he lived in that 

apartment and never gave Momma any money towards the rent or food. All he paid for was his beer, whiskey and 

cigarettes and everdayAnna had to go downstairs and get it for him. 

We found out all our neighbors heard Daddy fighting with Momma, his voice carried up through the dumbwaiter. 

When I think of the fights they had.and how he made Momma’s life, ka ‘living hell’. They were so unhappy together 

and whenever she argued with him about his drinking,  he put his brown felt hat on, and slammed the door behind him 

and go downstairs and stay in the bar, until he saw Momma get on the trolley, then he’d come up and start fighting 

with us. 

Sunday afternoons Momma walked us down the 135th Street hill to Broadway,and we go up to 137th Street, and get on 

the subway and go downtown. We would visit one of her friends. or she’d call Aunt Mary and ask if was alright we 

come visit? She’d be happy to hear we were coming and we’d take the Broadway/Seventh Avenue train to Borough 

Hall, Brooklyn.  

Aunt Mary made so much food, and  we liked being there, because we could sit at the big table that had a big white 

starched tablecloth on it, with her six children and the grownups. Aunt Rose did the same thing for us, and she made 

such wonderful meals, and we were allowed to sit at her table too, with everyone talking to one another. For us it was 

wonderful, because we rarely sat at our dining room table, maybe once a year./ Daddy sat there every night and we 

were not allowed. 

Momma’s relatives lived in Pennsylvania,  and we went there every summer and stayed with Aunt Vina. And Daddy’s 

relatives lived in the Bronx, Brooklyn and Manhattan, and Ireland. Momma was close to Aunt Rose, Daddy’s oldest 

sister. She was the first one to come to America, and she worked and paid for her brothers, Bernard, Michael and 

Thomas, and her sister Florie to come and live in America 

When we went home, after having such a good time, as soon as she walked in Daddy was looking for  fight and 

Momma would tell him off.  

They couldn’t see what it was doing to us It tore us up inside, hearing Momma cry as though her heart would break, 

because she knew he wasnever going to change and there was nothing she could do about it. 

I remember onenight seeing her body wet with sweat fromcrying and she when she was on our bed, sobbing and 

saying,  “Oh! God! What did I ever do that I have to spend the rest of my life with such a terrible man? I’ve lead a 

good life. I go to church every Sunday. Why can’t I have a happier life like some other women do instead of having to 
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put up with someone like him?”  

We would get as close as we could to Momma, and the thereof us would put our arms around her, thinking we were 

protecting her from Daddy. She’d look at us and get up and go wash her face and take her pocket book, and kiss us and 

go back to work, sniffling.  

When I think how many times, she came all the way home and go all the way back down town , jto take us ice skating 

in Central Park  or she would come home during a snow storm, after working all day, so she could take us sleigh 

riding, late at night, down a great big long hill, because she wanted us to have as much fun as we could. As far as we 

were concerned, Daddy didn’t exist, we wanted nothing to do with him, he was never included in anything we did,  

hiking or getting on the Staten Island ferry, to  Palisades Amusement Park or Coney Island.   

We were happy to be as far away from him/ When we were with Momma, we were always laughing, and happy, but 

once we walked in that door, we knew there was going to be another fight and there was.. and it continued for fifteen 

more years. 

Even when we were teen-agers, they used to fight, and we felt so helpless standing beside Momma , and so many 

timesd, she would just  pass out from sobbing so hard. It frightened us because we thought she was going to die, and 

we’d panic and be so scared.  

We didn’t know, she was hyper-ventilating, from all the frustration and anger she was feeling inside, but for us, it was 

a very frightening time, not knowing what was happening to Momma. We would try to revive her, and rub her head 

and neck, until she finally opened her eyes and looked at us. Daddy was so drunk, he didn’t even know Momma had 

passed out, not that he would have cared.. He’d stumble by, bleary eyed and go to bed and never check to see  if 

Momma was alright, while we were rubbng her and shaking her. trying to make her wake up, and because she didn’t 

respond right away when that did happen, but it was the most awful feeling to stand there, looking at her nd hoping she 

would open her eyes.   

When she did come to, she’d whisper to Sonny, “Go make me a cup of  tea, please,  and bring me a piece of toast.” 

He’d run out and put the kettle on, and put a piece of bread in the toaster, and butter it, and throw some tea in the 

teapot and pour boilng water over it. Asyoung as he was, he’d fix a tray and put a doily on it for Momma, then put the 

toast on a plate andputsugar and milk in the tea and be so happy carrying the tray in for Momma.  

Who would have thought, Sonny’s  life would turn out the way it did, when he was young, he was  so good to Momma. 

Even when he was in the army as a paratroope , he adored her and wrote  the nicest letters and cards to her. 

Something happened that totally changed him, ..and his life started spiraling down and down and he hit rock bottom 

and died at sixty, on January 4th 1987.  

The hot tea refreshed Momma, and she sat there awhile thinking and sighinglooking at the three ofus. Then she smiled 

and silently hugged us to her. And she askedme to go to her drawer and get her a  hanky. She took her glasses offand 

wiped her eyes and blew her nose a few times, and and told us, “I don’t know what happened to me, but I’m alright 

now. I have to get up and go back to work.” We followed her to the bathroom, and stood with our backs up against the 

wall watching her wash her face and dry it, then powdered her nose, and rubbed some lipstick on.  

No matter how old I got to be, I got a pain in the pit of my stomach everytime I’d see Momma pick up her pocketbook 

to leave. She looked so sad when she kissed us again, and hurried out the door. We always ran to the window to see 

her get on the trolley, and we’d wave and she’d wave and the trolley disappeared down the hill. The house felt so 

empty when she’d leave, there was no more laughing until Momma came back the following Sunday. 

One Sunday night, they were having a terrible fight. Momma was in the kitchen, getting ready to fry a steak for 

Daddy. She was all upset and crying and we heard her say, “I’m going to Sheffield Farms tomorrow and I am going to 

have a talk with your boss and demand they give me your pay every week, before you get a hold of it and gamble it 

away. I’m letting them know how you have lived here all these years and never gave me a penny towards the rent or 

food or money for the childrens’ shoes and clothes. You have three children that didn’t ask to be brought into this 

world, and it is your duty to take care of them. You’;; see, they’ll give me your money.” 

The expression on Daddy’s face changed so fast, and his face got red a a beet and his eyes were almost  bulgng out of 

his head when  he walked over to Momma and began shaking his finger in her face and put his fis  under her nose, and 

warned her,  “You dare do something like that, I’m telling you right now, I’’ll knock your block off.  You hear me?’ 
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Then he snarled, ”Hmmph! What makes you think, they’d give you my money. I’m the one that earned it. There’s no 

way you’re gonna get my money. It’s mine, not yours.” 

“Oh! but I will. I can’t wait to tell them how you are always drunk and you use the money you should be taking care of 

your family with and gamble it, and you use the money you collect from their customers on your route and gamble 

with that too.”  

Well, it turned out to be one of the worst fights they ever had.  A fight that to this day, my sister and I still talk about. 

The three of us ran and hid in our room, and kept the door ajar so we could look out through the crack so we could 

hear what they were saying, out in the kitchen,  I was trying to finish my homework and.stopped, because I could 

heard their voices were getting louder, hearing how the argument was escalating, I was worried what he might do to 

her.  

I tip-toed out to the dining room and stood in the hall looking in the kitchen, but he couldn’t see me. I got a little 

braver and moved in a little closer and I saw Momma standing at the stove, sniffling and holding a steak she was going 

to cook for Daddy’s supper. She put the black iron frying pan on the gas stove and she was so angry at him, she yelled, 

“How you can you go to mass every Sunday, and not feel ashamed of yourself?  What kind of a father are you 

anyhow,  you are suppose to be a Catholic and you don’t go to confession, because you wouldn’t dare tell the priest 

how you drink and beat these children.”  

I went out into the dining, and from where I was standing I could Momma cutting the fat off on the steak, and when I 

saw Daddy sneaking towards her,I panicked.I  knew he was going to hit her. Momma was about to turn the gas on 

under the pan, and she screamed when she sw him coming at her. He took his fist and hit her in the jaw, and she 

started crying and was trying to push him away and she warned him, in an eerie  tone of voice, “Tom, I’m telling you, 

don’t you hit me like that again, you’re drunk, just stay away from me or I will hit you across your face with this pan 

and you’ll see stars.  Go to bed, you’r so drunk you can’t stand up!”  

I was shaking and Sonny came out and stood beside me and  whispered , “You want me to go out there and sock him 

in the nose? I can do it, if you want me to!” I shook my head, and told him, “NO, go back a stay inside.” I could hear 

Daddy mumbling something and Momma was telling him. “ I told you, don’t come near me because I swear Tom, I 

will hit you with this frying pan.”   

He walked right up to Momma, and pushed her so hard,  her head hit the wall and she slid to the floor, dazed, she sat 

there and couldn’t move, because she was wedged between the wall and gas stove. I covered my mouth, so I wouldn’t 

scream. I didn’t know whether to run in and help her get up I didn’t know what he might do to her next. he stood there 

glaringing at her, smiling as if he was proud of what he had done.  

We could see Momma was breathing very hard, and when she saw him  standing there looking so smug and reeling 

from side to side, it gave her the strength she needed  She put her hand on the edge of the stove and groaned as she got 

up because she hurt, and after she managed to get back up on her feet. Seeing him coming at her again, before we 

knew what was happening, Momma grabbed the frying pan with both hands and used it like a baseball bat, and held it 

witand hit Daddy across the face. and went flying backwards and he somehow stopped himself from falling 

backwards, and he landed up against the wall by the front door and we held our breathes, but he didn’t go down, but 

this time he went after Momma like a raging bull.  

When she saw him coming, she had both hands around the handle of the black iron frying pan and she hit him as hard 

as she could across the face again and that time he went staggering back and hit his head hitso hard  against the wall, 

and he sat there shaking his head, tyring to collect his thoughts, and was glaring at Momma.. He reached up and felt 

the bump on the back of his head, and checked see if there was any blood. There wasn’t any. Then, he carefully ran his 

hand across his face and  touched his eyes and the side of his face,  where Momma clobbered him, and he seemed 

disappointed there was no blood there either. Putting his arm in back of him, he leaned against the wall for support and 

strainged to get up. He went in the bathroom and looked  in the mirror and saw the side of his face and  both of his 

eyes were bright red, and beginning to swell. Before he came out, we ran as fast as we could and hid behind the door 

in our room.  

I held my breath,  afraid what he was going to do next, and saw him through the rack in the door,  sit on his bed, and 

we heard one shoe drop to the floor, then the other one. Then we heard the familiar sound of the springs of the bed 
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squeaking, saw him get in bed with all his clothes on.  

When we heard him snoring, we tip toed past his bed and went to the kitchen, where Momma was.. She just eyed us, 

and continued wrapping the steak he didn’t get for supper in wax paper opened the top of the ice box and threw it in. 

She never said a word to us, and made a couple of cheese sandwiches and put them on a plate for each of us, and I 

poured milk in the glasses and stirred in some chocolate  “BOSCO”.  

While we stood there and ate, Momma went in the bathroom and washed her face and put on a bit lipstick, and got her 

pocketbook and she stood there looking at us. She hung her head down and sighed. “I’ m so sorry you children had to 

see that, but, that man has absolutely no conscience, how can he  refuse to help me to pay the bills.  Sometimes, I hate 

to say it, but I really think he’s sick in the head.”  

The tears were running down her face when she leaned over and  kissed each of us, then opened the door and  left.  We 

could hear her high heels going downstairs and we ran inside and hung out the window so we could watch her get on 

the trolley and wave to her, like we always did.. That night, we were so afriad to be there alone with Daddy, because 

Anna wasn’t home yet, not tht she was any good, she was just as afraid of him as we were. We got in our pajamas and 

hid under the blankets, and cried ourselves to sleep wishing Momma was there with us. 

The following morning, I was leaving for school, and I saw Daddy’s face all black and blue and red, and figured that 

was why he was still in bed, and he always boasted he never missed a day of work .He sat up saying, “Before you 

leave, you have to call work for me.”He handed me a piece of paper with a telephone number on it and told me to get a 

nickel from Anna..”Go in the candy store and call Sheffield Farms, and you tell them I am sick, is why I couldn’t 

make it in this morning.” I didn’t want to lie, and he saw I didn’t want to do it. He yelled at me, “Do it!” I stepped 

back because I was  shocked to see how both his eyes were black and blue and badly swollen , and so was the side of 

his face. I took the paper and got my school bag and  Mary Jane went with me.. We went in the candy store, and did 

what he asked 

When we came home from school, the women on stoop knew what happened last night. They were laughing because 

they had seen Daddy buying ‘MAX FACTOR make-up’ while they were in the drug store and heard the pharmacist 

telling him how to wet the sponge and pat the make-up around his eyes and face, and that is exactly what he did early 

every morning, before he went to work. I often wondered what he told the men at work, how he got those two black 

eyes.  

We loved Sundays because we had such a good time when Momma came home. Sometimes we took the Fifth Avenue 

bus downtown, and go to the Metropolitan Museum of Art, or we’d take the bus that goes all the way down Riverside 

Drive and walk over to the Museum of Natural History or the Planetarium, While we walked we took turns and talked 

and talked because we had so much to tell Momma, about what happened that week. Before we went home, she took 

us to Horn & Hardart’s on Broadway and  get  a dollar’s worth of nickels in there. We got a cup hot cocoa for a nickel 

and Mary Jane and I shared a piece of moist pound cake, while Momma enjoyed her cup of coffee.  

 

It was 1940, and as soon as we walked in the house, after having such a nice day with Momma, Daddy started in 

arguing with her about the money Mrs. Hardon left her in her will, when she died in December of 1939, but  the 

money didn’t come through util almost a year later.. Daddy slammed the paper down on the table and shoved the chair 

back and walked over to Momma, and put his fist in her face, and it looked like he was going to hit her, and he 

demanded she give him some of that money to pay off his bookies. 

 

Sonny was 12 at the time, and so skinny, he walked up to Daddy, and stuck his bony little chest out, with his hands on 

his hips, he bravely told him and tried to look real tough, “Don’t you dare hit Momma, because if you do, I will beat 

you up,” I thought I was hearing things when I heard him say that. Daddy.glared at him, rubbed his nose a couple of 

time and actually backed away from Momma and she grabbed Sonny and pulled him to her. knowing Daddy could 

really hurt him..Grumbling under his breath, Daddy plopped his hat on. slammed the door and went downstairs to the 

saloon.    

 

One Sunday when Momma came home, Daddy was reading the paper. She kissed us and  put her [cketbook down and  
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told us, “I am sorry, but for some reason I am very tired today and I really don’t feel up to going anywhere, I want to 

stay home and just rest today,.”  

 

We were so disappointed, but we were smart enough to know, Momma was upset about something, and she wasn’t 

telling us..She went in the kitchen and  made herself a cup of coffee, and my sister and me went in our room and sat on 

the floor and started cutting out paper dolls.. 

We put the sissors down,  when we heard Momma screaming at Daddy,. “I don’t care! I want you out of this house. 

Take your things out of that drawer and put them in a suitcase and I don’t care where you go, as long as you leave. I 

am so sick and tired of supporting you ever since we got married,, and I refuse do it anymore. You’re nothng but a 

drunk, and you have been lived off me long enough. You have never given me any money towards the rent or food 

that you eat and I pay for. Everytime  I think pf you being home with the children every night, and I cry myself to 

sleep, all  alone in one small room with no one to talk to. It isn’t right.  Just take your things and go.” 

 

We were thrilled Momma was telling Daddy he had to get out. I sneaked out and could hear her crying  and yelling at 

him,. “Do you hear me, Tom. I want you out of this house, now, today, not tomorrow or the next day, right now!!”   

 
Daddy laughed at her, He didn’t care what she said and he told her. “No woman is going to tell me what to do!.”  He leaned into her face 

saying.  “Just you try and make me leave.” He defied waited to see what she was going to do about it. That was all Momma had hear. She 

walked over  to the big bureau they had, with 3 big wide drawers.One was hers and the other 2 were Daddys. She opened the middle drawer 

where he had all his important papers from the navy, and citizen papers in a small back box, his underwear, long johns, starched long sleeve 

and short sleeve shirts/  It was a big and wide drawer so she had to struggled to get it out.  but she had extra strength, because her adrenalin 

was working and she got it  out.  She waddled over to the open window,  turned the drawer upside down and dumped 

everything down on the sidewalk.  

She walked backand slid the empty drawer back where ot belmged and stood there looking at him. I know she was 

very disappointed at Daddy’s reaction, because he didn’t care. All of a sudden he was yelling, “Where’s my piece of 

turf from Ireland?. It was in the corner of that drawer. Don’t tell me you dumped tht out of the window? You nuts or 

something. I’ve had that piece of turf  with me ever since I left Ireland.”  

 

He pushed Momma aside and ran downstairs, and we looked out the window and saw him bending over and going 

through his things, frantically searching for that one  piece of turf. He  found it.and he looked up at Momma and 

sniffed, andslipped it into his  pocket and walked on the clean shirts and underwear there laying on the sidewalk, and 

left the box with his important papers there and went in the bar.. 

 

 Momma sat down and closed her eyes and sighed, “I don’t believe it, he left his Discharge Papers from the Navy and 

his Naturalization Papers on the sidewalk, and just took the piece of turf?” When Momma saw how people were 

walking around the clothes and staring at them, she got the shopping bag and hurried downstairs and stuffed all his 

clothes and papers in it, before someone took them. I  think he knew she would come downstairs  and pick everything 

up. When she came back upstairs, she threw everything back in the drawer, even though they had been walked on and 

dirty, she was so mad at him.. Of course, Daddy stayed./ He didn’t leave,  continued having his steak every night and 

every Sunday night, they would have another fight and for some reason, I never heard Momma say, she was putting  

Daddy out again?  

 

After they had one of their fights, Daddy would wait until Momma left, then he would take it out on us. But, it was 

always poor Sonny that he picked on th emost. It was almost as though he enjoyed taking off his belt and hitting him 

with him for no reason .My sister and me would cringe and cry everytime Daddy hit him across his legs and back with 

his belt, and Sonny just took it and he never cried. 

When we were married and had children, Mary Jane would sit and talk about what our lives were  like growing up, 

and we said a lot of unkind things to say about Daddy. But.Sonny, never said an unkind word about him, .but that was 
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how Sonny was, he kept everything to himself. Years later, I was the one that dared to defy Daddy, but it didn’ t 

happen until I was twenty-two year old and working.. I came home one night and when I walked in,  I heard Mary 

Jane crying. 

She was nineteen, and I ran in and saw Daddy had her arm bent up bhind her and he was pushing her behind a mad hot 

radiator pipe,  burning her, to punish her, because he saw her smoking. 

I don’t know where I got the strength from, but when I saw how he was torching her, I very carefully sneaked up in 

back of him and put him to the floor and sat on top of him and beat him in the face with my fists. From that day on, he 

never hit any of us again. What we didn’t realize was Daddy’s mind was going because of all the drinking he had done 

all his life, and a few years later we found out he had cirosis of the brain. He had to be restrained on the street and 

taken to a Veteran’s Mental Hospital and  was there seven years. He didn’t know any of us and thought he was still in 

the navy and that it was was 1919. He died there at 65, in May of 1961.   

Yet,  his twin brother Michael lived to be 102. When he  went back to Ireland, he bought a house with a farm and 

raised his family there. He had no health problems, except he was a little hard of hearing and every day he walked two 

miles and even chopped wood for the wood stove, until the  he went to visit a friend sick that had the flu. He caught it 

and Uncle Mick died a week later.  

THE APARTMENT IN THE FRONT  

When Momma found the rooms on Amstrdam, we were jumping up and down we were so excited when we heard they 

were on the first floor in the front, and we no loner had to climb fibe figths of stairs a couple of times a day. We had to 

learn to be very careful when we crossed Amsterdam when we went to the park or school.  

We made a lot of  friends there and went.roller-skating with them, and when we had money from baby-sitting, we 

liked to rent bikes and we would  take long rides down along Riverside Drive..   

We spent most of time hanging out the front window. because we enjoyed watching people walking up and down the 

avenue and see  the mothers going shopping, which they did almost every day. No one had refrigerators, we had ice 

boxes and during n the winter all the apartments had galvanized metal boxes that hung outside the kitchen windows, 

and everything would freeze solid in them. Evenings, we liked to see young couples strolling down the avenue, and 

got to know who was going steady with who, and we watched who got off the trolley, and if we saw a taxi pull up in 

front of the stoop, we had had to see who could afford to take a taxi home? We soon recognized the relatives that came 

to visit the people on our block, and the fathers that slipped into the bar downstairs on Saturday nights,           

Most of the men did that, the were not like Daddy, drunk  everynight. They only got drunk on Saturday nights, when 

they got paid.. We could spot if someone didn’t belong in our neighborhood, and keep an eye on them to see where 

they were going, and they would turn out to be friends visiting friends.  

No one owned a car, so it was rare tosee a car parked along Amsterdam. We had lots ofpeddlers that came by  in a 

horse and wagon, and go from house to house, and continue on down Amsterdam Avenue, because there were no cars 

in their way. They had a horse that pulled their open wagon filled with vegetables one day, fruit another day, and the 

rag man ame around once a month.. But,  the iceman was there everyday, and his horse was so smart he knew when to 

move and when to stay. He  stop in front of each house and wait until he told him, “Next house.”. In this wagon he had 

several big blocks of  ice, about 2’X4’, covered with old torn quilts, and lots ofsawdust and burlap bags, so the ice 

wouldn’t melt. The old horse kept his eye on us while he munched on his oats, and he’d stick his head way down into 

a long canvas bag that was hanging  around his neck. We’d pet his nose and he liked that because when we stopped he 

would whinny at us, and show his big ugly teeth, but we found out he was smiling at us, because he wanted us to keep 

rubbing his soft velvety nose.  

When the iceman retired his old horse to a farm, he got a truck to deliver the ice, and he would drive by yelling up at 

all the windows, “Iceman, Iceman!”  The windows would fly up and women yelled down, “Ten cent piece” and  

another lady would yell, “Fifteen cent piece”.We couldnt’ figure out how he remembered what all those women 

wanted. Saturdays since there was no school, we liked to watch him take the ice pick and draw a line across the block 

of ice in the back, and score it, then whack it and he’d have the size he wanted. Seeing us standing there, he’d chip off 

a few pieces and give them to us and we‘d thank him and run off licking the sliver of ice like it was an ice cream cone.  

He’d throw a piece of burlap up on his shoulder and carry the ice up to the different apartments with a hunk of ice 
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sitting on a piece of burlap hanging off his shoulder, and he always put the ice in the ice box for the women and 

remind them,,.‘better cover it with newspapers, so it wouldn’t melt so fast.’ I cannot imagine what it must have been 

like, to climb up and down all those stairs, hour after hour, six days a week and he never appeared to be tired. He 

lovedto sing songs from different Italian operas while he climbing up  the stairs and we’d smile tell him,  ‘You have a 

nice voice,’ and he’d smile and say,  “Really?eally did.  

There was a little old Italian man, that came around with  his horse and wagon late in the afternoon, selling just 

potatoes, oranges, or  just corn, or bananas, or tomatoes but that was all. nothing else. In the middle of them he had a 

sign that said, a penny a piece, on both sides.He had two tired old horses that pulled the wagon, and he would sit t up 

on a padded worn board holding the reigns, yelling up to the houses, “Come gettra your nice-a oranges, a penny a 

piece.” If he had d vegetables, he’d sing out, ‘Come get you rfresh corn.or lettruce, or it could be tomatoes,  whatever 

he was selling  that day.   

Those horses were so smart too they knew just how far to move ahead each time, and he’d talk to them in Italian, like 

they were a person and we’d be shocked when we’d see him give each of his horses a big kiss. The women would 

come flying down from the apartments and walk around his wagon,  picking and pinching the fruit and examining 

them. When he had tomatoes, he’d be eyeing the women and asking them not to squeeze his tomatoes, and he stood 

there watching  them, he’d gove his horses some carrots to munch on..  The women picked out what they wanted and 

gave them to him, and he’d write down on a brown paper bag what they had. and add it up and put them in the paper 

bag for them.  

When they’d hand him the money, he’d dig down in the pocket of his dirty old white apron, that had one big 

continuous  pocket sewed across the front of it. He had so much change in it, that he’d stand there jingling the money, 

while he was waiting for the women to make up their minds..Hearing him jiggling that money  in his apron pocket, we 

thought he must be very rich.  

When the rag man came by with his old horse,  the kids liked to crowd around him and pet him.  because there was 

something  about his horse we all liked him Every time he moved, the big jingle bells that were wired to his harness 

would ring, and on his head he wore the same old brown felt hat with two holes cut  in it, so rhis ears could stick out 

and there was a long feather in the band of the hat. that made him look so funny standing there.. We hated when his 

horse had to moved down the block leave, and the old man continued hollering up to the windows, “Old rags! Any old 

rags  today,” holding the reins in his hand, he’d disappear down the hill.. 

Growingup, that was the only entertainment we had, looking out the window. When we heard the siren of a police car 

we waited to see them racing down the hill, and we had to see where they were going. The same thing happened when 

we’d heard the clang, clang, clang of the ambulance from Knickerbocker Hospital coming up the hill. We’d tell Anna. 

and run out the door, and join the other kids that were running to the apartment house where the ambulance pulled in. 

where a child or an old lady or man died, because so many  people died from tuberculosis then, entire families were 

wiped out, no matter how old they were. All the kids were gawking and trying to see the face they had covered with a 

sheet,  when they carried the person out on the stretcher. 

The janitor hung a black drape on the vestibule door and the family hung a wreath of black leaves with long black 

ribbons, on their apartment door. They were laid out in the front room of their home, because no one could afford to go 

to Cushman’s or O’ Leary’s Funeral Parlors.  

I loved parades and I never missed the St. Patrick’s Day parade going up FifthAvenue. We didn’t go to school that 

day, and I went with friends to Fifth Avenue, hoping we would get in the front and not hae to standinback of the ladies 

or men. It was usually a very cold day and we were shivering, with the hundreds of people lined up and waiting for the 

parade to begin. It seemed it was either snowing or raining or out, and we  stood there for hours watching all the 

different Societies from the Catholic churches go by, the firemen, the policmen marching in their uniforms, and men in 

kilts playing bagpipes.. There was one school band after the other went by, walking to the beat of the drummer, and 

the parade continued for hours. We’d clap for the pretty girls in their short skirts, because it was freezing out, but they 

were smiling and twirling their batons. There were thousands of people at the curbs watching, we were all jammed in 

so tight, we could hardly move. Even, the viewing stands were packed with V.I.P.’s newspaper men, bishops and 

priests, and everywhere, you looked, were policemen on horses, making sure the crowds stayed back on the sidewalk. 
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One Saturday moring, I thought I heard a band.  I looked out the window and saw there was a parade coming up 

Amsterdam. I got so excited, as I ran past the kitchen, I  told Anna where I was going. I crossed over Amsterdam, and 

stood with the people who were there, waiting for the parade to go by and pushed my way through so I could see them 

and saw there were lots of flags blowing in the breeze, and men and women were carrying signs.walking to the beat of 

the drum. I had no idea what the signs were for, all I was inerested in was hearing the band. I didn’t even realize I was 

walking with them and keeping in step with the music. I loved hearing the music coming from the fifes, trumpets and 

glockenspiel, and a heavy man was  playing a big drum. 

I was twelve years old and I kept in step with them on the sidewalk  for along time, and suddenly, I realized the music 

had stopped. The band broke up and was walking away and when I looked around, I didn’t even know where I was. I 

started to cry, because I didn’t know which direction to walk to go home. Two policemen were leaning against their 

squad car, talking, were watching me, and seeingthe bewildered on my face. they came over. The old one was 

laughing when he said, “I bet I know what you did.. You followed that parade and now you don’t know how to find 

your way back home. Right?” I nodded my head, but I  was so embarrassed  

His partner had me get in the squad car, “Okey,  tell us where you live and we’ll take you home. When I was a kid, 

didn’t I do the same thing,  I followed a parade,and was lost for hours.”   

I smiled and told them“”I live at 1508 Amsterdam, it’s between 134th and 135th Street, two blocks past City College..”I 

felt funny sitting in the back of a  police car where they put criminals. The older officer turned around and told me,  

“Do you know, you walked fifty blocks?” I hung my head and felt so foolish.. When they pulled up in front of my 

house, all the kids came running to see who was in the  police car and when they saw me, they were shocked. 

They were trying to look in the window,asking “What did she do.Did she get arrested?” I opened the door and stepped 

out and thanked them for bringing me home, and all the kids were crowding around me asking, ‘What did you do?” I  

waved as they turned and saw them go back up the hill. 

I walked past the boys with my nose in the air, and told them  “Nothing!  I got lost, that’s all and the cops drove me 

home!” I walked up the steps past my friends and they were whispering and staring at me, like I was a Hollywood 

celebrity. I hurried upstairs, thinking Anna was going to be so worried. I walked in,  and she was in the kitchen, and 

Anna didn’t even know I was lost!  

We  lived on a long hill, called Vinegar Hill, a section of Amsterdam Avenue that began at 135th Street, at the top of 

the hill,and went down to 129th Street, before it leveled off by the trolley car barn , and, Jacob Ruppert Brewery was 

there and a four story warehouse that sold Kosher chickens until it was sold later on and it became a big fur storage 

buiding.   

When we growing up there, the mother looked after ‘all the children’ not just their own.They were Irish, Scotch, 

German, Italian, Jewish, Greek, and Russian families, all living there together. We knew we could go to any mother, if 

some older kids were picking on us.If they saw us fall, they would take us in the park house and get the teacher to look 

at our knees and wipe the blood off for us.  If they saw us picking up a piece of bubble gum off the sidewalk, and put it 

in our mouth, they would take it out and throw it in the gutter and scold us ‘don’t do that, that is disgusting thing to do, 

you want to get all kinds of germs?’ We honestly thought, if we kissed it up to God, like a lot of kids did, that was how 

you get rid of all the germs. 

The women were always interested in seeing what Momma made us, and they would turn us around and inspect our 

dress or coat, .and be amazed at what Momma did. The mothers in our neighborhood admired Momma, and they loved 

to talk to her when she come home from work on the trolley car. Even though the women  knew one another for years, 

they always addressed one another by their married names, ‘Good day, Mrs. Connelly’, or ‘Hello, Mrs.Mc Arow’. 

They never called one another by their first names, and  to think how peope talk to one another today   

 

Momma was always dressed in a suit, a hat with a veil, beads and high heels, the women in the neighborhood wore 

starched starched cotton house dresses, laced up black nurse’s shoes and heavy cotton stockings, and no bras.They 

wore heavy boned corsets, even in the heat of summer.. They went shopping every day and spent time tp gossip, 

wanting to hear the latest news. in the neighborhood,  which was important to them.  The only time they wore a good 

dress, was when thet went to church on Sunday, or when they werevisiting relatives. As soon as they came chome, off 
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it came and back  on a hanger to air, then it was put back in the closet.    

 

WHO IS BOSS IN THIS HOUSE? 

 

So many times, Daddy would line us up in the dining room, and we had to stand in front of him. while  he’d sit there 

and ask, while he was shaking the stick at us “Who’s boss in this house?”  

 

He would be reeling back and forth, trying to see through his blood shot eyes, and wait for our answer? I”d say, 

“Momma is.” Of course, that was not what he wanted to hear, and he’d get so mad and I’d be waiting for him to hit 

me, and Mary Jane and Sonny were so scared, they wee shaking. He walloped me hard across my arms with the stick 

and ask me again, “Who is boss in this house?” 

I’d say, “Momma is the boss, not you!.” His face turned beet red, and he threaten to hit meagain, but he couldn’t make 

me say what he wanted to hear.. He knew he couldn’t intimidate me and start on  Mary Jane and Sonny, and they’d 

gladly tell him e what he wanted to hear .“You Daddy, you’re the boss, not Momma!”  Then they were allowed them 

to go to bed, but  I had to be punished.  He made me stand with ny hands at my side, for what he called …‘full 

attention’ and he would sit there glaring at me, because being in control of us,  was very important to him. When I’d 

see he was falling asleep, I’d wait untik his head went down, then sneak inside and get in my pajamas and climb in 

bed.   

                                                  “ 

In 1937,  Sheffield Farms finally had to fire Daddy, after he had been with them since 1921. They discovered he was 

using company money again, to pay off his bookes. Many times before, he gradually paid them back what he owed, 

but they had warned him, if he did it again,  they had no choice but fire him Momma said, he was lucky they didn’t 

have him arrested and put in jail.    

He didn’t tell Momma he was fired and when she found out it caused a terrible fight. Momma was so ashamed that he 

could do such a thing. And she decided to talk to Mrs. Hardon, and see if she would hire Daddy, until their chauffeur, 

Chris and his wife,came back from England. They took off time and were spending a year with their family and 

friends they hadn’t seen in years..  

Being Mrs. Hardon was looking for someone for the duration she was delighted to hire Daddy, while Chris was gone. 

Momma never mentioned  Daddy had a drinking and a gambling problem, nor did she tell her why he got fired. 

Momma warned Daddy, if he was going to work for Mrs. Hardon, he could not drink or gamble on the job and he had 

to stay out of the saloons. He assured her he wouldn’t drink, and she believed him.  

Little did she know the embarrassment he would cause her. Mrs. Hardon outfitted Daddy in a dark grey wool 

chauffeur’s uniform, black leather leggings, grey hat to match and leather driving gloves, and he started working for 

Mrs. Hardon, in Wilton, Connecticut.  

It was a Friday afternoon in the fall of 1937 and I just turned twelve. Sonny was eleven and Mary Jane was nine. 

Mrs.Hardon had sent  Daddy down from Connecticut to pick up the three of us up after school liked Chris used to do, 

and we would spend the week-end with Momma.We brought a suitcase with our clothes in it, and wore our school 

uniforms. Momma washed and ironed our middies and we were ready for school on Monday.mornings, when we went 

back. 

Daddy was very proud to be  wearing a chauffeur’s uniform and he would strut around like a rooster and go in the 

bars, after he had promised Momma faithfully, he wouldn’t. He knew where every saloon was, from Wilton to New 

York City. and would  park Mrs Hardon’s car  in front of our house, and go in the bar and we had to sit in the car and 

wait for him to come out. 

Mrs. Hardon was not aware of Daddy’s drinking problem. Or that he kept a flat stainless steel flask of whiskey in his 

back  pocket and kept it with him all the time. He was so clever, he chewed on dried cloves, knowing it would hide the 

smell of whiskey on his breath, and say he had a toothache. He fooled Momma and Mrs.Hardon and everyone else 

with that trick..  

We loved the ride to Wilton, Connecticut in the fall, and see the trees turning  red and gold, while we were sitting in 
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the back, We had to be quiet and didn’t dare say a word, or Daddy would yell at us. Wilton was an hour from the city 

and we learned once we crossed the line into Connecticut we were almost there.  

While Daddy  was driving along on the parkway, I was sitting directly in back of him, and I  noticed him, looking into 

the rear-view mirror and he asked in a  real loud voice. “Who’s boss in the house?”  We groaned, knowing he was 

starting that again and see him stretching his neck up  looking in the mirror, waiting for us to answer him .I wouldn’t 

tell him what he wanted to hear, but Mary Jane and Sonny did, because they were so scared of him, they’d say, ”You 

are Daddy!” .  

He caught my eye and said. ”Well … you heard what I  just asked?” I refused to answer him and looked out the 

window.  He got so angry that I ignored him,  he turned around , holding onto the steering wheel, he screamed,. ”Do 

you want me to put you out of this car because I will. I will leave you  here on Merritt  Parkway by yourself, so you 

better answer me. I will ask you one more time, Who is the  boss in our house? ”  

I still wouldn’t  say what he wanted to hear, and he pulled over on the grass, turned off the engine and jumped out and 

ran round to the passenger side. He opened the door and yanked me out bodily and threw me on the grass. ..and his lips 

were white, he was so mad.  He reached in his back pocket and took out the flask of whiskey and drank quite a bit of it 

and he. left me there and got back in the car. and drove away. I got up and brushed myself off my school uniform and 

d stood and could see Mary Jane and  Sonny looking out the back window, bawling their eyes out and the car 

disappeared down the road. .    

I stood there a long time, and I began to shiver because I was getting cold out. The sun was going down.and I only had 

on my school uniform. I hugged myself to stay warm and sat on the low  wooden guard rail. I didn’t know what to do.  

I was so glad when I saw a Connecticut State Troopers car  pull in,and one of the troopers hopped out and asked me 

“What are you doing here all by yourself? Where are your parents?” Seeing I was in my school uniform he asked, 

“Are you from one of the schools around here?” I shook my head and the other trooper came over.   

They were both asking me questions and I told them exactly what happened and what Daddy said and why he put me 

out of the car. They wrote everything down that I said, and seeing how I was shaking they opened th back door and 

told  me to sit in there. They got in and radioed  headquarters and told them everything I said. Then headquarters 

called Mrs. Hardon, to verify what I said, and she asked them if they would please bring me to her house. I explained 

where her house was, because I didn’t know how to get there.  

When we got there, they waited for Daddy to get there for an hour, and he finally showed up with Sonny and Mary 

Jane. They ran in crying toMomma. Telling her what Daddy did to me and the trooper immediately took him to the 

side. All they had to do was smell his breath and they could tell he had been drinking heavily.  They talked to him, and 

gave him a ticket and left.   

Mrs. Hardon was appalled at what he had done and  she walked overto Daddy and told him, “Tom, you are fired and  

hand me the keys to the car!. What you did to your daughter, is unforgivable!”. She was extremely upset that he dared 

to drink while he was behind the wheel of a car and he had his children in it.. She closed her eyes, and was repulsed by 

the smell of whiskey coming from him and seeing how he was teeter-totting back and forth while he stood there, she 

walked away and went inside to the library.   

Momma was furious at him, and shook hr fingr in his face and  asked him,  “:What is wrong with you,  that you drink 

the way you do. Now you’ve been fired twice in three months, because of your drinking and gambling.  

Mommastarted started to cry.  ”I still can’t believe you left  Rose on the side of the parkway all by herself, ad you 

knew it was getting dark out an dyou neve even went back to get her.?”  Daddy didn’t care he walked away and took 

the chrome flask out of his back pocket and gulped down the rest of the whiskey down, and we thought Momma was 

going to hit him watching him drink more whisky, after what just happened.  

Guieseppi had to take Daddy to the bus terminal;, so he could  go  home,and Mrs. Hardon called an agency and hired 

another chauffeur for theduration.  Momma was so embarrassed and upset by what he did that she kept apologizing to 

Mrs. Hardon that she didn’t let her know he had a drinking problem when she hired him.  

Anna wrote ther that we was home and wasn’t looking for a job, and was  pestering her for money so he could go 

downstairs to the bar. Momma  wrote back and forbid her to give him any of her money, because it was for food.  His 

‘so called  friends’ would treat  him to a drink while they stood around at the bar, once in a while, but they didn’t’ have 
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much money either. As the weeks went by he  was getting desperate to have his whiskey and beer, and he started 

borrowing money from them, and  promised them faithfully, he would give it  back aw soon as  he got a job. 

One Sunday, when Ms.Hardon was back in her apartment in the city, Momma came home on a Sunday and  noiced a 

for sale  sign downstairs in in the  luncheonette-candy store. Momma happened to mention it to .Mrs. Hardon, and she 

decided to buy it for Momma but she made sure it was in Momma’s  name. She figured Daddy could run it and still be 

home with the children.  She actually believed,  if he had the store to take care of, he would be more responsible and 

wouldn’t drinik so much. What she didn’t know was the bar was only  two doors down. He had no intention of being 

stuck in that store. it was my brother and me that was there most of the time,while he’d go in the bar and act like a big 

shot, now that he was the owner of the candy store, he paid back all the money he owed them and was now buying all 

his friends drinks, and he let them think he came into some money and  he bought the store. 

There was not another father in our neighborhood, that was as irresponsible as he was, and not one of themdrank or 

treated their family the way he did. We envied the families that had such nice fathers, especially when we would  see 

them take their children to the park on Sundays , and sometimes they whole family would  get on the trolley and go 

visit their relatives.  Daddy never went anywhere us, not even when Momma took us to visit‘his’ sister Rose, in 

Yorktown and his brother Bernard in Brooklyn.relatives. The only time he ever took us anywhere, was when the fleet 

was in and they would anchor  in the Hudson River, in New York City. 

Poor, dear Anna disappeared, when Daddy would start fighting with us. She was so afraid of him, and he knew it,  she 

would run and hide behind her door and peek out  No matter what he did or said,  she would never argue with him. 

That was about the only thing I didn’t like about Anna, she would never stick up for us when  he beat us with that stick 

he had, or when he’d be pulling our hair and yanking our arm up in back of us,  torturing us..  

When I think how he used to wake us and make us  go in the dining room and play Irish music for him. We were 

beginning to take music lessons,  and when he heard Mrs. Hardon was  paying for our music lessons once a week.  He 

assumed we were accomplished musicians in a month , and he demanded we play  Irish music for him.. Mary Jane was 

9, and I was 12, when we started taking our music lessons downtown at the Domincan convent. Every Wednesday 

after school. we got on the trolley and went to the Convent of  St. Vincent’s, Church on East 66th and Lexington 

Avenue, and the nuns were teaching me to play the piano  and Mary Jane the violin. We were terrible students but 

Momma enrolled us there, because she worked  at 127 East 66th Street, across the street from the convent/ We’d have 

our lesson, then have supper with Momma, and take the trolley home. I can’t believe Momma  ever let us go home, 

alone,  after dark..   

MUSIC IN THE NIGHT 

Daddy would order me, then Mary Jane, to get up. We would be half- asleep, and she would get her violin out  and try 

so hard to play one of the Irish songs we were familiar with. She ’d stand there looking so forlorn, with her beautiful 

long blonde curls, and be looking at me while  Iwas trying to explain to Daddy, we just started to learn to play that 

wedidn’t know any songs yet, and did’t know how to read the music yet. 

That was not what he wanted to hear, and he continued to demand we play Irish music, but we couldn’t make him 

understand we didn’t know how. He would push me down bodily on the piano bench nd order me,. “You sit there and 

you  play me some Irish songs you know the ones I like” He would start naming them and we knew a few, only beause 

we heard them so many times on the radio, because Daddy loved to sit and listen to the station that played Irish music. 

We tried so hard to play them by ear, just so he wouldn’t whack us with that stick he had in the corner. . Mary Jane’s 

violin sounded just a bunch of cats yowling  in the back alley, the way it scrreched. It sounded so pathetic because 

neither one of us knew how to play,  and he would sit there with his eyes closed listening and falling asleep, and we’d 

be so tired, we kept falling asleep but we didn’t dare stop until she said we could. If we complained we were tired, 

he’d growl back at us, “Never mind how tired you are, you do what you are told and keep  playing that Irish Music for 

me.” It was in themiddle of the night, and he would be sitting there holding the stick ready to hit us with it  if we 

stopped.  When we’d see his red eyes beginning to droop and he’d start to get bleary eyed, we would think he had 

fallen asleep,  and were going to make a run for itm he’d open his eyes fast and yell at us, “Who told you, you could 

stop playing? Keep going.”  We’’d hear the Westminster clock chime,  two in the morning, and hwen he’d finally fall 

sleep, we’d  and jump back in bed and pull the covers over our heads, hoping he wouldn’t wake up.  
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It wourl dturn out that Sonny and I  had to open the candy store every morning at 6:30, so Daddycould sleep  until 

8:30, Then he would come down and we could go to school. Anna woke us up at  6:15 and we’d put on our school 

uniforms on and she’d have hot oat mealin the bowls for us. and we’d eat most of it.  I was the oldest so I had the 

responsibility of’carrying the bag of money down, and I had the key to unlock the door to go in..  

All the newspaper were there,  in  front of the door, they were delivered sometime during the night. Sonny lined up the 

newspapers, and cut the strings with his pocket knife, while I put the money back  in the cash register. The  singles, 

fives and tens and twenties went in certain slots, together and all the pennies, nickels and dimes and quarters were put 

in the front section of the draw.  Sonny had tocount the papers to make sure they didn’t short us  before he  put them 

outon the red wooden newpaper stand outside.. The Daily News, Daily Mirror, New York Times, and the Herald 

Tribune, were the morning papers and in the afternoon they delivered the Journal and the World Telegram, and they 

had to be added to the stand. 

Remember, I was twelve and I had to set up the Silex automatic glass coffee makers and got them going, because the 

men would stop in  for a quick cup of coffee and a doughnut or Danish. They’d sit at the counter and leave a couple of 

pennies for a tip, but I wasn’t allowed to keep it, it had to go in the cash register. 

People back then, were so honest, especially when you think how poor everyone was during the Depression. They 

would take their newspapers, and leave two cents  and a penny more for the the NY Times/ They’d make their own 

change with the money that was out there, and we went out every so often and collected. it.   

Being the men always stopped in for change to get nickels, because they didn’t have to stand in line on the trolley or to 

get on the subway, we kept two glass bowls on the counter. They put a dime or quarter in one glass bowl and they took 

out two nickels, or two dimes and a nickel, and no one ever cheated. We knew how many nickels had, and it would 

equaled what was in the second bowl.. Loosies were a penny a piece(cigarettes), we lined them up on the counter,  wth 

some wooden matches, on the the counter, they’d take two or three and leave two or three cents,  because a lot of them 

couldn’t afford to buy a  whole pack of cigarettes, that cost ten cents.   

I resented Daddy made that store, Sonny and my  responsibility. He was suppose to take care of.it.  What did  he care,  

he made us do it. Momma knew it and she never said anything more to him about it.. I  think she liked the idea of 

having the store, sometimes she would bake cookies cakes and pies, even make a Virgina ham, and roast a turkey and 

slice them for sandwiches,and it was kept it wrapped it wax paper to have ready when people came in for lunch.  

A lot of the men that had stores nearby,  went there for lunch, since there were no restaurants around, except for the 

saloon. They sat at the counter, or at the tables in the back and read their newspapers They preferred the back room 

because it was a big open airy room with six black bistro tables with two bentwood chairs Momma put bright red 

oilcloth pads on. Daddy took care of them, they’d want  a sandwich, or a bowl soup and some crackers or a hard roll. 

Daddy opened a can of Campbell’s soup, heat it in a special appliance juit for canned soup, poured it in a soup bowl 

and gave it to them with oyster crackers, and a cup of coffee, and  all the dishes were left in a deep stainless steel sink, 

for me to do at night. At the end of the long counter was a telephone booth and it was like Grand Central Station it was 

always so busy, being no one had a phone, and most of the time the bookies hogged it, calling in all the bets, while the 

people waited  

It wasn’t bad enough we had to open the store in the morning,  after supper after we did our homework, we had to go 

downstairs and watch the store while Daddy went up and had his dinner, then he went in the bar andstayed there for 

the night. We had to close the store, mop the floor and do all the dishes and lock up at 11 o’clock.  

They were doing very well in the store, until Daddy’s started gambling and drinking an dusng the money, to pay what 

he owed the bookies. They dropped in every day for the bets and their money. I used to admire how well dressed this 

one guy was. He wore good-looking, well pressed tailored suits.and a deep red carnation in his lapel. It was surrising 

how many men and women came in and put down 2 or 5 cents on a certain number, and we had to write it in a certain 

book. We were not the only place they placed bets,  the barber shop in the middle of the block did too..  

Of course, it.was illegal. Daddy had us hide the book under the counter with the names and how much money they  bet 

on the numbers. When Momma found out Daddy was betting 5 and 10 dollars and using the store’s money, and giving 

it to the bookie, she almost fainted, because that was a lot of money then. What a fight they had over him doing that. 

The two glass Silex coffee makers were always ready with fresh coffee, and some mornings I had to make a third pot.  
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I liked coffee, but not Sonny,  he preferred hot chocolate with plenty of whipped cream. In the winter we sold a lot of 

hot chocolate, and they’d get two small cookies with it free.  We had a gadget that made instant whipped cream, that 

we kept  in the freezer with the ice cream.  It had a small cylinder attached on the side and we filled it with heavy 

cream and all we had to do was press the button and out came  delicious whipped cream.   

When I think of those days, we were so young, and what a big responsibility that was for us, to  close that store late at 

night, and count the money and write the amount and the date down on a piece of paper. I’d take it with us, and O’d 

lock the door, and walk outside with the a bag of money and carry it upstairs, at eleven o’clock at night. It was a 

wonder we were never robbed. 

 

     
 

                            1938   ROSE 12  SONNY 11   MARY JANE 9   DADDY 42 

  The candy store, 1508 Amsterdam  stoop, and the cellar stairs in between. 

On  the window,  under Bell telephone logo, it says THOMAS MC AROW 

Sonny was eleven and I was twelve. As you canseein the picture. To this day I still find it hard to understand why 

Momma allowed Daddy to do that to us. We were up so late and had get up early  to open the store then  go to school.. 

Daddy gambled away all the profits, and lost the store  Mrs. Hardon bought for Momma.  

 

In Decejmber of 1939, .Mrs. Hardon was having serious problems with her heart and she died on December 9th, 1939 and 

she would have been 86, on January 9th, 1940. It broke Momma’s heart when she died, because she was vry fond of 

Mrs. Hardon. and she told us, “At least she passed away in her beloved home in Wilton, like she had wanted to.” 

Neither her daughter Ann or son was with her,  when she died n Momma’s arms. 
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That same year, In June of 1939, I graduated from the eigth grade .and started  high school in the fall. We walked 25 

blocks to get there,  Rita, Ellen and Kathleen and me, because Wadleigh Girls 

 High school  it was over on 114th Street and Seventh Avenue in the middle of Harlem.  

  

We couldn’t afford to go to a Catholic High School like some of the girls in our class did. As it was,  pur parents 

couldn’t even afford to give us a dime so we could  take the bus to school and back, we walk in the snow and rain over  

Seventh Avenue and 114th Street, because we had no choice. We were so used to walking only a couple of blocks to 

school. We stayed friends to this day,. Rita O’Shaughnessy is still my good friend. She used to live at 548 West 132nd 

Street, and Kathleen Buckley  lived at 501 West 133rd, and  Ellen Young, lived at 525 West 131st Street.  

After school, we called for one another to go roller skating down along Riverside Drive to 125th,  where Grant’s Tomb 

overlooked the Hudson River.  

 

We would slip off our skates and carry them, and go up the big wide steps to where tourists would be snapping 

pictures of the beautiful monument, with the high dome, and when you went inside, it was shiny granite and marble, 

but it was  cold and gloomy room .In the middle of the room was a large opening about 20’ X 30’, with a highly 

polished brass railing that went all th way around it, where you could stand and look at the two shiny caskets down 

below, with soft spot lights shining on them. It was so quiet in there and no one said a word, everyone just kept staring 

at the two caskets down below. It seemedlike such a lonely place for them to be, and I remember asking myself, why 

weren’t they buried in a cemetery, instead of in the midde of New York City, it was so far away from tfamily and 

relatives?  

 

As many time as we had gone there,we knew very little about who President Grant was, or why there was  monument 

built there  for him. We knew he was once president of our country after the Civil War. What we didn’t know is what 

an important role he played in the Civil War, or that General Lee and General Grant attended West Point; and fought 

side by side, during the Mexican war. Then ten years later, they were on opposite sides in the war between North and  

the South.  

General Grant defeated General Lee, and when he surrendered, he treated him with the utmost respect and dignity. He 

didn’t take him or his men prisoners. He allowed General Lee to tell his men they could keep their own guns, and to go 

back to their families and farms, but all the guns that were given to them to fight the war,must be turned in. General 

Grant announced to the men on both sides, “Now go home! The war is over. Go back to your wives and children and 

take care of your farms.” It took years before all the men returned to their families and farms. 

 

When they were planning to build a monument for General Grant in New York City,  it turned out to be the biggest 

campaign in history. Over 90,000 people donated money from all around the world and collected $600,000, the most 

money ever donated for any cause, back then. The dedication was in 1897, and 1,000,000 people came to see it. and a 

hundred years later, in 1997, only a thousand people came to the dedication of the newly refurbished monument 

.     

                               OLD POST CARD SHOWING GRANT’S TOMB IN 1897   
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                               DECEMBER 7, 1941  … VISITING GRANT’S TOMB   

                                 Ellen  Young,  Rita O’Shaughnessy,  Rose Mc Arow 

 

  

THE SUNDAY THE JAPANESE BOMBED PEARL HARBOR 

 

We had just been to the 12 o’clock Mass, Rita, Ellen and me, and it was a bitter cold Sunday. We were dressed warm so we decided to go for 

walk,since it was such a beautiful day, the sky was as blue as it could be and the sun was shiing. . Before we knew it, we had walked over to 

Riverside Drive, and ended up at Grant’s Tomb. Rita was wearing a U.S. Navy coat and hat, because her twin brother David 

was in the navy, on the U.S.S. LEXINGTON Aircraft Carrier, that was somewhere in the Pacific.  

 

We walked around taking pictures, and little did we realize that Sunday would go down in history.We didn’t know the 

Japanese had bombed Pearl Harbor early that morning.  We were walking around looking at the inscriptions and 

looking down at the two caskets that had spot lights shining on them. 
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 *****************************************************************************                          

                           PRESIDENT ULYSSES SIMPSON GRANT  

                                               (Simpson … mother’s maiden name)    

     BORN APRIL 27, 1822 … DIED JULY 23, 188  5 in Sarasota, New York 

                      

                                     WIFE JUILA T. DENT …  DIED 1901 

 

****************************************************************************** 

 

 There were a lot of tourists there,  taking pictures, and they asked us to take their picture in front of the building. . 

Like so many others, we were not aware the Japanese had bombed  Pearl Harbor that morning. Eellen went home and 

we walked into  Rita’s house, and saw her mother crying and so were her two sisters and  the two older brothers were 

standing front of the big wooden radio listening to what was being said and Rita’s mother was waving her hand at us, 

frantically, telling us to be quiet, . It was  then we heard the a man describing what the Japanese had done, how they 

had  bombed Pearl Harbor at dawn and how many ships were sunk, while thousands of men aboard were sleeping and 

were killed and how the the planes and airflieds were on fire  We stood there looking at one another, stunned by what 

we were heaing. Then hermother said, they were  waiting to hear the names of the ships that had been  bombed.and 

Rita’s family waited nervously waiting to hear if David’s ship had been one of them,, because his ship was somewhere 

in the Pacific. Then they finally announced,  the  USS. Lexington was not one of them, and they were all so relieved. It 

was a frightening to hear, President Roosevelt declare war, because it meant we were at war with Jp;an and with 

Germany.   

 

LIFE DURING WWII  

 

When war broke out, I was 16 and it was a very frightening thing to hear war had been declared. Gradually  a lot of 

things  changes, we were rationed with how nmuch meat you could have, ,as wekk as , butter and sugar and gas was 

rationed, and new and new different restrtictions were made, as to where you could and couldn’t go, We had to have 

black shades at our windows and twhen the ari raid sirens went off, hey had to be pulled down immediately,and not a 

bit of light could show, or air raid warden would come upstairs after you, 

 

But, for most people,  life continued on like it was before. Saturday afternoons, we still skated down around Grant’s 

Tomb, and would go cross the street and skate  past the Riverside Church that was built by the Rockefellers. Being the 

three of us were Catholics, and we were not allowe to go inside any Protestant Church,  Nnot even Aunt Vina’s Baptist 

Church.  

One day all that changed because Autn Vine had a  long talk with Momma and told her. ”I think it is  a terrible thing 

that theCatholic would teach any child. that one religion is better than the other.” It was true because  the nuns were 

telling us that in our school. Mother Mc Carthy used to tell us we should never to buy anything i a store owned by 

Jewish people, because they crucified Christ. We were young and gullible and believed everything  we were told in 

school.  

But it caused me a lot of pain and confusion when I was growing up, because I  loved my Aunt Vina and because she 

was a Baptists, I really beilived she was doomed, because only Catholics could go to heaven.  Until that day she told 

Momma what she thought about  it, 

 

 

It was jthe day after the Fourth of July, and Momma was packing to go back to the city with Daddy.  Aunt \Vina was 
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sitting  on the end of the bed when she said, Myrtle, I want to talk to you about something before you leave, because it 

hurts me deeply to think you allow your children, and you know how much I love them, to growing up, thinking there 

is only one true religion,  the Catholic religion. That is not right and you know it. How do you think I feel that they 

have to sit outside in that hot car, bcause they can’t come in my church.  Myrtle. you were brought up a Baptist and the 

only reason you became a Catholic, was so you could marry Tom. Aunt Vine raised me as a Catholic. when she 

adopted me when I was nine. An I went back to being Baptist when I married Henry. What kind of a religion is it that 

tells children it is a sin to go in a Protestant church.  Do they think God is only in the Catholic Churches?”    

 

Momma bit her lip and told her,  said.. “Well, I really don’t want to argue about religion. I know you are right and I 

have been doing a lot of thinking about it. Yes, it is unfair they have to sit outside in the hot car. I will tell them before 

I leave, from now on, they can go in your church with you ”  When Momma told us, she whipered , ”You can’t tell the 

priest in confession or the nuns in school, I let you go in a Protestant church, they wouldn’t understand..”  

 

The following Sunday, we were so excited because Momma said we could to the little white Baptist Churchl with 

Aunt Vina. She has us  put on our good pink organdy dresses and she tied a big wide bow in the back, and we wore 

our shiny patent leather shoes and white socks.. when we got out of the car, we sat the minister stand at the door 

greeting everyone as they went in,. He took a double look at us, and he  smiled and shook our hands and gave a look at 

Aunt Vine as he patted us on othe back as we walked in.  

 

Going up the aisle with Aunt Vina, we kept looking around at the inside of the church because it was so different from 

our church.and wondered why it  was so small, compared to the big  stone churches we had in the city. We sat down 

with Aunt Vina and her family in the 2nd row and kept looking back at the people in back of us, and knew they wee 

whispering about us and we smiled at them, and they smiled back at us, because we knew them, they were Aunt 

Vine’s neighbors  

The following Sunday when we went, we were greeted by the minister and his wife again. They shook our hands and 

welcomed us, and asked  if we would we like to sit with the other children at the big table in the back of the church? 

We left Aunt Vina and we sat at the table with the othr children , and the women in charge, made a big fuss  over us 

and told the children, we were from New York City. he gave us crayons and Bible pictures to color, and we enjoyed 

being there, even if the other chirlren kekpt saring at us. 

  

It would take years before the Catholic church changed what they preached.because it was a terrible thing,  to forbid 

anyone from entering a Protestant church.  And the nuns in our school used to preach to us,  we were not to buy  

anything in a store that was owned by a Jew … because they killed Jesus, butit was the Romans that crucified Christ, 

like they did to all the prisoners..  They did stop  teaching that the Catholic religion was the one and only true religion 

for awhile, but, just  recently, I read where the new pope was saying the exact same thing, the Catholic religion was 

the ony true religion, and that really surprised me to hear him say that. 

   

In the 1990’s, my daughter told me, her church in Boca Raton, Florida, had an Annual Religious Exchange. The 

Synagogue was across the street from the Catholic Church.and once a year the Rabbi and the Cantor were invited to 

St. Joan of Arc’s Catholic Church, to sing and give a sermon to the congregation. and on a  Saturday the priest walked 

across the street and gave a semon to the members of the Synagogue. And, they willingly shared their parking lots, 

when there was an over-flow of cars on the holy days, when more members than usual attended  services, they used St. 

Joan of Arc’s parking lot, And at Easter amd Christmas,. when the Catholic Church parking lot was  filled up, they 

used the Synagogue’s parking lot.  

              

            We were lucky we live where  there many interesting places to go that was nearby, like  Grant’s Tomb, the Riverside 

Church, Alexander Hamilton’s house was a few blocks up on Convent Avenue, Columbia University, and the 

International House for Foreign Students and Juilliard School of Music  and up two blocks from our house was City 
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College, on 137th .  

When we  skated by Julliard, we always stopped and listened to the beautiful music coming from inside..And we loved 

bringing our lunch  and go up to City College and sit on the beautiful lawns.The buildings were unusual and different 

from anything I had ever seen, they were made with black sparkling stones and solid whites stones.they used around 

the windows and on the corners. The had so many paths going from one building to the next and benches  for  

thestudents to sit and read, or they could sit on the low stone fence that went around the grounds and separated the 

sidewalk from the grassy areas.. We would bring a  blanket to sit on, and  eat our lunch  and talk.It was almost  like 

being somewhere  out in the country, since we were surrounded by flowering bushes and birds singing  in the middle 

of New York City. 

The Lewisohn Stadium was part of City College,  was huge,  it went from 136th  to 138th  Street, between Amsterdam 

and Convent Avenues. They held their football games there in the fall and winter. Across the street from the stadium, 

was Convent Avenue, where they had a huge baseball field and the men in the neighborhood liked to stand around and 

watch them play.  

Across from the street from Lewisohn Stadium on Amsterdam Avenue was the  Jewish Orphan’s Home, built in the 

late 1800’s. It had many buildings and beautiful lawns with huge sprawling shade trees. We would often see the 

children running around playing and they seemed happy.  

When the weather got warm enough, the WPA put on plays with actresses and actors, and we were allowed to go in on 

the proerty, and walk through a big wrought iron gate, and go inside on the grounds, which was off-limitsany othr 

time.  

Every on Saturday mornings the WPA would bring in actors and put on the most wonderful plays for the children, as 

weall as all the children in the including the neighborhood. The WPA had different programs going on and they used 

big long trucks to travel around the city and put these beautiful plays on for the children.  

Everyone would sit on the grass, all the kids from the neighborhhood would sit with the all the children from the 

orphanage, and they  wait for them to raise one side of this big long truck that would magically become the stage with 

betufl senry in the back.  And we’d sit there, and be lost in a world of make-believe of fantasy, watching ‘Jack in the 

Beanstalk’, King Midas’,’ The Princess and the Pea.’ and  every week, they would present us with a different fairy 

story. And we’d clap and clap, because we loved  

Every summer, the Lewisohn stadium, where the college played football in the winter, was transformed into a stage, 

an an open-air theater. It was during the Depression and et it was hard so many people flocked there, to hear the music. 

They came by subway, trolley and taxi cabs, and some of them owned a cars, and he empty streets were crowded with 

cars on both sides of the streets. They stood on line and bought tickets for 25 cents each to hear, some of the most 

popular artists in the world perform there..  

They had operas, piano recitals, violinists, celloists, as well as leading soloists that sang arias from different operas. It 

was probably the only time there were carscars parked on every block of th eneighborhood., and they never had a  

problem to find a spot to park, because n one in our neighborhood owned a car. The people of New York City came 

from all over, because they really enjoyed the open-air concerts, and  sit under the stars, listening to their favorite 

opera being performed, or hear their favorite violinist or pianist. 

When we lived at 492 West l36th Street,  our apartment house and two others, faced a huge wall of concrete about 35 

feet high, that was at the south end of the stadium. We never went to any of the concerts because it cost 25 cents to get 

in/That was too much money for Momma to give us, and we were amazed how many people stood in line to buy 

tickets that cost 25 cents.  We could hear the music sitting on our stoop because our house faced the two story south 

wall of the stadium, we could hear the operas or  ithe pano recitals ,and hear the people clapping inside.. Momma 

forbid us to go up on the roof , because it was at night A lot  of people did, they brought a folding chair andnthey sit 

there  listening or they would look down and see what was going on    

The parents of the boys that were 13 and 14,  let them stay downstairs, because they knew what they were doing, and 

they could make ten cents for themselves.. They woud  hang around and wait for someone with a nice fancy shiny car  

to park it.. They could tell even at their age, which man was going to be worried about his car being in our 

neighborhood, and a lot of the men had the boys sitting on their cars taking care of them. They would act nervous and 
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be looking around when  they got out and locked the doors.  We’d hear them say to one of the boys,  “Hey kid, will 

you watch my car and see that no one touches it while I’m at the concert? I’ll give you ten cents.” The boys were only 

too happy to  make ten cents and sit on the fenders and they’d wait until they came back.wait  As they walked away 

they’d flip them a nickel and tell them, “You make sure you stay with my car and when I come back, you’ll get the 

other nickel.” We could never figure out why they thought someone  in our cneighborhood would steal their fancy car?   

The boys took their jobs seriously, and would sit on the fender and guard them When they got tired of sitting on the 

fenders, they’d sit on one of  the stoops,, and watch it, and wait \for the concert to be over, so they would get their 

other nickel. They’d go home happy they had made ten cents,.that was a lot of money for a tweleve year old to have in 

his pocket, back then..  
When we moved down a block and a half, to 1508 Amterdam, every  Saturday mornings, most the kids in the neighborhood went to the Del 

Mar theater and spent the entire day there. We’d  meet our friends, and they’d have peanutbutter and jelly sandwiches like we did, in a 

paperbag and  we’d be’d be laughing and talking going down the 135th Street hill..We’d turn up Broadway and  pass the White Castle, and be 

drooling smelling the delicious hamburgers cooking inside, not that we could ever buy one.  At 137th we got in line up with the other kids and 

wait for them d to open the doors  at 10 o’clock.  We’d handt he old lady in the booth our dime and she’d tear t off our ticket, and we’d  be 

snickering and giggling  at her wrinkled face because she wore too much  powder and black mascara on her eyes,, and bright red lipstick she 

put on all crooked.  She never smiled and  would yell at us and always say the same thing,  ”You kids better not have any chewing gum 

because you are not allowed in with it, because  you kids get it all over everything.” We’d open our mouths, then our  bag of lunch , and she’d 

look in and tell us to move on and say, “Next’..  We loved going to the movies on Saturdays, because we would see 2 movies and a serial a 

cliff-hanger that was always continued the following week,  the newsreel. a cartoon and previews of moves that would be playing next week. 

In the winter it was dark when we got out, and we’d walk home in groups.and the boys went with the boys and the 

girls walked together and they boys loved to try and scare us girls, and we’d be giggling going up the hill on 135th 

Street. 

 

We wer every fortunate we lived in such a friendly neighborhood, where eveyroenknew evryoen else, and looked after 

themMany a time, I would  help one of the elderly women in our house,she lived up on the top floor and I’d  carry her 

groceries  for her, and she’d insist on giving me a penny for being so kind. I’d thank her and run down t stairs holding 

on to  my penny, and picturing what I was going to buy in the candy store (before we owned it ).  I’d go in and start 

pacing back and forth in frontof the glass display cabinet, trying to decide whether to buy a lollypop, or a stick of gum 

and be looking at all the candy lined up in glass trays. be eyeing the NESTLE’S chocolate bar with nuts,  but it cost 

two cents.  I’d  settle for the lollipop, because it would last longer. I give the man my penny and  rip off the paper and 

toss it in the trash can they had outside.   

 

One afternoon, as I was sitting on the stopp and putting on my roller skates and I heard the boys talking about a real 

scary movie that was going to  be at the Del-Mar Saturday. I think it was the way they said ,’FRANKENTEIN’, I 

knew it was going to be real scary. Had I known, how scary it was,  I would never have gone.  I didn’t want to go, but 

my friends talked me out of it. Nothing ever scared me the way that movie did, even though  I closed  my eyes through 

most of it, I couldnt’ look at him. When we left,  my girlfriends were shaking and so was I.  It is hard to believe what 

that movie did  not just to me, but to the three of us. What made matters worse, when we left the movie theatre,   it was 

dark outside and  we had to  walk up that longe hill on 135th Street.  We didn’t walk,  we ran up the hill because we 

were so scared and we kept looking back,  conviced  Frankenstien was following us home. We were actually sobbing 

and  kept looking around to see if we could see where he was hiding, thinking any minute he was going to grab one of 

us because we sure we could hear him dragging his foot  behind us.  

 

By the time we got to the top of the hill, the three of us were all out of breath and panting, and still running away  from 

Frankenstein,  I was so glad  I was the first one home, but Rita and Kathleen still had three blocks to go before they 

were home.. I nervously waved good-bye and ran in the vestibule and panic when.I realized I was in there all alone..I 

kept ringing the bell for Anna to hurry up and buzz me in and when she did, I ran down the hall and up the stairs, two 

at a time  and was so releived that Anna was waiting for me with the door open.  I quick ran inside and pleaded with 

anna “Hurry up and close the door, before he comes up the stairs and gets me.”   
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Poor Anna had no idea what I was talking about, and she walked over looked down the stairs and asked “Who is 

comin’after ye, Rose? Sure and I didn’t I know somethin’ was wrong, the way ye kept ringing the bell!” I leaned 

against the wall, and let myself slide to the floor and just sat there. I was trying to catch my breath and Anna kept 

asking me, “Rose, will ye tell me, what in the name of God, is going on?  Who‘s after ye?” I sobbed, “Frankenstien is, 

the monster in the movie I just saw.”. I only confused her, because .Anna didn’t know who Frankenstine was. She 

never went to the movies,  in all the years she was with us!  But she was very concerned and  kept shaking her head 

while  I was trying telling to describe him to her, and explaine that he a horrible big  monster, walking around holding 

a little girl in his arms, and she was dead and still in her Communion dress.”  Anna gasped, she was so horrified by 

what I told her, and she asked me, “Why in the name of heavens would did ye go see something like that for?” I 

sobbed, “I know, and now I wish my friends had  never talked me into going with them, to see that movie.”  

 

The next day was Sunday, and when Momma came home, Anna coudlnt’wait to tell Momma how frightened I was 

after I saw “Frankenstien.” Momma looked at me and  sighed,. “Didn’t I tell you  not to see it,  but you didn’t listen, 

you had to go with your friends..I will say, everyone that has seen it, said it was a very scary movie.but  I can’t believe 

you are scared of something that doesn’t even exist, it was only a movie..”  

 

I whined,  “I didn’t know it was going  to be such a scary movie.. I only went because ny friends were laughing at me 

because I was afrad to see it.. After they saw it, they were as scared as I was, and we ran all the way home.”  

 
From that day on, I wouldn’t walk down the long hall alone to go upstairs, unless someone was with me, even if I had to wait until a neighbor 

came along. because I was positive  Frankenstein was hiding under the staircase, where the mothers kept the baby carriages and strollers, and 

he would come out and grabe me.  I’d keep my finger on the bell until Anna sent Sonny down, or she’d come down herself 

and walk me upstairs, because that was how scared I was...  

 

Sonny thought he was being funny, when we’d be going upstairs,  he’d be in back of me, moaning and dragging his 

foot like Frankestein did,  and grab a hold of my leg , and I’d be screaming.and  he’d be knocking himself out laughing 

at me,  because. he had seen it and it didn’t scare him. I’d run in and  telll lAnna what he did. to me, and she would 

snap the kitchen towel at him, and it would sting him, and it made me feel better. It took a long time before I could 

walk down that hall, and finally realized Frankenstien was not under the stairwell.. 

 

                                                                      *            *             *  

 

In New Yrk City, For a nickel you could get on  the trolley and go anywhere in New York City,  with a paper transfer ou 

could get on and off  as many times as you wanted to and ride for hours to  four boroughs, the Bronx, Queens, 

Brooklyn and Manhattan, and even go cross-town with it, but to go et to Staten Island, you had to pay a dime to take 

the ferry. 
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Sometimes,  Momma tiook us downtown  on the Fifth Avenue bus, and for us that was a treat. We would climb way 

up to get on board the green and yellow,  double-decker bus. We loved the pen tops busses  they only ran at certain 

times of the year when the weather was nice. We would hurry up the narrow noisy metal spiral staircase,  hoping to 

find a seat in the first row and we usuallyu did. . We loved sitting up front, but a lot of eoople didn’t like the wind 

blowing in on their faces.  It was a thrill to sit there andc look around going down Riverside Drive and we would see 

who they picked up and who they let them off.  Momma preferred to sit in the middle, because the wind would mess 

up her hair. It fascinated us that conductor knew who just got on, and after he collected the fares downstairs, he’d go 

upstairs. Momma would give us each a dime, and he would stand there and be so patiient holding the shrome change 

holder attached to his belt,  and we’d push our dime in, andsmile at him, and he’d nod  and go the next person.  

 

We loved to  feel of the wind  blowing on our faces and our hair would  blow up and down and all around, while 

Momma sat in the middle keeping an eye on us. She would tap us on the shoulder when we were getting near  59th 

Street. and we’d hop off, and Momma would hold our hands and we’d walk over to the Central Park Zoo, that was 

right there, or w 

 

  we’d get off at  57th  Street and go window-shopping with Momma along Fifth Avenue. We’d loved  looking all  the 

store windows and admire the dresses and clothes on the mannequins, and see  the artificial  bunnies and flowers in the 

spring. But, the Christmas window were the nicest.  They’d have little girl mannequins,  dressed in red velvet dresses 
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with had satin and lace collars and little boys in black velvet suits, standing next to a beautiful Christmas tree that was 

trimmed so pretty and underneths it were piles of toys  that we would have loved to have had.                                                                  

 

                                                                           *            *            *  

  

During the 1930’s, the U. S. Navy fleet would come to New York City once in a while and anchor out in the middle of 

the Hudson River. The newspapers listed  the hours the public could go aboard, certain ships and people by the 

thousands. Everyone would line up and waited their turn  because we had to get in one of the launch boats , and it 

would  take us out to the ships.  

It was one of the very few times  Daddy ever took us anywhere  Daddy went because he had een in the navy for  four 

years, on the U.S.S. Black Hawk, during WW1, and that was on thingm, he he was very proud of.  When saw how the 

launch boats were bobbing up and down,  we were afraid to get in them, and that day the water was so  rough the water 

was, while the sailors were helping the  passengers to step down and get in the boat. Some of the people took one look 

at the water, and got so nervous they decided to turn around and leave.  When it was our turn Daddy nudged us to get 

on and we wre so scared that we held on to the sailor’s hand and he helped us to stept down in the open boat. As soon 

as one filled up.another one pulled in. They were so fast, oand kept moving  the people out to the battleships and 

cruisers that were anchored in the river. 

The ride out was so scary, I did not like being out in that water because it was so rough and choppy, but the boat cut 

through the water even with  the  wind was blowing so hard, and we pulled along side thehuge ship, but we kept 

banging  into it while tye tied up to a wooden platform that was hanging down on ropes from the ship’s deck... I 

looked up and when I saw how high up the deck was,  I panicked. I didn’t how we were going to get all the way up 

there. They ordered  us to step up onto the wooden gang plank that was hanging there, I very  reluctantly stepped on to 

it  and was so relieved when the sailors pulled us up on it, but  we still had to climb all the way up to the deck. They 

held on to Mary Jane so she wouldn’t fall, but  I was shaking and holding on to those ropes for dear life/ Daddy was 

enjoying evry minute of it. it. I was so gld when I could  finally put my feet down on the deck.     

We looked aroundand  and noticed there were sailors stationed everywhere, and when I complained to Daddy,  I did 

not like the funny  feeling of how the ship kept going up and down. He got annoyed and yelled at me, ” Then just to 

hold on to the railings, and that is what  I did.  Not that it helped.  I notice the sailors all wore sparkling white uniform, 

and when I told one of them how funny the ship’ rocking  made me feel. he never looked at me, because his eyes were 

going in every direction because he was watching everyone, because it was his job to make sure no one touched any 

thing on the ship.  

The sailors’s were assigned  to stand there and their job was  keep the crowds moving  and there were sailors stationed 

at different sections of the ship to explain the function of  certain areas, and  what  their duties were, when they were 

on board.  Everytime I turned around to see where  Sonny was, he was gone and I had to go find him,,so Daddy made 

him, stay with him. 

I knew Daddy had a lot to drink before we left, and  everytime he would see a sailor walk by, that was not on duty,  he 

would start telling  him ‘ he was in the navy for four years on the U.S.S. Blackhawk and he was stationed off the 

Azores, from 1914-18.’  They were young and very patient and lthey listened to him,  like must have been used to, 

since there were a lot of  men there because they  had served in the U.S. Navy, during WWI.  

Getting  back inthe launch boat was as  bad as getting into it. I hesitated to get in because the water was still choppy 

and rough and once we got going the water was splashing all over us.. When pulled into the dock,  the sailor’s helped 

us girls out of th eboat,  but Daddy and Sonny refused their help and stepped out like old sailors. I enjoyed seeing that 

battleship, but I was very glad to be back on land, because my stomach felt like it was still back on that ship.  

Daddy had ys walk over to Broadway, and instead of gettingon the bus and going home, he dragged us into a smelly 

saloon that reeked of beer. He sat us down  in a booth while he stood at the bar drinking. The three of us were 

famished we were so hungry, and all we wanted wasto go home and have supper.  

There was sawdust all over the floor, and thy bartender  must have felt sorry for us, because he gave us a basket of 

pretzels to eat, but the smell of beer was so repulsive, that it made us lose our appetite, We sat there almost two hours, 
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and going out the door,  Daddy could hardly stand up, when he walked  outside. Then he announced, “Since this is a 

special occasion, ‘we’ are taking a taxi home.” It wasn’t a special occasion,’ it was because he was drunk an dhe 

couldn’t stand up, was the oly reason we went home in a taxi that day. 

 

It was a Saturday night, and Anna had been waiting for us to come home, because she had roasted a big chicken, and 

made mashed potatoes, canned corn and gravy,  and we’d eat half ot that ands  have the other half ofchicken would be  

for our supper on Sunday when  Momma came home/ Anna  heated up our dinner,and served Daddy first, then we got 

our dinner, and we ate everything she put on our plates, and had the same dessert every night, a big bowl of strawberry 

JELLO, with milk on it. 

 

The winters back then, seemed a lot colder than they are today.  When it snowed the Sanitation Department came 

around in the middle of  the night and cleaned the streets of snow, they’d  push all the new snow up against the  pile of 

snow that was already there, and it kept getting bigger and bigger, that you could hardly see across the street, because 

it was so cold, it didn’t melt. There was so much snow piled at the curbs,  it would be four and five feet highand after 

the WPA trucks went through., the janitors would have to dig a tunnel,  so people could get across Amsterdam 

Avenue, or get to the trolley o they could  go to work. 

 
Most of the  stores where the women did their shopping, were on the block where we lived, and since no one had a refridgerator, they had to 

shop for food everyday or every other day.. They would come downstairs early , carrying ta well-worn black oil cloth shopping bag and their 

pocketbook was hanging over their arms, and they’d stop to talk to the other women standing there, to hear the latest gossip. While some 

people frown on gosspiing Anna told us the women in Wexford, Ireland,  where she came from, it was what the women did everyday,  gossip 

and hung over their fence before  they’d go to the market to do their shopping.. But, Momma never approved of gossiping and the women  

knew that  ‘Mrs.McArow would never stop and gossip with them., and when she’d pass them on the stoop, she’d  nod and keep going.  It 

could be freezing out, or the middle of summer, those women were on the stoop gossiping about who’s husband came 

home drunk last night, or they had seen a certain someone … that was very married … out with you know who … 

again,  and then they’d reaise thei eyebrows and ask,   Well, ‘guess who’s in the in the ‘family way again’ and they’d 

bless themselves and be thankful it wasn’t one of them..  

 

Life as we knew it, when we were living on Amsterdam, changed.when the boys came home from the war. They got 

married,  and wanted a house out in the suburbs where they could raise their families. Little by little the [eople in the 

neihborhood started tp move away. Fred and I were married in 1948, and we moved to Long Island, then Sonny and 

Pat got married in 1950, and they  moved to Ridgefield New Jersey and when Mary Jane and John got married 1951, 

they lived around the corner, then, they moved to Ridgefield, New Jersey too. 

By 1952, the three of us were married and almost everyone in the neighborhood had left or were was leaving.  The 

children that once played in the park had grown-up, and the boys had been away and fought a war for four and a half  

years, and when they came back, they had  the G.I.  Loan,  and they were able to go to college, and they got money to 

live on, and they graduated and most all of them became very successful. Many of them got married and had families 

and move out of the city and into brand new homes. All the G.I.were entitled to this through the G. I. Loan, they could 

buy a house with no money down and a very low interest rate on their mortgage. They got good jobs, had new cars, 

sitting in their driveways,and almost every house had  a  new washer and dryer in the kitchen, and soon they had 

televisions in their homes.   

Gradually, dfferent families moved into the neighborhhod and it was no longer an Irish-German neighborhood,  it 

evolved into a Puerto Rican neighborhood with different stores,  different kinds of fruits and vegetables, and a 

different language was being spoken,. The stores we once knew.were gone, but.Anna  continued to live there, until she 

passed away in 1960.  

 

The old neighborhood was called VINEGAR HILL. it is still there but the people that lived there during the Thirties 

and  Foties and Fifties are gone. And e 

Amsterdam Avenue was built with cobblestones, during the Nineteent hCentury,  and it was always known, as a  long 
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and dangerous hill in the wintertime. It starts at 136th Street, and goes al the way down to 129th Street,. where the 

trolley car barn used to be. And. next to it was the Jacob Ruppert’s Brewery, and it  had a big bottling plant on 

Amsterdam Avnue. It had a huge big tall brick chimney that went up about  680 feet. It could be seen towering over all 

the buildings in the area, until one day the bottlingplant blew up and hundreds of men were killed and injured. 

An I saw it happen, while I stood at the back window of my school and looked down the hill.. 

Early in the 1930’s,the older boys in the neighborhood  got together and formed a basketball team, and they called 

themselves, ‘THE VINEGAR HILL” boys. In no time they became very popular and  they were doig so well,  they 

were playing games and competing with teams  throughout the city.  

When anyone asked the, why they would call a basketball team, Vinegar Hill. They explained it was in honor of a 

battle in Ireland, in the 1800’s when  so many men were killed by the British was it called  the battle of Vinegar Hill. 

The Irish did not want forget the bloody battle that was between the English and the Irish,  so they could be free from 

England, but they lost. 

Although, many of those boys that lived on Amsterdam, have  passed away, what a shame they didn’t live to see, that 

in the spring of 2001, a big sign was erected on the northeast corner of 135th Street, on the coner by the park, and 

Mayor Guillianne,  was there to commemorate the event, when they placed the official sign on that tcorner, after so 

manyyears, it was officially declared,’ Vinegar Hill’.I wonder if the people that live there now, have ajy idea why it is 

there,  

 

To me, those boys seemed much older,  when I was eleven, and they were around eighteen toand twenty-one. We had 

kneow all of them becausen them for years, they were hanging around in frontof the candy store, long before my father 

owned it.the Tcandy store, the Guy brothers, Buddy Mc Carthy, Paddy Clifford, Knorby Woods and so many, many 

others. I may have forgotten a lot their names, but not their faces. They were the onesboys who who helped and looked 

after all the younger kids on the block and were willling to help them,if they had a problem with their skates, or some 

bigger kids were fighting with them,they were  like big brothers to all the kids..  

The Depression lasted a long time, and there were still no jobs to be had in the city.. Some of the boys decided, when 

they graduated high school, they were going to join a new program, that President Roosevelt started, the CCC.  

WAnd when they did, everyone was so surprised ho happy they were, and they would send  back letters back, telling 

how they were surprised to find that they really liked working in the forests and planting trees, it gave them an 

opportunity to travel and see parts of the country they would never have seen. This was 1938,  a few years before 

1941, when World War II broke out. 

When  I look back, I realize now, how fortunate we were to  live in such a wonderful neighborhood, where  people 

were so good to on another and us and how all the mothers looked after  the younger children, and worried about them, 

like they worried about their own..  

 

The boys that hung out in front of the candy store, would looki after the younger kids on the block. They were more 

like big brothers.and we knew we could ask any of  them for a penny if we were short a penny in the candy store, or if 

one of our skates broke., theywould bend over and take the time to  fix it for us, thencontinue talking to the guys. They 

never got in trouble like the teen-age boys do today,  and they certainly didn’t belong to gangs to prove who they were, 

or go looking to see who they could beat up! They were all young, gentlemen, because that was how their mothers 

brought them up and the schools demanded good behavior at all times..  

When they came by the candy store they would stand otusdie and share their cigarette with the other guys.  It cost a 

penny, and they’d keep  passing it around, until there was nothing left of it...then go to the park and play basketball, 

and they loved to tease one another, and be bouncing the ball, and running around with it, laughing. They never took 

drugs, or had knives or guns on them, but I don’t think we will ever see another time like that, ever again.. 

World War II started everyone was shocked to hear that war was declared on December 7th. 1941. It would  last for  

four and a half years, and didn’t end utnil August 15, 1945. 

We lost  so many  sons, fathers, and husbands, and they died so far away  and never came home, After the war,  

nothing was ever the same again. Everything changed, and not just the people. 
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Those of us who grew up on Amsterdam, during  the thirties, forties and  fifties, are now in our seventies and eighties, 

and those the boys that used to hang out in front of the candy store on Vinegar Hill are gone, but they remained  the 

best of friends, down through the years. They  theld a dinner and a dance,  for the boys of Vinegar Hill and the people 

that used to live on Amsterdam. But, as each years passes, less and less people are able to attend  but it was where they 

liked to be among old friends, so thy could sit and talk about, ‘the good old days’ again..   

We used to have  long bitter winters back then, and  most of the car that would be driving south on Amsterdam 

Avenue, were not aware beginning at 136th Street,  was the beginning of  Vinegar Hill, a steep and treacherous hill 

whenver  it rained and  froze, and when it snowed on top of the ice, the cars couldn’t stop, they would be slipping and 

sliding  down the hill. 

Every winter, my sister ad I witnessed some of the most horrendous accidents un front of our house, in the middle orf 

the night.  The cars would lose control  coming down that slippery hill and would crash into the cars that were  trying 

to get up hill.  We would wak up, hearing metal crunching and someone crying . We’d jumped out of bed and take our 

quilt with us and hang out the window and see cars sliding down the hill, out of control. We’d hold our breaths, seeing 

them spin around backwards,and slam into the cars, that were  spinning their wheels, trying to get some traction and 

get up  the hill, because it always happened at the same section of the hill..  

The cars  were going too fastb down that  hill that started at 136th Street. But, once they were going down,  they 

couldn;t stop and most people were not aware that hill was so steep, or that it continued  down seven more blocks, 

down to 129t Street, before it straightened out. With every snow storm, between 134th and 135th,  was where the 

terrible accidents happened,  because Amsterdam was one of the few streets left in the city, that were still paved with 

cobblestones.   

It only happened in the winter when there was ice under the snow. We were used to seeing head-on accidents in front 

of our house and hearing people screaming for someone to help them,upset us because we had no phone, and neither 

did anyone else.. We’d  pull the quilt a little tighter around ourselve and all we could do  was watch them lying there, 

becausse  we couldn’t  help them, except maybe cry with them. Daddy was always drunk and asleep, , and never heard 

anything and Anna would be snoring in her room. 

The street lights looked eerie because so little light could shine through  the snow, that was falling. We couldn’t see 

the people that got hurt  in the accident, but we could hear them moaning and crying and knew they were badly hurt. 

Sometimes we saw someonein the snow  leaving a trail of blood  behind  trying to cralw and get over to the snow 

bank, so they wouldn’t get hit  by another car again. 

It would be so cold out that our teeth would be chattering, and we’d would be haning out the window in our long 

flannel night gowns, with the quilt pulled over us, so we could watch what was going on downstairs.. We would see 

the WPA trucks pulled in at 135th Street,  and dump sand across the top of the hill, and set up wooden barricades, and 

hung red kerosene lamps on them, only on the downtown side of Amsterdam, to prevent the cars from going down the 

hill. 

 

bottom of the hill,, at 128th Street, was the big trolley barn where hey maintained the trolley cars  and they  had  a 

special utility trolley car, they sent out only when it snowed, to keep the snow out of the  tracks .  Sometimes,  they 

could not make it up that hill, even though it had a huge spinning three foot brush in front of it, that was suppose to 

clean out all the ice and snow from the tracks.  Many times, we would see a trolley car slip off it’s tracks and it was 

always around 134th Street, as it was approaching the top the hill. Everyone gpt off and the men put their shoulders to 

the trolley and kept rocking it until they got  it back on the track, then everyone got back on, and it would continue on 

up the hill. 

The city planners  paved Amsterdam Avenue with cobblestones, because they had  so many  them piled up on the 

docks around the city. The sailing ships  used them for ballast when they left Europe, being they were empty coming 

over. They didn’t need them going back because they were loaded with new merchandise. The city used the 

cobblestones to pave the streets with them, and Amsterdam Avenue was paved  from one end of Manhattan, to the 

other. It was one of a few cobblestone roads left, by the Forties. They asted because they were so strong, and they 

never had to be replaced  or needed maintenance. The problem was, when they built those roads, they had horses and 
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buggies and wagons,  but once the ncars and trucks with rubber tires became so popular,  they had  a lot of accidents 

when it snowed on the cobblestones. They never realized  how slippery they were for the automobiles with tires, and 

they were replaced with cement. .  

THE DAY THE BREWERY EXPLODED…1938  

I was in the 7th Grade, in 1938. .and where we sat was according to our height. The shorter girls were in the front and 

the taller girls, like me, had to sit in the last row. TheEmergency entrance to the hospital, was on 130th  Street, just 

down  hill,  across the street from our school  and when we’d hear the ambulance siren going, we knew it was headed 

for the Emergency entrance, Id be dying to look out the window, but,I didn’t dare get up and look, unless Mother Mc 

Carthy had stepped out of the room.  

Our school was on the grounds of Manhattanville College, and it had five blocks of the most beautiful grounds that  

went from 135th to 130th Street Our building was at theend of the property on 130th Street and we had eight big bright 

classrooms with big tall windows all around the room  that let the sun in. Grades one to four were on the first floor, 

and grades five to eight were on the second floor. One afternoon  ,we were sitting in class, and Mother Mc Carthy was 

at the blackboard, talking to us, when suddenly, there was a tremendous explosion and shook our school and the 

windows rattled and the glass imploded and started falling on us and on our desks and on the floor and everyone 

started screaming.  

Mother Mc Carthy ran out of the room and left us there and by then. the girls were hysterical g because no one knew 

what happened or what to do/ I was sitting in last row, and  the windows were in back of me, and when the glass 

started falling in on us. I jumped up and looked out the window and thought I was seeing things, when I saw the Jacob 

Rupert’s 60-70 foot chimney going straight up into the air like a rocket, and it continued up and up  and stayed in one 

piece, and I got sick to my stomach when I saw several men flying up in the air, as well as arms and legs and all kinds 

of debris. As  I stood there staring at the men and  the chimney had reached it’s peak, and it stopped in mid-air,  leaned 

over.anddisintegrated in mid-air; and came down in a shower of bricks, with the men and  the parts of arms and legs I 

had seen.. They landed on the roofs of the nearby apartment houses, and on the sidewalks, and there were bodies and 

blood everywhere. The bricks landed in one huge pile in the almost same place where the chimney stood for years and 

years. 

I shivered hearing the women screaming and it sounded like it was coming from all over.  I kept staring at the bodies 

of the men, lying on the sidewalks, and could see they never moved. And I saw the firemen and policemen up on the 

roofs, and some of them were running up the hill,to see if any of the men were still alive. They went around and kept 

shaking their heads, and they checked each one, and went to one after the other, and it was obvious, they were all dead 

and they covered them over.  When the priests arrived, they removed the cover off their faces, while they knelt and 

prayed over each man, and made the sign of the cross over them, when they p;ut the cover back over them, and went to 

the next man. When they left,  they saw all the wives, mothers and children, running in the hospital,  and they went 

there to try and comfort them.. 

Hearing so many sirens going   was mind boggling, because they were coming from every direction. I stood there 

watching the ambulances going in and out of the Emergency entrance, because our school was at the top of the hill on 

130th and Convent Avnue, and across the street was the Knickerbocker Hospital that went from 131st to 130th Streets 

and it took up half the block, so I could see the Emergency entrance and what was going on.. 

When Mother Mc Carthy came back and saw me at the window, she yelled ,”Get away from that window, the 

Japanese are bombing us.”  As it was, the girls were hysterical, and screaming and we weren’t little children, we were 

12 and 13 years old, and we had every reason to be frightened. Especially since Mother Mc Carthy insisted, the 

Japanese had bombed us. She got  the girls to line up, and walk  single file down the stairs, and told them to go straight 

home. I tried to tell Mother Mc Cathy what happened, but she assured me the Japanese had bombed us. 

After what I had seen. I had to  find Mary Jane when when I ran in her classroom, there was no one there but Mother 

Reed  She put her arm around me to comfort me,  “Mary Jane was crying, because she couldn’t find you,  I told her 

you had probably  gone home,  so  I sent her home too..”  Mother Reed was my fourth and fifth grade teacher, and was 

very kind and caring, but I could not understand after what just happened, how she could let Mary Jane go home by 

herself.  
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I           The story was in all the newspapers, the next day..  They showed so many pictures of what happened, and 

described how many men were killed in the Jacob Rupert’s Brewery explosion. I never forgot what I saw that day, 

when I walked away from my school.  I stood on the corner and watched the menrunning up the hill, carrying limp and 

bloodied bodies that had  no arms or legs. And they kept coming and running in the Emergency entrance, holding what 

was left of the man  

 

The policemen and firemen had the grisly taks of going around and s picking up pieces of bodies they found  on the 

sidewalks and they were firemen up on the roofs of the apartment houses, searching for the men who fell out of the 

sky, and they had no way of knowing,  who was who when they put what was left of them on the stretchers.  I finally 

walked away and continued up Amsterdam,  and there were still  police cars rushing to what was left of the brewery. 

The pictures of what happened, haunted me, so tht I couldn’t’ sleep at night. And to this day I can still see all those 

men falling through the air, and saw them falling down, and the chimney going up, up, up, and how it toppled over it 

became a shower of bricks that came down in almost the same spot where it had  stood.    

THE UNIVTIED GUEST  …. 1926 

No matter how old I was, Momma loved to tell the story about what she did,  when. Mrs. Eggleston’s daughter,  Helen 

was married, in 1926,. Momma was pregnant with Sonny and I was  nine months old and she decided to dress me up 

and bring  me to the high society wedding.   

We went in the limo that Mrs. Eggleston sent to our house, to take Momma to the wedding., and she wasn’t bashful in  

letting  Momma know,  Daddy was not invited. So, Momma brought me along,  to show me off to Mrs. Egglelston and 

her lady friends because she figured she knew most all of  the women that were going to be there,  because they knew 

her, because she had worked for Mrs. Eggleston for thirteen years before she got married.. Momma  had no idea what 

a big fancy wedding it was going to be or that the reception was going to be  held in one of the biggest posh hotels on 

Fifth Avenue, and she didn’t know you don’t bring a baby,  to an imaffair like that, but that is exactly what she did.. 

The day came, and Momma was glad, she could fit in the beautiful gown of navy blue beads, that Mrs. Eggleston had 

bought her in a shop on Fifth Avenue, and it was sent to our house, with a matching evening purse and shoes, and a 

beatutifuf long navy blue velvet cape. 

Momma was very  proud how she  looked and she had made me a beautiful white organdy dress for the occasion, with 

row upon row of white lace, and she had embroidered  delicate pink roses on the dress and made a bonnet to match. 

She had even found  tiny black patent leather button–up shoes for me, and, Momma  would remark, how pretty  I 

looked with my blonde hair that day.  

The limousine picked us up, but Mrs Eggleston didn’t know Momma was bringing me to the wedding b The wedding 

was not what Mrs. Eggleston wanted for her daughter, Helen, In fact, she was very unhappy  her only daughter fell in 

love with a married man. But Helen loved him and  had to wait a couple of years before he was able to get a divorce 

from his wife, and  it turned out to be  bitter divorce over money. Once he was free, they set the date to be married. 

And back then, for a woman to marry a divorced man was frowned upon by high-society.  

At the wedding,  the guest were arriving, Mrs. Eggleston noticed Myrtle walking in with a baby in her arms.  She took 

a deep breath and never said a word to embarrass her, and greeted her with out-stretched arms and took me and started 

kissing me, and she passed me around to some of to athe ladies that were standing there and knew Momma. At the 

reception, I was passed around and  they loved seeing me and I went from table to table, so all the laides could see me. 

Momma was still unaware that what she had done was unheard of.  Mrs .Eggleston breathed a sigh of relief that the 

women were actually enjoying me, because they all knew Momma because she had been with her  since she was 

thirteen. 

As the night went on, p;eopel were dancing and the music was  playing, and the newly weds quietly disappeared and 

got dressed because they had to leave, they were going to board a ship  ito spend their honeymoon in  Europe  They 

left under a shower of rice, and ran to the waiting limousine that took them across town to  the west side, where they 

boarded the ship. While they were at sea,  the band  playing and they were dancing cheek to cheek, Helen felt her 

husband slip out of her arms and  the next thing she knew he was lying on the floor. 

She knelt beside him and screamed for someone to go get some help, but it was too late,  he died in her arms.  Helen 
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was so devastated by his death, she  refused to see anyone for a long time, not even her mother. Helen was Mrs. 

Eggleton’s only daughter, and she was heart broken to think what happened, but she knew the pain of losing a young 

husband because she had lost her first husband, Robert Asa Packer at a young age., so she knew what she was going 

through. No matter how she tried, there was no consoling her. Beeing older and wiser, she knew that only time would 

heal the pain, and years later, Helen did remarry and had children. 

The years went by, Mrs. Egglston loved having Momma come to the brownstone houe on Riverside Drive, when she 

was in the city.  She liked to see the children and  paid the cab fare. They talked and  had lunch together, while the 

three of us had lunch in the kitchen with the maids. Then we played in the parlor with a set of wooden blocks, she had 

there for us. When  Momma went there, it brought back a lot of happy memories  she would sit there and  remember 

how tbeautiful the lace curtains  used to look hanging in the same room where they were sitting.  She was only 19, 

when Mrs. Eggelston gave them to her, and she kept  them for years, in a big box.and they used to hang in that same 

room that overlooked the Hudson River. 

As many times as Momma visited Mr. Eggleston, they talked and  had lunch, and she would assure her she was very 

happy. She did not want to tell her the truth, that she was so miserable being married to Tom that she was sorry she 

ever married him.  

For years she let her think her life was wonderful but there were times she wanted to tell her, she was so right, when 

she told her, ‘ Tom is going to ruin your life with his drinking and gambling, and the lives of your children., should 

you ever have any by him! He is a drinker and he will always be a drinker because men like that don’t change!’  

When Momma went home Daddy was drunk and they had another terrible fight, and she finally got the courage to tell 

Mrs. Eggleston, what she had been hiding from her, for years. Mrs. Eggleston looked her in the eye, then she turned 

away and all she said was, “Well, it doesn’t surprise me one bit.  I knew he was a drunk as soon as I met him.” 

Shaking her head she said sadly. “Personally, Myrtle, I always felt you only married Tom to get even with Earl.” 

Momma sat back and sighed,, “Maybe I did. I have often wondered about that myself.”  

Mrs. Eggleston was holding Mary Jane on her lap, when she noticed the strange red spot on her inner thigh, she asked, 

“What is this red mark on her leg? It almost looks like a raspberry.“   

Momma nodded that she had noticed it too, “I don’t know what it is, but I did take her to the Knickerbocker clinic, and 

the doctor there, wanted to start giving her radium treatments for the next two years, to get rid of it, but I refused to let 

them do it.”.  

Mrs. Eggleston sat up straight in her chair and insisted, “Oh! Myrtle, I’m so glad you didn’t let them do that, because 

radium treatments are still very dangerous. Your little Mary Jane is only a baby, she’s only a year old and you don’t 

know what those radium treatments might do to her. They are very powerful and they don’t really know that much 

about them yet. Let me call my doctor, and get the name of this specialist I know. I want you to go to him, so you can 

at least, have another opinion. I will pay for whatever needs to be done...”  

While Myrtle was there, since Mrs. Eggleston knew him, she called and got an appointment for the next day,  and  

worte down his name and address on Park Avenue.  Momma went and  he was a German doctor, with a heavy accent, 

and she was afraid she was  not going to understand him. But, she liked him immediately and was very impressed how 

he studied the spot from all angles, while she held Mary Jane down on the table. Then .he looked at her and shook his 

head, and told her, “Hmmm…this does not look good.,  It is a very strange looking red spot on her inner thigh, .” He 

was making Momma  nervous the way he kept adjusting his glasses and bending over and reexamining the spot. When 

he stood up, he clasped his hands in back of him and  and told her, “it appears to be cancerous, and I am afraid she is 

going to need at least two years of radium treatments, and I would like to start the radium treatments tomorrow. We 

Momma thanked him, and as she was leaving, he advised her, “I would like this done as soon as possible, so we can 

stop any further growth of this cancer.” She bit her lip and sobbed,  “ I understand, but I have to think about it. I heard 

radium treatments are very dangerous and she is so young to have to go through something like this!” He agreed, 

“Yes, that is so. But, you must realize, it could very well save her life.” Momma sighed, “I will let you know 

tomorrow.” 

 

That night she couldn’t sleep, her mind was going round and round, wondering what was going to happen to her and 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          863 

 

the children, now that Mary Jane was going to need radium treatments and and she didn’t want Mrs. Eggleston  to 

have to pay the doctor and hospital bills. She had to find a full time job, now that Mick left, she no longer had his 

money coming in for room and board.. She finally decided she would have to accept Mrs. Eggleston’s offer, but when 

she did,, she made it perfectly clear to her, she would gladly  pay all the bills for Mary Jane,  but she refused to help 

pay for any household expenses, because it was Thomas’s responsibility as a man to be taking care of such matters.” 

Most of the time, she let hr think everything was fine at home, but there were times, she would confess, how bad 

things really were, but she never let her know he was drunk every day and made his own whiskey and beer, or that he 

beat the children..  

All Momma’s life she never stopped praying  for Mrs. Eggleston and  Mrs. Hardon , and she would  light candles in 

church for them. Even when Momma was in her eighties and nineties, she never forgot them in her prayers at night, 

rup until the time she passed away, because she never forgot what they had done for her. So many times she would 

forget she told me, when she was thirteen it was Mrs. Eggleston tyat took her in, when no one else wanted her or cared 

about her. 

    

THE PARK ACROSS THE STREET..1935 

 

When Momma found that apartment on the first floor in the front,  we wer vry happy there.  MaryJane and I spent 

hours hanging out the front windows. She liked the window in Daddy’s room, and I liked the one in our room. After 

living in a back apartment on the fifth floor, the only thing we saw was the back alley and windows in the back. We 

often peeked in them at night and  watch what people were doing, and in the daytime, we’d look down in the back 

alley, and see  drunks sleeping  and hugging an empty wine bottle still wrapped in a brown paper bag,, and sometimes 

the boys played stick ball back thee, but the janitor usually chased them away.  The back of all the apartents houses 

met in the back and thee was a tall wooden fence that ran down the middle of it. There were row upon row of fire 

escapes for the back apartments and everyone had a clothes line out their kitchen window, to hang their wash out on 

Monday mornings. 

Living in that  front apartment we liked how we could  look across Amsterdam, and see the park that was a block 

square.  We spent half our lives over there. The city employed  two teachers for the park, a man and a woman, 

thattwore  uniforms and a whistle around their necks. They were  in charge of the playground that  had two sections, 

anuppr and a lower, and it was separated by a chainl ink fence and inside were trees and bushes, and a  path on each 

side to go the baseball and basketball areas, and way in the back were the big swings for the olderc children. 

.The upper half was for  younger children to play on the monkey bars .see-saws and sliding pond, and the swings had a 

bar in front to keep them from falling out,, but they were only forr  babies and little children. It had a water fountain 

and benches tht went all around so the mothers could sit and  watch their children ajd rocked the babies in the carriage. 

There was always a  teacher on duty, to give first-aid and settle arguments between the boys. They checkied to see  

what was going on, and  cautioned the boys, ‘Stop  fooling around on the monkey bars.’  

On rainy days we were allowed in the park house, and the teached  taught us to play different games. It  was small and 

shaped like a shoe box, and the bathrooms were on the outside in the corner of  the play ground.  Inside they had tables 

where we  played checkers and pick-up sticks, and jacks, and everyone liked to play bingo, and we’d get an orange if 

we won.   

There was an upright piano in there, and the teacher played it for us, and had to sat on the floor and sing songs from 

the books she hand out.  She held contests to see who could run the fastest, or jump rope without touching it, and  see 

who was the best player with the ball and jacks. Whoever won got a box of pencils, or a box of crayons. Sometime, for 

certain games outside, ,we got a certificate with our name on it  if we won, and run home feeling so roud of ourself. . 

The park had an upper and a lower section, the upper one was for the younger children, so it had small swings, a 

sliding pond, a sand box, see-saws and monkey bars and a water fountain by the park house. There were benches all 

around on the upper park, where  mothers could sit, and rock  their baby carriages and watch their other children 

playing and they’d bring their lunch and stay for the day. In the summer they had sprinklers going, and we’d run under 

and get our hair and clothes  wet, but, at least we cooled off, and by the time we went home they were dry.  
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Anna started dinner in the morning, after she went shoing,  and it cooked all day, so supper was always ready. When 

she wanted us to come home,  all she had to do was stand at the window, and we would see her, and leavee. But not,  

Sonny,  he wanted to stay and play basketball or baseball with his friends. We could always spot where he was,  

because he was the only boy with his shirt hanging out/ T this was when all boys wore starched white shirts, and a tie, 

and their pants or knickers were pressed, whether they were playing ball or going to school or church. 

When we got older, we had a lot of friends, and we went over to the park and played basketball if the boys weren;t 

there. We got good enough to be on a team in our school and we competed with other Catholic schools. At the far end 

of the baseball field, was where the big swings were,, but we rarely got a change to get on them because the boys 

always hogged them. They were known to swing much too high, and  one day my brother Sonny,  was swinging so 

high,  he slid off into the air, and landed on his back  he was hurt so bad he was taken to the hospital by an ambulance., 

and theykept him there a couple of  days. I called Momma form the candy store, and she came home in a taxi cab. She 

hard a hard time trying to find out where they brought him  and when she found out it was  Harrlem Hospital, it upset 

her because it was so far away, and we had such a hard time to ge thee, when the Knickerbocker Hospital was only 

four blocks away..  

We lenjoyed looking over at the convent grounds, it was so peaceful and beautiful.  In the winter, we could see the 

snow clinging to the branches and birds flitting  around trying to find a something to eat. In the spring they had  

gardeners constantly weeding and replacing tye flowers that died. The grounds were enormous, with lawns and  paths 

outlined with  flowers on both sides.  Here and there were big statues with a place for the nuns to  kneel and pray. The 

grounds were enormous, five city blocks. I was well hidden behind a seven foot brown and black stone wall, with  

high iron spikes jutting up from  the wall, and it went around the entire property.  

Manhattanville College of the Sacred Heart was built back in 1841, and all the buildings were made of dark red bricks. 

Back then it was thought to be way out in the country, far from the hustle and bustle of New York City, It was so 

secluded .you could not see in, the buildignwere set way back and because of all the trees yu couldn’t see ery little..  

From our widow, we would see over the fence and watch  the nuns walking along the paths, with their heads bent in 

prayer, or they’d be kneelung in front of the religious statues.  Nearby were gardeners downon their knees, working 

with wheelbarrows beside them, weeding among  the flowers.. It was hard to believe, that such a place existed in the 

middle of New York City,    

 

The gate to our school was pad-locked, and many a time in the winter, the lock would freeze and the nuns couldn’t 

open it , not evenwith a pot of hot water.The nuns had  to send someone to get the janitor, while hundreds of girls 

stood outside the gate, from the first to the eight grade, jumping up an down trying to keep warm, and secretly hoping 

the janitor couldn’t open it either  and he couldn’t. The nuns didn’t like us cheering, when they announced, we had to 

go home!” 

Once we went through the gates, there was no more talking , we had to line up, two by two, according to our gradel 

Ahd  the nuns would stand tup on the stoop and be  eyeing us with their stern faces, to see that  we didn’t talk. A nod 

meant the first grade had to go in, then the second grade, and the third, and so on. We march down the hall  single file  

to the cloak room, we hung  up our hats and coats on hooks, and got back in line, singe file and down the hall was our 

class. 

With so many wealthy girls going to Manhattanville College, and a good many of them were from different coutries 

around the world, there was always a guard p;osted at the front gate, I a little brick house, at 133td Street.   Some of 

the girls lived in the city, and they went home on weekends. The chauffeurs had to enter and leave through big black 

wrought iron gate, on 133rd Street, and show their credential to theguard on duty in a little brick house.  

 

Years later, we heard the Hebrew Orphan’s Home was sold to the city, during the war. But, the Army took over the 

buildings for the duration. In a way, it made  me feel sad, because I had a lot of happy memories of going there and 

sitting on that beautiful lawn and watch the children’s plays the WPA used to put on for the kids in the neighborhood, 

and we were only invited into the Jewish Home, on those particular Saturday mornings during the Depression. . The 
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city needed the property to build and expand City College, because they knew the boys were coming home soon, and 

would be wanting to go to college through the new G.I. Bill. They had to accommodate them, but they had no idea, so 

many boys were going to enroll for college.  

 

In 1944, I was at mass one Sunday when Msgr. Quinn, announced from the pulpit, that our church was sponsoring the 

USO dances every Wednesday night and Sunday afternoons up at the old Jewish Home, now that the Army had taken 

it over. And that he would like the single women in the parish to attend them and help entertain the members of our 

Armed Forces. The Red Cross would be there serving doughnuts and coffee to only the members of the Armed 

Forces., and one of our priests would always be there, helping to pass around the doughnuts too.’ 

 

We’d dance the Lindy all night, and be so exhausted but the boys kept asking us back out on the floor. The next 

morning, we could hardly move, but we didn’t care because we had laughed so much and a lot of fun.   

We met so many nice boys there and most of them were 18 and ‘19, .the same age as we were. They were all lonesome 

and far away from home. We would often invite them to our house for  Sunday dinner, when Momma was home. 

Sometimes, they’d ask if they could bring a friend. and Momma was only too happy to have them because she enjoyed 

them and would them a piece of her famous lemon pie, that they loved  She was always glad to help the boys in 

service, especially since my brother Sonny was 18 and in the army, training to be a paratrooper down in Georgia, It 

made her feel so good she was helping these young boys that were in service, just like Sonny was.  

The war was over, in August of 1945, and the city was offering more and more courses at City College. With so many 

G..I.’s signing up for college,  they needed more buildings, and more land , because it was obvious there were  

expanding  faster than they had ranticipated..  

All this was possible, because in 1944, President Roosevelt signed the G.I. Bill, for the boys in service,, because of 

what happened to the veterans of WWI,   that were forgotten and ignored.  Now the veterans were being well cared for 

in Veteran Hospitals, and  pensions were given to the men tyat were injured during the war. They could buy a house 

with no money down,  go to college and their housing was paid for,. and most of them took advantage of the program, 

and and it changed their lives. 

 

It was there since 1860, five blocks of beautiful trees and manicured grounds. It was what the city wanted to build and 

keep expanding City Collge.  It was obvious the neighborhood was changing fast and being Manhattanville College 

was a prestigious college, whereonly the very rich could afford to send their daughters, they gladly accepted their offer 

and relocated to Purchase N.Y, in Westchester County.  

 

                                                          *                *                 *              

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sunday WAS the best day of the week for us, it meant Momma was coming home. She would already have planned 

where she was taking us and always tried to make it  somewhere  we would like to go, and we liked to go hiling the 

best.  It meant we could and cook over an open fireing in an empty  field somewhere. in New Jersey or out on Staten 
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Island.  

When we were growing up, , thewe best.and she did try not take us to the same place, too often.  We grew knowing 

knew were very aware thatour mother was was very different from all the other anh of mothers in the neighborhood. I 

don’t know what there Mexactlyaybe what it was, maybe, was about her, that all the womenthe way she walked, andor 

spoke to the women in the neighbor hodd, what ever itwas about her, they liked and admired her. Momma, but she did 

haveSe wheomen, had but we knew she a certain charm about her that people liked, or perhaps it was because she 

wore such stylish clothes ahd pretty beads and earrings. that matched her outfits. She always wore or that high heels 

anda matching bag. And we had never seen Momma wear a housedress like all tye mothers on the block did. Momma  

had a lot of pride about herself, and cared how she looked, not some of the time but all the time. We loved Momma, 

and we were very prood that she was our mother, when we were growing up 

It was inn the spring of 1938, Momma camecame home on a Friday  night, only because the Hardon’s went  to see a 

friend, in Philadelphia and was awy over ngiht,  which didn’t happen too often. It was such a treat to have Momma 

home with us on a Sunday morning. We got oup and went to  the children’s 9 o’clock mass, Momma was going to  the 

12 o’clock mass. When we came home, she had our breakfast ready and waiting.  A big platter of staming hot 

pancakes were in the oven, along with the plates to keep them hot,, while fat juicy sausages were frying in the pan,. 

She made hot syrup in a pan, with butter and brown sugar. And we everything smelled so good. We were even allowed 

to sit inside at the dining table, and we hugged Momma because we were thrilled we were going to have breakfast 

inside with her and hugged her to let her know how happy we were she was with us. . 

When we were putting everything away,  Momma mentioned that she had met Mr. and Mrs.Nak downstairs, when she 

came home, and they were very upset because  little girl Louise was so sick.   

Louise was 5 and  had heart problems, even before they left Germany, her mother told Momma.  Sh  happened to be 

very fond of Momma, and her sad face would always light up, when she saw Momma, because she  always took the 

time to stop and ask how her little  girl, Louise was doing.  

Momma and I were going to see Mrs. Russell, an elderly friend of Momma’s, who lived on convent Avenue. She was 

bed ridden and had made her a quart of chicken soup with dumplings in it. and we were going to bring it to her. As we 

were going downstairs. Mrs. Nak’s door opened, and she ran  to Momma and threw her arms around her, and sobbed 

and sobbed..  

Seeing she couldn’t talk  Momma knew something terrible had happened, the way she was trembling and shaking.  

She could barely say the words, “Oh!! Mrs. McArow, my little Louise just died.” Momma held her in her arms while 

she kept repeating..” She was my baby! She was only five years old.. She stopped breathing  a few minutes ago and 

died in my arms..”  

 

Momma held her and let her cry because she knew how her death  hurt her, she was so devoted to Louise. She was a 

frail woman, and, was so overwhelmed by her child’s death They were very private people, but Mrs. Nak befriended  

Momma, and  that day she found great comfort knowing she could  turn to her, and she sobbed, “Why did God take 

my Louise from me? I don’t even have a nice dress to bury her in, and I can’t afford to buy one..What am I going to 

do?”.   

It was the Depression and  

Momma told her,  “I don’t want you to worry about a dress for Louise., I’m going to back upstairs and I make Louse, a 

pretty dress for Louise, with lots of lace and ribbons, and  she will look beautiuful..” Mrs. Nak looked at her and cried 

all the harder.  Momma told her to go back in the house, and she would go upstairs and get her sewing machine out.  “I 

will have the dress finished before the undertaker gets here.”  Momma  grabbed my hand and we hurried up the stairs 

and I could see Momma was crying when went in Anna’s room.   

She started rummaging through her boxes and came  out with a piece of pink organdy draped across her arm along 

with a card of lace, and roll of  pink satin ribbon. She put them on the table. and plugged in the sewing machine, and 

asked me to set up  

When Momma said, “Come on, I will need you to help me put this dress on Louise.  I wilted and   I begged and 

pleaded with her not to make me  go,  Momma gave me that look, and I knew I had better go with her but I shaking 
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and shivering at the thought of touching Louise, and I had to help put that dress on her. Meanwhile, Momma is yelling 

at me, “Will you hurry up?  I told you we nhad get there before the undertakers comes, and put this dress on Louise.”  

 

  I was horrified Mommawould make me do something as awful as  that was. When I saw Momma coming out of the 

bathroom with the curling iron,  I cried, :”You are not going to curl her hair with my curling iron are you?”. Momma 

stopped and looked at me, “Rose, I can’t understand why you are acting like this. Don’t you want Louise to look as 

pretty as we can make her? Don’t’ forget, this is how her mother and father will always remember her.” Momma could 

see it really bothered me and she finally said,   “I can understand why you feel the way you do, because this is the first 

time you  will see someone that has died.!  But Rose, just think how God will reward you,  if you help me make 

Louise look pretty. Don’t you think she deserves that much because of the way she  has had to suffer all her life.  I 

want her mother and father to feel proud of how she looks,  because remember, this is going to be last time they will 

ever see her.”   

I made this dress  so Louise can look beautiful in a pretty new dress. The least you can do, is come help me get the 

dress on her.  I can’t ask her mother, she is too upset.”  Momma knew how to make me feel guilty and reluctantly went 

downstairs with her. 

 

 Momma knocked and walked in, so not to make Mrs. Nak have to get up. We found Mr. and Mrs. Nak and their two 

children sitting inside, sobbing. When she went to get up to greet Momma, she told her,  “No, you stay there.  Rose 

will help me dress Louise.  I will let you know when we finish.”   Mr  Nak sat on the couch, sobbing and covered his 

face with his hands, and didn’t speak to us. Momma said it was because he didn’t want us to talk to him about Louise.  

 

Knowing what Momma was wanting me to do, I told myself,  there was no way I can touch Louise. I wanted so much 

to leave, but I had to stay or Momma would get mad at me  

We walked down the hall to Louise’s room, and seeing her lying on the bed, I just went to pieces,  I couldn’t stop 

shaking and I thought for sure,  I was going to die too.   I wanted to run out of the room and go back upstairs, until  I 

heard Momma say,  “Rose, I thought you were going to, hold Louise up for me, so I can get this petticoat over her 

head.” My knees gave out out, and I stood there and somehow automatically did whatever she asked in a daze. There 

wa no way I could not look at Louise, I did hold her up but I  kept my eyes closed while Momma struggled to get the 

petticoat over her head. Then she was annoyed and yelled at me, “Will you please hold her up, so I can get this dress 

on her .You are holding her all wrong.”  

 

I began to feel  funny, like I was going to pass out, because all I could think was I did not want to be there. I wanted to 

go home.  Momma sighed and told me again   “Will you please hold her up so I can get this ribbon around her and tie 

it into a  bow.”  I thought, why, when no one was going to see it.” I tried very hard to keep holding her up for Momma, 

so she could get the bow tied around her waist. Momma was very  pleased how she looked and gently eased Louise 

back down on the bed. 

 

I was so glad the awful ordeal was over and assumed Momma was finished, but, she wasn’t. Momma picked up the 

curling iron and walked out of the room and left me all alone with Louise and was scared out of my wits. She went to 

the she kitchen to heat up the curling iron. When she came back, it was  red hot when she handed it me by the wooden 

handle, while she combed Louise’s long hair. She sectioned it off  and wrapped her hair around the hot curling iron. 

and continued heating the iron up and making long curls around her  face. It was making me sick to my stomach . The 

smell of her hair burning was making me sick. .Momma always burned my hair whenever she curled my hair with that 

hot iron and she thought nothing of burning the edges of my ears, and then tell me,  ‘You have  to suffer for your 

beauty. ‘.  Taking the pink satin ribbon she had in her pocket, she lifted up her curls, and tied a big pink bow on her 

head,. then stepped back and asked me, “Now, doesn’t she look  pretty? “  

 

I looked away and wondered how she could ask such a thing about someone that was dead?  And she stood there 
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smiling at me, “Now her mother and father will remember how beautiufl Louise looked.” I whispered to her, ”Are we 

finished Momma? Because I want to get out of here and go home? Momma said,  “No, but I’ll be finished in a minute” 

She reached in her pocket and took out a tube of Cashmere Bouquet lipstick and a jar of Pond’s cold cream and rubbed 

the lipstick in the palm of her hand with the cold cream, and blended it  then  rubbed it on her cheeks,. 

 

Then with the tip of her finger she applied a bit of color to Louise’s lips and  I stood there wondering,’ why is she 

doing that to her for, when everyone knows she’s dead?’ 

  

Momma went inside and whispered to Mrs. Nak, “You can go see Louise now.” They walked down the hall together, 

and Mrs. Nak looked so sad that Momma put her arm around her and told her, “I made Louise a pretty pink organdy 

dress, and curled her hair and  put a big pink bow in her hair.” “Wait until you see how pretty she looks.”   

 

But, Mrs. Nak was so heart-broken she didn’t even know what Momma was talking about. Her eyes were all read, 

because she had cried so much. When she got to Louise’s room, she hesitated to go in, until she saw Louise, She 

rushed over and put her arm around her and  sobbed and cried, “Oh! Louise, Look at you, my sweet little baby, you 

look so beautiful, how can be dead?” She threw herself on Louise and kept repeating her name, over and over,  petting 

her face. When I saw  Momma crying,  I started to cry too..   

 

Hearing  he door bell, Mrs. Nak asked Momma,, “Would you mind seeing who that is, please?”  Momma opened the 

door and it was the undertakers, and they had  a small coffin with them and Momma let them in. Momma  pushed me 

towards the door because she felt we should leave Mr and Mrs. Nak alone, She  kept kissing Momma’s hand saying, 

”How can I ever repay you for what you’ve done for my Louise, and me,  Mrs. Mc Arow?”   

 

Momma was too choked up to say anything, , shook her head, and we went upstairs. We put the sewing machine back 

in Anna’s room and I swept up the scraps of pink material and tiny  pieces of lace on the floor.  Momma made a pot of 

tea and put out the cups on the dining room table and we sat there because Daddy was asleep but neither of us had 

anything to say, and we just sat there quietly, thinking about Louise and Mrs.Nak. 

 

Mary Jane came in from next door and asked Momma, “Why were you down at Mrs. Nak’s,  so long?  I was looking 

for you.because I wanted to tell you I saw a funeral car pull up downstairs and they took out a little coffin and went in 

Mrs. Naks’s house.”  Momma tried to explain to Mary Jane that little Louise died because she was sick. a long time 

and Mary Jane looked at Momma, because she didn’t understand why she was dead, and cut herself a piece of cake. 

 

Momma felt bad for Mrs. Nak, knowing how many Mary Jane was in the hospital, and almost died from double 

pneumonia. When we finished our tea and cake, Momma  told me, “Rose, you must never be afraid of anyone that is 

dead.  Believe me, it’s the ones that are alive, you have to worry about.” I didn’t want to argue with her, because I did 

not like being around anyone that was dead. I reminded her, “ I seen a lot of movies where the dead people came back 

and they go after people.”. Momma laughed at me, because she didn’t believe they could. 

 

THE BOX OF LACE CURTAINS … 1919 - 1948 

Many a Sunday afternoons, we would get on the trolley with Momma and visit one of her Momma’s lady 

friend’s.While they sat and talked, we would play cards and sit on the floor and be bored out of our minds, wondering 

when we were going home.  

Mrs. Gormely and her daughter, Mary. lived down by Columbia University on Morningside Drive. It was a very pretty 

neighborhood and they had trees along the sidewalk. We thought Mrs. Gormely was old because she had white hair, 

but we found out, she wasn’t.  It seemes We always went to visit people, but they never came to our house. Her 

daughter Mary, was my God-mother, and Uncle Mick was my God-father.  I never heard from her, but Uncle MIck 

always sent me a card on my birthday, for as long as I can remember. 
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While Momma was having a cup of tea with them, she was telling them.  “Do you know,  I still have most all of  my 

wedding presents, still wrapped up in boxes,  in my spare room?” We started snickering, because we didn’t have a 

‘spare room’ and Momma would glare at us and give us the evil eye, meaning we should be quiet and  keep our 

mouths shut. Then she would resume the conversation and ask them, “Did I ever show you the lace curtains I have? 

They are the most beautiful  lace curtains you ever saw, and they’re still in the same box I got them in.  They were 

crocheted by nuns in a convent over in France.”   

I leaned over and whispered to Mary Jane, ”Doyou believe she is telling them about those dirty old curtains”.  Momma 

cleared her throat and continued to tell them  “You remember when I used to work for Mrs. Eggleston, she lived over 

on Riverside Drive. She gave them to me, when she redecorated the parlor.”  

We used to be embarrassed when Momma bragged to the women about those old curtains she had, , and tell them that 

she had spare room, when it was Anna’s bedroom. She had so many boxes piled in there, and poor Anna had hardly 

any room for herself, because the boxes went all the way up to the ceiling. When we would hear Momma tell them, 

how beautiful they were, it upset us because they were old and dirty, in fact they were disgusting to look at.. And they 

believed her, when she told them how beautiful they were! We could not understand why Momma lied about them,, 

because we knew, she would  punish us, if we ever lied like she did?   

The box that had the lace curtains in it was a big, about  3’ X 3’, and it was always kept under the window  in Anna’s 

room. On two sides of the box, Momma used a black crayon and wrote, “4  panels/ heavy lace curtains/ from Mrs. 

Eggleston/ 1919.  

On rainy Sunday afternoons, t gave Momma a chance to  rummage through her boxes, and she dragged some of them s 

out in the dining room. We hated when she did that, but Momma was so happy she’d be humming and singed while 

she  going through them. When she opened the box of curtains, we had learned not to say anything negative about 

them because Momma would only get mad and scolded the two of us “I don’t’ want to hear another word about how 

you don’t like these curtains. You are too young to know what you are talking about, because you don’t understand 

how valuable they are.  One day you will.  I feel very honored Mrs. Eggleston wanted me to have them. She knew how 

I always admired them when they were hanging in her parlor.”  

I whispered to Mary Jane, “Why can’t she see how old and dirty and black from all that coal dust coming in Anna’s 

window. She should throw them down the dumb- waiter with all the other junk, because no one is ever going to want 

those dirty old things.”  

Mary Jane didn’t want to get in  trouble, in case Momma heard what I said, and just smiled and shrugged her 

shoulders. 

That box sat under the window in Anna’s room, for so many years that the coal dust and soot  kept finding it’s way 

inside and  it was all over the curtains making  them dirtier and blacker with each passing year. Because, Momma 

insisted that window be left open a few inches from the top, in the summer and the winter.  

We would beere so tired of hearing Momma telling us the gusd  same thing, over and overagain and again that we 

knew it by heart. “These are very expensive curtains and one day you are going to be old enough to appreciate the 

work the nuns put into them. They crocheteded on top of the fine netting, and made all these roses and sprays of wheat 

and that fancy border that goes around each panel. it really is such a work of art.!”  One day Anna caught us  

mimicking Momma, a, we were imitating the way she talked and moved her arms around in the air, preaching to us 

about those lace curtains. Anna came in and told us, that it was not nice to do that, because those curtains meant a lot 

to Momma, and we should respect that she liked them, and we complained to her, “even if we didn’t. We But, listened 

and didn’t do it again, but it didn’t change how we felt about them, everytime Momma would drags that box out to 

look at them, she tells us the same thing!” 

MRS. HARDON’S COUNTRY HOME ,.1931-39 

. 

 

Momma wasstarted working for Mr. and Mrs. Henry Hardon, sincein 1931, and she was with Mrs. Hardon until died 

in her beloved home in Wilton,  the frist week of December of 1939 and on January 9th, she would have beenat 86,  in 

December of  1939. She Momma first met her, themwhen after she became a Certififed French Chef, when/ tThe 
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school started sent was sending her to their apartment at East 66th Street, to do luncheons orand dinners, and she, and 

they liked Mommaher very much.  Being they entertained so quite often. they always asked that they send ‘Myrtle’. 

And as time went by,  Mrs. Hardon asked her if she would consider working for them  on a permanent basis, but, at the 

time she couldn’t give them an answer, until she found someone to take care of us. 

Mr. Hardon worked for the Emigration Department and was one of the top lawyers in the city then,and since he was 

aways inviting  very important people to their apartment for dinner at 137 East 66th Street. Momma had the 

opportunity to meet the Prime Minister Winston Churchill and President Franklin D. Roosevelt, and done day 

Katharine Hepburn came to one of her luncheons, and read poetry to her guests, and she wore a big red picture hat, 

Momma said.   

They entertained most their guests in the city, rather than in their ountry home, in Wilton, Connecticut. Mrs. Hardon 

loved that house, certain parts of it was built in the 1700’s, and it was moved up on the hill, and they added another 

section. Then in 1911, Mr and Mrs Hardon turnedit into the house that is there today, a beautiful home they called, the 

‘long house;’. They had a lovely English garden and a full-time gardener, Guiseppi, and he lived just up the road, Mrs 

Hardon enjoyed being in her house, six months of the year, because it was only an hour ‘s drive from the city/ They 

had year round help, an English couple that lived in the house year round, Chris Hill, was the chauffeur and his wife 

Mary, was the cook and maid. When Mrs. Hardon went to Wilton she brought Momma to oversee the cooking on the 

days they entertained, but I think she enjoyed her company and liked having Momma there with her. 

Mrs. Hardon was a very kind lady, and we likd her. She often sent their chauffeur Chris, to pick us up in the city on 

certain Friday afternoons after school, and he’d bring us back home Monday morning, dressed and ready for school. If 

they weren’t busy entertaining some guests, in her Wilton home, she would have the three of us sit in the library on a 

thick light blue Oriental rug in front of the fireplace, while she sat in a Queen Anne’s chair, holding her lorgnette, and 

she would read us stories from King Arthur, Aesop’s Fables, Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn. Shelooked like a 

icutre itting thre with pure white hair, so soft and wavy and combed back into a bun.  She always did look elegant, and 

would wear a lavender or soft grey velvet neckband around her neck, to hide the wrinkles. Sometimes at night, when it 

was dark, she would have us sit outside on garden benches and look up at the sky on a clear night, and she would point 

out and name the different stars, and make us repeat the names. 

She must have enjoyed having us, because she would insist we sleep in the main part of the house, in her 

grandchildren’s  bedrooms.  Momma was surprised Mrs. Hardon would allow us in those rooms! Sonny slept in a 

corner bedroom and my sister and I were in a bedroom that had a screened-in porch, where we played in on rainy days. 

It over looked the beautiful garden that had several bird houses for wrens, up high on poles, and on each side of the 

path were rectangular 4’X8’ fish ponds stocked with the biggest goldfish I ever saw and late at night, we would hear 

the bull frogs croaking and boasting to their lady friends, they had arrived and some times, they were so loud, we 

couldn’t sleep, they’d keep us awake half the night. 

The back of the property was nothing but beautiful orange tiger lilies growing in front of an old stone fence,  Mrs, 

Hardon got permission from the owner, of the property in back of them, so we could play baseball with the two boys 

that lived nearby and attended  her church.  Cookie, is what we called him, Martin Ficke was his name, and Norman 

Legge, was the minister’s son, next they went to school together. Mrs. Hardon knew them from her church, and we  

played with them whenever we were there. We actually grew up with them, because we were there from 1931-1939 

and we remained friends for years after, and when we weren’t there, wewrote lettr bak an forth and stayed in touch 

Cookie lived in town, near the library,  Mrs, Hardon helped to get built Both his mother and father were deaf and 

dumb, but their boys were alright.  

Their church was across the road,  at the end of Mrs. Hardon’s driveway. Mr. Legge was theminister and he and his 

family, lived next door in a big house. Norman was our age, he was tall and had dark blonde hair, and handsome and 

not a bit bashful, while Cookie was the complete opposite, he was short and  shy, and the five of us always got along.. 

When we back to the city,  we would write one another silly letter during the year, and they were always interested and 

curious to know more about New York City and they would ask so many questions, as to what it was like, and about 

how big it was. Then they finally got to see what it was like, when their families went to the World’s Fair, in 1939, and 

they just loved it.. 
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One day in 1938,  Mrs. Hardon received terrible news,that  her beloved grandson, Basil had been killed.. He was the 

son of her daughter, Anne Pierce, in East. Palatka, Florida, who had two children, Nancy and Basil. Basil’s submarine 

went down, and all was lost at sea, when they were on maneuvers, it uddenly sank off the coast of Africa in very deep 

waters, and it was a new sub. Apparently, when it dived, it never resurfaced. It said in the papers, that all the men on 

board had perished, and it was where it went down, it was so deep, they couldn’t get to them..  

The first time I met Basil, I never forgot how I kept looking at him. He was so handsome and he had a deep tan and 

such blond hair and when he spoke to me, with that southern drawl, as he kissed me ‘hello’.  I couldn’t get over what a 

lovely person he was, and h was so sweet and kind to his grandmother and everyone else. It was no wonder the family 

was so devastated, when they got the news of what happened, it must have been so hard on everyone in his family.... 

The following year, Mrs.Hardon passed away in Momma’s arms, on the night of December 9, 1939.  Momma cried so 

hard, and so did we. On  January 9, 1940, she would have been 86 years old. We never back to the house in Witon,  

but we had wonderful memories of being with Mrs. Hardon. I remember the day she took me in a taxi and we went up 

to Loew’s72nd Street to see the movie, TOM SAWYER and she took me to see HUCKLEBERRY FINN. She sat with 

me, and explain certain parts of the move, and be whispering what was going on,  and I could hardly hear her. But she 

wanted  to make sure I understood what was going on.  

We were poor, like everyone else was in the neighborhood, but when  I look back on those days, I realize how 

fortunate we were to have had such an opportunity to enjoy the kind of life we had with Mrs. Hardon’s, and we stayed 

in her beautiful home in Wilton, Connecticut, for so many years. We were free to play and enjoy ourselves, and were 

never told ‘be careful’…or ‘watch out’.. except by Momma, becaue we were surrounded by expensive antiques and 

big expensive Oriental rugs, and Mrs. Hardon made sure we were treated like members of the family.  

We were the  luckiest kids on the block, because we had the best of everything there.. When Mrs. Hardon’s chauffeur 

Chris would take her shopping in Norwalk, she would ask us if we would like to go? Of course,  we would be only too 

happy to go with her, and we’d walk with her, and 

Daddy never did anything like that for us,  in fact, I don’t ever remember him buying any of us an ice cream cone.  

Momma did. Not too often, because the cost a nickel each and she would have to buy three of them and  fifteen cents, 

is what she paid the iceman every week 

From 1919-26 Daddy lived with Uncle Mick, then Uncle Mick lived with us from 1927-31. Uncle Mick was always 

helping them out, financially. He paid ‘half the rent’ and gave Momma extra money here and there to pay the electric 

and gas bills. Yet, Daddy was always borrowing money from him to pay off his gambling debts and never paid him 

back.. Momma would be so embarrassed,  and she’d tell him, “You should be ashamed of yourself the way you keep 

borrowing money from Mick, and you never pay him back.”  

Daddy would stick his nose up in the air and go right up to her and shake his finger in her face saying,”You … mind 

your own business? He’s my brother, not yours. I’ll ask him for money anytime I want to. He’s not married. He 

doesn’t need all that money he puts in the bank. I need it to pay off my bookies.”  

They may have been twins, but they were as different as day and night. Uncle Mick was tall and thin. Daddy was short 

and stout and never cared how he looked while Daddy walked around with spots on his tie, vest or sweater, he didn’t 

care, but,  he did keep his shoes shined. 

I remember howUncle Mick dressed like a gentleman. He wore  a fedora or bowler hat, his pants were pressed and his 

shoes shined like they were wet because twice a week he had the shoe shine boy shine them for five cents. Every 

morning he’d unwrap a white starched shirt from the Chinese laundry, and sometimes he gave me a nickel to bring his 

laundry around the corner, if he didn’t have the time.  

When I’d walk in, there was always the smell of bleach and clothes boiling in the back and sometimes I smell food 

cooking.  I’d swing the white cloth bag filled with sheets, shirts and underwear up on the counter and wait. He never 

spoke to me, he would just write down real fast, what was in the bag and hand me a receipt. When I’d go to leave, I 

would see his wife and all their children peeking out from behind the long white curtain. because they all lived in the 

back of the store, but we rarely saw them, they didn’t play on the sidewalk like we did.  

Uncle Mick always brought his trousers to the cleaners himself, he had them pressed once a week and every so often 

had them dry cleaned. He only wore them to work, because he had to wear the Fifth Avenue Bus uiform when he 
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drove the bus. He had one good suit he only wore to church and to the Irish dances downtown, on Saturday nights. 

*Eleanor, his daughter in Ireland, wrote Momma that her father still dressed like a gentleman even when he was 102. 

He always wore a felt fedora,or bowler hat, steamed and pressed, a fresh starched white shirt and tie, his pants had to 

be well-pressed, and his shoes were shined, up until the day he caught the  flu and  died suddenly. 

When their mother died in childbirth when the twins were born, that same year, their father stepped on a rusty nail in 

the barn and he died from blood poisoning. The parish priest found Catholic homes for six of the orphaned children, 

but not the twins. He found no one wanted the work that was involved in caring for newborn twins so they had to be 

separated.   

Uncle Mick was fortunate he grew up in a lovely home, in town and they kept him well dressed and sent him to 

school. He had a very good life, compared to the life Thomas had, since he was raised on the Mc Aleer’s farm. They 

were related, and Daddy would tell us how hard they made him work while he was there and he rarely ever saw 

Michael or any of his sisters and brothers.   

When their oldest sister Rose,  was old enough, she went to America to live. And one by one,  she paid to bring over 

her brother Bernard, sister Florie and Michael and Thomas They stayed, but the others went back., they did not like 

fast pace of life in America. The twins were sixteen, when they came over. They lived with Rose and her husband 

Barney. He was the chauffeur for the wealthy Morgan family and he had Michael get a chauffeur’s license, and for a 

short time, he worked as  a chauffeur. Then he got a job with the Fifth Avenue Bus Company and he worked for them 

almost ten years, before he went back to Ireland. 

Thomas got a chauffeur’s license too, but when he turned eighteen in 1914, he enlisted in the U.S. Navy. He was still a 

British citizen, but they still accepted him and he was assigned to the U.S.S. Blackhawk for four years, and it was 

stationed off the Azores. At the time, we were not at war with the Kaiser in Germany,  but England was. In 1916, we 

joined the Allies in Europe and the war ended in November 11, 1918, and we still celebrate it, it is called … Armistice 

Day.  

After the war Thomas became a citizen, and he got a job as manager of a James Butler store,inMount Vernon  a 

popular grocery chain like the A&P. It is a little town close to New York City, but he didn’t like living so far away 

from his family, and got a job with Sheffield Farms Milk Company, and he moved inl with Michael. He had an 

apartment on 126th and Old Broadway and Thomas walked to work, since the milk plant was on 125th Street and 

Broadway. 

Before Thomas ever met Momma in 1923, Uncle Mick and Father Gaffney tried to get him to stop his drinking and 

gambling and he would promise them faithfully,he would. He never did.  

He was always broke and and  kept borrowing money from Mick, knowing he was put his money in the bank so he 

could go back to Ireland and buy a house and farm. He had to wait a long time before he could, because Daddy never 

paid him back what he borrowed.  Michael was very good to him and he never complained about it and when Momma 

would let him know she was so embarrassed tghat he did that to him, he’d tell her, “He’s my brother? I have to help 

him.”   

By 1931, Mick was thirty-five and had never been married. He enjoyed going to the Irish dances on Saturday nights 

for years, down on 86th Street, the same dancehall where Bridgetta Gaffney  introduced Momma  to the  Mc Arow 

twins in 1923. 

One day in 1930, a friend of Mick’s introduced him to a lovely girl named Mary. Mickliked her right away and took 

her to the Irish dances and was surprised how much they enjoyed one another’s company. He was delighted to find out 

she wanted to go back to live in Ireland too, and she happened to be a good friend of Father Gaffney’s, and his brother 

Thomas Gaffney, because they were Michael’s and Daddy’s friends, being they all came from around Belfast, Ireland.  

It was Bridgetta who brought Momma to a St. Patrick’s dance, and introduced her to the twins,  when they worked for 

Mrs. Eggleston.Then Momma married Thomas on the rebound, when Earl jilted her. Bridgetta was her Bridesmaid and 

Uncle Mick was Best Man. 

Soon after Bridgetta got married to a man, who was also a heavy drinker. One night he went off with the boys 

somewhere and she was home very sick with the flu. The janitor’s wife knew she was sick, and when she couldn’t get 

her to open the door, she called the police. When they went it, they discovered she had been dead for a couple of days. 
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Momma never got over it, because she lived around the corner, but she had just had Sonny and she didn’t  know 

Bridgetta was sick. 

Father Gaffney and his brother Thomas were friends of  Michael and Daddy’s for years. Thomas Gaffney used to 

come to our house for dinner, with his wife, Sarah and children. Through the years, they lost touch after they moved 

away and Thomas went into the plumbing business. 

*When Daddy died in May of 1961, Thomas Gaffney happened to read his obituary in the Brooklyn newspaper. He 

came to the funeral and Momma almost fainted when he shook her hand and introduced himself, because they had not 

seen one another in thirty years. She introduced the three of us to him, since he had known us as children.  they sat 

and talked and talked for almost an hour, going over how terrible it was thathis sister Bridgetta died all alone, and he 

told her that  his wife Sara died, and he asked about Mick and his family in Ireland. 

Uncle Mick fell in love with Mary and learned, she was saving her money to go back to Ireland to live, too. They 

decided to get married and lived with us for a year, and continued to work and save their money. By 1931, they had 

more than enough to buy a house and farm and booked passage on the Cunard Line to sail back to the ’old country’ as 

they called it. 

They were aware how Daddy spent his money on drinking and gambling, and felt so bad for Momma. he gave her so 

little to run the house on and were concerned what was going to happen  Momma and the children, once they were 

gone being she would no longer be getting any more money for their room and board. Mommma told them, she was 

going to have to find a job, somewhere.  

Mary decided, they should give her money and let her attend The New York Scientific School of Cooking, and 

become a Certified French Chef and she could make a lot more money if she was a chef. Momma thanked them over 

and over because it was something she had always wanted to do, but she never could afford to do it. 

The week before they sailed, Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary were thrilled they got to see Momma graduate as a Certified 

French Chef, white hat and all, but they were sort of disappointed that Daddy wouldn’t go. Momma was thrilled the 

school already had jobs lined up for her, and were sending her out to do luncheons and dinners in some of the 

wealthiest homes in the city.  

The following week were Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary were leaving. all the relatives and friends were there to see them 

off with lots of confetti and gifts.  It wasn’t too long before were heard from Uncle Mich, they found a lovely little 

house and farm and had moved in, but all the electrical appliances they brought over with them didn’t work there 

because they were all 110 V and in Ireland it was it 220 V,  but the neighbors enjoyed coming in and looking at them, 

because they had never seen anything like them before.’ 

The policy of the school was the clients paid the school, and theey kept half and the chefs were  school paid the other 

half. It didn’t take Momma long before realized the little bit of money she made part-time, wasn’t nearly enough to 

pay the bills, the rent and put food on the table.  

In 1931, it was still the days of Prohibition, not that it mattered to Daddy. He was drinking more than ever.because he 

had learned from a friend, how to make his own whiskey and beer in the bathtub. The shelves in our hall closet were 

filled with empty and full bottles of whiskey and beer, and Daddy gave Momma less and less money, and he stopped 

giving her any money, he told her, “You’re working, you use your own money to run the house. because I owe my 

bookies a lot of money, and I need to pay them off.” 

It took a long time before Momma could admit to herself, what a terrible mistake she made by marrying Daddy. She 

wondered why she believed him, when he promised her, once they were married he would stop drinking and gambling. 

He never stopped, he was drunk every night for the past six years, and he was not going to change. She was going to 

have to go to work, to pay the rent and bills and put food on the table for us. She was working full time for Mr. and 

Mrs. Hardon, and she still couldn’t pay all the bills by herself, because she had Anna to pay, and the hospital and 

doctor bills for the radium treatments were so expensive for Mary Jane, then there wereth montly bills, the gas and 

electric, insurance and the iceman. 

She pleaded with Daddy so many times, to give her some money and he would always refuse. She realized, he didn’t 

care about her or the children, the only thing that that mattered to him was  he had his whiskey and beer and he bet on 

the horses everyday, and played cards for money with his,’so called’ friends that came to the house, and drank his 
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whiskey. With Uncle Mick gone, the money situation went from bad to worse. One day the landlord gave her notice, 

he was going to have to evict us. Momma broke down and cried so hard, and sobbed to Daddy, that it was all his fault 

because he wouldn’t help her pay the rent and bills. He only laughed at her, and said he didn’t care, that he could get a 

room anywhere.’ It hurt Momma because Daddy made very good money every week compared to the mot of the 

fathers in the neighborhood and she knew there was no reason she had to go to work, if he didn’t drink and gamble to 

the way he did. But she never thought she would see the day it would get so bad, they were going to be evicted.    

492 WEST 136TH STREET 

Momma searched for abd found a cheaper apartment, five blocks up from where we lived, it was fuve rooms for $20 a 

month, on the other side of Amsterdam, by City College. We moved in and found we had nothing to look at except 

back yards and lots of windows because about seven or eight apartment houses met in the back and they had a high 

wooden fences down the middle to separate them and hundreds of clothes lines going from window to window, and 

the alleyways, were garage littered with garbage. We hated it there, but Momma assured she would soon find better 

rooms 

Coming from 500 West 131st,  where we loved hw we could spend hours looking out the window, because we could 

see up and down Amsterdam Avenue. There was a lot of traffice there,  taxi cabs, trucks, ambulances and police cars 

coming and going all the time. Across Amsterdam we could look down at Cushman’s Funeral Parlor on the corner, 

with the big long navy blue awning. People were always going in and out of there. Up the block  was the boy’s school, 

the church and the Knickerbocker Hospital on 131st. There was always something to see, and it was unusual to have a 

hospital, church, school and a funeral parlor on the same block.” 

We hated living in a back apartment, and we complained to Mommam, we had to walk six blocks thorugh ice and 

snow to get to school, when we were so used to walking up the block to our school. We felt like we were in prison 

with nothing to look at except the red brick walls, and and so many windows and fire escapes. When the weather was 

warm, we would sit on the fire escape, especially  when it was dark, because then we could look in the neighbor’s 

windows and see what was going on, but we didn’t dare tell Momma, or she would have had a fit. 

The back alley was littered with garbage because the women  just opened the windows, and threw their garbage out,  

instead of putting it their cans where it belonged.And the older boys  played stick ball down there,  if the janitor didn’t 

chase them away. We made Momma feel bad we had to live there, because she kept promising us she was going to 

find us a nice place to live. 

A VISIT FROM THE PARISH PRIEST 

One Sunday afternoon, Momma wasn’t home long, when there was a knock at the door. I ran and opened it and was 

shocked to see Father Costello standing there. He removed his hat, and smiled and asked,  “Is your mother home yet?” 

Momma looked out to see who it was, and invited him to come in.   

He walked in, with his hat in his hand and walked past the kitchen and looked around, then he went in the dining 

room, and noticed Daddy with his head was on the table, with the Sunday paper open and a bottle of whiskey and beer 

sitting in front of him.  

He stepped back and sighed and shook his head, and took a hold of Momma’s arm, and walked her back out in the 

hall, telling her. “I’m here because I need to talk to you, Mrs. Mc Arow. It seems one of your neighbors came to 

rectory, and spoke to Msgr.Quinn,  because she is concerned about how your husband beats these children.You are 

working, so you are not here to see what goes on. Are you not concerned about them being with a father who is always 

drunk?”  

We were crowding around Momma while he continued talking to her, then he gently pushed the three of us in the 

kitchen and told us “Now you stay in there, while I talk to your mother in private.”. We were so disappointed because 

we were dying to hear why he was there?   

We soon found out, because we could hear every  word he said in the kitchen. We were  stunned when he said  in a 

stern voice, “You must leave this man for the sake of your children, because you know as well as I do, he’s always 

drunk, and he beats them. Your neighbors hear what goes on here, don’t you care?  It’s up to you, Mrs. M c Arow to 

protect them from this man .”  
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Momma said meekly, “Anna is here with them all the time, except on Sunday afternoons that is her time off, and I’m 

here every Sunday afternoon and evening, so they are not alone with him” 

“Well, it must be pretty bad, if your neighbors had to go Msgr.Quinn, and tell him they hear your children crying and 

pleading with him not to hit them.”  

Momma told him said, “Yes, I know he hits them with that stick he keeps in the corner.”  

He questioned her, “Well, then, in the name of God, why don’t you leave him or do something about it? This is no life 

for them, wondering when he is going to hit them with that stick again.”   

Momma quietly explained, “I can’t leave him.” 

“And, why not?” 

“When I got married, I made a vow to God, it was for better or  worse. I guess I got the worst.”  

We heard him clearing his throat. ”Mrs. Mc Arow, for the sake of  your children, either throw him out, or leave him. 

God certainly didn’t intend for you to have children, so your husband could beat and mistreat them.” 

Momma didn’t say a word, and we heard him tell her. ”Did God not preach, ‘Suffer little children, come unto me?’ 

Tell me, why do you  work? I know the man has a good paying job at Sheffield Farms. You shouldn’t be away from 

these children seven days a week. Since you are not here that  you find the time to get to mass on Sunday?” 

Momma let out a long tired sigh. “Of course I do. I go to the six o’clock mass every Sunday at St. Vincent’s church, at 

66th and Lexington. It’s across the street from where I work.”  

Then we heard Momma crying.. “You don’t understand, Father.  I have to work? Tom hasn’t given me any money 

towards the rent and bills for the past six years. I’m the one that has had to pay the rent and pay for all the food,  while 

he gambles and drinks week after week..”  

He groaned. “And why have you allowed this to go on for so long, Mrs. Mc Arow? Surely, these children deserve a 

better life than this.. God help them, having to be here with a man, who is like the one sitting inside drunk?”We were 

waiting for Momma to say ‘yes she would leave him’, and she didn’t, and we were so disappointed she didn’t do what 

he asked.  

Neither of them were talking and we heard  Father Costello say,  “Well, I must be running along, I’ve another call to 

make. But I want you to think about what I told you, and I will pray you will find the strength to throw him out or get 

these children away from him,” and the door opened and closed.  Momma came in the kitchen and took a hanky out of 

her pocketbook and wiped her eys and questioned us. “Which one of you went and told the neighbors thatDaddy was 

beating you?”  We backed away saying, “Not us. We never told anyone how Daddy beats us.” Momma warned us, “If 

any of you ever repeat what goes on in this house, ‘I’ will beat you. And don’t you dare tell anyone why Father 

Costelo was here this afternoon.”  

We went downstairs to play, because Momma said she was too upset to go anywhere, the kids on the block already 

knew why Father Costello was at our house. We were sure we were going to get blamed, but Anna found out it was the 

neighbor in the next house, that was telling everyone what went on in our house. Momma went over and had a long 

talk with her, and she told Anna how rude she was and she slammed the door in her face.   

Momma never mentioned what Father Costello said, and as far as she was concerned, it never happened. Obviously, 

she had no intention of leaving Daddy, and he continued to hit us with that stick, and she knew it. I often wondered did 

she think it was alright that Daddy beat us like he did, because when she grew up,  her mother beat her black and blue 

with a piece of  ‘firewood’, and that was why she left home at thirteen?                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          

 

                                                        *               *               * 

 

1936…MOVING INTO A FIRST FLOOR-FRONT APARTMENT  

Momma was coming home on the trolley, and when it stopped at l34th Street,  she started gathering her things 

together, because she was getting off at 136th Street.  While she sat there trying to decide where she was going to take 

us for the afternoon, the trolley stopped at 135th and  let the people off and while he sat there,  she happened to glance 

across the street, and in one of the windows she saw a black and white sign ‘FOR RENT’. He heart started to pound 

because  it was in the front on the first floor. The more she looked at it, the more she wanted that apartment, seeing 
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there were three windows facing the park.  She looked away thinking, she could never afford an apartment on the first 

floor in the front, and  tried to put it out of her mind 

Before she realized what she was doing, she stood up and yanked the over-head cord to alert the conductor she wanted 

to get off. Before he closed the door,. she yelled up to him, “Wait, I want to get off. ”  He turned around and looked at 

her annoyed, but he did hold the middle door open. She hurried down the steps and waved to him and thanked him and 

the trolley continued up the hill to 136th Street, where she usually got off. She stood on the corner thinking, ‘what am I 

doing? I better go home, the children are waiting for me.. The light turned green, then red and she stood there, s trying 

to decide whethere she should or shouldn’t looke at them. 

The light turned red again, and she  found herself running across Amsterdam Avenue, and when and she told herself, 

‘I’m only going to look at them. There were three apartment houses, and they all looked alike, and it was the house in 

middle that he the ‘For Rent’ sign in the window.  

She was about to turn around and go home, and she noticed the park across the street with all the trees and the convent 

grounds was over on the next block, and she wished with all her heart she could have those rooms, and went back 

down the steps because she figured she was only fooling herself, to think she could.  

For years, Momma dreamed that one day, she would save enough money and buy a house in the country,  because she 

did not want her children growing up in the city, but she realized, it was only a dream, it was never going to happen. If 

she had that apartment, they could look over at the park and the trees, and it would be so wonderful for them to  hear 

the birds singing in the morning, instead of having to look out at dirty back alleys, and clothes lines that went on, as far 

as the eye could see!.  

Suddenly, she changed her mind and went back up the steps and stood into the vestibule, and could see how clean 

everything was, and even the brass mailboxes on both walls, glistened and shined. She leaned over and looked for the 

superintendent’s bell and rang it, and held her breath, thinking she really shouldn’t be doing this.  

A cold shiver ran up and down her spine, as she remembered only eight years ago; she was pregnant with Sonny, and 

Daddy decided they would be janitors for two big elevator apartment houses, and she ended up having to do all the 

hard work while he drank and carried on with the boys, night after night and she had to mop and clean the floors and 

shehad to rub and polish row upon row of brass mailboxes in both apartment houses up on Washington Heights. 

The buzzer released the lock on the heavy door, and as she walked in, she admired the pretty starched lace curtains 

hanging over the glass on the top that took up half the door and started down the long narrow hall, listening how her 

high heels echoed through the hall when she walked past the row of baby carriages on her left.  

A door squeaked open at the far end of the hall and she assumed it was the janitor that stepped out.  He was stretching 

his neck to see who rang the bell on a Sunday afternoon when everyone should know, it is the janitor’s day off? He 

looked her up and down and didn’t say anything, and she thought it was strange the way he was glaring at her and was 

grumbling she had disturbed him. She stepped back when she heard him ask her with a heavy German accent,    

”Well? What do you want? We don’t show no rooms on Sunday, it is our day of rest!”  

Surpised how rude he was, she told him. ”Well, you do have a sign in the window, and it does say, not on Sunday.  I 

was going by in the trolley and I would really like to see the apartment that is for rent on the first floor? ”  

Seeing how his dark brown eyes narrowed she could tell he wasn’t going to show them to her, so she apologized, and 

tried to explain to him,  “I really hate to bother you on Sunday. but, Sunday is my only day off too, and it is the only 

day I can look at that apartment.”  

He stood there with his hand on the wall tapping his fingers, trying to decide whether he would show it to her, and she 

noticed the clean white starched shirt he had on, and the nice tie and his pants had a sharp crease in them, which 

unusual for a janitor to be dressed so nice on Sunday, and she figured he had to have a very caring wife.  

Momma heard someone in their apartment coming, and he turned around and it was his wife and while he spoke to her 

in German., Momma could smell pork roasting in their kitchen. She though she had interupted their dinner and 

apologized and told them she would come back later. His wife stepped out from behind her husband, when she saw 

Momma was going to leave, and she  

Momma noticed the crisp white starched apron she had over a lovely navy blue crepe dress and around her neck was a 

beautiful heavy gold cross on a chain. Momma admired her pretty blonde hair, smoothed back and twisted in a bun in 
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the nape of her neck and there was something about her that she liked, but she did not like her husband. He watched 

how he stuck his hand out and went to pull his wife back inside, and he grumbled at Momma,  “We are sorry Madam, I 

told you before, we do not show apartments on Sunday, it is our day of rest! You come back tomorrow!”  And when 

he went to close the door, his wife stuck her foot out and held it open, and reached over took a key off the rack that 

had a white tag hanging from it that said, ‘APT.23’.  

He growled something in German and went back in the apartment and his wife motioned to Momma, to follow her and 

they went up the sparkling white marble marble steps to the first floor, and there was the smell of bleach everywhere. 

Momma smiled when she said in broken English,  “My name is Mrs. Nak, and, your name is?”  

Momma told her, “Mrs. Mc Arow., ”  

She laughed.  “Ah! Then you are Irish?, No?”   

Momma laughed, “No, not me, my husband was born in Ireland but I was born in Hornell, New York, that is in the 

middle of the state.” While Mr. Nak put the key in the lock at apartment 23, and told Momma, “I think you will like 

these rooms. They are very nice. You will get a lot of nice sunshine in them early in the morning. I would like rooms 

with a lot of sunshine,don’t you?”  

Momma felt she should let her know, “Yes, I like rooms with sunshine too, but I’m afraid I have to think about it, 

before I can make up my mind…about taking them.”  Feeling a little more comfortable with Momma, Mrs. Nak 

confided, “Oh! I understand. It is good to think first, before you do something. We had to do a lot of thinking to do 

before we left Germany, with our three children last year. We had to escape from Hitler because things are not good 

over there.  

We were very scared, because they wanted to take our children, because they had health problems. Hitler does not 

want German children with health problems. He is a mad man. He only wants healthy children to live, and wants them 

to be pure Germans, to carry on with his crazy ideas.”  

Momma shrugged her shoulders, “I’m sorry, but I don’t know too much about Hitler or what he is doing, except what I 

read in the papers. He seems to be a very dangerous man, to be the leader of the German people. But, why would he be 

interested in taking your children from you?”  

Mrs. Nak looked so sad when she tried to explain. “Hitler wants to do away with anyone that is sick, young or old, the 

mentally sick and a;; the old people, he is getting rid of them, because he wants a perfect Arian race.  Our little girl, 

Louise is five now, she was born a cripple and our son and oldest girl are what you call, Albinos. They were both born 

with delicate white skin and they have white hair and their eyes must wear dark glasses all the time to protect their 

eyes. ” .  

Mrs. Nak went on to say, “We had to leave Germany as fast as we could to save our children. I cried becaue we had to 

leave our families and beautiful house and farm, but we were lucky, we escaped to America, because we heard they 

were coming to take our three children. They told us they were doing it so they could study and learn more about their 

problem, but, they lied. We heard what they were doing to children like them, and my husband said, ‘No!’ and they 

said, ‘Yes!  So we packed what we could and got on a boat that would take us to America, or they would have killed 

them because they were not perfect Germans.  So here we are,  janitors and our nice house and farm is over there 

without us. I don’t know if we can ever go back.”  

Momma didn’t know what to say, except. “At least your children are safe here, and maybe one day you and your 

husband can go back. Surely, the German people don’t want a man like Hitler to lead their country, or do they?”   

Mrs. Nak shook her head, “Oh! They think he is wonderful. They believe he is going to do so much for them. He is 

nothing but a monster and they can’t see that. I don’t think we will ever be able to go back, but I keep praying 

something bad will happen to him!”  

Momma shook her head while she inserted the key in the lock and opened the door and told her, “See…we put a new 

lock in every time a tenant leaves and you will get the new key if you move in. We have to do that because you don’t 

know what people might do?”  Mrs. Nak stepped aside and let her go in first. While they walked through the rooms, 

Mrs. Nak asked,  “You have children? Yes?”  Momma smiled, “Three, two girls and the boy is in the middle.”   

Mrs. Nak laughed, “Ah! we have the same, a big girl a middle boy and a little girl!”  Momma nodded, and looked out 

the windows  and loved seeing athe trees over in the park, and further over on the next block were the 
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conventgrounds,with huge trees and flowering bushes . 

Mrs. Nak sighed saying. “This is a lovely apartment. I think you would like living here, Living in the front is good, I 

like rooms where the sunshines in, and it makes me feel very good.  We live in the back and it’s dark and it makes me 

feel sad inside, you know what I mean?”  Momma smiled to let her know she understood what she meant.  

Mrs. Nak followed her around and Momma noticed how she kept looking at her pretty orange, gold and yellow chiffon 

dress, she was wearing, and heard Mrs. Nak say.  “Your dress is very pretty. I like it. I used to have lots of pretty 

dresses, no more. Like I told you, we had to leave everything and run. I pray so hard every day things will change over 

there, because I want to go home, but, I know we can’t, not until they get rid of that mad man, Hitler.Yes?”  

Momma nodded, “I’ve read about the horrible things he’s done. It’s hard to believe the suffering he has caused some 

of the people in Germany, when they don’t agree with him. All I hope is we don’t get in the middle of it and go to war 

again, like we did in 1914, because I did read Hitler is planning to invade Poland and France and even Russia maybe.”  

Mrs.Nak sighed, “ Yes, we heard that too, and that is another reason  why we left Germany.” 

 

Momma didn’t want to talk about it anymore, and she changed the subject and told her,. ”I‘m glad you like it, I just 

finished making it the other night.”  Seeing how her face lit up Momma asked, “ Do you sew?”  She shook her head 

and was waving her hands back and forth, saying, “Yes and no, but I am learning.I don’t have the time. I must be with 

my Louise most of the day, you see she is very delicate and always sick. She sits in her wheel chair, day after day and 

tries to smile, and never complains. One of us has to be with her, we take turns, my husband stays with her, and he sits 

and cries.  when he sees the pain she is in when she tries to move. He is a good father. He sits for hours and tells her 

stories about his family and our house and farm in Germany.” And Momma wondered what was wrong with her little 

girl?  

Mrs. Nak smiled touched her arm and assured her, “I will see my husband holds them for you, Mrs. Mc Arow.”  

Momma thanked her and told her, “I’ll be here about 3 o’clock. Would it be alright if I brought my girls with me, I 

know they would love to see the rooms,.” Mrs.Nak nodded and seemed very pleased with her new tenant, and told 

her,“I will be glad to meet them.” 

The apartment house we lived in on136th Street, was between Amsterdam and Convent Avenues, for small children it 

was ideal because there was no traffic, mainly  because no one could afford a car. Our house was in the middle of the 

block, and allthe houses on the south side faced a high concrete wall about 30-40 feet high, wherethe boysliked to play 

hand ball up against it, but it was on the south end of the Lewisohn’s Stadium.  

The outdoor stadium was part of City College, where they played their football games in the fall and winter. In the 

summer the city used it for a very different kind of entertainment, they held open-air concerts that cost twenty-five 

cents to get in, but we could never go, it cost too much. It was amazing how many people went to those concerts. They 

came by the thousands to hear the beautiful music because they had well-known artists that sang operas, violin and 

piano soloists played there. We could hear the music and singing sitting on our stoop. The neighbors told us it was 

better, if we went up on the roof  but we were not allowed up on the roof at night. 

One Sunday afternoon, in 1934 when it got to be two o’clock. and Momma wasn’t home, Anna decided to leave 

because she knew Daddy was home with us. We were getting worried because Momma was over an hour late and we 

couldn’t look out the window to see if she was coming down the block.  When we heard the door open, we knew it 

was Momma. We ran out to meet her and we knew  omething was up, the way she was smiling at us. 

The bathroom was by the front door, and she fast pulled Mary Jane and me in and closed the door. She put her finger 

to her lips, for us to be quiet because she didn’t want Daddy to hear what she was going to tell us. When Momma 

walked in that day, she looked as though she was going to burst if she didn’t tell us her big secret, while she was 

hugging and kissing us. She put her shopping bag and pocketbook down and checked to see where Daddy was, and we 

could see the way her eyes were glistening, she was so excited about something.  

Hugging us to her, she whispered, ”I can’t believe it, but I just found five beautiful rooms in the front, on the first 

floor, right down on Amsterdam Avenue between 134th and 135th  Street ” We started jumping up and down we were 

so glad and she put her hand out and stopped us, and cautioned, ”Shhh….I don’t want Daddy to hear us,  and put her 
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finger to her lips. “I can’t wait for you to see the rooms … they’re on the first floor in the front, down on Amsterdam 

Avenue. 

 

They across the street from the park and Anna can keep her eye on you., but I don’t want you to mention it to anyone 

just yet.” My sister and I were hugging Momma and we were just as excited as she was, and we wanted to go see the 

rooms. Momma shook her head, “No, not today, but you can go with me tomorrow. The janitor is such  an old grouch, 

but his wife is very nice. When I asked her,  ‘How much are they asking for these rooms?” When Mrs. Nak told me, 

‘$25 a month.’ That is only $5 more than what I am paying here for this apartment. I told her, “I’ll take them.”  I gave 

her five dollars to hold them before I changed my mind and Mrs. Nak promised she will hold them until tomorrow, 

and I’m going to give her a month’s rent in advance, because I really do want them.”    

 

When Sonny walked in the door, after playing stickball downstairs,  we couldn’t stop giggling. We we wanted to tell 

him the good news but. Momma quietly told him about the rooms she found on Amsterdam Avenue. He didn’t want to 

move and complained  he couldn’t play stickball in the middle of Amsterdam Avenue.” Momma laughed and told him, 

“But, you’re  going to have the park, right across the street, where all the boys go to play baseball.”  

Daddy was sitting inside at the table, drinking another bottle of beer, pretending to be reading the Sunday Journal, and 

I saw how he was eyeing us. He was smart enough, not to mention anything while Momma was still home, and he 

waited until she left. When he was sure, she was gone he grabbed me and held my arm so tight, he was hurting me. He 

spun me around, so I would face him and I had to move my head off the side so I didn’t hve to smell the whiskey and 

beer on his breath. He changed his mind and decided to let me go and ordered Sonny and Mary Jane and me to stand in 

front of him and he could barely stand up, and was tottering to the left and to the right. 

His eyes were all red when he poked me in the shoulder hard with his finger. “Well? What was all that about this 

afternoon, when you were in the bathroom with your mother? Don’t think I didn’t hear what she said, because I was 

standing outside the door and heard her talking about me .”   

We stood there eyeing one another, nervously and I told him, ”We were just talking. Momma wasn’t talking about 

you.”  

He walked over to me and crunched his eyebrows together, and stuck his finger in my face telling me, “Don’t you lie 

to me. I know damn well she was in there talking about me.” He took a deep breath, and sat down saying. “Alright, 

then you can stand there  all night, until you tell me what she said and you’re not going to your bed until you do.”  

He sat down and opened the Sunday paper and started reading it, and drank a few more swigs of whiskey and lift his 

head and check on us every few minutes, then shake out the newspaper out, to see if one if one of us was going to 

relent and tell him.  He excused Sonny for the moment and sent him in the ktichen to get him another bottle of beer in 

the icebox. After he gave it to him, he had to continue standing with my sister and me and if we moved just a little bit, 

he’d look up and say, “I didn’t say you could move?”  

Mary Jane started to cry and pleaded with him, “I want to go to bed Daddy, I’m so tired.” In a sarcastic tone of voice 

he told her angrily,  “Then sit on the floor, all of you.” We sat on the cold linoleum floor and he yelled, “All three of 

you are liars. What kind of a fool does your mother take me for? I  just wanted to see if you were going to tell the 

truth. So she found rooms down on Amsterdam Avenue! Well, I’m not moving. I am the boss in this house, not her. 

There’s no way she ‘s going to tell me what to do!.” And he screamed at us, “ And she told you not to tell me! Didn’t 

she? Didn’t she?”  

We were scared out of our wits, wondering what he was going do to us for lying. His face was so red because he was 

mad, and he kept teetering back and forth. Then he shouted at us, “Well, you tell her, if she thinks I am going to 

move.... she’s as crazy as a bed bug.. I ‘m not not moving from this apartment,  not for her or anybody else! Not, when 

I have a nice bar around the corner.”   

We watched how he almost fell backwards and steadied himself and grabbed a hold of th  back of chair, and he sat 

down. When we saw his head go down and down on the table, we were about to run and get in bed, when his head 

flew up and he opened his eyes and looked at us to  check  if we were still there. The next time his head went down, it 

stayed down. When we heard him snoring., we ran and got in our pajamas and pulled the covers up over our heads, but 
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we couldn’t sleep thinking any minute he was going to come in after us. 

Mary Jane poked me, we she heard the front door squeak open, then close. It was Anna and we heard her footsteps by 

our door and she peeked in, but we didn’t say a word, in case we woke Daddy up. We heard her in the kitchen running 

water in the tea kettle and we must have fallen asleep because we woke up hearing Daddy yelling at Anna and poor 

Anna had no idea what he  

was talking about when he accused her..  “And I suppose you are in on this too? You better remember I’m the boss in 

this house, not her! And she better not forget it either! She thinks she can come walking in here and tell me what to do, 

she’s nuts!”   

Anna didn’t know what Momma was planning to do, she wad downtown all afternoon and evening. She was so 

annoyed at him for following her around and wanting to argue with her, she finally told him, “Get away with yourself, 

sure and.ye’re as drunk as the lord. Ye don’t know what ye’re talkin’ about. Go to ye’re bed and sleep it off, before ye 

fall flat on ye’re face heein the kitchen!”   

We heard him grumbling to himself, and heard springs on his bed squeak, then one shoe hit the floor, and the second 

one fell, and then nothing. When I heard him snoring, I got up and peeked out and saw he had fallen across the bed 

with his shirt and pants still on, and quietly sneaked past his bed, so I could Anna about the rooms Momma found and 

let her know they were in the front and on the first floor. Anna was thrilled at the wonderful news and blessed herself. 

I told her we were meeting Momma after school to go see them. 

We.waited on the corner for Momma, I wondered why Momma wanted us to lie to Daddy, when she knew we would 

have to tell the priest in confession on Saturday? She didn’tknow, he already knew. When she stepped down off the 

trolley we ran to her with open arms and she hugged and kissed us and questioned us. “Is Daddy home?” We shrugged 

and told her we didn’t go upstairs, but we told Anna we were meeting her. We started to walk down the hill, amd 

Momma saw Daddy standing in at the bar, but he didn’t see her and the light turned red, she took our hands  and we 

ran across Amsterdam at 135th Street. 

Walking down the block, we were  still holding Momma’s hand and were swinging her arms back and forth, we were 

so happy to think we were going to live across the street from the park. that had Momma stopped in the middle of the 

block and warned us, “Now remember, you are not to tell Daddy the rent is going to be five dollars more a month, but, 

I wanted those rooms for you children, and I believed somehow I would get that extra five dollars, and Mrs. Hardon 

toldme this morning, she will give me the extra five dollars every month that I needed for those rooms. .”  

Looking around, Momma startedlecturing us about the heavy traffic on Amsterdam Avenue and how  dangerous it was 

that we had to wait for the red light and look both ways before we  crossed to go to the park  and during school hours, 

there would be a cop on the corner to cross us.. the street and The closer we got to the house, the more exciting it was 

for us. Momma was smiling when we got to “1508” and she let go of our hands and told us,  “Look up, it’s on  the first 

floor, the sign is still in the window.”. Momma appeared a little worried when she said, ”I thought Mrs.Nak said, I 

could have that apartment, now I don’t know what to think, I see the sign is still there.”  

We walked intp the vestibule and Momma rang the janitor’s bell. Suddenly, Momma seemed excited and happy again, 

when she  told us. “Can you imagine what it is going to be like for you children to wake up every  morning and when 

you look out the windows.you  will see trees, and see it snow over in the park and in the spring, you can watch the 

leaves whenthey start to sprout  and turn green.” We looked across the street at the park, but the trees didn’t impress us 

that much, we saw the swings and see-saws and monkey bars but  Momma kept talking about the trees.I figured knew 

it probably reminded her of when she a little girl and lived in the country!  

Mary Jane whispered, “Rose, tell Momma what Daddy said, before she gives the man the money.” Momma glared at 

me and I stammered, “Ahh … well …Daddy saodto tell you, he heard what you are planning to do and that he was 

boss in our house, not you. and there’s no way you are going to make him move that he is staying right where he is.”  

As we walked up the steps of the stoop, the expression on Momma’s face changed drastically., I could tell she was 

angry and hurt and she asked. ”And, what else did he say?” I kept rubbing my hands together, and told her. “Well, he 

said he’s not moving because he has the saloon around the corner.”  

Momma took in a deep breath and exhaled and from the look on her face, I knew when we got home, they were going 

to have another big fight and she was going to end up crying again. We heard the buzzer and Momma got a hanky out 
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of her pocketbook and wiped her eyes. She pushed the door open  and we went in, and we had been so happy, and 

Momma was all upset. 

Mrs.Nak standing at the end of the hall and Momma introduced us, and she smiled and admired Mary Jane’s long 

blonde curls, saying “OH! What a pretty little girl you are, my Louise would love to have long curls like you have.” I 

stood there waiting for her to see me, with my short mousy brown, straight hair, and she smiled at me saying, “And 

you must be the big sister, what a pretty face you have too. What beautiful girls you have, Mrs.Mc Arow.” When I 

heard that, it made me feel better, because everyone alway made a big fuss over Mary Jane, but not me. We followed 

Mrs Nak upstairs and couldn’t waited for her to unlock the door. We walked in and looked around and saw the front 

windows, and were so excited we could look outthe windows. We knew the park well. because we passed it on the 

other side on our way to school, because we walked along Convent Avenue for six blocks, but we were not allowed to 

go in the park,, because it was a block and a half away from where we lived.  

Momma showed us our bedroom, a 9’X9’ room with one window, and told us she was getting bunk beds and Sonny 

would sleep on top and and Mary Jane and me had to share the bottom bunk bed. The bigger bedroom was Daddy’s, 

and he had 2 windows. Why Momma let him have the 12 ‘X 12’ bedroom, I don’t know, when he never contributed 

anything to the rent. Anna’s room faced the back alley, and so did the kitchen window, and outside the kitchen was a 

little roof amd we could sit out there, and that was where our clothesline was and Anna had to climb out the window to 

hang the clothes up to dry. 

We were giggling when Mrs. Nak removed the ‘FOR RENT’ sign, because that meant it was going to be our 

apartment and we hugged Momma again because we were so happy. Mrs Nak gave Momma a receipt for the money 

and told her, “I’m so glad you are the one that got these rooms, I know your children will like living here.”  

When Mrs. Nak said ‘good’bye’ that day, and  went back  in her apartment with the months rent in advance,,  little did 

she realize the following year it would be Mrs..Mc Arow she would turn to in her grief, and find comfort the day her 

litte Louise died, and it was Momma who made Louise a pretty dress and curled her hair, and got her ready and the 

undertaker laid out in the living room. 

When we were walking up the hill, going home, I could see Momma was deep in thought. Sghe mumbled, “I’m so 

mad, I keep thinking about what Daddy said, he is so ungrateful..he never appreciates anything I do!” She was walking 

so fast, we could hardly keep up with her. Then she  told us, “I can’t stay too long, I have to get back and fix Mrs. 

Hardon her dinner. I’m glad I made a  pot of chicken soup with dumplings early this morning, because all I have to do 

is heat it up.” 

As soon as we walked in, we went straight to our room because Momma started in arguing with Daddy. We kept the 

door ajar, not to miss what she was saying and could see Momma with her hands on her hips, telling Daddy,  “I hear 

you’re not moving with us. Well, good! I can’t begin to tell you how glad I am, you decided to live by yourself, not 

me.” 

Daddy sat there, and kept looking at the newspaper, and he didn’t say a word. We could see Momma was getting 

angrier by the minute and she sighed,”Hmmph! I can just picture you living here by yourself! I wonder how long it 

will take before the landlord throws you out on the street?  You’ve lived off me for years and you never tried to helped 

me with the bills. You wasted your life and every penny you made went on drinking and gambling.  I’d sure like to 

know how you intend to pay the rent here? But now you will find out what it costs to run a house, and don’t think, you 

can come crawling back to me because you’re not. You were so drunk one Sunday when Father Costello was here a 

couple of Sundays ago, he took one look at you and he told me I had to put you out for the sake of the children. I let 

him know how you never help me and I have to work to pay the rent, the electric and gas bills, and the food bills, 

while you come home every night and eat the food I pay for, and he said.’There is no reason I should be working, with 

the money you make.”  

We were climbing over one another, trying to see through the crack in the door, and saw him sitting at the table with 

his arms folded on his stomach and Momma was standing there staring at him, because he wad deliberately ignoring 

her. She picked up her pocketbook, and came in our room and kissed each of us good-by, and left sobbing. When we 

sawAnna came out of her room, we went wit her in the kitchen while she made dinner.  

After we finished our homework, the three of us sat on the floor and listened to the Lone Ranger with Daddy and we 
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sat there waiting for him to start fighting with us, but he didn’t. Anna brought his dinner in, with a towel under the 

plate, and it had to be mad hot or he wouldn’t eat it.He’d send her back to the kitchen with it. When he finished eating, 

he got up and went to bed, and it was unusual for him to leave the radio on. We had a big wooden radio that stood 

about 36 nhces igh and stood on four carved wooden legs. Momma bought it, so we could hear Jack Armstrong and 

The Lone Rnger. Daddy did not allow us to touch it, only he could turn it on or off.  He would listen to  let the 

programs we liked at night, but during the day,  all we ever heard was Irish music, and that night he left it on and Anna 

turned it off, after she came home from church, we didn’t dare touch it.  

In the weeks that followed, Daddy never said another word about ‘not’ moving with us. I do believe he put one over 

on Momma. She was so excited about the rooms, she never noticed two doors down, practically under our windows, 

was a bar twice the size of the saloon on 136th Street! 

We had a vert hard time getting used to trying to get across Amsterdam Avenue. Momma was concerned about us 

going across such busy street, with so much traffic, everytime we wanted to go the park. She would remind us. I got 

hit by a taxi on Amsterdam Avnue, three years ago, and landed in the hospital. We had no problem, during school 

hours, because there were policemen on all the corners. We had to learn to wait for the red light, and not dart across 

like the older boys did, when they went over to the park. We forgot we used to wait for the red light to go to school, 

when we lived on 131st Street,  but when we moved to 136th Street, we didn’t have red lights to deal with. We walked 

to school on one continuous sidewalk along stone wall of the convent, that went from 135th Street to 130th Street, 

where our school was.   

I remember how Momma enjoyed standing at the window and looking over at the convent grounds, and she would 

show us the gardeners down on their knees, weeding in front of one of the statues and we would ee the nuns walking 

along the paths praying. It was a beautiful place in the spring and summer and in the fall we’d see the leaves turn 

colors. Manhattaville Convent was five city blocks filled with flowering bushes and flowers and huge trees in the 

middle of New York City, where only rich girls went to college there with chauffeurs. So many times Momma would 

tell us, ‘not even the most expensive apartments in the city has a view like you girls have.’ Well, if we looked straight 

out, we could not see any apartment houses but if we stuck our head out the window and looked up and down 

Amsterdam,  that was different.  

So many times, I wondered why Daddy didn’t like us, and why he was so mean to us. He was such a selfish and cruel 

man. When I think what Momma let he get away with/ The only things he paid for was hiswhiskey,beer and two packs 

of Camel cigarettes and every day Anna had to get them. This was a man who never gave us a Birthday gift or a 

Christmas present. It was as though we didn’t exist, yet he always wanted to hear us say, ‘he was the boss in our 

house, and not Momma.’  

When Momma finally made him give Anna money for his beer, whiskey and cigarettes and he refused to give her the 

money, she wouldn’t buy it for him. Then he’d be cursing and having to go downstairs and buy it himself, and then he 

gave her the money. 

Yet, Momma allowed him to have T-bone steaks almost every night!  But we never got steak. We got chopped meat 

mixed it in with elbow macaroni with a can of tomato soup over it, or a nice meat loaf. For Easter we did have a ham, 

and for Thanksgiving and Christmas we had a turkey, but we never got steak until we were old enough to be working. 

We even had to eat our breakfast, lunch an supper, sitting at the stationary tub, one at a time, right up until the day we 

got married, while Daddy could sit inside at the dining room table, but we couldn’t.   

When Momma finally told Daddy, “We’re going to be moving down the block...”  He put the paper down, and he 

didn’t yell … he screamed at her. “What the hell do you mean we’re moving? I’m not moving and you can’t make me. 

Not when I have that salon around the corner.”  

Momma told him, “Good! Then stay here. You can pay the rent, do your shopping, wash your own clothes and cook 

for yourself and you can have the whole apartment to yourself.“ Daddy never said another word about not moving 

with us, and by the end of that month he moved in with us.  

Momma bought bunk beds for us and Mary Jane and me slept on the bottom  and Sonny slept on top and every 

morning like Momma said, we would hear the birds singing in the park. What a different life it was for us, living in 

that apartment.  
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In Daddy’s room there were two windows in the front, and the one closest to our room, was where Mary Jane liked to 

hang out and I hung out the window in our room, and we would tk back and fothto one another, about who went by 

down below. We spent hours hanging out those windows and we didn’t miss a thing that was going on, and we’d 

watch the women walk up and down the block with their children, and go in and out of the stores with their oil cloth 

shopping bag. It didn’t tae us long  to know who was who in the  neighborhood, and we loved to see the girls go 

strolling by with their boyfriends, and that was how we go to know almost everyone in the neighborhood.  

Sunday mornings, when we came home from church, we would have on our good dresses,Momma made us. We’d 

have breakfast and start towait for Momma to come home. We’d put a pillow under our elbows and lean out the 

window and check the trolleys car around one o’clock, when the stopped at the corner.  If Momma wasn’t on one, 

there was always another trolley coming up the hill. We couldn’t see her when she got off, until the trolley started up 

the hill. But, when we did, we’d throw our pillows on our bed and go running downstairs to meet her in the hallway. 

Anna would buzz her in, and we’d be running towards her with outstretched arms, and screaming, ”Momma, Momma, 

Momma.” We’d be so happy to see her again.  

 

She’d put her bundles down and kneel on one knee and pull us to her and hug and kiss us, and we’d be talking a mile a 

minute to her, trying to tell her everything that happened that week, and be takomg her bundles from her and carry 

them upstairs for her. The wonderful thing about Momma was, she would listen to everything we said,  and she 

remembered whatever we told her.  

 

                                                            *            *            *  

This was a time. when so many women were coming to America from Europe,  hoping to find a job and perhaps a 

better life. The majority of them were uneducated, and the only jobs they could get was working in wealthy homes, as 

maids and help in the kitchen. They did’t care as long as hey had a roof over their heads and three meals a day,  they 

didn’t complain. There were no laws to protect them  like there are today. So most of them had to work from six in the 

morning until late at night, seven days a week, with little pay and some of them never even got an afternoon off. 

This is how it was in the Twenties and Thirties. The wealthy people liked to entertain at home and hire professsonal 

opera singers, pianists, violinists and they needed lots of maids to serve the lavish meals to their guests.  

They had no problem getting as much liquor as they wanted, even if it was during Prohibition, which was in effect 

from 1919-1933. Everyone knew it was against the law to buy liquor, but no one cared, and very little was ever done 

about it. Every man knew where to buy whiskey and beer,  because on almost every block in the city there was 

a‘speak-easy’. The man would stand behind a little window, and look  to see who was knocking on the door.  All they 

had to do, was knock a certain way, and if he recognized them, he’d let them in  But he would first look up and down 

the block to make sure there were no cops around, before he’d let them go in. 

Back the wealthy homes had at least ten or more in help, a butler, chauffeur, chefs, cooks, kichen help, seamstress, 

laundress and upstairs maids to make beds and downstairs maids to serve  them their meals. They made $10 or $15 a 

month, if that, but they were glad to have a job, after the Crash on Wall Street, in 1929, when banks and companies 

folded, so many people lost their money.  

The Depression started in 1930 and lasted twelve years. Daddy had learned to make his own whiskey and beer in our 

bathtub, knowing it was against the law. Yet, whenever you entered anyone o apartment hpuses, the hallways reeked 

from the same awful smell, ‘fermenting mash’.   

By 1931 the school had Momma working full time as a French Chef , and one night she was putting Mary Jane’s 

pajamas on and she noticed a strange red mark on her inner thigh, that looked like a big red raspberry. She did not like 

the looks of it and she took Mary Jane to the Knickerbocker Hospital Clinic, up the block and the doctor looked at it 

and he had another doctor look at it, and they ordered some tests and made an appointment for her to come back in a 

week.  When she went back, they told  her, it was cancerous, and Mary Jane would need two years of radium 

treatments, and  it was going to be expensive. Momma was shocked to learn Mary Jane had cancer because she was 

only two years old. She was devastated by the terrible news, and she didn’t know how she was going to pay for the 

radium treatments, because as it was, she was having a hard time paying the bills, and Daddy wasn’t giving her any 
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money.  

She didn’t know what she was going to do, she knew she had to find a full time job and make more money, because 

the school got half of what she made. She would have to find a woman to stay with the children, and that would be 

another expense, because she couldn’t keep asking her neighbor to do it for her. The school had been sending Momma 

a couple of times a week to Mr. and Mrs. Henry W.  Hardon’s apartment, to do special luncehons and dinners. Mr. 

Hardon was head of the Imigration Department in New York City, so they entertained a lot. They liked her so much, 

they would request that the school only send Myrtle/ One day, Mrs. Hardon asked her, “Would you consider working 

for us on a permanent basis? Of course, I will pay the school what they ask, since you are under contract to them, but 

we would really you to work for .”  

Momma was very flattered that Mrs. Hardon asked her to work for her, but she hesitated and explained, “I would have 

to find a responsible woman to live with and take care of my children before I could start.” Mrs. Hardon let her know. 

she would wait. Two weeks later, in September of 1931,  Momma found Anna, and Momma started to work for Mrs. 

Hardon from September of 1931 until December of 1939, until she passed away at eighty-six.  

When Momma left us, we were so confused why she was gone all week and only came home on Sunday afternoons 

and then she would leave us and have to go back to work. When we would see   

Momma get her pocketbook to leave, we used to get hysterical and start crying and be hanging on  her, and be 

pleading with her, “Don’t go, Momma, please don’t go.”   

She’d kiss us ‘good-bye’, and hurry out the door and we’d  run to the front window and watched her step up on the 

trolley and we’d watch the trolley go down the hill, and she was gone, and the house seemed so empty without her. I 

was six. Sonny was five and Mary Jane three, and for the next thirteen years, Momma came hom on Sunday 

afternoons.  

I don’t think she had any idea how much we missed her, because her life had become so complicated, having a drunk 

for a husband and the worry of making enough money to pay the rent and to feed and clothe us.   When we got to be a 

little older, when we would see Momma getting ready to leave, we would stand at the bathroom door and watch her 

wash her face, and she’d lean over the sink and brush her teeth with salt and she’d look at us as she reached up in the 

medicine cabinet and get her box of  ‘Coty’s’ face powder to powder her nose, and take a tube of ‘Cashmere Bouquet’  

red lipstick and rub it back and forth on her lips and blot most of it off, and we never said a word, we just watched.  

We’d be in our pajamas and when we’d see her get her pocketbook and take a nickel out for the trolley, then we’d start 

to whimper and cry, and Momma would bite her lips and kiss us quick and tell us, “Now you be good for Anna and I’ll 

see you next Sunday!.” The door would close and we’d listen to her high heels click-clacking down the five flights of 

stairs, and run to the front window so we could wave and she’d wave back, and she’d disappear in the trolley and we’d 

watch it go down the hill. Daddy would be passed out at the table and he’d wake up and his eyes would be bleary and 

red and he’d yell at us, “You kids get to you’re  beds and get to sleep or I’ll come in there after you with the stick.”  

We’d run like scared rabbits, and jump in bed and  pull the blankets up over our heads, waiting for him come in after 

us. When Momma was gone, there was no one to kiss us ‘good night’ and no more laughing in our house, until she 

came back the following Sunday.   

Whenever it rained on Sunday, Anna would take the big black men’s umbrella to go downtown and visit her lady 

friends. We usually didn’t go anywhere if it rained, but Momma was always glad because she loved going in Anna’s 

room (after she left) and go through some of her boxes.  

We’d be so disappointed, because we had waited all week for Sunday, to go somewhere with Momma. We hated when 

she went in Anna’s room and start dragging those old boxes out.. She would be singing and happy, while we were 

miserable, because we felt gypped that we had to stay home. We stood in the dining room and Momma would hand 

out the boxes, one by one to us. Anna would leave a roasted chicken, potatoes and vegetables, knowing we didn’t like 

Momma’s fancy French cooking and that really annoyed Momma, we liked Anna’s cooking better than hers.  

Anna was usually home around ten o’clock, but Momma was gone by then. Every week, Anna went to visit her Irish 

lady friends she had worked with during the Twenties, out in the Hampton’s, an exclusive section, ninety miles from 

the city. It was at the far end of Long Island, where they had big houses and ten and twelve in help, and the majority of 

the women were from Ireland. After the Crash of ’29, so many maids and kitchen help were laid off, and Anna was 
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one of them.   

The first thing Anna did when she came home on Sunday nights, was put the tea kettle on and make a pot of tea, but 

that is what she did every night. She would tell us, ‘she couldn’t sleep unless she had a cup of tea and a piece of bread 

before she went to bed.’ We never could understand that, because we never had to drink tea so we could go to sleep. 

As the years continued to go  by, we never got used to Momma leaving us on Sunday nights. When it got to be around 

eight o’clock, we’d see her getting her things together, and she’d bend down and kiss each us the three of us would be 

standing there with big tears running down our cheeks. We shated to see Momma get on the trolley and go. knowing 

she wouldn’t be back for a whole week. 

 

When I got older, I thought about what Momma said. Was it really because she made a vowbefore God, it was  for 

better or for worse and she got the worst? When I got older, I used to think, she lived away from home on purpose, 

because she wanted to be as far away from Daddy as she possibly could, not that I could blame her. What woman 

would want to come home to a drunk every who always wanted to fight and argue? What a horrible life she had being 

married to Daddy. He  

was the cruelest man I ever knew. I still shutter when I think how he used to grab Sonny by the hair and be banging his 

head up against the iron radiator, over and over, for no reason. He was only six years old , and Daddy did that to hom, 

even when he was older. Mary Jane and I would stand there and be bawling our eyes out and try and push Daddy away 

from Sonny, to stop him from hurting him and he’d come after us and we’d run in our room, and close the door fast, 

not that we could have stopped him, and he’d turn around go back to hurting Sonny. 

I know when Daddy hit Mary Jane or me,  we screamed and we cried, but Sonny never did, not even when Daddy took 

his belt off  and would hit him with it so hard. He’d have big red welts all over him and we’d be bawling we’d be so 

scared for Sonny.   

There were nights Daddy took great pleasure in getting us out of our beds, and make us stand at attention in front of 

him. He’d wake us up and we’d be so tired we could hardly stay awake. He would line us up in the dining room and 

then sit down had havethat big stick in his hand, that he kept in the corner  He would start asking us,  like he had so 

many times before, “Who‘s boss in this house, your mother or me?” And he would wait to hear the three of us say,  

“You Daddy! You’re the boss in our house, not Momma.”. And he’d sit there and gloat and make us repeat it again, 

because he really liked hearing us say that.” 

We were living on Amsterdam, when Sheffield Farms finally fired Daddy. They had given him several chances to pay 

back what he owed them, and after he would pay it back, little by little, he would do the same thing, use the money he 

collected on his milk route, to bet on the horses. They had to fire him, and he had been with them from 1920 to 1938.  

Momma never told Mrs. Hardon the reason why Daddy was fired, when she hired him temporarily to be her chauffeur. 

Chris, their regular chauffeur and his wife Mary were English and every so often they went back to England for eight 

weeks. Mrs. Hardon proably assumed Daddy was let go like so many other men were, at that time,during the 

Depression. Both Momma and Daddy were working for Mrs. Hardon in Wilton, and we wer home alonewith Anna.  

Back in those days, no one in our neighborhood had a telephone so we didn’t know Daddy was coming for us.That 

Friday morning, Mrs. Hardon told Daddy go to the city and bring the children up, to spend the week-end up there,  like 

Chris did. We came home from school and noticed Mrs. Hardon’s car parked in front of our stoop and we saw Daddy 

in the bar, talking, dressed in a grey chauffeur’s uniform and matching hat and brown leather leggings on. We went 

upstairs to wait for him, and told Anna he was there. She gave us milk and crackers to tide us over, until we had dinner 

in Wilton We soon got tired of waiting, and went downstairs and sat in the car until he came out. 

I was thirteen and in the eighth grade, Sonny was eleven and Mary Jane was ten. When Daddy came out of the bar, we 

saw him stick a flat leather covered bottle in his back pocket, and we knew he kept whiskey in it. There was no hello 

or anything else, we meant nothing to him.  He got behind the wheel and we could smell the whiskey on him, ande 

were whispering to one another about it as we were going to the Westside Highway. He turned around and warned us, 

“I don’t want to hear any talking or laughing back there, while I’m driving, do you understand?”  

It was late September. We were in our school uniforms, and we sat there and since we didn’t dare talk, we looked at 

the trees all aong the highway, that were beginning to change colors, and after about an hour, I poked Mary Jane and 
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pointed to a sign, since we weren’t allowed to talk, “ Wilton … 23 miles’.. Daddy was eyeing us in the rear view 

mirror, and started asking,  “Who’s boss in our house?” It was the same thing he always pulled on us.  

Sonny and Mary Jane sang it out real loud to him, “You are Daddy.” But, I woudn’t say it for him, I saw see his face 

in the rear view mirror and he was so mad, he whirled around and told me, “Yousay it, or I will put you out of this car 

right now and leave you on the parkway. When I tell you to do something, you do it!” So he asked me again. “Who’s 

boss in the house.” I told him, “Momma is.”  He pulled the car off the road so fast, we fell on top of one another.  

He got out and slammed the car door and stomped around to my side of the car and opened it aand dragged me out of 

the car bodily and pushing me down on the grass and as I am laying ther, looking up at him, and he takes takes the flat 

bottle of whiskey out of his back pocket and drinks some more whiskey and walked away and left me there.   

He got back in the car and took off and as I was getting up, nd I could see Sonny and Mary Jane looking out the back 

window, horrified and were screaming and crying for him not to leave me there. Seeing the low wooden fence that was 

along there, I sat on it, but I was getting scared because it was beginning to get dark and I was getting cold.  I wasn’t 

there long, when a Connecticut state trooper’s car drove up and rolled down the window. The moticed I was in my 

school uniform, and asked me, “Are you from around here or are you lost ?”  

I said,”I told them I lived in New York City, and that my father was drinking and why he put me out of the car and 

drove off and left me there.’ They called headquarters and told them what happened and they got in touch with Mrs. 

Hardon and let her know what Daddy had done, and let her know they were bringing me to her house in Wilton.   

Meanwhile, Daddy had pulled off the road somewhere, and went in a bar and left Sonny and Mary Jane sitting in the 

car, while he had a few more drinks.  

When the State Trooper’s car pulled up to the front door, Momma and Mrs. Hardon was waiting for me. Momma 

hugged and kissed me, and the two troopers got out and told Mrs.Hardon,  they were going to wait until Daddy got 

there.  

About fiteen mintues later, he pulled in, and he was surprised to see a State Troopers car in the driveway. He was so 

drunk when he walked in the kitchen, and shocked to me standing with Mrs. Hardon. She glared at him and without 

saying one word to him, she walked over and took the keys out of his hand and told him, “You are fired, Tom. Go 

pack your things and I’ll get Giueppit to drive you and the children home.”  

Momma was so embarrassed, she kept apologizing to Mrs. Hardon, because she could see she was extremely upset 

that she didn’t tell her that Daddy drank, and told her,”I would never have hired Tom if I knew he had a drinking 

probem. What upsets me more is that he put his thirteen year old daughter out of the car and left her there in the dark, 

and had the other two children in the car with him when he was so drunk!”  

The State Troopers took down  Daddy’s name and address and his chauffeur’s license number, and had a brief talk 

with him. Then they tipped their hats, and leaving Mrs. Hardon thanked them. She called Giuseppi, and after dinner he 

drove the four of us home in Mrs Hardon’s car..   

Daddy’s mind had to  going even back then. I think he enjoyed hurting us, because how could any father deliberately 

hurt his children the way he hurt us. For years, he did it and Sonny was so good,  when he was growing up.  He never 

answered Daddy back when Daddy would accuse him of such ridiculous things, he only imagined he did. He never ran 

to Momma or ever told her what Daddy did, but we ure did. The sad thing was, Momma never did anything about it 

and Daddy seemed to think because he was our ‘father’, he had the right to beat us whenever he felt like it.  

Mary Jane and I were old enough to be working, and we dreaded going home. Daddy would be drunk and want to 

argue, and if we walked away from him, because we didn’t want to listen to his nonsense, he’d come after us and 

whack us across the face with the back of his hand, and it would sting and hurt, and he’d yell at us, “Don’t you ever 

walk away from me when I am talking to you.”  

We knew better than to confront him, and we had every reason to be scared of him because he was as strong as an ox, 

and  muscular, he was built like a football player.  

And poor dear Anna, how she would shake when he started in on us. She’d go hide in her room, and peek out from 

behind her door, but she was of  no help to us whnDaddy started in on us.  

I was twenty one, and I came home from work one night, and I thought I heard Mary Jane screaming. I had no idea 

what was going on when I walked in the house.  



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          887 

 

Mary Jane was nineteen, and had just started a new job in the Empire State Building. When she stepped off the bus 

that night, she didn’t know Daddy.was sitting in the bar, watching her. She had on a new suit Momma bought her, and 

was wearing high  heels, and she stood wither girlfriends on the corner. talking and was smoking with them.  Daddy 

hurried upstairs and was waiting for her. She walked in and the minute she saw her take off her jacket,  he hit her 

across across the face so hard, that she ran in the bathroom crying and slammed the door shut.   

With one push he was in. He took a hold of her and twisted her arm up behind her, and whne I Mary Jane screaming, I 

ran in and saw Daddy had pinned her against the wall in the bathroom, and he was uing his body to shove her in 

between the wall and the mad hot steam pipe. I couldn’t believe he actually trying to burn her. and he had her arm 

twisted up in back of  her so she couldn’t move. 

I heard her pitiful sobbing and pleading with him,,  “ Daddy, you are burning me. Please let me go, I’m in such pain.”  

When I saw what he was doing, I went after him like a tiger. Seeing he hadhis back was to me abd didn’t know I was 

there, I put my arm around his neck and put him to the floor so fast, he never knew what hit him. 

I had on a good suit and high heels, and I sat on top of his chest, and I hit him in the face with both of my fists, and I 

asked him, “Well..how does it feel to have someone beat you up?  He was trying to wriggle out from under me but he 

couldn’t move, because we took up all the room between the tub and the wall. Mary Jane was able to get away, by 

stepping in the bathtub to get around the two of us, and told me she was going to her girlfriend’s for the night.  

Daddy refused speak to me after that. He honestly thought, he was punishing me and had the nerve to tell me, ‘You 

committed a mortal sin and you better get yourself to confession, because it says in the Ten Commandments, ‘ THOU 

SHALT HONOR THY MOTHER AND THY FATHER! ” But, from that day on, Daddy never hit any of us again!. 

When we were growing up, it was Sonny that worried about Mary Jane and me. When I look back and think about the 

kind and thoughtful things he duid for us girls, we didn’t realize what a good good brother he was. If we were coming 

home from work, and it was raining hard, and he was home, he would meet Mary Jane or me at the bus stop with the 

big black umbrella, knowing we didn’t want to get our hair and clothes wet. And if he was pressing his pants with a 

wet cloth, he thought nothing of pressing the pleats in our skirts for us too, That is what he used to do for us.  

We were teen-agers, yet in his own quiet way he would want to know where we were going and who we were going 

out with, up until the time we got married. The sad thing was, Momma did not approve of Fred, and Sonny listened to 

her rather than to me, and that changed the way things were between us. Yet it was Sonny that pulled my wedding 

together, not me. He found the reception hall, and got his friends that had cars to help carry all the food Momma 

cooked up to the hall, and he brought Mary Jane with him to help decorate the hall and gt things ready. He had a list of 

the things that needed to be done and what had been done.  

He saw that everything went according to schedule, but that was how he was when he lived at home. I could go on and 

on about what Sonny did for us when he lived at home.  He mopped and waxed the linoleum floors in our apartment, 

he washed the windows, and thought nothing of shining our shoes, if he was doing his. I often wonder what went 

wrong because that all  Sonny married Pat in 1950, and Mary Jane married John in 1951, but it would never be the 

same ever again. For some reason, Sonny began to distance himself from Momma, Mary Jane and me. Mary Jane and 

I both had five children and Sonny had six, and after his wife Pat died, was when he really went down hill and  became 

an alcoholic and like Daddy, he didn’t care about his children, his mother or himself. 

It hurt Momma knowing he was always in a bar somewhere drinking. She would try and reason with him, “Don’t you 

realize … what you are doing is what your father did to you, and now you are doing the same thing to your children?” 

He’d get mad, and stayed away from all of us. He probably couldn’t help himself because he inherited his father’s 

genes, but he ruined his life with his drinking when he was so talented, and had so much going for him. when he first 

got married. He loved designing and being a draftsman when he worked for Vic Tanney on Fifth Avnue, in the city. 

The night he walked in so late, after being in a bar, he stumbled over Pat, and to his horror, she was dead. There were 

not windows in the kitchen, and it was a hot humid night in August, and whenPat sprayed under the kitchen cabinets 

with JO bug spray, she was overcome by the fumes and she choked to death. And Sonny was then left with six 

children. He thought if he left his job ,he cou;d take better care of them,  but he couldn’t,and didn’t,  not the way he 

was drinking.  And year after year, his drinking only got worse.  

Momma finally felt so sorry for his six children, in 1976,  ages  nine through eighteen, she took them in and they lived 
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with her for the next thirteen years. Because in 1976, Sonny was being evicted and the county was coming to  take his 

children, because the neighbors cop lained he was neglecting them.  Momma had no idea what a difficult  job it would 

be, to try and change six teen-agers,and  five of them boys, because were already set in their ways. Of course, they 

gave her a hard time and resented her telling’ them’ what to do. Their Nana was seventy-six, when she got a house for 

them, when she should have been retiring, she was cooking and taking care of them. Sonnny couldn’t keep a job and 

did ‘odd jobs’and never helped Momma with the rent or food. 

In 1985, whn the hospital discharged Sonny, it was Mary Jane who took him home with her, when he had no place to 

go. His cancer had metastasized and they operated on him for colon, lung and bladder cancer and gave him a few 

months to live, and Mary Jane gave him such wonderful care. 

He was with her for a year and a half, and I cannot praise her enough for what she did for him, because she said , she 

loved him and she wanted him to die in her arms, and all alone in some nursing home or hospital, and not many sisters 

did, what she did for him. 

 

                                                              *              *              *         

                                                   

It’s funny the things you remember. I can still see my father standing in the kitchen, when I was growing up. He would 

put his head back and drink down half a quart of whiskey right out of the bottle, half if in the morning before he went 

to work,and the other half whn ehe come home at night. every day, for years and years. He ate one meal a day at night 

he spent his lunch hour in a bar near where he worked and when he came home from work, before going upstairs, he 

had a few more drinks in the bar downstairs under our apartment. 

We didn’t have a refrigerator then, so Anna had to go shopping every day, but she could buy everything she needed in 

the stores that were on our block. We had a drug store on the corner of 134thm, avegetable store, 1504, then the saloon 

and meat market, 1508, candy store, tailor and cleaners, 1512,  the barber shop another grocery stpre a big liquor store 

on the corner of 135th.  

Anna had her big black pocketbook in one hand, and carried the black oilcloth shopping bag with her and the first stop 

was to hear the latest gossip from the women on the stoop,  then she’d go the candy store for two packs of Camels for 

Daddy, and up the block tp the liquor store, and get a quart of whiskey, and back down to O’Rourke’s, and buy nine 

bottles of beer and what she needed for dinner and the last stop was the butcher.   

Saturdays she had to double up, and bring two shopping bags,all the stores were closed on Sunday. Momma was 

always reminding Anna, ‘Don’t you ever use any of my money to buy Tom any whiskey, beer or cigarettes.”  I never 

did figure out, why Daddy never gave Momma any money towards the rent and food.  Yet, when we went to work,  we 

‘had to’ hand her our entire pay every week, and we got back money for our carfare to go to work and we brought our 

lunch with us. 

In 1940, Momma bought an electric refrigerator from Sears, with some of  the money Mrs. Hardon left her and Daddy 

had Anna put as many bottles of beer in it as she could get on the shelves, so he could always have ice cold beer, and 

every night he drank his whiskey and nine bottles of beer. 

It is hard to believe, how he demanded and got ‘steak’ almost every night, but we never got steak! Once a week, Anna 

would make him,  ’half’ a roasted chicken, and the other half would be for the us,  Sonny, Mary Jane, Anna and and 

me, we each got one piece. We got meat loaf with lots of bread and onions in it, while Daddy ate steak with two boiled 

peeled potatoes, that Anna  cut up and drizzled fat from the pan over them. He demanded his dinner plate be heated in 

the oven, and Anna had to have it so hot, she had to put two towels under it to carried it in to him and he’d check to 

see if it was good and hot, before he’d let her set it down on the newspaper in front of him  

I don’t remember Daddy ever saying, ‘thank you’ to Anna for what she did, but then,  I never heard him say’thank 

you’ to anyone. That was the kind of service he expected and demanded and he got it, because everyone was scared of 

him, ant that was why he was such a bully.  

THE EMPTY NEST ON AMSTERDAM 

By 1954, the three of us were all married and had children.  Momma had left Judith Garden and had her own flower 

shop in Valley Stream, Long Island, with an apartment in the back, and had no reason to go home.  Daddy lived in the 
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apartment and Momma paid the rent and gave Anna money for the food, electric and the telephone. Anna enjoyed 

going around the corner to visit Mary Jane and she would always bring along her own lunch. She loved Mary Jane, 

becase she wa only three years old when Anna came to us, and now that Mary Jane had  her own children, it gave her 

great pleasure to be with them and let Mary Jane do her shopping.  

One morning, the pharmacist was standing outside the corner drug store, smoking a cigarette when he noticed Daddy 

was trying to get on the bus to go work, like he usually did. He could see the people gettingon with him, were 

snickering and  laughing, and he looked and saw he was in his long johns and the back panel was hanging down, and 

ran over to him. 

He knew our family for years, and when he saw he kept arguing with the bus driver, heknew something was wrong 

with him. The bus driver was yelling at him, “Look here mister, you get off my bus and go home and put some clothes 

on. You’re not gettin’ on my bus in your underwear !”  

Daddy refused to get off. By then the pharmacist was leading him down the steps telling the bus driver, “I’ll take care 

of  him.” He managed to coax him to go sit in the drug store, and he had to push their way through the crowd of people 

who were laughing at him. 

He got him sit in a chair, he hurried to the back and called the police. They were there in no time,, and then an 

ambulance pulled up at the corner. The policemen tried to talk Daddy into getting in the ambulance, but he wouldn’t 

go. He started to swing at them and became so enraged and was fist-fighting with the cops, whn they tired to subdue 

him, he was so strong it took three cops and the ambulance driver to get him into a straight-jacket, so they could get 

him in the amublance. 

The pharmacist expained to the cops , he knew Daddy for years and that he was an alcoholic, and lived up the block. 

He stepped outside and showed them and told them, they should speak to Anna, that she was in apartment 23.”  

They  knocked at the door and when Anna saw the officers standing there, she knew something terrible happened. She 

invited them in and they expained what Daddy did. They took down some information and asked if he was a veteran 

and she told them, “Yes. he was in the Navy four years during WWI” Annd got so nervous, that she told them they 

should speak to the ‘Mrs.’ and told them the number and showed them where the phone was. They called Momma in 

her shop in Valley Stream and let her know what he did and he was taken to the Presbyterian Medical Center. 

Momma thanked them, and she said she would be there, and called Bob Johnson to take her.She knew how to go, but 

he didn’t He was twenty-five then, and she helped him find the hway  to the Medical Center, only to find out, he had 

been transferred to the Veteran’s Hospital over in the Bronx, because he was so out of control. They drove there and 

finally found what section he was in. Bob waited outside, while Momma went in to see Daddy. She was shocked to 

find him with his hands and feet tied to the bed. When she asked, “How are you doing?” He was in a such an agitated 

state  he screamed at her “Who the hell are you? What do you want?”  

Momma laughed. She figured they had given him something to calm him down, and assumed  he’d be going home that 

day or the next day. That was until the doctor walked in with his chart and asked her to sit down. He explained tpjer 

why  Daddy was not going home, that he had serious mental problem and they were sending him to the Veteran’s 

Mental Hospital, in Kings Park, Long Isand.   

Momma heard what he was telling her, but she couldn’t believe Daddy was being sent to a mental hospital?  The 

doctor suggested she wait a couple of days before she went to see him, since they were going to be busy doing a lot 

tests on him, and she’d have to sit and wait, maybe for hours.  

I found it hard to understand, why Momma was upset over Daddy being put in a Mental Hospital, but it certainly 

answered a lot of questions I had for years about his behavior. We were living in Wantagh then, and I had to drive to 

Valley Stream to Momma’s store, and bring her out to Kings Park. It was a long round about trip, since it was way out 

near Smithtown, on Route 25A,  

There were so many different buildings, we didn’t know where to find Daddy. But, there were plenty of signs, and we 

followed them and they brought us to where we had to go. We met with the attending doctor and he explained to 

Momma what Daddy’s long term drinking had done to his brain, and there was nothing that could be done for him, and 

he would have to stay there. H 

The Veteran’s Mental Hospital was on acres and acres of beautiful land,with rolling green  lawns and flowers 
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everywhere. We were surprised to see how many veterans lived there, young and old, just walking around. And there 

were so many big old red brick buildings, with paths and huge sprawling shade trees and benches everywere for the 

veterans, or for those who came to visit the patients. We saw so many men just staring straight ahead, while others 

were enjoying the spectacular view of Long Island Sound and feeding the gulls or watching the boats go by. 

In the 1800’s, all that beautiful  property that is on the Long Island Sound thatoverlooks Connecticut, and it was 

purchased by Kings County, in Brooklyn and they bought acres  and acres of the land  It was considered to be ‘way 

out’ on Long Island, and fa r away from Brooklyn, was  originally built by Kings County, they would have a place to 

send their mentally insane. 

They didn’t realize then, how valuble that’ land’  would become in the next hundred years. Now it  was deserted and 

empty and all those old red brick buildings are waiting to be sold and demolished, when the highest bidder comes 

along.. The old bricks will be hauled away and sold and used again,  and all those buildings be will be replaced with 

expensive condominiums and houses, because that is progress and life goes on.    

We noticed how some of the men were allowed to walk around, while others sat on a bench, looking out at the water, 

and some just sat there, staring off into space. I went with Momma when the doctor asked her to step in his office. He 

closed the door and had.Momma sit down, so he could explain what was going on with Daddy. He said, when he asked 

him, if he knew where he was, and what year it was,  Daddy told him, it was 1919, that just got out of the navy last 

year, after and was now manager of the James Butler’s store in New Rochelle New York. When he questioned him if 

he had ever been married or had any children!” H shook his head and tod him. “No, he was still single.” Momma 

started to cry, and asked. “Is he going to get any better?” He shook his head, “No.  I doubt very much  he will ever 

regain that part of his memory.”  

For the next seven years, Momma went to see him. He still didn’t know who she was. Yet Momma continued to go see 

him. When he got her car and driving license, I didn’t go anymore, why would I want go see him, after the way he 

treated us?  Yet,  Momma would bring  him new pants and shirts, and he’d look at them, and thank her like she was a 

stranger. Sonny wouldgo with Momma, and he would stop off in Kings Park and buy him  ice cream and ginger ale. 

He enjoyed it, but he never liked ice cream or soda when he lived at home.  

Around the end of April in 1961, the doctor called  Momma to let her know, they had discovered an egg-shaped lump 

under Daddy’s jaw. He was going to be operated on in a Brooklyn Hosptial and it iturned out to be cancerous and it 

had metastasized and invaded  his vital organs. In not time, he was up and walking around in the hospital, and seemed 

fine when Sonny went to see him, and the following week,  Daddy died suddenly on May 19, 1961 and  May 25th he 

would have been 65. 

Yet, thr was Uncle Mick in Ireland, who  lived to be a hundred and two and he was still healthy, and his only problem 

was, he was a little hard of hearing 

1930 … MOMMA AND MRS. HARDON                                                            

One day, Mrs. Henry Hardon approached Momma and asked her ‘if she would consider working for  them’, and she 

explained that they lived six months of the year at their home in Wilton, Connecticut.   Momma had to think about it. 

She didn’t know whether to accept the job or not.  

She didn’t know she had to go to their home in Connecticut too, it would meant she wouldn’t be able to see us for 

weeks at a time. Mrs Hardon assured her, it would be an easy job since they had an  English couple that lived in the 

house year round. The Hills had been with them for years, and that Mary was their cook and Chris was their chauffeur 

and every couple of  years, they went back to England for eight weeks to visit their relatives. 

Momma thought it over and decided maybe she shouldn’t wait because she wanted to get a full timejob and she knew 

and liked Mr. and Mrs. Hardon,  since she been doing their luncheons and dinners for them, quite often, since they 

entertained a lot when they were in the city.. So she already knew she was a very sweet lady to work for, and she 

decided, not to wait, so she took the job, with theunderstanding, she would first need to find a responsible woman to 

live in the house and take care of her three small children.  Mrs. Hardon said, she understood,  and assured her, “If 

there should ever be a family emergency while you are in Wilton, Chris would take you right home.”   

Two weeks went by and Momma could not find anyone that she would want to take care of us.  
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A neighbor suggested,  maybe she should inquire at Catholic Charities. They might help her, because a lot of wealthy 

people had to let most of their help go, espexially all the maids after the crash on Wall Street. There was an article in 

the paper, how they were trying to find jobs to help these women that had no place to live. Momma went to Catholic 

Charities, and found Anna there. 

                                          

Mr. Henry W. Hardon, had been a Professor of Law at Harvard, before Momma worked for him. He  was an older man  

and head of the Immigration Department in New York City, when she worked there.  Since they enjoyed their home in 

Connecticut, they stayed as often as they could, and on Monday mornings, Chris drove Mr. Hardon into the city, and 

instead of staying at their apartment during the week, he would stay at a posh gentlemen’s club he belonged to and on 

Friday afternoons, Chris would come back for him and drive him back to Wilton.  
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TOP L,  House in Wilton, 1911 R in 1938,  

MIDDLE L, Rose, Norman Legge and Cookie-Martin Ficke R. Momma, Rose and Mary Jane              

MIDDLE.Rose and Mary Jane  standing in the garden.    

BOTTOM L, Momma at Aunt Vina’s  R, Mary Jane, Mary Hill and Rose at Mrs. Hardon’s 
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During the Thirties, when Mr.and Mrs. Hardon stayed at their apartment in the city, 137 East 66th Street,  their car and 

Chris stayed in Wilton, and whenever they were going to go some place they called down to the doorman, and he 

would have a taxi waiting them. They entertained a lot of important guests, being Mr.Hardon was head of the 

Immigration Department. Momma felt very honored she got to meet some of them, and was especially proud to meet 

President Franklin Roosevelt and Prime Minister Churchill, when they were there for dinner. Katherine Hepburn came 

to.a luncheon Mrs.Hardon had one day, and when she walked in, the ladies admired the big round red straw hat she 

was wearing, and was captivated by her charming, smiling face, and she read them poetry from a book she brought 

with her, and Momma said the women sat there and were fascinated by her and the way she read the poem an they 

clapped and clapped.. 

In their living room was a full size grand piano and Mrs.Hardon often invited famous pianists and and she also paid 

musicians to come play for her guests. It was a time when most performers were having a hard time to find work, and 

Mrs.Hardon did her best to help them. Being she was involved with the Cultural Arts and different charity 

orgaizations, she was on the board of several museums, like the Hayden Planetarium, the Fifth Avenue Library, 

Museum of Natural History, and Museum of Art, and she enjoyed having the women to come to her house for lunch.  

Mrs. Cora Burr Hardon, was such a kind and sweet lady, with pure white hair and soft waves and it was combed back 

and twisted into a neat bun at the nape of her neck and a fine net was put over her hair to keep it in place. No matter 

what time of the day it was, Mrs. Hardon was dressed in soft pastel colors with matching velvet band around her neck, 

and she’d whisper to us ‘it’s to hide any wrinkles I might have.’  When we were in Wilton, Mrs. Hardon liked to take 

us with her when she went shopping in Norwalk. We went in and out of the stores and the Five and Ten,  and we had 

lunch in a lovely nearby restaurant, while Chris waited in the car and would read a book. 

When Mr. Hardon passed away, it was a very painful time for Mrs. Hardon, because they truly enjoyed one another’s 

company. While she mourned his passing, she preferred not to see anyone, while she was in Wilton. He loved 

spending his days there with her, so it was a very lonely time for her, to get used to being without him. Some week-

ends she would send Chris to get us, and bring us back to Wilton. Then it got to be more often, and many a time, when 

we’d come home from school on a Friday afternoon, we’d find Chris waiting in the car,  to take us to Wilton, and we 

liked it up there and we could spend the week-end with Momma. 

In the evening, Mrs.Hardon would  have us sit in her beautiufl library and she would read ussuch wonderful stories. 

And Monday morning, we were up early, and dressed for school and Chris brought us back on time for school. Mrs. 

Hardon  invited us to spend our summers there, but we only stayed two weeks. It wasn’t that we didn’t  like it there, 

we did, and we loved being with Momma. It was a different kind of life for us being there, because Mary the cook 

would keep reminding us, “Don’t laugh so loud, and make sure you walk quietly, when you walk down the hall”, And 

if Mrs. Hardon was taking her afternoon nap, we had to talk in a whisper, but it was the same thing, whether we were 

having breakfast, lunch or dinner, we were always hearing ‘Shh…be quiet.’ It was no place for children, we needed to 

play and run around. And as good as Mrs.Hardon was to us, we were always glad to go home. 

In the beginning we loved the idea of wearing our good dresses and our patent leather shoes everyday.  But when we 

found out, we couldn’t go outside and play with them on, because it seemed  there was always company coming amd 

we ‘had to look nice’.  We resented it, all we were allowed to do, was sit outside at a table in the yard and  play 

checkers or cards with Chris, or Norman and Cookie,  but it was no fun with Chris, because he liked to let us win. 

Sometimes I’d go upstairs and sit in the screened-in porch and write letters to my friends. It was outside the lovely 

bedroom where Mary Jane and I slept and Sonny was in the next room, but Momma, Chirs and Maywerein a different 

section.  The rooms we stayed in, was what used to be for the grandchildren, but they were all grown up and married, 

and lived in different states, so they rarely saw their. ‘Dearma’, is what she liked them to call her, Momma told us.  

Mrs. Hardon liked to invite us to sit in the library, in front of the fireplace and she would sit in her Queen Anne’s chair 

and read to us. And there were times she would open the French doors in the living room and we would go outside and 

sit on the garden benches, next to the fishponds and she would test us to see, if we remembered the names of the 

differents stars she had showed us.  
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Norman Legge, the minister’s son, lived next door nd he often dropped over with his friend, Martin Ficke, and want to 

play a game of soft ball, Sonny was allowed to play with them, but Mary Jane and I could only watch, but they had 

play away from the house, in a big empty field in back of Mrs. Hardon’s property.  But before they could, Mrs. Hardon 

would first call her neighbor and ask his permission before we could go back there and play. He would laugh and tell 

her, “Of course, Cora, let them enjoy themselves.” Naturally, we were far happier at Aunt Vina’s, .where we could 

take off our shoes and socks and run around  in our bare feet and we could sing as loud as we wanted to, and not have 

to hear,  “ Shh, you must learn to be quiet when you are here.”     

Every year we used to look forward to Easter. For us, it meant we could wear white socks with our patent leather 

shoes, and put on our organdy dresses over the fluffy petticoats Momma made us. Best of all,  we didn’t have to wear 

any more heavy sweaters and winter clothes We hated having to wear the ugly brown shoes with laces to school and 

thick coffee-colored cotton stockings. We didn’t have fancy garters to hold them up, we had to use thick rubber bands 

we bought  downstairs in the candy store and they cut the circulation off in our legs, that we always ended up with 

painful deep red rings around the top of our legs, that ached and hurt.. 

It could be snowing and bitter cold out on Easter morning, and we would rather shiver and shake, than wear the long 

white cotton stockings. We’d put on our navy blue coats with the big pearl buttons, and stand in front of Momma’s 

three-way mirror in her bedroom,  and put on our big round yellow straw hats and adjust the elastic band under our 

chin, so it wouldn’t blow away. We wore the same hats every year, except Momma sewed on new wide French navy 

blue velvet ribbons on them, and clipped the ends with an upside down ‘V’   

When we were on our way to church and we walked down Amsterdam, we loved how the long velvet streamers hung 

down on our backs, and we had on our new dresses and navy blue serge coats Momma made with the big white shiny 

pearl buttons, and a white linen collar and cuffs with crocheted lace around the edges, that Momma had made us, and 

she never saw all dressed up on Easter mornig, because she had towork, but she would come home later on.    

We didn’t have breakfast, until after we came home from the mass on Sundays, and we’d look orward to having bacon 

or sausages with our eggs, and toast and jam. On school days we always had oatmeal with brown sugr and a lump of 

butter in it.  Anna would make sure she tied a big long linen towel around our necks, because she knew Momma would 

holler at us if we got one spot on the front of our dresses. Whem Momma came, home.she would take pictures of us 

downstairs in front of the stoop, but we always had to go look for Sonny, and she would have to comb his hair and 

sometimes send him upstairs to put on another clean shirt. The pictures were sent to Aunt Vina, and Uncle Mick and 

Aunt Mary in Ireland and the roll of film would be dropped off at the corner drugstore, and we’d go back upstairs with 

Momma and wait until she had her cup of coffee. 

Every Easter we usually went to Aunt Rose’s for a big Easter dinner and Momma would show us off, and let her see 

the pretty dresses she made for us, and  Aunt Rose would look at them and  tell her how beautiful they were, and she 

really meant it. She was facinated by what Momma could do, and it was a nice how they liked each other and we liked 

going to see Aunt Rose. To get to her house,  we took the trolley on the corner, down Third Avenue, and we got off at 

82nd Street, and walked over a block east over to Second Avenue.  

They lived in a railroad flat and all the rooms went in a straight line and we had to walk through the bedrooms, to get 

to the parlor, but there was a separate door for company, but everyone used the kitchen door at the head of the stairs. 

The middle rooms didn’t have windows to the street, they looked out on to a big open shaft, that let light into the 

room.  

Their front parlor had two tall windows with a small gas fireplace in between them. We could sitin the parlor and 

watch the el going by, because the tracks were on the same level as their apartment was. We’d be surprised how nosey 

people were, and see how they would be looking in the window, when they’d go by and it was so noisey that it ould be 

rattling back and forth, and we couldn’t hear what anyone was saying, and everyone had to wait until it passed, before 

they could talk again. 

Aunt Mary lived in Brooklyn, and it seemed like such a long trip on the Broadway/Seventh Avenue subway. We got 

off at Borough Hall, and walked several blocks along streets there were so narrow, only one car at a time could go 

through. Aunt Mary and Uncle Barney, (Daddy’s older brother) owned a three story brick house in Brooklyn, with a 

nice big yard with flowers and bushes. Being mmost of the yard was concrete, we played ball there with their children, 
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while Aunt Mary and Momma sat and talked or took us for a walk so we could look over and see the Statue of Liberty.  

Most Sundays, we preferred to go hiking than go visiting relatives, and sit there all dressed up. We didn’t mind putting 

on our old clothes on a Sunday. We’d hang up put our dresses and put our patent leather shoes back in the box and 

we’d walk with Momma down the hill to the Broadway subway, and being it was Sunday, I’d be praying no one would 

see in my old clothes.Sundays were considered a very important day in the neighborhood. 

After Mass, since the mothers and fathers were dressed up, they take a walk with their children, and before they left, 

the mother put a big roast in the oven and let it cook while they were gone, and  they’d walk around around City 

College, and watch a baseball or a football game that was going on at the college, while dinner was cooking.and it 

would be ready by the time they got back home.   

Every Sunday, Momma would spend an hour coming home on the trolley, and after she made herself a fresh cup of 

coffee and she’d get back on the trolley with us or takethe  subway up to Van Cortlandt Park, way up to 242nd Street, 

and we’d bring bags of food and  go hiking. But if we went to the Bronx Zoo, Momma she would give us  money so 

we could to buy a box of “CRACKER JACK’  and as soon as we oopened it, we would dig down in to see what kind 

of a prize we got.     

. 

While Momma relaxed and had her coffee, we would be pacing back and forth in the hall, not saying a word, but 

wishing she would hurry up and because we wanted to get going. We never stopped to think that those Sunday 

afternoons were Momms’s ‘only’ time off, and she should have been resting with her feet up, she us hiking  with us, 

up the Palisades in New Jersey or we were getting on the ferry to Staten Island, where there were big open fields 

where we could make a fire. 
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1931 … Rose, Communion Day..top           L .   

1930 … Mary Jane. Rose and Sonny upper R   

1937 … Bottom .. Rose and Mary Jane in park  

1938 … Daddy in our Candy Store with Buddy McCarthy                        
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1934 …  Rose with neighbor’s children on 136th Street, Sonny on little boy’s tricycle 

 

 

 
 

ROSE MARY JANE, AND SONNY, DADDY IN FRONT OF OUR CANDY STORE  

Note” on the window, lower right side,  the name … ‘Thomas Mc Arow’. 

When we would be walking along a road in Staten Island, swinging the bags the food back and forth, we’d be singing 

our hearts out while Momma looked for an empty field away from any of the houses. When she found a field she 

liked, she would spread the blanket out, and we would run around and collect as many pieces of wood as we could 

find, so Momma could start a fire. She kept matches in her pocketbook and she lit the fire, and in no time we had a 

roaring fire going. Momma never ceased to amazed us how clever she was because she could do so many things that 

none of the other mothers could do.  Momma would take out her pocket knife and sharpen the ends of four long 

branches we found and he’d skin them, and shove the end into a piece of cut-up  meat and hand it to us so we could 

have the thrill of cooking our own meat over the open fire.  

We didn’t mind eating the burnt black meat, that was still sizzling.when she’d push it off onto a soft slice of  Silvercup 

bread, and we’d savor and eat that meat that tasted so delicious and good and thenk there was nothing else like meat 

cooked over a fire, as far as we were concerned, and  those were such happy days, being with Momma and cooking 

over an open fire in someone’s field.   

Monday mornings, we were so popular, when we walked to school because our friends would crowd around  us and 

want to hear where Momma took us and what we did, and some of the boys asked,  “Do you think … your mother 

would let me go the next time she takes you hiking?”  

Momma let them come, but only if their mothers told her, they could, she did not take their word for it. We didn’t 

always go hiking, sometimes we’d go to a museum or to Central Park, they had a zoo and we’d go to the Bronx Zoo. 
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When we were getting ready to get on the trolley. Momma would find out, if their mothers gave them any money for 

carfare, and if they didn’t.  not to embarrass them, she would give all of us a nickel, so we could drop itin the glass box 

and watch it spin around, and fall down in a hole and disappear, then we would all want to sit with Momma. 

If we were going to take the subway, we had to walk down to Broaway and up to 137th Street to the downtown side, 

we had to get our nickel into the brass slot and Momma had to push the heavy wooden turn-style, so we could  get on 

the other side. As many times as we went there, Momma would preach to us, “Don’t go near the edge of that platform, 

in case you fall down on those tracks.”  She would hold our hands while we waited for the train to come in. We’d hear 

a loud ‘whosshhhh’ and know the train was coming, and it caused such a strong wind in front of the train that it sent 

dust and dirt flying all around, and we had to turn around, so not to let it get in our eyes.  

The doors parted in the middle and slid into a pocket, while everyone was pushing and shoving, trying to get in at the 

same time. Momma checked to see if Sonny was still in back of us, and we’d find seats so we could sit together.  

The seats on the New York subways, els and trolley cars we all made of sane slippery shiny yellow cane, because they 

wore so well. The seats on the el and the subway were one continuous seat on each side, andvery slippery for children 

to sit on. The poles in the middle were for people to hang on to, because during rush hour everyone would be packed 

in so tight and over head were leather traps hanging down, for people to hang on to. The subways could be so 

crowded, you couldn’t get another person in, there was always someone trying to squeeze in, before the door closed. 

We were rarely home on Sunday afternoons, unless it was raining and then we would be so disappointed, having to 

wait all week for Momma to take us somewhere.Momma was real happy. It gave her a chance to go through some of 

the boxes in Anna’s room, the room she liked to refer to as ‘her ’spare room’, and it was in there that poor dear sweet 

was Anna slept, with boxes, piled so high they touched the ceiling and blocked the only window she had there, and 

Anna never complained.   

Momma  never threw anything away.  She would tell us, she needed everything that was in those boxes, her art 

supplies and  different colors of crepe paper she.liked to make flowers with, and boxes upon boxes of remnants,  neatly 

folded with a piece of paper stuck in the fold, saying how many yards and what she intended to do with it. She had two 

boxes of our baby clothes, and we knew she would never part with them, because they held so many memories for 

Momma.   

There was one big box, 3’X3’ that sat on the bottom. It had dirty old lace curtains in it and it moved with us every time 

we moved, ever since I was little. Momma had a few boxes she put clothes in to bring her family when we went every 

summer, and clothes we had out-grown, or were too big for either of us, that someone gave us.And she’d collect warm 

clothes for them, in the different thrift shops and being it was during the Depression, Aunt Vina was only too glad to 

get them, because she knew  whatever they didn’t want, there were lots of people in their church that could use them. 

In the summer wen went for two weeks to Wilton, because Mrs. Hardon insisted we spend time with Momma and she 

would invited us to stay laonger, but we couldn’t wait to go to Aunt Vina’s..  

Mr. Hardon liked staying in  house in the country,  and  spent as much time as he could in Wilton, and on Monday 

mornings, Chris drove him to the city and he’d stay at a gentlemen’s club that he belonged to and Friday afternoons, 

Chris would be there to pick him up.  

When the Hardon’s were in the city, they entertained often and had some very important guests come to dinner at their 

apartment at 137 East 66th Street.  President Roosevelt and Prime Minister Churchill, had dinner there and Momma 

was so excited that she got to meet them.  

 

Mrs. Cora Burr Hardon, was a very sweet lady and she was very good to us. When she was in the city, she was 

involved with several charities and was on the Board of the Museum of Natural History, the Planetarium, and the 

Museum of Art. Mrs. Hardon liked to take me with her and she would call the doorman to have a taxi waiting,  when 

we went downstairs.  It was usually always a Saturday morning,  we went to the museum and they would have a 

meeting, and I’d sit there listening. Then we would have lunch with several of her lady friends, or we would go to a 

French restaurant nearby and she would order everything in French. 

Mrs. Hardon was in her eighties, but we enjoyed being with her. She would even take us to the movies in a taxi and 

we’d go to Loew’s  on 72nd Street an Third Avenue. She’d sit with us, and enjoyed the children’s movies too.,  andone 
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movie she took us to see was Huckleberry Finn.  

She had a library in the city but the one in Wilton had a fireplace, and she would hv eus sit in there read fascinating 

children stories to us, or she would have us sit in the garden, in the dark and have us look up at the stars and tell us 

their names and we remembered them, when she would ask us.                                                                           

 

                                                                 *              *              * 

 

Aunt Rose was the oldest girl in her family, and the first one to come to America. She worked and paid for her sister 

Flo,and her three brothers, Barney, Mick and Daddy and sponsored them when they arrived.  Momma was very fond 

of  her sister-in-laws, and it was amazng to see how well they all they all got along, When we went to their house, 

Momma made sure we wore the fancy organdy dresses she made us with rows of lace around the collars and sleeves, 

and our petticoats were stiff with rows of ruffles, that stuck out from underneath our dresses. Momma was so proud of 

us. Sometimes, we felt akward wearing such fancy dresses in our neighborhood, because none of the other girls had 

dresses like ours. Yet,  the mothers always complimented us on how we looked, when we had something new on that 

Momma made. They would stop us, and turn us around, and go ‘ooh and aah’ and finger the work she put in the 

dresses.and we’d run off, not the least bit impressed with what she had done, because Momma always made our 

clothes since we were little. 

On New Year’s Day, It was a logn time tradition for families to visit family and friends and wish them “Happy New 

Year.” They’d go from house to house and stay a while and moved on so they could see everyone. Momma always 

tried to get hat day off, and we’d go with her. There was always someone home that when they opened the door.they 

would greet you and welcome yu in.  

The men were offered a glass of brandy and the women a cup of tea, served in their very best china  along with a slice 

of rum soaked fruitcake. But, fruitcake was something we didn’t like, and we’d smile and politely ask, “Would it be 

alright if we had some of those Christmas cookies on the plate instead of the fruitcake?” They were only too glad to 

give us the cookies, and save the fruitcake.  

 

                                                             *           *           * 

 

A week  never went by that Aunt Vina and Momma didn’t write one another. Momma was always asking her to please 

come visit us and she would write back apologize and tell Momma, she really would like to come, but she was afraid 

to. That she reads in the Towanda Daily about what goes on in New York City  how every day people get robbed, 

mugged or murdered and she did not want that to happen to her. Momma could not persuade her, that never happened 

where we lived, that those kind of things only happened downtown, around 42nd Street and Times Square.  She let 

Momma know, she was not going to change her mind,  that she was not coming.  Momma was hurt  that she believed 

what she read in the Towanda Daily.  

Moma usually planned were we wer going on Sundays, but sometimes she would give us a choice o to go to a museum 

or the Bronx or Central Park Zoo. And if we wanted to go hiking, we could go to Staten Island, Van Cortland Park, or 

Palisades Park, but our favorite placewas Staten Island, and hike up and down the hills. It cost but a nickel to take the 

trolley or subway, but th round trip, for the four of us it was forty cents. 

When Momma came home, Anna left and somehow, down through the years, they only tolerated one another, they 

were no longer friends like they had been. I think in a way, maybe Momma was jealous of the affection we had for 

Anna, but why woudln’ we?  She knewe loved her. But, she had to realize Anna was with us every day, when we were 

sick and when we cried, and we were only were with Momma a couple of hours on Sundays. Sometimes we didn’t see 

her for weeks at a time when she worked in Wilton and  Lake Placid.  

Momma would find fault with the way Anna did things and holler at her and make Anna cry, because of the unkind 

things she would say, instead of appreciating what she did for us nd that she was an unusal good person/ Anna never 

hollered at us, or hit us, all she had to do was, ‘Tssk, Tssk’ and shake her head at, and that was all she had to do, and 

she never bad a problem with any of us.      
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As soon as Anna left, Momma went in the kitchen and made a pot of coffee in the glass  SILEX pot she kept on the top 

shelf, because she was the only one that drank coffee. When the water boiled in the bottom pot, it got vacuumed up 

into the top glass where the coffee grounds were and it was  spring loaded  and had asmall cloth filter, and glass stem 

and a rubber ring that kept them together, while it brewed the coffee, then it slowly dripped back down into the pot on 

the bottom. Momma never let Anna make her coffee, because she said it tasted like dishwater. While Momma enjoyed  

her coffee, we’d be pacing back and forth, wishing she would hurry up so we could get going. 

We were too young to realize those Sunday afternoons were Momma’s time off and she should be resting, not taking 

us hiking up and down hills. We’d walk down to the 125th Street ferry and go to New Jersey, and hike up the 

Palisades. Or take the subway and get on the  Staten Island ferry We preferred going to  we got off, we walked up a 

hill and kept walking until we found a big open field where the houses were far apart, of course, it was nothing  like it 

is today.  

Momma would bring raw lamb or beef, cut up in little pieces so we could cook it over the fire. We took turns carrying 

the bags of food, and we would be singing as we walked up and down the hills, while Momma kept her eye out, for a 

spot where we could make a fire. 

 

Before we’d get on the trolley, Momma gave us each a nickel and we’d stand in line with the other people and wait 

our turn to throw our nickle in and we had to wait to see it go round and round in glass hopper and see it disappear 

down a hole with all the other nickels  We would sit near one another so we could tell Momma what went on in our 

house and downstairs. and as boring as it must have been for her, she let  us have our say, and she’dsit there  nodding 

and smiling at us. .  

I know Momma never realized how happy we were when we could be with her, or that it felt like such a long time 

until we could be with her again, the next Sunday/ We loved those trips, and remembered them all our lives, when she 

took us on the Fifth Avenue bus that cost her a dime. She couldn’t do it often, but it made us feel ’so’ special,  

Especially, when it was warm out and we could sit in the first row, on the top of an open bus and feel the breeze 

blowing on our face, as the bus traveled down Fifth Avenue.   

We were young and never thought our lives would change We thought those days and trips would go  on forever 

because for us, one day was like the day before  We never imagined that one day we would get married and leave 

Momma! Or we would have children of our own one day. In time we would learn, nothing ever stays the same. that 

life does goes on. 

Growing up, in one way, we had a horrible life, but then we were very lucky in a lot of ways. Unlike the kids on our 

block, we went to AuntVina’s farm every summer and spent a couple of weeks in beautiful homes where Momma 

worked, in Wilton, then Lake Placid and best of all, we were always welcomed and were treated like one of the family.   

When we were living on Amsterdam Avenue, it was a neighborhood where the mothers were not born in Amrican, and 

yet they were so good to us, they not only cared about their children they cared about all the children. They watched to 

see what we were doing and that we didn’t’get in any trouble. If they sdaw us pick up chewing gum off the street and 

put it in our mouths,  they’d come scream at us and take it out of our mouth and throw it in the gutter and socld us, 

NO, NO NO, that is dirty…you must not do that!” We were always  busy playing.and we would forget what our life 

was like at home, we hated to go home to a father who was always drunk and wanted to argue and hit us for no 

reason.. 

Where we lived it was in the middle of Manhattan and there were so many interesting places we could go for a nickel 

on the trolley or the subway,  the Bronx Park, Central Park, and if you asked for a transfer, we could go uptown. 

downtown, eastside, westside, the Bronx, Queens or Brooklyn, for that same  nickel and the paper transfer, except we 

couldn’t go to Staten Island with it, you paid a nickel to get on the ferry.  We lived ten blocks from the New Jersey 

ferry on 125th Street, and three blocks east of the Hudson River and two blocks east of Broadway between 134th and 

135th Streets. So we were near the subway, trolley and Fifth Avenue bus, and we could go anywhere you wanted, in 

New York City.  

No one moved away, unless you got married or died.  

We knew everyone in the neighborhood, even the relatives that came to visit. Some parents preferred to send their 
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children to the public school, but we went to the Annunciation Girl’s School and were taught by the Sacred Heart 

nuns. The boys school and the Domincan convent was a separate building attached to the back of the church. Both 

schools belonged to the Annunciation Church, and that was where  we were Baptized, made Communuion and 

Confirmation.  

When I was older, my friends would ring the bell downstairs in the vestibule, and go back outside and look up at my 

window to see if I could go with them, to the park to play basket ball. We had gone to school together and graduated 

eigth grade and the four of us  went to Wadleigh High School together, Rita O’Shaughnessy was from 132nd Sreet,,  

Kathleen Buckley.  133rd and Ellen Young lived down on 131st Street. 

Sometimes, we’d go roller skating, or skipped rope in the middle of 134th , it was a narrow street. The boys would sit 

on the curb and give us a hard time because they wanted to play stick ball there, because the section closer to 

Amsterdam Avenue,  was flat, then it became a steep hill that went down to Broadway. With my baby sitting money,  

we could rent bikes and ride down along Riverside Drive, it was a beautiful place to ride our bikes in the afternoon or 

on a Saturday. We’d follow the winding paths in the park that followed the river, and the paths went for miles and 

miles. It was a wondering feeling is was to ride under those big sprawling trees that gave shade to the people sitting on 

the benches, and the benches were continuous, with no breaks in them, and they went as far as the eye could see, 

uptown and downtown. It didn’t feel like we were in the middle of New York City. A huge stone wall separated the 

park from the Hudson River that was down below and the Westside Parkway  was down there too, it had been built 

during the Derpession in the mid Thirties. We often skated there, and passed Grant’s tomb, the famous Rockefeller 

Riverside Church and Columbia University, and were glad they had so many water fountains. A lot of people enjoyed 

sitting on the benches and enjoyed the view or read their newspapers  

Around Eighty-sixth street, there was a big outdoor roller skating rink that had music playing over the loud-speakers,  

and there were young and old  people, single and partners, skating around and round and keeping in step with the 

music. It was so much fun, but it was forty blocks away, owe didn’t skate way down there too often.   

We were never bored, we always planned to do something, we skated or rode the bikes, and sometimes we walked. 

We’d follow along that same park that followed the river,since it  had wide paths and benches and big shady trees all 

the way up to the George Washington Bridge. 

Mary Jane was three years younger than me, and she had her own friends and their mothers included her wherever 

they went. Sonny was an altar boy and had to be at mass early every morning, and he also was there for Benediction 

on certain nights, but hes till had plenty of time to play baseball and basketball in the park. We could always pick 

Sonny out of thecrowd,, because he was the only boy that would havehis shirt hanging out, not in the front, but in the 

back.. 

It was an unwritten law in most familes, you never discuss what goes on in your house with no one, not even your best 

friend, and we never did. I knew not one of my friends had a horrible father like we had, and it used to bother me when 

I walked in a friends’ home, and see their mother in the kitchen, and hear them talking to one another. I envied them. I 

wished my Momma was home when I walked in the door, but tat did’t happen until I was nineteen and by the time 

Momma did come home to live with us, we weren’t children anymore, we were working and going to school at night... 

When we were growing up, almost every Sunday night, Momma and Daddy would have another fight, and always 

over the same thing,  his drinking and not giving Momma any money to run the house. Once they started yelling at one 

another, wewould run in our rooms and stand behind the door and peek out through the crack, hoping Daddy wouldn’t 

hit Momma. 

Today I can laugh how terribly brave Sonny was back then. He was only a young boy, and he  wanted to take care of  

my sister and me girls and Momma. He’d look out through the crack in the door and get this real mean look on his face 

and tell us,“If Daddy dares to hit Momma I’m going out there and ’ I’ am going to beat him up! ‘We believed he 

would, we were that foolish to think that skinny little twelve year old boy, would go out there and beat Daddy up to 

save his Momma. 

Not many people knew what a cruel man, Daddy was or how he enjoyed punishing us, because it made him feel like 

he was a big man, being in control of three young children?  How did he ever get away with what he did to us?  He 

would demand we stand in front of him and and we did not dare move. He would order us to keep our hands down at 
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our sides, and then he’d make us stay like that for a long time, for no reason,  he just wanted to see that we did what he 

said,  ‘when;  he said it. 

If we saw his head starting to go down, we would watch him and think maybe … he was going to fall asleep. He’d 

hear us whispering and we’d see one eye open and he would sit there and terrorize us with this big stick he had in his 

hand, waiting to whack us with it, if we didn’t do exactly what he said.  His eyes would be fire red and  he could 

hardly hold his head up, he had drank so much whiskey and when we’d see his head go down, down, down, and it 

‘stayed’ down, we were hoping it meant he had really fallen asleep, and we’d take our chances and run and get in our 

beds and pull the covers up our heads, and pray he wouldn’t wake up and make us go back in the dining room and 

stand at attention again. No one realized then, Daddy’s was mind was going, or it was slowly being destroyed because 

of all the whisky he had drank  for years and years. He probably started drinking in the navy,  and thirty years later, it 

got him but good. I like to think it was retribution, sweet revenge for what he did to us all those years he ruled over us 

and made our lives so miserable.   

The days of  Prohibition was from 1919 until 1933 and it was against the law to sell or have liquor, but everyone  

knew there was a‘speak-easy’. on just about every other block. All they had to do, was knock a certain way and the 

man inside would look out to see if he recognized the face and before he’d pull him in,  he would check to se if there 

were any cops lurking about.   

Saturday nights was when we took our baths, but for a couple of years we couldn’t use our bathtub, because of all the 

paraphernalia Daddy had in it, to make his whiskey and beer.  Anna would bring us in the kitchen and hang a big 

tablecloth over the opening, or we wouldn’t take our clothes off because we were afraid, someone might walk in and 

see our naked bodies! We didn’t realize, right in back of us was the big kitchen window and everyone and anyone 

could look in and see us!  

During the Twenties and the Thirties, a lot of  men were making their own whiskey and beer in the bathtub. It was 

illegal, but everyone was doing it. The hallways reeked from the same horrible smell of sour mash, because it was 

coming from inside the apartments. The smell was so repulsive that I have never forgotten it. Our bathtub was filled 

with copper coils, bags of charcoal, mash, and boxes of flat and round glass bottles, for beer and whiskey,  corks  and 

metal caps, and a gadget with a long handle, used to crimp the metal caps on the beer bottles. Every time Momma 

came home she’d see it, and get all upset and demand that Daddy get rid of it, tjat she didn’t want it in our house. He 

would argue with her, while he tried to stand up and couldn’t, “Don’t you come home and tell me what to do, because 

whether you know it or not, I’m boss in this house, not you.”  Needless to say, what that did to Momma, and instead of 

arguing , she’d leavel early and go back downtown.   

Saturday nights, during the winter, Anna put the gas oven on and warmed up the kitchen., then she’d help us get up on 

the backless chair, and climb into the stationary tub. Mary Jane went infirst, because she was youngest and Anna 

washed her long blonde hair with Kirkman’s brown soap, and used a small pot and poured the same soapy water over 

her head to rinse off the soap and when that brown soap got in our eyes, it burned and rincing our eyes with cold water 

didn’t help.  

Anna towel-dried Mary Jane’s long blonde hair with a warm towel she had hanging on the back of a chair in front of 

the oven, with her pajamas, so she wouldn’t get a chill. Because she was very delicate and wa always in and out of the 

hospital with double pneumonia. Once she was in her pajamas, I went in.  I washed and dried myself, but Anna 

insisted on towel-drying my hair so I wouldn’t catch a cold and she’d slip my warm flannel night gown over my head 

and we’d run to bed and get under the heavy warm quilt Aunt Vina made us. 

Every kitchen had a stationary tub whre the women did their wahing, no one oculd afford a wahign machine. It was 

two feet by two feet square, and slanted back to accommodate a washboard, making the bottom very narrow. It stood 

on four metal legs, about two feet off the floor and it was meant to scrub clothes up and down on a washboard, it was 

not meant to be used as a bathtub. Momma didn’t live at home, so she bathed where she worked, and Daddy and Anna 

never took a bath, so it didn’t matter to them we didn’t have our bathtub and  Momma wanted Anna to make sure we 

had a bath every Saturday night, so we would be nice and clean to go to church Sunday morning..  

The Prohibition law was repealed in 1933, but  Daddy continued to make whiskey and beer in the tub  for years.  

Momma came home one  Sunday afternoon, and as Anna was leaving,she told her  Daddy was at a friend’s house 
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playing cards. So Momma decided to go through every closet and drawer, and found all the whiskey he had. She lined 

the bottles up in the kitchen sink and pulled the corks out, and poured the whiskey down the drain, and she threw all 

the empty bottles down the dumbwaiter. She had a few more to go, when Daddy walked in and surrsied her. When he 

saw what she was doing, he went bezerk. His face turned beet red and he ran over and tried to wrench the bottles out 

ofher hands, but she was faster than he ever was, and she quick dumped the rest of the whiskey down the sink.  

What a fight they had over that, Momma ended up crying and sobbing, and had let herself get so upset she was a 

wreck by the time she left t go back downtown. But, she knew the next day he would be back making more whiskey. It 

didn’t matter to him, what she said, he had the whole week to himself  to do what he pleased. He ate steak she paid for, 

so what did he care  she had to work to pay the rent and all the bills, he wasn’t going to give her any money, he needed 

it to make more whiskey and beer.   

When I look back on those days, and think of the heartaches that whiskey caused, it not only ruined his life, it ruined  

Momma’s life and our lives too. And because of Daddy ‘s drinking, Momma was away from us for thirteen years, the 

most important years of our lives. 

I don’t know why they ever stayed married, when all they did was fight.  With all the tears Momma shed over Daddy’s 

drinking and gambling, what good did it do?.The only thing that ever mattered to him, was he had his quart of whiskey 

and nine bottles of beer every day.  Momma worked and was on her feet, from six in the morning, until late at night, 

and he was home drinking and betting ont the horses, and losing money playing cards with his ‘so called’ friends. 

Anna would see what Daddy’s friends do to him, when they played cards at our house every Saturday night. No 

wonder they came, he gave them all the whiskey they wanted and they tookhis money when he fell asleep.  As young 

as I was then,, I remember seeing money all over the dining room table, because they got paid on Saturday and  they’d 

come and play cards. The dining room would be white with smoke from their cigars and cigarettes.  Anna complained 

to Momma, how they cleaned out our ice box and helped themselves to whatever they wanted, Momma didn’t say a 

word to Daddy about it. When Anna told her about the night Daddy passed out at the table and she saw two of  his 

friends men going  through his pant’s pockets and she saw them they take his money and they put back a few dollars, 

and left in a hurry.” All Momma said was, “There’s not a thing I can do about it.  He’d never believe his friends would 

do something that to him.” Then she said in a disgusted tone of voice, “Serves him right for bringing friends like that 

in the house!”  

In 1940, I was fifteen and Momma was working for Mrs. Kolman. Momma and Daddy just had another terrible fight 

and I found Momma on my bed, with her face buried in my pillow sobbing. I was so mad that I asked her, “Why do 

you put up with him and his drinking for?  Don’t you think it’s time you did something about it?” Momma sobbed all 

the louder, and I yelled, “Throw him out and don’t let him come back. It’s not fair we are stuck with a father like him 

.You’re not here, so how would you know what we go thought, with him always drunk. He thinks nothing of hitting 

Mary Jane and me whenever he feels like it, Momma, it’s just not right!.”  

Momma sat up and said very quietly “You just don’t understand, Rose … I took a vow before God, when I got 

married! I can’t put him out!”  

I interrupted her, “Momma! I was there when Father Costello came to our house that day. I heard him tell you, you had 

to leave Daddy for the sake of the children,  and you argued with him then, that you couldn’t and you said the samd 

thing thenm, that you couldn’t because you made a vow for better or for worse. Doesn’t it matter to you how he treats 

us? Well, vows or no vows, Momma,  it does not give him the right to beat us the way he does.”  

Momma didn’t say another word. She got up went in the bathroom, washed her face and put on a bit lipstick. She took 

her pocketbook and kissed us good-bye and left and never discussed it with me again, and every Sunday night the two 

of them would  fight and argue, that it was no wonder we hated to have to go home on Sundays,. after we had such a 

good time all day. It only got worse,as time went by and  Momma would always end up be sobbing and crying so hard, 

she would hyper-ventilate and pass out on my bed, and when we’d see that, we’d be standing there crying hysterically, 

thinking she was dead. 

 

And there were many a time, when one of the mothers had no money for food, until their husbands got paid the end of 

the week. They’d come and ask Momma, if they could borrow a dollar or two and they paid back every penny, even it 
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was in nickels and dimes in an envelope each week.. 

It was no wonder, the women in the neighborhood admired ‘Mrs. Mc Arow’ when they would meet her on the street,  

or  she walked by them  while they were on the stoop gossiping. They’d greet her with a nod and a big smile, but they 

knew Mrs.Mc Arow never stopped to gossip, it was something Momma would never  tolerate,  and yet, our Anna,. was 

the biggest gossiper in the neighborhood.  

The women  knew Momma worked and was only home on Sunday nights. They would knock at the door, and 

apologize for disturbing her, but  ‘one of their children was very sick.and burning up with a fever, and they didn’t have 

the money to get the doctor, could she spare two dollars and they’d give it to Anna Saturday when their husband got 

paid.”   

Momma had them go downstairs and call the doctor from the candy store, and have him come to the house, and even it 

it was Sunday. She’d give them the two dollars to pay him , and grab a bottle of alcohol and go back with them and 

bathe the  child in cool water and alcohol, until the doctor arrived. Whatever medicine he needed to give them, was in 

his little black bag, and he’d put it in a little white envelope, or he’d give them a bottle of cough syrup, but he never 

charged them for it. 

 

I remember the time the Maroney family had a big fire in their kitchen and when Momma heard about it, she stopped 

by to see how Mrs. Maroney was doing. When she saw what the smoke had done to her kitchen and the terrible mess 

theoor woman was in, and the way her children wre looking at Momma, she felt so bad for  them. Even if it was 

Sunday, she went back to our house, and got a pail, a mop and a big box ‘ Rinso’, and she took the mop and she 

washed all the walls down, and we had the three of us helping to clean up her kitchen.  

The following Sunday, we didn’t go anywhere, because Momma was spending the day painting her kitchen a soft 

yellow. When she finished, she hung a pair of pretty, yellow curtains with white polk-a-dots on them, that she had 

made for her during the week. Mr. and Mrs. Maroney never got over what she did for them, and she spent the rest of 

her life, praising Momma. More than seventy years have gone by since then,  and her children went to school with my 

sister and they stayed in touch and they still talk about what Momma did.   

Some Sunday nights, after we had dinnerk and Momma and Daddyh wernt’ fighting, she would drag me with her, and 

we’d go visit the elderly and sick people in the neighborhood. I remember how happy they would be when they would 

see her. I didn’t want to go, but  she made me  because she did not want to go alone  They’d open the door, and  there 

would be a strange smell  that wouldcome from inside their apartment and Momma would hug them and they would 

almost hug her to death, they’d be so glad to see her. She would give them big jar of chicken soup with dumplings in it  

and some cookies wrapped in wax paper she baked and their faces would light up, and they would keep thanking her 

and all I wanted to do was, get out of there and go home  
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Top       L . Rose, First Communion 1932    R  Rose, Mary Jane and Sonny, 1930. St.Nicholas Pk.  

Bottom  L. Rose, Sonny, Mary Jane 1934,   R    Rose and Sonny going down the hill 1935 – 136th   

Bottom middle  Daddy and Buddy Mc Carthy, 1938 in our candy store on AmsterdamAvenue 
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When Mrs. Hardon died in December of 1939, Momma worked for Hazel Kolman and her mother Rose Beckwith, in 

1940.. They had a pent house on the tenth floor, at 75 East 55th Street.. In the summer, and we would go to their 

beautiful summer home on Lake Placid, and stay for a few weeks, before we went to Aunt Vina’s for the rest of the 

summer.  

In the middle of Lake Placid there are two small islands, one was where Mrs. Kolman lived and the other one was 

where Kate Smith had her summer home. Friday afternoons, we would wait on the pier to see Ted Collin’s seaplane to 

come in for a landing, right down the middle of the lake. We would be jumping up and down waving to him and he’d 

wave back, laughing at us. We were very fortunate to have spent so many summers in those beautiful homes, knowing 

Mrs.Hardon and Mrs.Kolman really wanted us there, and to be treated like part of the family. 

In December of 1941, WWII started, and we were so proud that we knew and had met Kate Smith, when we would 

hear her sing ‘GOD BLESS AMERICA’ on the radio. Then later on, she had her own television program , and we 

remembered how we talked to her when she was at her summer home, on Lake Placid. We met her one day when she 

was paddling by in a canoe all by herself. .And one time time, we waved to her, and she came in closer and introduced 

us to her younger brother and told us, “We’re going for a picnic at the base of Whiteface Mountain!” She looked so 

proud when she  “He’s home on leave, and is going to be staying with me awhile.” 

Sunday afternoons we were never home, unless it was raining. When it did rain, Momma would do what she liked to 

do, ‘rummage through  her boxes in Anna’s room.. They were filled with the things she loved, but to us,  it was all 

‘junk.’ and we always called it the ‘junk room, and that is the  name that stuck and gradually, Momma began to refer 

to it as “the junk room’ too.  

She had so many boxes in that room  they actually touchéd the ceiling. I  don’t know how she knew what she had, she 

had so many of them. Anna had just enoughroom for her bed and burea and that was it. But somehow they stayed up 

there and Anna was very lucky they didn’t fall on top of her. 

Momma never threw anything away, shealways  knew someone who could use it, so she saved everything.  On rainy 

Sundays, she would decided she really had to go through the boxes and get rid of some things, and how we dreaded 

when she did that. She’d look in a box, and say, “Well, I need everything that is in that one.” and she’d close it”. Not 

one box, she did the same thing to all the boxes. Some of them had our baby clothes in them, and there were her oil 

paints and art supplies, boxes and boxes of different colors of crepe paper she made flowers with . And so many boxes 

of remnants, all neatly folded with a paper that said how many yards and what she intended todo with them. Every 

time she saw a sale on remnants at Bloomingdales, she had buy whatever caught her eye. They became her prize 

possessions, thinking about what he would make with them ‘one day. 

It was a waste of time for her to go through those boxes, because she never threw anything out. 

 

                                                          *              *            * 

So many nights I would lay awake, wishing Momma was living with us because when she left, the 

house seemed so empty. I missed her laughing and she was always talking and discussing what we were going to dothe 

following Sunday, and then we couldn’t wait to go. We had so much fun when we were with  her, that it was no 

wonder once she left , the house seemed to die.. It didntg’ matter  

how old we got to be, we never got used to that awful feeling in the pit of our stomachs, when we knew it was time for 

Momma to leave. 

How we hated having to be there with Daddy. We used to giggle and laugh and say why couldn’t Daddy be away all 

week and Momma home with us, and let him come home only once a week on Sunday. I still shutter when I think how 

he used to grab Sonny by the hair, for  no reason , and  bang his head against the iron radiator again and again in a fit 

of temper.. Mary Jane and I would be crying nd pleading with Daddy to stop hurting Sonny. We would tell Momma 

what he did, but, nothing was ever done about it. Even when Daddy would get a hold of Mary Jane or me and tgwist 

our arms  in back of us, and  push us up against the mad hot radiator and hold us there with his hip,wanting to be sure 

we were getting burned, and we’d scream and  beg him to stop it, and let us go. He didn’t say anything, he’d just stare 

at us with those piercing blue of his. He didn’t care he was hurting us, he wanted to feel felt he was in control of his 

three helpless children. because no one realized, it then , he was losing his mind.   
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Sonny was such a good brother to Mary Jane and me, when he was in his early teens. I could go on and on about all 

the things he did. He mopped and waxed the floors in our apartment, washed the windows, and if he was pressing his 

pants, he would press the pleats in our skirts too. And so many times, he shined our shoes, when he was doing his own. 

Yet, Daddy always mistreated him, when he was growing up, when he was the one that worried about Mary Jane and 

me. He would want to know who we went out with, and where we were going, and he did this, until we got married.   

Why Daddy picked on Sonny like he did, I don’t know. Sonny never answered him back, and he never told Momma 

how Daddy beat him.  He seemed to think he had the right to beat us, because he was our father, and he continued to 

do it, even when we were old enough to be working, because he knew we were so scared of him and he enjoyed 

knowing that.. Every morning before he went to work,  he’d drink a half a quart of whiskey for breakfast, and finish 

the other half, when he came home, and all that time, he didn’t know it , but he was pickling his brain.  

While Momma worked, he was spending his money on whiksy and gambling and she let him have sirloin steaks for 

dinner every night, while we would be salivating and having to smelling that steak frying in the pan, ‘we were not 

allowed ‘ to have steak, but he could.   

His nine bottles of beer were more important than anything else in our ice box, and he demanded they be kept up 

against the ice and covered with wet newspapers, so they would be ice cold when he came home from work and Anna 

saw  to it that they were, because she was so afraid of him.  

In 1940, Momma bought an electric  refrigerator from Sears, with someof the money Mrs. Hardon left her . You would 

think shebought it for him, the way he took it over with his bottles of beeronthe shelves..He would drink nine bottles 

of beer, on top of all the liquor he had in the saloon down on Third Avenue, and before he wnt ujpstaris for his 

dinner,he was int the br a couple of hours..Then Anna pan- fried his steak, or she gave him  half a chicken, and \Sonny, 

Mary Jane, Anna and me, we’d get one piece of chicken while he got a half a chicken. He never ate vegetables or 

desserts, ohe had two boiled potatoesthatg  Anna peeled and cut-up for him, and drizzled fat from the frying pan on 

them. He demanded that plate be mad hot, and Anna phad ut in the oven and it took two towels for Anna to bring his 

supper into him on that plate. He would sit there as if he was the Lord of the Manor, and check the plate to make sure 

it was hot enough, before he’d let Anna set it down on the newspaper he had in front of him. 

That was the kind of service he demanded, and that was the service  he got, because everyone was so afraid of him 

                                                             *               *                * 

 

One Saturday afternoon, when I was ten, we were living on Amsterdam Avenue. We had recently moved there and I 

was hanging out the front window, and I realized how much I missed Momma/ I knew she would be home the next 

day, but I decided I was going to take the trolley and go see her.  In the corner of my drawer, I had five pennies I had 

saved in a tiny  box and I tied them in my  hanky, not to lose any of  them. I put on a clean dress and combed my hair 

and as I walked past the kitchen, Anna was peeling potatoes and dropping them in a pot of cold water, to have them 

ready for dinner. I boldly announced , “I’m going downtown to see Momma.”   

Anna’s head flew up, and she sort of chuckled,  ”Ah  sure, ye wouldn’t be doin’ anything as foolish as that, Rose. 

Would ye now?”  She picked up another potato and started to peeled it, and I knew she didn’t believe me. I said, ” I 

am.” I waved and left, not knowing whether she heard me or not.  

I was so happy and excited that I flew down the stairs, two at a time, that I was going to go see Momma all by myself.  

I skipped down the block and stood at the corner and waited for the trolley coming down the hill.  It stopped and my 

heart stopped, when the door flew open/ I almost chickened out, but I stepped up into the trolley and stood by the 

conductor.  He was eyeing me up and down as he waited for me to open the knot in my hanky, and I smiled at him 

when I put my five pennies in his hand. He leaned way back to see who was with me? I told him, “I‘m going to see my 

mother by myself.  She works down on East 66th Street and she doesn’ t know I’m coming,  I’m going to surprise her!”   

He rubbed his chin and closed door, and told me in a gruff voice, “You sit  in back of me, girlie, and you stay there 

and I’;; tell you when to get off, and don’t talk to anyone.” I was so insulted that he was talking to me as if I were a 

child and I thought.  ‘what makes him think I don’t know where tp get off?’  I sat in back of him like he told me to, 

and looked out the window, swinging my legs back and forth and every once in a while he’d turned around and glance 

back to see if I was still sitting there. He never smiled at me, but I didn’t care. I was so happy even if I did use every 
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penny I had so I could go see Momma.  

The seats were made of woven cane and  were very slippery to sit on them,  and I was trying not slip off the seat, but 

all the seats on the subways and els were made of the same material anthey were all slippery. We went down the hill 

and I liked that he didn’t have to stop and pick anyone up, and  the trolley went faster and it was rocking back and 

forth and looked at the huge trolley car barn where they fixed all the trolley cars, and next to it was Jacob Ruppert 

Beer plant on 129th Street, and it had a huge brick chimney that went so high up,  it towered over all the other 

buildings.   

I knew to take the trolley car that went down Third Avenue and turned east at 125th Street. They also had trolleys that 

went turned west at 125th and took people over to the New Jersey ferry,and then down Brodway, and the 125th 

Bradway/ Seventh Avenue subway was there too, but it was elevated only in that particular section, because of 

Riverside Drive and  the ferry being there. 

Being it was Saturday, the traffic was heavy and thesidewalks were crowded with women dragging kids along as the 

trolley traveled along 125th Street. I watched how the women hurried in and out of the stores, because so many 

mothers went there to do their weekly shopping, because they had so many stores all along  there. They started at 

Amsterdam and continued  past Seventh and Fifth Avenue, all the way over to Third Avenue,  furniture stores, jewelry 

stores ,so many shoe stores and one movie house after th eother.. We went past Blumsteins’, Woolworths, Grants, 

Kressege’s and Mc Crory’s, a big vegetable store where the women were pinching the tomatoes while they waited 

their turn, and the meat store had their meat hanging in the window and it was mobbed with women were yelling how 

many pounds of meat they wanted, holding their shopping bag that was already weighing them down with a week’s 

food for their families.. 

Most  women carried two oilcloth shopping bags and they were over-flowing with meat, fruits and vegetables to bring 

home to their families. Some of them lived nearby, and there were those who got on the trolley and struggled up the 

steps with their heavy shopping bags, and  managed to get the money out o their pocketbooks and throw their nickels 

in, while the children raced to the back to find seats so they could sit together. That section of the city was known as 

Harlem and the kids were lined up with their dimes ready and holding on to their bags of lunch waiting to get in the 

Apollo. RKO, Loew’s, and other theatres that were along 125th Street. 

When we turned down Third Avenue, and we passed another Jacob Ruppert’s beer bottling plant  and we picked up 

speed. I liked how the trolley had a way of singing, as it rocked back and forth, and we kept going because  there was 

no one waiting on the corners to get on.  

The trolley ran underneath the Third Avenue el, and the train was elevated and it rattled and made an awful lot of noise 

when they went by..When The trolley stopped at 68th Street,a man got on and the conductor turned around and told 

me, “Next stop 66th Street, Girlie!” Then he wiggled his finger at me, that he wanted to talk  to me. I  stood  next to 

him and he whispered, “Get off at the middle door and don’t talk to anyone,you go straight to where your mother 

works, and you’ll be okey.”  

I nodded and walked back to the middle door and waited for the trolley to stop at 66th Street. The door folded open and 

as I stepped down, and sort of waved to him. When I got up on the sidewalk, I waved again, and noticed, he didn’t 

close the door. He was looking to see if  I was going to walk in the right direction, and he was ointing down 66th 

Street, for me to go that way. But I knew that, and he gave me a quick wave and closed the door  and the trolley made 

it’s way down Third Avenue. 

I was humming and singing as I walked along 66th  Street, andand felt so proud of myself. Up ahead I saw Lexington 

Avenue, and the big long  navy blue awning with ‘137 East 66th  Street’ painted in white on the side of it and suddenly, 

my heart started to pound, as I wondered what Momma was going to say when she saw me? The doorman John, stood 

there in his navy blue uniform with lots of gold braid on his hat and a coat that had lots of shiny brass buttons on it. He 

was a heavy tall Irishman, and he gave me a big smile and opened the door for me. He knew me ever since I was six 

years old, and  Mrs. Hardon insisted we use the front entrance, and not the delivery entrance, since the service 

elevators were downstairs in a dark cellar. 

He followed me in and said  “Pray tell, don’t tell me you’re here all by yereself today?”  I told him I was and what I 

had done. He rolled his eyes up and walked me back to the elevator.and rang the bell for me and whispered, “Sure, and 
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I don’t think your mother is going to be a bit happy , when she hears what ye did!” The elevator door opened, and he 

leaned in and told  Jim the elevator man what I had done, and the two of them were going , “Tsh Tsh Tsh!”. I went in 

and he closed the door and told me,, “Ye have any idea what a dangerous thing ye did today? A young girl like yeself, 

traveling alone on the trolley like that?  My little girl would never doa thing like that!. Sure and ye never know who’s 

out there waiting to grab a nice little girl like yeself! Ye can’t be too carerful.”  

We reached the seventh floor, and the door opened and  I walked out and sheepishly thanked him. He lifted his hat and 

scratched his head, and decided to wait so he could  hear what Momma had to say. I knocked on the shiny black door 

and thinking to myself,  he was awfully nosey. I knocked again, and when Momma didn’t open the door, I panicked.  I 

had no money to get back home!  Jim stepped out of the elevator and tried the door knob and it opened, and he nudged 

me, “Go in,  your mother’s got to be in there, I just delivered a package to her for Mrs.Hardon, a few minutes ago.”  

I cautiously went in, and he stood there stretching his neck waiting to see if  Momma was there.Hearing my footsteps,  

Momma whirled around, and I startled her and she screamed.  She didn’t hear me knocking because she had the water 

running in the sink, and almost dropped the pot of boiled eggs she had in her hand. She yelled, “How in heaven’sname 

did you get here?”Seeing we wer alright, Jim left and I heard the elevator go back downtairs.   

I was smiling and so pleased telling Momma what I did. but, sge was furious that I dared do such a thing and she 

started  scolding me and telling me all the awful things that could have happened. I was so disappointed that Momma 

wasn’t happy to see me, I strted to cryand she was so frustrated she was  yelling at me, “And you used all the pennies 

you had to get here, just what would you have done if I wasn’t here?” I shrugged and was sobbing, when only a few 

minutes ago I was so happy. 

I reached up and put my arms around Momma and sobbed, “But, Momma, you don‘t know how much I missed you, 

and I just wanted to see you.” Momma put her arms around me and held me so tight she was hurting me, and she 

started kissing my wet face and she was crying when she told me, “That is the sweetest thing I ever heard. But. you 

must understand, what yhou did  was a very dangerous thing to come all the way down here by yourself. Does Anna 

know you are here?”  

I had to admit,  “Well, I did tell her I was going but …  I don’t think she believed me.” Momma stood up, “Oh dear! I 

must call the candy store right away, and have them send one of the boys up and tell her you are here. and that I’ll take 

you home tormorrow. ” 

From that day on, after all the scolding  I got,  Momma allowed me to take the trolley but I had to take Mary Jane with 

me, if I wanted to go  see her. And once in a while on a Saturday morning0, and she woud be thrilled to see us and  

take us  shopping with her on Second Avenue and we would go in and out all the stores over there.. When we heard 

Momma argue with the men in the fabric stores about the price of the remnents, we’d be so embarrassed, but she 

always got a better price.  

In 1939, a few weeks before Christmas, December 9 1939, Mrs. Hardon passed away in Momma’s arms. She was 

eighty-five and would have been eighty-six in January. Mts. Hardon’s son, asked  Momma stay and help close the 

house with Chris and Mary, and they did, then  they sailed back to England for good. Momma helped close the 

apartment in the city, she decided to take some time off, to relax before looking another job, and she spend the summer 

with Aunt Vina and us.  

The following year, I was fifteen. By then Momma had received part of the money Mrs. Hardon had left her, and she 

wanted to repay Aunt Vina for all she had done for us, summer after summer. S wanted to buy her things that would 

make her life easier.  Electric had just been put through where they lived, and Momma bought her an electric 

refrigerator, a new kerosene stove, and linoleum to cover the wood floor in the kitchen,, that she scrubbed on her 

hands and knees.  

Daddy had a fit when he found out about the money Momma had spent on Aunt Vina They had the worst fight ever, 

over her not giving him part of the money because he felt he was entitled to it, since he was her husband. .He was like 

a crazy man, the way he screamed at her,  telling her all that money should have been given to him, and not her. and he 

demanded a couple of hundred dollars, because he needed to pay his gambling debts. Momma ignored his ranting and 

raving, but he got so angry, and his got so red, we thouht or sdure  he was going to haul off and hit her, but he didn’t.                                                           

THE PENTHOUSE AT  75 EAST 55th   STREET 
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In the Fall of 1940,  Momma went to work for Mrs. Hazel B. Kolman and her mother, Mrs. Rose. Becker,  in their 

penthouse on the tenth floor,  at 75 East 55th  Street.  

 

 

1943 …L  Momma posing on chaise lounge … Mrs. Kolman’s penthouse roof  

R   Rose posing on penthouse roof  

L  LAKE PLACID …Sonny, Mary Jane, Rose, Momma, Whiteface Mt. in back 

L  Rose and Mary Jane sittingin Chris-Craft, Lake Placid. 

L  Momma with a friend in canoe  Lake Placid              
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R  Mrs. Kolman dancing at a wedding 

LAKE PLACID … Summer of 1941 

    

      

 

 

Sitting on the porch …..boathouse in back with the CAMP CALUMET flag flying 

Mary Jane, 13. Sonny 15, Momma 41 and Rose 16,   

Base of Whiteface Mountain in background.    

I guess you could say we were very lucky, we were always invited to stay a couple of weeks in  the summer, in such 

beautiful homes, and to be treated like members of the family. It made Momma feel very proud when they would tell 

her,  ‘what wonderful children she had.’   

Momma worked for Mrs. Hardon from 1930~39, in the city, and the house in Wilton..  

In the Fall of 1940-44, Momma worked for  Mrs Koman.at 75 East 55th Street,  and at her  home in Lake Placid After 

an intruder left her for dead in the enthouse, she could never go back..  

Then Momma worked for Judith Garden, at 55 East 55th Street, and she bought Mrs. Kolman house at Lake Placid, in 

1946.  

                                                                                                     

Lake Placid has  two small islands in the middle, there ere but tweo housed on thelitle island, one was Mrs.Kolman’s 
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big summer home and the other house belonged to her sister and her husband,  Mr. and Mrs..William Rose.  Not too 

far way was the other island, and Kate Smith had her summer home there, the famous radio and televion singer back 

then. She was well liked and became very popular for singingm “When the Moon Comes over the Mountain” and it 

became the theme song for her radio program.  

Then during WWII,  her powerful  rendition of  “God Bless America,’ became so popular because everyone loved to 

hear her sing it, and when she had her own program on TV, it was the one song everyone wanted to hear, during and 

after WWII.  

Judith Garden was one of the top florists in New York City then , and Momma didn’t like seeing her pictures plastered 

on the back covers of several popular magazines,  posing with a cigarette in her hand.  It was a time when many 

famous celebrities were doing this,  for the publicity of it and the money they got for endorsing  a certain brand of 

cigarettes. 

  

 

The ironly of it was, Judith Garden never smoked!  She didn’t dare being. she had tuberculosis as a young girl and 

spent two years at Lake Saranac Hospital, for TB patients, up New York State, so she was very careful not to be 

around anyone that did smoke.  Being she was a close friend of Mrs. Kolman, she enjoyed having lunch with her, on 

the pentroof, on the  patio, under an awning, surrounded by so many tall, skyscrapers, andd own below on the street, 

there was the sound horns honking, knowing most of the cars were stuck in traffic. 

I am sure many an office worker looked down at them,  sitting there enjoying their lunch and envied them being there 

among  potted trees and beautiful flowers in the middle of New York City. Mrs. Kolman took great pride in her patio 

and liked having lots of  flowers in long wooden flower boxes that went around the entire patio, and big pots of 

flowering bushes here and there.. 

When Judith Garden was at Mrs. Kolman’s, she began to notice how well Momma arranged the loose fresh flowers 

she would send over to her. And she would compliment Momma and tgell her how impressed she was with how she 

arranged the flowers. And for her to hear that come from Judith Garden, Momma was naurally, very flattered.  

In the Fall of 1944. Momma was attacked and raped in Mrs. Kolman’s penthouse by a young black boy, and he choked 

her so many times that she passed out, and he ran andleft her for dead. She could never go back to the penthouse, and 

when Judith Garden heard what happened and she insisted Momma come work for her. Sonny enlisted in the 

Paratroopers, as soon as he urned eighteen, and that really upset Momma,and before we knew it, he was sent to 

Germany, and she was sure he was going to get killed over there 

It took a couple of months before Momma could leave the house, but she was finally back home and it was something 

we always wanted. After thirteen years. my sister and I were out of school and working downtown, so it was quite an 

adjustment for all of us, having Momma living with us, especially when she got better and was going to work, and the 

three of us had to leave at the same time. We learned to take turns, and allow just so much time for each of us to be in 

the bathroom, to fix our hair, and put make-up on,  since only one of us could stand in front of the mirror,over the sink 

since the bathroom was very small and narrow.  

There was so much tension in the house all the time. We had no idea how difficult it was going to be to deal with 

Momma, after what she  had gone through. When she went to work for Judith Garden, she was so afraid that boy 

would recognize her, since Judith Garden’s shop was only a couple of doors up from Mrs. Kolman’s penthouse.  

It was very frustrating for us because Momma, didn’t realize we were no longer teen-agers, and that we were working 

and had been on our own for a long time. We were not used to being told what to do.  Momma would get so upset at 

us, and she would cry and get so mad at us, over the least little thing. Probably because Momma was having a terrible 

time trying to sleep at night, she would wake up screaming and be reliving that terrible night all over again.  It was 

hard on her and us, seeing her have these awful nightmares. Then as time went by,  they became less and less, because 

she was very happy in her job, and it really helped her to become her old self again.  

By August of 1945,  the war was over, but Momma was still running to church and praying for Sonny’s safe return 

from Germany, and she was lighting so many candles in front of St. Anthony’s statue, praying to him to watch over 

him. He was fine and loved being in Germany.   
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In 1946, the week before Christmas,Sonny didn’t tell anyone he was coming home. He took a taxi when he got off the 

troopboat, and walked into Judith Garden’s, to surprise Momma, and she almost fainted when she saw him standing 

there, and shortly after Christmas, he was discharged. 

In 1947, I met Fred and was the first one to get married. Then Sonny married Pat in 1950 amd Mary Jane married John 

in 1951. They lived with Momma awhile, and when lirtrtle Mary Jane was born, they got their own apartment around 

the corner on 135th Street.   

With all of us gone, Momma hated being stuck in the house with Daddy, and she had little in common with Anna, 

except what to buy for dinner the next day  She complained that she hated going home to Daddy, not that we could 

blame her. They no longer argued like they once did, they had became more tolerant of one another, she couldn’t stand 

seeing Daddy always drunk.  

The only pleasure she had, was when I drove into the city and brought her out to our house on Long Island. One day 

while I was drivig,  Momma told me, “I  hope one day, I can have my own flower shop. I know I could make a go of 

it.’  I looked over at her, but I didn’t disagree with her, but I knew she could never afford to have a flower shop, at 

least not in New York City. By 1954, she rented a little store in the Bronx, it only lasted a couple of months, because 

she fell down the cellar stairs and broke her leg and couldn’t work. She had to let it go but a couple months later, she 

had the ROSE MARY SHOP in Valley Stream, Long Island, with an apartment in the back, a yard with grass where 

she could sit outside in the back. Then she rarely went back to Amsterdam, .but she continued paying the rent and bills 

… so Daddy would have a place to live and poor Anna cooked. bought his cigarettes, whiskey and beer as usual. 

That same year Daddy was put in the Veteran’s Mental Hospital, and Anna continued to live in the apartment and 

Momma paid the rent and bills. so she would have a place to live. Anna enjoyed the new freedom she had and liked to 

go around the corner to see Mary Jane on 135th Street, because she loved being with the children, and would  baby sit 

for her so she could do her shopping. She’d sit and talk to the children, like she did with Mary Jane, when she was  

little.  

In May of 1956, Freddie turned two and was on television on  “I’VE GOTA SECRET” withed Wynn and others, and 

he got this first hair cut on television,  And five months later on October 9th 1957, our Barbara was born. That day,  

Fred told he was assigned to the Pittsburgh office, and he had to be there by January 15th.  I couldn’t go, we had to sell  

the house and Fred found a new house for us in Aliquippa, near the airpot where he was going to work. We moved 

there in April of 1958 and Momma ws hert broken, but she often drove to Pittsburgh, to see us, and several times, 

brought Mary Jane’s children with her. We liked it there, but the pace of life was so different, after living in New 

York, that I kept wishing we were back on Long Island. 

One day in January of 1960, Mary Jane called and she was so upset, telling me that she met Anna while she was going 

down the block, and she was so sick, she couldn’t stand up. She called a cab and took her to the hospital. They 

admitted her and kept her there.  Neither of us thought much about it, because Anna was never sick a day in her life, 

except for hay fever in the Fall.. 

Two days later, Mary Jane was sobbing into the phone, telling me Anna died. They operated on her, and she was full 

of cancer and she died on the table. I was so shocked to hear that, and I was crying and she was crying, .we felt so bad. 

I couldn’t go to the funeral. I was seven months pregnant, and Fred was in Washington, D.C. for two weeks, and since 

Anna wasn’t considered the immediate family, he couldn’t come back, and I had no one to leave the children with. I 

felt awful  I couldn’t go because 3e were Anna’s only family. She had spent her life taking care of us. Mary Jane and 

Momma understood, but it really bothred me I couldn’t be there for Anna. 

 

With four children, before I was pregnant with Valerie,  we had already decided to get a bigger house, and we bought a 

big split level,  because Fred was told, he was going to be in Pittsbugh for at least three to five years. Valerie was born, 

March 3, 1960, and two months later, Fred said, “Guess what, I’ve been transferred back to JFK airport.” We had to 

move again and  find anoher house and ask around about the schools in different areas.  

On one of our house-hunting trips to Long Island, we stopped to see an old friend in Old Bethpage, and he said there 

was a house for sale across the street. It was at night, and our time was limited, so we called and asked if we could see 
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it.  Fred  put a deposit on it, because he was tired of looking for a house and getting someone to watch the children in 

Pittsburgh  so we could go house-hunting.  When moved in we realized, we needed a bigger house than that, one with 

more bedrooms, but Fred refused to move again.  

One day the phone rang, and I was surprised to hear from the previous owner. They had moved to New York City, she 

said and she wanted to know, ‘if there was a chance, they could buy the house back from us?’ I couldn’t believe it, I 

was only too happy to let them buy it back, even-steven.  I looked in the paper, and found an ad for an older house in 

Massapequa, that had five bedrooms, and  4 bathrooms and a  big back yard, and we packed up and moved again, and 

the kids loved it there. 

Fred was assigned to the International fight, and it  took him to Europe. Asia, Africa and Australia, Russia, Japan and 

South America, and he was away three weeks and home two weeks, it was hard on me, with five children.  When they  

were growing up, they were very fortunate to be able to spend as much time as they did with their ’Nana’. and they 

just loved being with her. We’d go on trips to Pennsylvania, or way out on Long Island, or we’d go over to her shop, 

being it was only thirty five minutes away.  

When Fred was away, Momma liked to come for dinner, stay awhile,  then go back to her shop.and work until two in 

the morning.  In the summer, she liked to come and take us for a long drives out on Long Island.  She would call she 

was coming and in no time she was in the driveway.  My four girls and Freddie would climb in her staton wagon and 

off we’d go for the day, and the smell of delicious food wasin the boxes she had in the back. My children still talk 

about those days with Nana, and the boxes food she would bring,  like we were going  for a week, instead of an 

afternoon.  

I’d sit up front and she did the driving We would go about 60 miles along 25A, because it was a lovely scenic road, 

instead of getting on the busy highway.  It was interesting for the children and  us to see all the old  homes and farms 

that were still on Long Island. They would keep their eyes out  for  signs that pointed to the beaches on the north 

shore.  

When we did find a beach, the children would have their bathing suits on under their clothes and in no time, they 

would peel them off and they had to fold them, before they ran down to the water. I would sit on the blanket and see 

them jumping up and down in the waves, andMomma couldn’t wait to take off her shoes and knee high stockings on, 

and I’d  keep them beside me on . She’d take Valerie and Barbara’s hands, being they were the youngest, and walk 

them down to the edge of the water, and stand there and let the cool water lap up against their feet and legs. W I kept 

my eye on our pocketbooks, and the seagulls would be circling over my head,  knowing there was food in those boxes.   

The three older children kept laughing and rolling round in the frothy, bubbly water, everytime another wave came in 

from a passing boat, and they’d pretend it knocked them down. To see Momma so happy made me feel so good. 

Standing at the edge of the water, with one of her good fancy blouses on and  her perfectly pressed slacks rolled up, 

she was  jumping up and down tand holding onto Valerie’s and Barbara‘s hands, she was having such a good time. 

The older ones got tired of tumbling around in the waves. They decided to get their pails out of the box on the blanket, 

and they got down on their hands and knees in the sand and started building a big castle, and announced, ‘we are 

putting a moat around it and a drawbridge.’ They were busy dumping pails of sand to make a really big castle. and  

were running back and forth with pails of water, constantly mending it as it slipped and fell and they kept trying to 

make it stay together.  Freddie was in another world, creating roads that would lead up a hill to the castle and he had 

his pail filled with  little cars  he brought from home. carefully placing each one, so tit looked like they were coming 

and going to the castle, and I didn’t want to tell him,  they didn’t have cars in  the days of  castles and moats! 

It was s wonderful just sit there, and see the serious expressions on their faces, because they wre working so hard to 

keep that castle from collapsing, running with  pails of water to quick patch  it again, with more water, while the hot 

sun beat down on their already tanned bodies. Then  Rosemary sat up and cupped her hands over her mouth and yelled 

over the noise of the waves, “Nana! Your good pants are getting  wet!”  She nodded that she knew. It didn’t matter, 

she was having such a good time. She knew they would dry and she would just send them to the cleaners. 

 

                                                          *            *          *  
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I never dreamed how fast those days would go by. Now it is hard to imagine our children were ever small, or that I 

was once young and thin. But, I guess it’is good we don’t realize we are growing older, until one day we open a 

drawer and  find some pictures tucked away in an envelope that. we hadn’t looked at  in a long time. We stare at them 

because we can’t believe how much we changed over the years, because life goes on, and as one generation grows 

older, a new one takes  over? 

 

                                                                 *        *        * 

 

We hated Sunday nights. because it usually meant Momma and Daddy were going to have another big fight. If he was 

asleep, Momma liked to visit the sick and elderly women in the neighborhood. I would back away and complain  ‘I 

don’t like to go to those old people’s houses!” Momma would give me that ‘look’ that I knew I better get going. We 

were always glad when Daddy was asleep, and Momma would tell Mary Jane, “We won’t be too long. “  I’d walk in 

back of her dragging my heels and she’d remind me, “We’re going  to cheer up these poor sick ladies,so I don’t want 

you walking in with a face like that, you hear me!”   

Momma had homemade cookies for them and the really sick ones got a mason jar of her chicken soup and dumplings 

that she made. We had to climb up five flights of  stairs sometimes, and w egot to their apartment,  I’d stand back, 

while Momma knocked and I hold my nose because I didn’t like the smell that came from inside their apartments/ 

Momma would get mad and quick push my hand down before they opened the door. .When she walked in, their faces 

woud light up and they’d make the biggest fuss over her and tell her to, ‘sit down’ awhile, and point to a chair for me 

to sit down.  I preferred to stay way over by the front doornd wait for Momma.  I saw how they liked to hug and kiss 

Momma, and I didn’t want them to do that to me.   

 

I would he so glad they finally finished talking, and we were going to go home, and I”d hear Momma tell them, “Now, 

if you need anything,  my Rose will gladly get it for you and she can bring it to you, after school tomorrow.”  I 

couldn’t believe she was telling them that, when she knew how I felt about going in their house.  I’d watch them 

digging in their change purse to give some pennies and a couple of nickels, and ask,  “Would you please get me three 

stamps and enevelopes, and a small pad of writing paper?” I’d reluctantly nod, I would get it.  

The next day,  I’d ring the bell and hand the bag to thrm quick, and start to run downstairs, but they’d catch my hand 

and keep thanking me, when all I wanted to do was get out of there, and I’d hear. “Wait! Wait.” They’d shuffle back 

inside in their slippers and come back with a bag of old store bought cookies, that were so stale no one wanted them.  

I’d sort of thank them and rundown the stairs before they thought of something else.  

On Sunday nights, one the women in the neighborhood would be knocking at our door and I would open it. They’d be 

very frustrated and whisper nervously,  “Is your mother home?”    

Momma would look out to see who it was, and insist they come  in, if Daddy was asleep in bed. They would tell her 

how sick one of their children was, and Momma would go with him to see that theroblem was, and sometimes, they  

needed to borrow a dollar. She’d have them sit at the dining table and let them talk about their troubles and offer them 

a clean hanky to wipe their eyes with, and she would sympathize with them, and politely excuse herself and go to the 

kitchen.  

Soon there was the smell coffee coming from the kitchn.and Momma walked in with a fancy tray with a lace cloth on 

it, and set it down on thetable. They would be sitting there watching her as she put a good, fancy china plate before 

them with a piece of apple pie on it., then she put a cup and saucer in front of them, because Momma knew it would 

make them feel a lot better, especially, after having a piece of her delicious apple pie served on her’special’ translucent 

pumpkin colored Chinese cake plates, that kept in the china closet, for when company came. 

They would sit there and look at the beautiful dishes that were in front of them, and be in awe, to think that Mrs. Mc 

Arow  would do something like that ‘for them’. And watch her  pour the piping hot coffee into the matching delicate 

cups, and they would feel so honored, when they stirred in the sugar and milk in, and it made Momma feel good to 

know she was helping them.   

I am sure they didn’t know Momma had problems of  her own, but she would never discuss what went on in our house 
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with anyone! It was almost as though, she was ashamed she had such a terrible husband, Some of the mothers hated to 

ask of they could  borrow a few dollars to buy some food or they needed two dollars to pay the doctor, when he came 

to the house when one of the children were sick. Momma never refused them, even if it meant she would be left short 

herself, she would somehow manage.. And those women always paid her back, even it if was with a few dimes or 

quarters stuck in an envelope, amd they paid her back whatever they owed her and write down how much was in the 

envelope, and what they still owed, and bashfully slip it to Anna to give to Momma, until it was paid in full. 

Momma was always there for them, but she never mingled with any of them, her life was so different from theirs, 

while they enjoyed to standing on the corner or the stoop to gossiping, Momma was not interested in hearing about 

other people’s business, and she wasn’t bashgul  telling them that. She was more interested in learning something new 

and different, and she would spend her time painting pictures or making paper flowers. And sheused to laugh, knowing 

Anna was always there with them, but, she’d say if that was those women enjoyed, then let them, it gave them 

something to look forward to every day, but she wnted no part of it.   

 

They respected the fact that Momma did not want to hear any gossip and when she came home and  they were on the 

stoop, she would smile atr them and say  ‘hello’ and keep going, aand hey woud be and smile at them, while they were 

saying, “Hello there Mrs. Mc Arow.”  They admired Momma and knew, if they ever needed her she would go out of 

her way to help them.   

When Momma was working, the hours she had to herself, between lunch and dinnertime, she was aways doing 

something, instead of resting with her feet up. She liked to walk down to 59th Street, to Bloomingdale’s and spent her 

time looking around,  to see the latest fashions and what was new in the world, and she never went there, that she didnt 

check to see the remnants that were on sale. .Momma worked long hours, but she still had time to do what she 

enjoyed, unlike the mothers on the block who were busy raising their children.  Momma’s life was so different, she did 

not have to do the normal everyday chores like other mothers did, like going food shopping everyday, get the children 

up and off the school, give them baths on Saturday nights, scrub floors, clean windows, wash and iron and wonder 

where they were and what they were doing, it was Anna that did all those things, not Momma.  

Most women were content to do the same thing day in and day out, but not Momma, she didn’t want any part of that 

kind of life., she would much rather work and be independent, and come and go as she pleased,  than stay home and 

sleep with my father who was drunk. 

The hours she had off between luncheons and dinners, she took the crosstown trolley at 59th Street and attended the 

New York School of Music, and tshe took piano lessons and learned to read music. The following year, she bought a 

guitar, took lessons and learned to played that too. 

Years later, in 1944, Momma became a top florist, and she was so proud she went to the Duke and Duchess of 

Windsor’s apartment they had at the Waldorf Towers, and she did their flowers,  to do their flowers every Monday 

morning, when they stayed in the city, because the Duchess loved New York City. 

 

                                                        *            *            *. 

 

When we were growing up on Amsterdam Avenue, from 1936 until 1948, we never realized our mother, was th 

eonlymother on the  block that was born in the United States! All the other  mothers were born either in Ireland, 

Germany, Italy, Greece and Russia. They all got along so well and looked after one another’s children, like they were 

their own 

Whenever I look back on those days and think of  the wonderful things Momma used to do for so many of the women 

that lived on Amsterdam.  I remember how  Momma would make a  pot of chicken soup with matzo balls, especially 

just for Mrs. Schumbaum, a sweet old Jewish lady that lived  next door.. She loved Momma, and shen she’d go in, 

she’d fluff up all her pillows to help her to sit up, so she would sit there and spoon feed the norishing soup to her, and 

Mrs. Shumbaum eyes would be shining, because she adored Momma, and tell her, it was hard to believe anyone do 

such a thing for her.  

When Momma went to see these elderly people,  they would  be so happy to see her. Most of them were bed-ridden, 
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and she  was like a ray of sunshine when she walked in their lonely room, after looking at four walls day after day. I 

remember how they would hug Momma and cry and smooth their wrinkled hand over her face, thanking her for being 

so good to them, and I was not the least bit compassionate, all Iwanted was to get out of there and go home, 

butMomma had a way of making them so happy, just to see her again.  

 

Many a Sunday night, one of the mothers would come to our door, crying and telling Momma their baby was burning 

up with a fever and they couldn’t afford two dollars for the doctor to come to the house.Momma would grab me and a 

bottle of alcohol and we would follow the mother back to their apartment. Momma would take over and have the 

exhausted mother to sit down, and she took care of the baby. She put the rubber stopper in the sink and run lukewarm 

water in and add some alcohol and test it before she put the wailing baby in, then slowly immerse it in the cool 

soothing water, and trickle the cool water over it’s head with the washcloth and let it go under it’s chin and turn the 

baby over on it’s back, and do the same thing, with the baby screaming and crying..   

If she saw the fever didn’t go down, she would tell the mother to go down to the saloon (because the candy store was 

closed)  and call the doctor to come to the house, and loan her two dollars to pay him., and they always paid her back. 

The women were impressed that Momma was so knowledgeable about caring for the sick, until  she explained.  

Back in 1918 and in 1919, she worked side by side with Dr. Brown, the town doctor in Towanda. This was when the 

‘Spanish Flu’ hit and people were dying by the thousands, and then it became millions…and most of them died within 

forty-eight hours of getting the flu.. The epidemic started in Europe, and it spread so fast to Spain, andbefore they 

knew it,  every city the United States had people dying and they couldn’t bury them fast enough, and coffins were 

piled up on sidewalks and in empty lots. 

When Dr. Brown’s long time nurse caught the flu, and died like so many others in town.. When heput an ad in the 

paper for a nurse,  no one answered the ad, they were afraid.  With no one to help him on his rounds, he asked for 

volunteers, and still no one offered to help him.    .  

Myrtle was nineteen and working  in New York City for the Eggleston’s. She  received a letter from her friend Helen 

Ross, in East Towanda, and she mentioned that Dr. Brown’s nurse had died from the flu and now no one wanted to 

help him. Myrtle knew Dr. Brown ever since she was a little girl, and it upset her that no one would help him. She told 

the Eggleston’s about Dr. Brown’s problem, and she was taking the train to Towanda and she was going to help him. 

They panicked and  pleaded with her not to go, that she would surely die if she did.. 

She took the train to Towanda and she met someone at the station and they took her to Drd. Brown’s house uninvited.  

She knocked on the door,  and his wife pulled her in out of the cold, and shelet her know why she was there.  Mrs. 

Brown explained they were just  sitting down for dinner, and she was very glad to see her, but she would have to talk 

to the doctor aftr dinner, about what why she there, and she set a plate before her,  somewhat surprised to hear that 

Myrtle had come all the way from New York City to help Dr. Brown on his rounds. 

He was sitting at the table listening to the women talking, and he heard what Myrtle said, and he cleared his throat a 

couple of time and  let her know.  “Now Myrtle, I know you went to a lot of trouble to come here,  but …what made 

you think you could help me when you don’t know the first thing about nursing.”  Eyeing how she was dressed in  

expensive city clothes, that Mrs. Eggleston had probably bought her, he let herknow shecould not posiblybe of any 

help to him.”  

Seeing how disappointed she was, he quickly told her.  ”Now don’t think Idon’t  appreciate that you want to do this, 

but, what  I need is a nurse, not a young girl like you. I am taking care of some very sick people and a good many of 

them are dying.  Have you ever seen anyone die?” Myrtle shook her head..Dr. Brown let out a long sigh. and put his 

napkin down beside his plate.   

 

He gave his wife a look and finished the rest of his coffee,shaking his head.. She  knew he didn’t have anyone at all, 

but he had already decided, he wasn’t letting Myrtle go with him?  His wife put her hand on his and whispered, ”Why 

don’t you, at least,. let her try to help you..”  

Being very tired he grumbled, “What good would she be to me when he doesn’t know the first thing about taking care 

of sick people. Why, all that girl knows is how to dress and undress Mrs. Eggleston!” He could see how disappointed 
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Myrtle was, as he took his watch out of his vest pocket and glanced at the time, and reluctantly told her. “Well,  I 

guess you come for now, but, you must understand,  it’s only until I find a proper nurse that knows what she’s doing!”  

Mrs. Brown gave him a big smile, and helped him into his warm overcoat and handed him his hat and scarf/  He 

picked up his little black bag, and  kissed her on the forehead, and glanced back at her as he went out the door with 

Myrtle. 

Myrtle climbed into the sleigh with him and  didn’t say a word. Itr was snowing and she sat down beside him..and he 

pulled the big bearskin carriage robe up over their legs. He snapped the reigns and the horses’s took off and made their 

way the snow covered road.  Passing so mamy coffins along the way, Myrtle was shocked to see how they were piled 

all over town and even in empty fields. She looked over at him, but he kept his eyes straight ahead.   

When they stopped at the first house, Myrtle could tell  Dr. Brown regretted that he litenedto his wife. He was 

convinced she was going to be in his way, and he had so many patients he had to attend to, and  Myrtle incessant 

talking was driving him crazy, at times he wished she would  just ‘shut up’ so he could think, as he went from house to 

house. 

As the night wore on, he was surprised to find that  Myrtle did everything  he asked and she did it right. She was very 

good with his patients, and was pleased to see she very kind an gentle with them. When they went home  that night,  

Mrs. Brown asked him how things went andhenodded,  “Well, Myrtle didn’t do too bad, not bad at all..” She was 

tickled to hear him say that, and made them hot cocoa to warm them up and  put a plate of cookies. Seeing Myrtle 

falling asleep,  she took the kerosene lamp and brought her upstairs to a pretty yellow guest room that was nice and 

warm, because it had a nice fireplace that was glowing in the dark.  Mrs. Brown  lamented, “You must be so tired, 

would you like me to help you unpack?”   

Myrtle smiled, “No thanks, I’m too tired. I can do it tomorrow.”  Mrs Brown closed the door and left and Myrtle got 

into her warm flannel nightgown and went to bed. She didn’t wake until she heard Mrs. Brown  saying  “Myrtle,  you 

better get up, the doctor wants to get an early start.” 

She jumped out of bed and took the pitcher and poured some water  into the porcelain bowl and washed herself, and 

got dressed.  She hurried down stairs and Mrs Brown had hot oatmeal with butter and brown sugar waiting for them. 

Mrs. Brown helped her husband into his overcoat and  handed him a warm hat and scarf, seeing how it was snowing 

out, she offered  Myrtle her galoshes. She put them on and went weth the doctor out  to the barn and he hitched up his 

horse, and they left and his horse found his way in the blinding blizzard.  

As they headed for the other side of town, they sat there and neither of them had anything to say. Myrtle liked hearing  

the sleigh bells as the horse made his way through the snow.  Dr. Brown cleared his throat a couple of times before he 

told  Myrtle,  he was glad to see she was not afraid  to be with his patients, and he liked how gentle she was.when she 

washed their hands and face, and how she held their heads up and she spoon -fed them the hot soup to the really sick 

ones.”   

 

They worked from early morning, and only came home for their meals, and they went back worked until late at night, 

tending the sick and dying.  One night Dr, Brown, laughed when he told his wife, “Do you know what Myrtle said 

today,  she doesn’t want me to pay her for what she is doing.  Poor girl, she doesn’t reaize, I couldn’t pay her  if I 

wanted to, with so many men out of work and dying, I am being paid with butter, eggs and chickens!”  

One night, Myrtle wrote Mrs. Eggleston to let her know she was fine and told her  what she was doing. When Ms 

Eggleston wrote her back,  she let her know she was furious that Myrtle would expose herself to such a dangerous 

disease, and warned her not to come near them, under any circumstances, until the  flu epidemic was completely over, 

thtone on in their household had come down with it.   Myrtle understood her concern, and she wrote her  that Dr. 

Brown did not let her go near her family, or even go to church, that she was staying with the doctor and his wife in 

their guest room, and they were very good to her and she was glad she went to help Dr Brown. 

One night on the way home, after a busy day,  Dr. Brown confided to Myrtle, “I wish I could figure out why certain 

people die from the flu, while others live and get better? I know for a fact, there are a lot of people her in town didn’t 

grt it, and yet members of their family did andthey died from it. I didn’t catch it but my nurse did and she died,  Mrs. 

Brown didn’t get it, and you didn’t and no one in your family got it.  I wish I knew why?”  
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Myrtle shrugged, to let him know she didn’t know why? Later that night, Myrtle showed Dr. Brown the letter she got 

from Mrs. Eggleston, where she mentioned how lucky they were, that not one person in their household had contracted 

the dreaded disease and she included a newspaper article that told, how the Spanish Flu had killed millions of people 

world wide?”   

And s suddenly as the flu hit, it disappeared, But the following year,  it came back with a vengeance. Myrtle left the 

Eggleston’s to go help Dr. Brown, even though he had a new nurse,andlet hr stay in the office and  preferred to take 

her on his round to care for his patients.  

SUMMERS ON THE FARM 

Daddy never owned a car. Every year he borrowed one fromone of his friends at work to take usto Pennsylvania. We 

were there every year, for Fourth of July for the Family Reunio. It ws always held at Aunt Vina’s house.  

Relatives came from all over so theyc ould be together at least once a year, and their cars wre parked in the field,in 

front of the house. There were so many people talking and looking for a place to sit, while their neighbors were 

dropping off  tables and chairs for them to sit on. There were children runningaround and chasing one another. While 

the men put the tables end to end, the  ladies were putting tablecloths on them and held them down with bowls of 

summer apples,topreventthewind from blowing the off. The Vanderworkers came from Hornell, New York, where 

Gramma and her sister and brothers were born, and Momma, and hersister and brothers, teywere all born in Hornell 

too.   

We envied  kids that went to public schools, because they got out of school, two weeks ahead of us/ We went to a 

Catholic School, and we had to go until the last week of June. By then Momma would be busy getting the boxes ready 

to go down to the car and Daddy and Momma would be arguing over them, because he didn’t want her bringing so 

many boxes in his friend’s car. 

It wasn’t until 1972, that I learned from Earl Pipher that  

My Great-grandfather, my grandmother’s father.  was John Vanderworker. He was from Hornell. but I never heard of 

him,, and the only thing my mother told us,  she  remembered was her mothertold them,   her father was in the army 

during the Civil War.. 

I coudn’t understand why Earl knew so much  about my Great-grandfather, ,until he told me,he often saw him walking 

around in Towanda,,with his second wife Priscilla.  He even knew John Vanderworker, was an officer, and an 

Engineer with Co. I, 10th New York Calvary, during the Civil War from 1863-64, He died in 1910, and was buried in 

the Laceyville Cemeterym, and it was Earl that told me that. Hesaid,  there is a big arch there,with  the name 

‘VANDERWORKER’ on it. Momma didn’t even know it, and  I never saw it.. In the spring of 1950, Uncle Jake,his son, 

and  my Great-Unclewas buried with  his father in the Laceyville Street Cemetery whereUncle Jake had lived for many 

years.. 

.. 

We loved spending our summers on Aunt Vina’s farm. It was up high on a mountain, and off in the distance, I 

remember how I would stand there and stare out  the soft rolling green mountains  that seemed endless, they went to 

on and on.. We would run through the fields with their collie dog Fido, he never left our side,he was so intelligent. He 

was ever so grateful whenever we would take the time to talk to him and bend down and rub his belly.  All Uncle 

Henry had to say to him was, “Go get the cows Fido!” He’d take off across the field and you couldn’t see him, except 

that the grass was moving as he continued on and we’d see the end of his tail up in the air and he’d sail  over the 

barbed wire fence, and dispappear down the hill where the cows were grazing in the pasture .In no time the cows were 

hurrying up towards the barn, lwith him barking at their heels, and their bags loaded with, milk, they go as fast as they 

could so he wouoldn’t nip them on the heels. It was amazing to see how he would get each one of  them in their proper 

stalls. Then he’d  race back to Uncle Henry coming with the milk pails, and he stand in front of him and wait for his 

pat on the head, and telll him, ‘Good boy, Fido”. He never knew what ‘dog food’ was; he got homemade bread and 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          920 

 

milk every morning and night, and table scrarps, and was healthy and lived to be twelve years old.  

Around 1960 , those old barns, became very popular because of the silver grey patina on the wood, and decorators 

from  NewYork City,  discovered the charm of the old wood fromold barns,  and they paid  all kinds of money to have it 

carted back to the city. 

The barn had an upper and a lower section, and to go downstairs,  there was an old wooden staircase in th barn,  but 

everyone usually walked down the hill and went in the door to where the cows were milked. One half was the stalls for 

the cows and the other half had stalls for thehorses,   Betsy and Queenie. Angora cats were running around 

everywhere. They had become wild,  feral cats and lived in the barn foryears and were afraid of people.   

 

We were cautioned not to pick them up,as beautiful as they were, because they would bite and scratch us so fast, is we 

tried to pick one of them up. One day, I innocently asked Aunt Vina, “If I can catch one of those little kittens, could I 

take it home with me? I could tame it?”  She shook her head, and laughed and to prove her point she said, “You try 

and pick one of them up.” I grabbed one of them, and it hissed at me and bit me so hard, then that little thing scratched 

me and when I saw I was bleeding, I put it down fast and never picked up one those cats again. 

 

They had a good life there, compared to the alley cats that lived.in  New York City. They got a  bowl of warm milk,  

fresh from the cows, and all the mice they could eat. Many time, we would see the big barn owl swoop down,  just as 

the cat was ready to pounce on the mouse, the owl flew down and got it, and we would see the mouse dangling from 

it’s beak, as it flew back to it’s nest,  up under the eaves of the barn.. 

 

Betsy and Queenie, were two old plow horses they had  for years. Besty was very sweet, and we liked to take turns 

touching and petting her velvety nose, she’d sdtand their and link because she liked it.  Aunt Vina would  give the 

horses a treat once in a while, and let them lick some loose sugar off a tin plate. We’d stand there and hold it for Betsy, 

until there wasn’t any left, and she’d stamp her feet like a spoiled childm and we’d run in the house and ask Aunt Vina 

for more sugar, and she’d laugh and tell us, “No, she’s not getting any more sugar, that’s enough for her for today.”   

 

Queenie, was known for her nasty temperament and we learned the hard way, to be careful whenever we were near 

her, because she kicked and bit us, and she hated men and she let them know it, too. The only one she letnear her was 

Aunt Vina. We could get up on the other horse, Betsy, because she was very sweet. We would ride her bare back 

around the field and come back  but not Queenie. She was so smart, she would bend her neck down let us get on, then 

shake and throw us on the ground, but she let Aunt Vina ride her anywhere she wanted to go.  

 

 

Sitting up on the horse, a neighbors little girl, Marion Mc Cormick,  

Mary Jane, Rose, and Sonny making a face, cousin Alice Mc Cann, standing.  

1928     Top Right, wagon of hay, with Aunt Vina and all of us. 

 

1927      Sonny sitting on chair and Daddy hitting him. 

              Momma in back of Daddy, cousin Rosie Mc Cann on far left 

              Aunt Vina, Uncle Henry, with Shirley, John, Dorothy far Right. 

              Uncle Leo and Ervin standing in the back.   

 

1929        MIDDLE...you can see back porch of Aunt Vina’s house …. 

                Dorothy, Shirley John and Roseanna, and me …way over to Right.  

 

1929        Bottom Left, two blondes are Mary Jane and me standing in driveway.  
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When  she would see Aunt Vina, Queenie would stand up on her back legs and whinnieand wait for her to come rub 

her face and nose, but no one else dared to go near her. We tried to be nice to Queenie and let her lick sugar off a tin 

pan, but we knew to stand back, because as soon as she finished, she could wait for the chance to bite us. Once her 

upper lip went up, and we saw her big ugly yellow teeth, we ran.. I think she used to laugh at us because she knew we 

were so scared of her, because she would stretch her neck up and watch us run, but she never came after us.  

In the morning, after breakfast, we loved going with Aunt Vina out to the chicken coop and help her collect eggs in an 

old basket with a crumpled napkin on the bottom, so they wouldn’t roll around and getting cracked, while Aunt Vina 

threw out handfuls of corn to the chickens outside, as they crowded around her and were eating it fast as they could. 

We’d go to the top of the stairs and listen because because we knew what Uncle Henry was going to do He would get 

his shot gun  and we’d hear the screen door slam and he’d go out in his nightshirt and the flash light and fire a couple 

of shots up in the air to scare the weasle off, but we couldn’t see a thing out there, because it was pitch black outside. 

In the morning we couldn’t wait to run outside and look for a dead weasel, but all there was nothing but white feathers 

all over the hen house and the ground. When we came back in, we’d be so disappointed. But, when  

 

 

           
Being we never had a car, every year Daddy had to borrow a car from a friend at work, so we could go to 

Pennsylvania. The night before, he would park it in front of the stoop, under the lamppost, so he could see when they 

packed the car at three in the morning.The fights that went on the night before we left. Daddy would argue with 

Momma,, “What in the hell do you bring so much food? You’re going to take up all the room in that cooler! ”She’d 

give him a look, because she knew he wanted to put his beer on ice. Prohibition was going on then, and there were no 

saloons along the way, and that was why he brought so much beer,  andAunt Vina wouldn’t let any beer or liquor in 

her house. but he’d hide it in the car and drink it warm. Momma argued,“ We’re going to be on the road  fourteen 

hours, and you know the kids are always hungry, ” Even wiith all the food Momma did bring,  it was all gone by the 

time we got to Aunt Vina’s. 
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All the boxes Momma was taking to the country were lined up in the hall all week. She was so happy to be going 

home and could be with her family again/ We could hear her humming and stuffing last minute things in the boxes 

because we couldn’t sleep. We would hear Momma moving around and Daddy grumbling to himself. And  I’d keep 

asking, “What time is it Momma?” so many times that handed me one of the big long  flashlights for the trip, and she 

warned me. “Don’t  lose it.  I’m only letting you hold it, because you are the oldest. and you can look at the clock and 

see what  time it is.”  Momma would remind me  ‘Now, remember, you are the oldest and you have to be more 

responsible than Mary Jane or Sonny because they are younger than you…so you be sure to take care of that flashlight 

and don’t drop it, or  it’ll break the bulb.”  

Sonny was only a year younger than me and Mary Jane was three years younger, but I took what Momma told me, 

very seriously, because that was why ‘I’ had the flashlight, and they didn’t. 

Daddy always insisted we had to be on the road by 4 in the morning, ‘to avoid the ‘morning rush’ and get on line for 

the ferry to New Jersey. At that time of the morning there was no ‘rush hour’ and the ferries ran back and forth every 

fifteen minutes?   

We must have finally dozed off because when the alarm went off, the three of us jumped out of  bed and were just 

thrilled  we didn’t’ have to get dressed, We ran in the bathroom and washed our face and ignored the bowls of hot 

oatmeal Ann had waiting with brown sugar and a lump of butter in the middle, we were much too excited to eat. We 

volunteered to carry down whatever Momma wanted to go down to the car, she gave us the little boxes and she carried 

the bigger boxes and they all went on the back seat. On every trip, she did the same thing, she never left any room for 

us.  She slid the suitcases in back of the front seats, and that left  no  place for our legs to hang down, and we hated 

having to sit on top of the boxes! 

The boxes were filled with things Momma was bringing to her family because made sure everyone got a gift, every 

time she went home. It didn’t matter to them, if it was new or old, as long as it was from Myrtle, they were happy to 

get it. It didn’t take long before we soon lost all our steam, from climbing up and down five flights of stairs, only the 

food still had to go down. 

Daddy stood in the kitchen drinking his breakfast, a half a quart of whiskey and in the kitchen sink, he had a half a 

block of ice because he couldn’t put it in the bathtub, because it was filled with all the paraphernalia he used to make 

his whiskey and beer. 

He folded a bath towel in half and threw it over his shoulder, picked up the piece ice and carried it downstairs and let it 

sit on the sidewalk close to the car.  Being  it was July, it started to melt and  he used a very sharp ice pick, and 

chipped chunks of ice off. He’d scooped it up with his hands and cover his beer all neatly lined up in the bottom of the 

big metal ice box. It was strapped to the chrome luggage rack on the back of the car., because cars didn’t have any 

trunks back then.  

Momma insisted we had to eat our oatmeal even if it was cold. We didn’t feel like eating, but we ate it. Momma didn’t 

trust us to carry the food down.so she did it because it had to go in the big cooler When we opened it for her and she 

saw it was filled with beer again, after all the arguments they had about it every year. she demanded Daddy take it out 

and only leave four bottles in there. He sniffed,  “I’m not taking my beer out, I want it to be cold!”  He walked away 

and lit a cigarette, and Momma was so mad because she had all this food and he didn’t leave her any room!   

She yelled at him, “You made sure you got your beer in, didn’t you? And where am I suppose to put all this food I 

made for the trip?”  He took a few puffs on his cigarette and flipped the ashes on the sidewalk and  reached in his vest 

pocket and took out his pocketwatch, and stared at her saying , “I hope you are watching the time?” By then Momma 

was furious. When she saw he was under the hood of the car, rechecking the water in the radiator. the oil and the 

cables to  the battery, she was taking his beer out fast and sticking the bottles down in the boxes on the back seat.  And 

in went the potato salad, cold chicken, a one layer chocolate cake with bitter chocolate icing, in the pan and covered 

with wax paper and two glass milk bottles filled with ice tea, knowing full well, sooner or later he was going to 

discover what she did.  

. 

The trip to Towanda was 211 miles, but it was  one detour after the other. We never got to Aunt Vina’s until around 

seven or eight oclock, that is, if nothing went wrong with the borrowed car. It usually did and many a time, we had to 
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sit in a dirty garage for what seemed like hours, or we’d walk down the road and back, while they fixed the problem. 

And it was Momma that paid the bill, and paid for all the gas too. If it rained and we were on a dirt road, we would get 

stuck in the mud, along with the other cars. Everyone would be looking around for a big piece cardboard or some 

boards to put under the tires to get some traction. That did the trick and Daddy used what the guy in front of him left , 

and we’d get out of the muddy rut, until the next one came along.. 

 

                                                
 

 

Why Momma and Daddy ever took their vacations together, I don’t know. All they ever did was fight and argue and 

make one another misereable.  

They stayed the week of the Fourth of July, but had to get back because Momma was working in Wilton, Connecticut 

and Daddy worked for Sheffield Farms, delivering milk with a horse and wagon ,up in Washington Heights. It wasn’t 

until a few years later that Sheffield Farms had open trucks to deliver the milk 

By 1937,  Prohibition had been over for four years but the Depression continued on. Daddy got fired for using 

company money to pay his gabmling debts, after being with Sheffield Farms for fifteen years. Being he was such a 

good worker,  they kept giving him another chance to pay back the money he was short of every week, but the amount 

he owed, didn’t get less, it kept getting bigger.  He used the money he collected on his route to pay his gambling debts 

and it took a while to pay them back what he ‘borrowed’. But, it didn ‘t stop, he kept using the money that should have 

been turned in so many times, that  they finally had to fire him. 

Jobs were  hard to find and o one would hire Daddy, when they found out ‘why’ he had been fired on his last job. Aunt 

Rose and Uncle Barney owned a bar in Yonkers, and they felt sorry for him and tjhey decided, to  let him work for 

them, as their bar tender.  

 

He promised them faithfully, he would never touch their money or liquor. In the beginning he did behave himself, but 

what a mistake it was to put Daddy behind a bar in with all that liquor and all that money in the cash register. the way 

he gambledhecoudlnt resist’ borrowing someof it.  They hated  to do it, but they had no choice but to let him go. 

I remember how Momma cried, when she heard what he had done, because  she was so embarrassed, that he dared do 

such a terrible thing to his sister, knowing how good she always was to him and to us. 

 

                                                                *             *             * 
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When we were on the farm we liked to run around with no shoes on. Aunt Vina and her two girls, Dorothy and Shirley 

used toshake their heads at us and laugh/ They could not imagine why anyone would want to go around with no shoes 

on?  

It felt  good ito us, coming from the city where we had only sidewalks They would stand at the window and watch us, 

laughing to see us ‘city kids’ standing out in the rain and getting all wet. We’d look for mud puddles on the side of the 

road and we’d step in the middle of it in our bare feet. We loved to feel the silky mud oozing up between our toes,. 

while Aunt Vine an her daughters would be standing on the porch, making a face and turning away,  because they 

couldn’t stand watching the mud going between our toes..  

 

Aunt Vina would  be  holding her apron up in front of her face, and laughing while she is telling us, “I can’t bear 

watching you kids but just make sure you wash your feet off, before you come inside.”  She would leave a small white 

enamel basin of water on the back porch steps, with a couple of raggedy old towels to dry off our feet. Aunt Vina 

seemed to enjoy seeing us do those silly things,probably because her children would never do what  we did.                                                    

Ever since we were little, we spent every summer with Aunt Vina, so we were quiteused to not having electricity or 

running water, but the one thing we never got used to was the ‘out-house’, and hving totear off pages of last year’s 

Sears & Roebucks catalog, for toilet paper.!  

The wood on the outhouse was a silver grey, and like the barn, it was never painted,. The wood wnet up an down and 

it was warped, and had little knot hole where you could see out. The door had a quarter of a moon cut-out at the top 

and when we were in there, our eyes were glued on that little opening because we were afraid someone might peek in, 

and we were out in the middle of nowhere! Once itwas dark, there was no way they could make us go to the out-house.  

Usually, August, was unbearably hot. We could go swimming, but it was a long walk down the mountain to get to 

Buttermilk Falls.  Shirley had to come with us, because Aunt Vina never let us go dpwm there alone. What a beautiful 

sight it was to see all that water rushing down the off the mountain, and bubbling and hurrying over the moss covered 

rocks and end up in the swimming hole. It was ice cold and we had to inch our way in the water until we got ued to it. 

There was a canopy of branches up over us, and all around were big trees so we never got sun burnedwhen we were 

there. But we were already tan from running around in the fields every day. I never fogot how peaceful and quiet it 

was there, with the birds singing, and the constant rippling of the water falling down over the moss covered rocks. We 

were usually the only ones there. We really dreading  the thought of the long climb up the mountain in the hot sun, 

when it was time for us to go back , and  I remember it being so hot I was wishing we had never gone to Buttermilk 

Falls.  

 

1930 … BRINGING IN THE HAY  

MOMMA 30,  JOHNNY 10, AARON  33  

ON WAGON …  LILY 27,  MARY JANE 2 , 

SONNY WITH HAT 5,  ROSE 6,  DOROTHY 15 AND ROSEANNA 4, 
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Standing.in the field in front of Aunt Vina’s house, and notice the rumps of the two plow horses, Queenie and Betsy.  

We had so fun whenwe were there. We never knew what ti was to be  bored.  Sometimes, we would go under the old 

apple tree, and I would hold up Roseanna or Mary Jane, so they could rech up and pick some green apples for us. Aunt 

Vina would come out wiping her hands on her apron to warn us, “You kids better not eat them green apples,  you’ll get 

a stomach ache and the runs if you do.”. We did and we got a belly ache and the runs from eating green apples. And 

for heavens sakes, don’t give Betsy or Queenie any of those green apples.” 

Sonny didn’t want to be with us girls, he’d tag along with his cousin John, when he went to work at  Mc Morans dairy 

farm, down the road. We stayed way from there because they had a big mean ferocious bull that would break out of his 

pen and gore one of the boys, and when we heard him bellow and roar, we were so scared he got loose and would 

come up the hill after us. The Mc Morans had a big heard of cows they took the milk to a co-op in town, and sold it 

and every morning we woke up hearing the milk cans rattling in back of the truck, when they went by.  

 

 

When Aunt Vina decided she wanted to go blackberry picking, she would invite us girls, Roseanna, Mary Jane and 

me, to go with her. She’d put on a cotton bonnet she had made, and wear one of Uncle Henry’s old long sleeve shirts, 

and give each of us a shiny metal pail with wire handles, she got maple syrup in.  

We walked across the road and into the woods, and it was spooky and dark in there because there were so many tall 

pine trees in there that you couldn’t see the sky and I just loved the smell of the pine trees. It was eerily quiet in there, 
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almost like being in church. Tthe only sound were all kinds of birds singing. 

When we came to where the berry bushes were,  there were no trees,only black berry bushes and sun was shining on 

them. Aunt Vina was thrilled and told us,  “Look at how big and juicy the berries are this year! ”  There were dried up 

brown needles everywhere, and we walked on top of them and they were as soft as  carpet.  They had accumulated on 

the ground  for years and yeras. I was leery about going deeper in the woods,  we knew there were bears in there 

because.Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin told us, if we ever ventured into those woods, there were bears in there that were 

so big, they would eat us up. We believed them because. when I went black berry picking with Momma and Gramma, 

a big black bear chased us all the way down the mountain, because he wanted the berries Momma had, because she 

was the one carrying two big  pails of berries.   

We ate more than we picked and in no time our pailes were filled and Aunt Vina sighed, “I guess we have enough for 

a couple of pies for dinner and tomorrow I’ll make some jam for your mother, Myrtle loves my blackberry jam.”  We 

were glad to get back, because our arms and legs were covered with bites and long bloody scratches that stung and 

hurt, and we felt just miserable. Aunt Vina had the three of us sit on the porch steps, and she dabbed a paste of baking 

soda and water all over us, and it felt so good.      

In the summer they had droughts and we learned to be careful how much water from we pumped up from the cistern 

and put in the basin to wash our face and hands. Still every Saturday afternoon, everyone took a bath in the water from 

the cistern, that was collected from the rain and saved.. Aunt Vina took her bath first, and when we saw her door 

closed, we knew her bedroom was ‘off limits’ for the duration. Dorothy was the oldest, so she was in charge and she 

carried the square galvanized tub upstairs, and Shirley brought two tea kettles filled with hot water, and we helped and 

carried a pail of cold water, and the soap.  

The middle bedroom was where we slept, and it was big, and it had a a flowered linoleum rug on the floor, . where we 

took turns to have our baths in the middle of  theroomDorothy put a big towel on thefloor, and the cold water went in 

first, Shirley added some hot water and if it wasn’t warm enough, she added a little more  We had to stand up in the 

water, because the wash tub was too small to sit in. We went according to age in the tub,  and as one came out, the 

next one went in and we all  bathed in the same water. We stayedin the room in the back and waited our turn.  

Dorothy being the oldest, went first. When she finished she got dressed and opened the door and handed the bar of 

soap to Shirley with the now moist towel, and Shilrey was in charge of the big tea kettle with  hot water, and she 

would added a litte more hot water in. I went next, then Sonny and Lily bathed Roseanna and Mary Jane together.   

Dorothy and Shirley washed their hair in the kitchen, in the white metal basin that sat on a table in the corner. They 

always had permanents, and  used a vinegar to rinse to make their hair shine.  

The water had to be  pumped up from the cistern, a big tank buried underground. All the rain that ran off the roof and 

into the gutters, went down a drain pipe and into the tank. They always had to be careful of how much water we used. 

In the summer they had droughts, and they had to carry  water out to the garden. We liked to help and ladle out water 

on each plant, and it had toe done in the late afternoon, until it rained again. And the Mc Moran’s dropped of cans of 

water so they would have drinking water,and we had to use it sparingly.   

When I was thirteen, after I had washed my hair one day, Shirley showed me how to roll my hair up in curlers. When 

we went to town that night, and  I saw myself in the mirror, I loved how I looked whenI combed my hair out. Saturday 

night, was whemwe went to the barn dances.  

Whenever Aunt Vina went to town, she had a list. The first place she liked to go with us girls, was to Grant’s 5 & 10.  

Sonny had gone with John and his band.. She would buya ten cent bag of gum drops, and give them to us and we 

counted them out and shared them evenly, and our fingers would be all stcky from the sugar on the gum drops.The 

weekly grocery shopping was done last, and we helped carry the bags and put them in the trunk of the car, then Uncle 

Henry left  to go see some of his friends he saw in town. 

Aunt Vina walked along the sidewalk, crowded with people, coming and going,  and she’d stop and talk to a couple of 

her lady friends and tell them, “You remember Rose and Mary Jane,  Myrtle’s two little girls?.” They would make a 

big fuss over us, and one of them had to say,”Why, yes! They live in New York City. Well, to tell you the truth,  I’d 

never want my girls to grow up in a place like that?”Aunt Vina ignored the remark andwalked on. She’d take us in the 

ice cream parlor and buy each of us a double scoop of ice cream, the cone had  two holes one for each flavor ice 
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cream.. We licked it fast, to keep it from running down our arms, but it tasted so good.as we continued along and 

looked in the windows  Aunt Vina would meet another group of ladies, and they’d talk. because Towanda was a town 

where one generation after the other had goneto school together and everyone knew everyone else’s business and 

everything else they weren’t suppose to know.. I don’t think anyone ever moved away, except  Momma,and yet every 

women we met  knew who Momma was.. 

Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry were so good to us, after they finished with their weekly food shopping, we’d get back in 

the car and every Saturday night they would take us to  Silver Lake to a barn dance. Uncle Henry was so funny when 

he got out on the floor, always clowning around. He would danced every dance, and Aunt Vina sat there laughing at 

him.  

Once we learned how to dance, we danced until we couldn’t move. Dorothy’s boyfriend from high school, Andy 

Phelps, picked her up and Shirley, because there was no room in Uncle Henry’s car, with all us kids. Andy played in 

the band and our cousin Johnny played the guitar and everyone would clalp, when he’d get ready to sing into the 

microphone,  “You are my Sunshine, and The Red River Valley.”  The crowd kept clapping and telling him to sing it 

again, and Aunt Vina sat there and was so proud to see how popular he was, and so handsome too 

The barn dances were held in a big wooden building, overlooking the lake with a big wide veranda that wrapped 

around the outside of it, and that was where everyone danced, and.it was  especially beautiful when the moon was 

shining on the lake, it was something you would only see in the movies. John called the square dances and we were 

fascinated seeing him up on the stage playing the guitar and hearing his voice coming from the speakers around the 

room. It was so different from Friday nights, when they got together to practice for Saturday night. 

They would meet in one another’s houseon the hill, and  the neighbors were invited to come and hear them play their 

banjos, violins and guitars. We sat on the floor because there was never enough chairs to go around, and we watched 

everyone square dance in a every small living room.  

Everyone had acres and acres of land, so there was plenty of space between the farms, so no one could complain about 

hearing loud  music. Uncle Henry and Aunt Vina always went to the rehearsals,  and lne of the boys would get a chair 

for her, as soon as she walked in. 

I never had the courage to get out on the floor to dance, until one Saturday night, Uncle Henry dragged me out and 

handed me over to a young boy, and told me, “Now you have a partner to dance with.”  I was so embarrassed, but, I 

did learn to dance that night, to the left and to right, and realized the fun I had been  missing.  I sat down beside Aunt 

Vina an was exhausted, , but Uncle Henry never got tired.  He danced every dance. Aunt Vina laughed at me and how 

I was sweating and she opened her pocketbook and give us girls money to buy ourselves an ice cold cherry soda, and 

asked that we bring one back for John, but she never drank any soda.  

We sat on the benches that went all around the entire pavilion, withour backs were to the lake, sipping our soda and 

watched Uncle Henry clowning around out on the floor.Aunt Vina was watching him too,  and she would laugh and 

say, “Look at him, he sure loves to dance.”  

Then he’d come over and try and pull her out on the floor and she would quietly remind him in a soft whisper, “Henry! 

Now you know very well, I don’t dance, so leave me be and let me sit here and watch you have a good time.” She’d sit 

down and look so prim and proper with her white crochet gloves on, and  pearls around her neck and be so happy he 

was having a good time. 

 

                                                         *             *           * 

  

Every summer Mrs. Hardon invited us to spend two weeks with Momma in Wilton, and we did, but we couldn’t wait 

to get on the Greyhound bus and go back to Aunt Vina’s. We liked being in Wilton, except we had to dressed up and 

be so careful, we didn’t get dirty. We hd two very nice friends and the five of us  played baseball together nmd hide-

and-seek in back of Mrs. Hardon’s property, or we’d go next door to Norman’s house and his mother would mke a big 

p;itchr of lemonade when we played a game of croquet on the front lawn. When Norman’s two older sisters, came 

home from college, they  had a tennis court on the side of their house, and they would try and teach us how to play but 

for some reason we couldn’t get the hang of it. 
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 Norman was Martin Ficke’s best friend from school. His mother and father were deaf and dumb, but their two boys 

could speak and hear.  Norman’s father was the minister of the church  that Mrs. Hardon belonged to, across the road 

from her house.  We remained friends for years after,  and continued writing one another,  after Mrs. Hardon died on 

December 9, 1939. During WWII Martin (Cookie) came to see us in New York,in 1944,  the day before he was being 

sent overseas,   for the D-Day Invasion, and Cookie was killed in France,  the first week he landed there.  

 

I know we didn’t realize how fortunate we were,  we could spent our summers with Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry, and 

be in a house with such a loving couple, they really loved one another, and  we never heard them fight or argue. Uncle 

Henry didn’t feel the least bit embarrassed when he would grab Aunt Vina and give her a hug and a kiss, and lift her 

up into the air, and she’d be yelling at him, ”Henry, you silly old fool, put me down!” She pretended to be pushing him 

away, but we knew she loved it. What wonderful memories we have of  them.  

 

It was a sad day when Aunt Vina had to call Momma, and tell her that Uncle Henry just died.  

 

It was in December of 1960.  They drove into  town with a big list, to do their Christmas shoppin nd prked along the 

street.. Aunt Vina was getting out of the car, and Uncle Henry was putting the dime in the slot for parking, and  saw 

him clutching at his heart, sheran to him and tried to hold  him up, but he slumped to the ground.  She screamed to the  

people walking by, to call an ambulance, but i t was too late, he died in her arms before they got there..   

 

A few years later, their oldest daughter Dorothy died suddenly in 1965, and their son John  died  a few years later, 

and their youngest daughter, Roseanna died suddenly in 1995. They all died from the same defect in the heart, 

suddenly and with no warning, they were gone. 

                                                            

Every Sunday it seemed Aunt Vina had company for dinner. He had her four children, the three of us,  Lily and Aaron 

too, everyday she had to cook three times a day for eleven people, and stillloved to have compny fordinner on Sunday.  

She never complained, but she did have Lily, Dorothy and Shirley to help her, and she never had to tell them what to 

do, they just did it.  

 

The old farm house then,  was over two hundred years old. They had a cupboard under the staircase and she kept her 

good dishes in there, on the shelves.  The doors in the house didn’t have door knobs, they all had old fashioned, 

wrought iron latches that were very noisy nd you pushed down on them to release the lock, to go in or out..  

 

The children ate in the kitchen with Aaron and Lily.and we would hear them laughing inside and it was.usually Uncle 

Leo and Uncle Ervin, teasing Shirley or Dorothy. When the adults ate in the dining room, Aunt Vina  liked to fuss and 

put someflowers in themiddleon the starched white tablecloth that had crocheted lace around the edge, and matching 

napkins went beside her ‘good ‘china plates’.Dorothy  lined up the china coffee cups and cake plates on the sideboard, 

so they would be ready for dessert.  

 

 When everyone finished eating, the tables were cleared the women did the dishes and the men went out on the back 

porch to smoke, and we would sit with them. The big shiny silver kettle that sat on the back of the wood stove, was 

simmering and always had hot water in it. The dishes were put in a pan of  hot water and rinsed, then the  pots were 

washed, rinsed, dried and everything put back on shelves that were on the wall,  going down the cellar, there were no 

such thing as kitchen cabinets. 

 

 Then the women joined the men, because Uncle Ervin and Uncle Leo would be out there telling us one story after the 

other, while we sat in the porch steps listening. In the late afternoon, there was always a nice breeze blowing and I 

remember while we were sitting on that porch, I could look off in the distance.and see the beautiful soft green rolling 

mountains that seemed as though they went t  on and on, and we could see the valley down below and the cars on the 
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state road appeared so small, they looked like ants hurrying by.  

 

When it was story time, and we had heard the same stories many times before, we still loved hearing about all the 

trouble Momma used to get into, when she was growing up. They would sit there  and smoke their cigarettes, and slap 

their knees and laugh out loud, as they remembered what their lives were like, when they were growing up in 

Wysox/Myersberg.  

 

Aunt Vina enjoyed hearing those stories too, being she was adopted she didn’t grow up with Momma, Leo and Ervin. 

When the family moved to Wysox, she lived and went to school in Hornel, New York, and her life with Aunt Vina 

was very different, from theirs.. She was brought up in a nice house in town, attended a Catholic School,  had a closet 

of beautiful dresses, and her very own room and it was filled with dolls, cribs and a doll carriage, but she said, with all 

that Aunt Vine gave her, all she ever wanted was to go back home and be with her family and her sister Myrtle.  

 

Uncle Leo knew how to tilt his chair way back and balance himself on the two back legs, and say ”Bet you kids never 

knew the trouble your mother got into when she was a kid and lived in Myersberg. Why Ma would get beat black and 

blue almost every day of the week, but it never did any good, because the next day she’d run off and do whatever she 

wanted anyhow. She had to be the biggest dare devil that ever lived because she was not afraid to try anything. In fact, 

did you know she almost got killed three times and she nearly drowned Ervin and me in the creek in back of our 

house, when we had a real bad spring flood one year, sometime around 1912 or 1913.”  

 

They would have Aunt Vina laughing so hard, but we didn’t believe what they said about Momma, because we knew 

Momma would never do any of those crazy things they said she did.When we asked Aunt Vina,  she nodded and said, 

“Yes, I’’m afraid all those stories about Myrtle, are true.”  

 

Uncle Ervin would say, “So you kids don’t believe your mother did those kind of things? Well let me tell you what she 

did to Leo and me one day when. she was around nineteen. You do know, she was working for Mrs. Eggleston, back 

then, and they spent their summers in Wysox.  Well, that summer we worked hard to save enough money so we could 

buy a brand new motorcycle that we saw in town. We finally made enough money and we bought it and drove it 

home..  

 

After church that same Sunday, Leo and me were standing on the side of the road telling our neighbor about it, when 

we saw Myrtle go by in the  Eggleston’s horse and carriage. We waved to her and she turns in our driveway. When she 

gets out, she is wearing this long, fancy flowery sheer dress and she has on a big round straw hat and we always 

laughed at her because she wore such fancy city clothes. She tied the horse up to a tree andsaw Lily point to Mildred’ s 

house, because she probably asked her where Ma was?” 

 

 “While we stood there talking, we were watching Myrtle. When we goes to sit down on the rocking chair on the front 

porch, she spots our new motorcycle we had parked on the side the shed.” 

 “She goes over and looks it over, lifts up her fancy dress and sitson the brand new black leather seat. Then she takes a 

hold of the handle bars, and she is smiling and so happy. We could tell from the look on her face. she is trying to 

figure out how she can make it to go? Now remember, Myrtle was never on a motorcycle before, so she doesn’t know 

a damn thing about them. With one foot, she starts backing it out onto the driveway, and her other foot is on the 

ground, so it don’t fall over and she turns it around, but she is looking all around on it, because can’t find out, how to 

start it.”  

 

“Well, she found out alright,  and the next thing we know she  takes off on our motorcycle,  like a scalded pig, and she 

is going down the driveway and managed to turn onto the dirt road so fast, that we had to jump back because she was 

coming right at us. And that long sheer dress of her is  blowing all around and it blows up over her face, and then she 
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can’t see a thing.  She zooms past us and we see that big round straw hat goes cart-wheeling across the field and we 

hear her screaming. ‘Help me, Ervin … Leo!  I don’t know how to shut this thing off.”  

 

“Then Myrtle and our motorcycle slams right into a big oak tree, and we see she is laying on the ground and she is not 

moving. We all ran over to her and when she opens her eyes open, and she looks up at us, and we are so relieved that 

she only knocked herself out and she has a big cut on her forehead and blood is running down her face and all over the 

fancy dress. We were so worried about Myrtle,, we forgot about our motorcycle, and decided we better go get Ma!  

We get her up on her feet and ask her, ”You alright? ” and she groans, “I think I am …all I know is my head hurts .’ 

When we saw our new motorcycle, all the pity we had for Myrtle was gone. We figured it would never run again. We 

pushed it home, and Myrtle was so unconcerned, she goes  looking for her hat and never says she’s sorry for what she 

did, all she cared about was that damn hat of hers.  We propped our motorcycle up against the shed, and the screen 

door flew open, and when Ma sees what happened to it, she starts screaming at us. We backed away from her and tried 

to tell her,. ‘We didn’t do it, Myrtle did it.”  

 

 “That was all she had to hear and when she sees Myrtle coming up the driveway, she starts in yelling at her, ‘ I want 

you to know you are going  to have to pay for what you did to that motorcycle, and it is going  to cost a lot of money 

to get that thing fixed,  if it ever runs again.’ ”   

 

Myrtle paid the bill, but it wasn’t as bad as we thought, the tire and the front fender got the worst of it, we got a new 

tire and a new fender, it was like new again.”  

 

                                                            *            *            *   

 

During the Depression, times were hard for everyone and Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry grew most of their food in the 

garden, and they had lots of chickens, so we we had eggs for breakfast every morning, and rarely a bowl of cereal 

because we didn’t like warm milk from the cow, we wer so usetoicecoldmilk at home.  There were always old hens 

that stopped laying, and Aunt Vina had her eye on them for Sunday dinner,  They had meat on Sundays, and we had 

meat everyday at home, except on Friday, we had to eat fish or we had to tell the priest in confession, because it was 

considered a sin to eat meat on any Friday.  

Sundays mornings, Uncle Henry got up early so he could go out in the fields and shoot two woodchucks for dinner. He 

would hang them on the back porch and cut asround their feet and pull their skin off and cleaned the insides out befor 

he gave them to Aunt Vina. She cooked them the samew ay as grammadid, she let tem soakd in salt water awhile then 

she put them in a big pot abd they would cook while she was at  church. They were very tough, and they had to cook 

for hours, compared to the old chickens she made soup with. The meat of the woodchuck when she got finished with 

them  was delicious and she made white gravy to go on our potatoes.  Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin used to lick their 

plates, when she had woodchucks for dinner, and we’d sit there staring at them, because we were not allowed to lick 

our plates, but they did.  

That was when  Uncle Evin was married to Aunt Laura, but we rarely saw her.They lived in Gramma’s house in 

Meyerberg  with their son Junior/ Uncle Leo lived in Harrisburg,  since he was a State Trooper,  he was stationed there 

in Harrisburg, and like Momma,  he always called Aunt Vina’s house his home. I remember in 1936, he came to our 

house  in New York and married a school teacher from Harrisburg, and Momma decorated the living room with 

wedding bells and made a beautiful wedding cake for them. Later on they had a son Rodney, but the  marriage ended 

in a divorce, and  Momma stayed in touch with her for years after their divorce. 

We hated when Labor Day week-end, came around, it meant Momma and Daddy was coming to get us. Leaving we 

would be bawling and hanging on to AuntVina and she would be hugging and telling us how she was going to miss us. 

She would be wiping her eyes when we got in the car and when Daddy started down the dirt road, we’d be kneeling on 

the back seat sobbing and l waving to her because we did not want to go home, we loved it there. 

We were very lucky tht, we lived in a neighborhood where the women not only cared for their children, they kept their 
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eye on all the children, that played in front of the stoop, or  in the park,  If they saw us doing something wrong,, they 

would scold us, and  tell Momma what we did.   

Momma listened to what they had to say, then she ask us what happened. If she thought we needed to be reprimanded, 

she would do it, but most of the time she disregarded what they told her, unless she felt it was important enough that 

she should talk to us about it.  

Lived on the upper westside of  Manhattan, there were many interesting places for us to see. One nickel took us 

uptown, downtown, eastside, westside … And four out of five boroughs, the Bronx, Queens or Brooklyn with a thin 

paper transfer. We could not use it to get on the  Staten Island ferry, that cost another nickel. The ferry was way 

downtown, the last stop on the subway, called, the Battery. It was a historical landmark at the very end of 

Manhattan.When we lived it was  two blocks east of the Hudson River and one block east of Broadway, between 134th 

and 135th Streets. It was close the subway,  trolley and Fifth Avenue bus. 

We knew every family on the block, even their relatives that came to visit. I don’t remember anyone ever moving 

away, unless they got dispossessed,  married or died. Being it was the Depression, so many families got dispossessed, 

and we’d see them and their furniture sitting on the curb, and we would feel so bad for them.   

When our friends came to call for us, they’d ring the bell in the vetibule, and go back outside and look up at our 

window and I’d tell them, ”Be right down.” We’d go to the park and play basketball or go roller skating. Sometimes 

we skipped rope around the corner on the 134th Street, in the middle of the street. It was a side street and  it was 

narrow.and the boys used to sit on the curb and keep telling us,  ‘to hurry up’,  they wanted play a game of stick ball 

because that section was flat, and further down that street became a steep hill that went down to Broadway. 

When I was in high school, I’d baby-sat for some of the mothers to make a little money, then I could rent a bike, like 

my girlfriends did. We’d go down along Riverside Drive, and follow the  winding paths that went for miles, under big 

sprawling trees.  Sitting on the benches were men and women from nearby apartment houses, sunning themselves 

while they read their newspapers, or they would just sit there and talk to one another   

A big stone wall separated the park from the West Side highway down below, and  prevented kids from getting hurt by 

going on the highway or playing along the treacherous Hudson River. We would go uptown or downtown because the 

same park followed the river  up to the George Washington Bridge, and it went wway downtown.  Around Eighty-

sixth street, there was an outdoor roller skating rink and it was free. It was always crowded with young and old people, 

enjoying themselves as they skated round and round to music.. It was a long ways from where we lived, but, we had 

such a good time there, after we learned to keep in step with the other people that were there.    

One Sunday my friends and I decided to walk way uptown and before we knew it, we were at 182nd Street, by the 

George Washington Bridge. We looked at one another and said, “Let’s walk across the bridge.”. and we walked over 

to the New Jersey side,  but were we tired, and we still had to walk home. The next day, we could hardly move, we 

were so stiff 

 

                                                            *           *           *  

 

Growing up, it was an unwritten law, you did not repeat what went on in your house, not even to your best friend.  I 

never did. but, I was aware that none of friends had a horrible father like we did, and none of their mothers had to g to 

work and live away from home like Momma did.. It alwaysbothered me,  especially when I’d be in my friend’s house, 

and see her mother  in the kitchen. I’d  find myself  wishing my mother could be home like that, but it never happened. 

We loved when Sunday afternoons rolled around,  but we dreaded Sunday nights. It  meant Daddy and Momma were 

going to have another fight. Momma would argue she was sick and tired of seeing him drunk and demand he give her 

any money to help run the house.  

Once they started yelling, we ran in our room and sort of closed the door just enough so we could peek out through the 

crack and see what was going on. We were always so afraid that Daddy might hurt Momma. Sonny … was all of ten 

years old … and he would stick out his chest and assure my sister and me, “If Daddy dares to hit Momma, I’m going 

tp gp out there and I’m gonna  beat him up! ‘And of course, we believed him!  

Daddy was a strange and cruel man. He enjoyed punishing us for no reason. It seemed to made him feel important to 
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know he was in control of his three frightened children, that were scared to death of him, and he liked that.. There 

were nights, we would demand we stand in front of him with our heads up and our hands down to our sides, and we 

were not allowed move or talk. 

We had to stay like that for long periods of time, while he sat there watchng us,  and we 

D be so happy when we’d see him nod off  for a few seconds, and his eyes would open wide and he would look at us, 

and  terrorize us with th big stick he had.  waiting for one of us to dare talk or move, so he could whack us with it. His 

eyes would be glazed over and fire red and he could hardly hold his head up he was so drunk. We would wait and 

when wesaw his head go down, down, down, and we were absolutely sure he was asleep, we’d run to our beds and 

pull the covers up over our heads, praying he wouldn’t wake up and drag us out in the dining room again.  

 

No one realized Daddy was losing his mind then, because of a;; the whiskey he drank for years.  

During Prohibition, when liquor was outlawed, every man knew where there was a  ‘speak-easy. Daddy drankand 

made hisown whiskey inour bathtub.. Saturday night we usually took our baths, and we couldn’t get in the  bathtub.. 

Anna had to bathe usout  in the kitchen. 

 

We wouldn’t take ourclothes off until she hung the tablecloth on the string Momma put across the opening of the 

kitchen door, becausebeing  it was next to the front door, we were afraid  someone came in, they might see our ‘naked 

bodies’,. What we didn’t realize, was while we were taking our baths, everyone in the back could look in the kitchen 

window and see us.. When it was chilly out, Anna put the gas oven on and kept the door never took a bath, so he didn’t 

care,  he continued to make his beer and whiskey, even after the Proibition law was repealed in 1933, and we had to 

take our baths in the kitchen open while she’d help us climb up on the chair and help us bet in the narrow stationary 

tub..  Momma bathed where she worked, and she reminded Anna, we had to take our baths on Saturday night Daddy 

Every apartrments had stationary tubs in the kitchen. They were small, and not meant to be used as bathtubs. Made of 

slate, they were about 2’ X 2’ with hot and cold water faucets and a drain, and it stood about 24 inches up off the floor, 

next to the sink. Four sturdy metal legs held it up and the front slanted back to accommodate the washboard. So it 

made the bottom narrow and hardly any room for us to sit in it.. It was designed for the washboard, and it made life 

easier for  the women to bend over and scrub the clothes up and down to get them clean. They were rinsed and hung 

out on a clothesline that was attached to the kitchen window. 

Every Mondays, it was a sight to see all the clothes out on the lines in the back alleys, blowing in the breeze. In the 

winter, they would freeze and get stiff, Anna had a had time trying to bring them in and hang them on a line in the hall, 

off the kitchen 

The stationary tub was so narrow, it was not easy to sit in.  Anna bathed Mary Jane first and used a bar smelly 

Kirkman’s brown soap to wash her and  her long blond hair and she rinsed her hair off with the bath water. In the 

winter, Anna wrapped a big bath towel around Mary Jane while she dried her hair, .so she wouldn’t get a chill..Her 

flannel night gown was over a chair in front of the open oven and she’d slip it over her head and have her sit in front of 

the warm oven, so she wouldn’t catch a cold, because Mary Jane’s lungs were very delicate. 

It seemed every year she was in the hospital for a few weeks  with a fever and bronchitis and then it turned into 

pneumonia and a couple of times she had double pneumonia, (both lungs).  

Anna held my hand,  when I climbed up on the chair and stepped down into the narrow tub, but. I would insisted  I 

wash my own hair but Anna would insist, she had to towel-dry it, so we didn’t go to bed with a wet head. I loved 

getting into a warm nightgown, that Anna had ready for us, then we’d run inside and get under the heavy quilts Aunt 

Vina made us and go to sleep.  

 

                                                       *          *           * 

 

In the early Thirties, as young as I was, I remembered one Sunday Daddy left with his friends to go to  a baseball game 

up at City College  As soon as he was gone, Momma went though the closet and the drawers, to find every bottle of 

whiskey he hadl. Then she stood them in the kitchen sink.and pulled athe corks out, and  poured the whiskey down the 
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drain and threw all the empty bottles down the dumbwaiter. But, Daddy came home sooner than Momma had 

expected. When he walked in and saw what she was doing, his face turned beet red and he ran in and grabbed her hand 

and tried to wrench the last two bottles from our of her hands, but, she was faster than he ever was, and she dumped 

the last of the whiskey down the drain. He was fuming, he was so mad when she saw what she had done.What a fight 

they had over that.  

Momma ended up crying again. He didn’t care! The next day, while she was at work, he brorrowedk a couple of 

bottles from a friend  and went back to making more whiskey in the bathtub.I often think about those days, because 

Daddy not only ruined his life, he ruined Momma’s life and our lives too. He was such a bully the way he would 

terrorize us at night. We’d be shaking in our shoes and waiting for him to hit us with the big stick he kept in the corner. 

Who would have thought there would come a day, he’d be taken away in a straight-jacket and put in a Veteran’s 

mental hospital for the rest of his life. 

I never felt sorry for him. But ita lways  bothered me, why Momma put up with him . All they ever did, was fight, 

They had a horrible troubled marriage and when I think of all the tears Momma shed over him not giving her any 

money to help with the bills,  what good did it do?  He still did whatever he wanted to do. She could never change him 

because the only thing he wanted was his whiskey and beer.  

When his so called  friends came on Saturday nights to play cards,they stayed into the wee hours of the morning, 

because every Saturday was pay day..  They knew Daddy made his own whiskey, aso they were only too happy to 

come to our house.The dining room used to be filled with cigarette and cigar smoke, and their was money all over the 

table and big ash trays  They raided our ice box, and helped themselves to whatever was in there, and cut into a ham, 

sliced off chunks of cold chicken to make big thick sandwiches for themselves. Daddy saw what they were doing, ,but 

he didn’t care, because Momma paid for the food.  

The years went by, and I  started high school. One Sunday, we had been out all day with Momma and we had such a 

good time. As soon as she walked in, Daddy started fighting with her., She ended up getting so upet,  she ran in my 

room and laid on my bed, and was sobbing into my pillow. I sat down beside her and kept rubbing her back.because I 

felt so sorry for her and the miserable life she had because of Daddy.  

I asked her, “Momma, why do you keep putting up with him? Don’t you think it’s time you did something about it! 

Throw him out and don’t let him come back. It’s not fair we have to be here with such a horrible father.you’re not 

here,. so you don’t know how he treats us...and we have to live in fear of someonelike him, a drunk and a gambler? It’s 

not right”   

Momma cried, “Because I took a vow  when I got married! I can’t put him out!” 

I wasn’t afraid to remind  her, “Momma, I was there when you told Father Costello that same thing. You were 

standing in the hall with him and I heard him tell you, ‘Mrs.McArow, I amafraid some of your neighbors has been 

telling us how ourhusband  beats these poor children. .You have to  leave this man for the sake of your children. You 

know, his drinking is only going to get worse.”   I cried, “Vows or no vows, Momma,  it’s not right we are stuck here 

with him.”  

 

Obviously, Momma did not like hearing me say that, because she bit her lips and got up and went in the bathroom. 

Without saying a word, she  washed her face, powdered her nose and put on some lipstick on, took her pocketbook and 

kissed us.but she left crying! I never mentioned it again, and neither did she. But, nothing changed. 

Not every Sunday night was like that. sometimes we walked in, and we’d be so happy  to see Daddy was fast asleep in 

bed. After Momma heated up the supper Anna had left ready,  we ate in the kitchen.  Momma enjoyed visiting the sick 

and elderly women in the neighborhood, but she always had to drag me along, knowing I hated going in their houses.  

I had to go because she didn’t want to go alone.  

The mothers knew Momma was only home on Sunday nights, and we’d hear  a knock at the door and it was one of the 

mothers standing there, asking, “Is your mother home?” .Momma looked out to see who it was, and they would be 

embarrassed  to have to ask, if they could  borrow a dollar or two, because their baby or child was burning up with a 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          934 

 

high fever, and they had no money for the doctor to come to the house. Momma gladly gave it to them and would go 

back with them. and bring a bottle of alcohol to bathe the child with, to try and bring the temperature down, until the 

doctor arrived. The doctors then, carried the medicine they needed in their little black bags.  

When some of the mothers had no money to buy food, until their husbands got paid, they’d borrow a few two dollars 

from Momma and there was never a time they didn’t pay her back every penny, even if it was with nickels and dimes 

in a sealed envelope, it was paid. 

It was no wonder the women in the neighborhood, had such respect for ‘Mrs. Mc Arow’ whenever they met her on the 

street or when she walked past them by when they were on the stoop and tried to go upstairs, because they were 

always there gossiping. They respected her, and knew that Mrs McArow never gossiped, because Momma had  let 

them  know in a nice way ,that was one thing she did nor like  to do. Yet,, Anna, was  the biggest gossiper in the 

neighborhood. 

                                                               *         *          *  

 

Momma worked for Mrs. Hardon from September, 1930, until December of 1939. Momma was heart-broken when 

Mrs. Hardon died in her arms. Momma was so glad,, she got her wish,  and died in her beloved house in Wilton and 

not in a hospital.  

The following year,1940, Momma worked for Mrs. Kolman and her elderly mother, Rose Becker. They owned a pent 

house apartment on the tenth floor, at 75 East 55th Street and in the early spring the roof-top was all in bloom with 

beautiful flowers, trees and bushes but during the summer they went to Lake Placid to their summer home and stayed 

from Memorial Day until Labor Day, but Momma had to go with them. We went for a week or two, but of course, we 

couldn’t wait to leave so wecould go to Aunt Vina’s for the rest of the summer. 

Their house was on an island in the middle of the lake, and there was a huge deck built over the water where 

everyoneliked to sit and look out. They had two Chris Craft boats in the boat house, and their chauffeur Murray drove 

them back and forth to the mainland, to pick up company, mail and groceries that were put in lockers for them, until 

Murray got there. 

Mrs. Kolman’shouse was lon one island, and Kate Smith lived on the other island. Every Friday afternoon,  we used to 

stand on Mrs.Kolman’s pier so we could watch Ted Collin’s seaplane come in for a landing, and see I taxi down the 

middle of the lake and pulled into Kate Smith’s pier. We’d be jumping up and down and waving to him and he always 

waved back and would be laughing at uss,  seeing how excited we were to see his seaplane land in the middle of the 

lake.   

In December of 1941, WWII started and we were so proud that we knew Kate Smith, whenever we heard her sing, 

“GOD BLESS AMERICA” on the radio, and a few years later she had her own televion show, and we’d sit there and 

stare at her,  that we actually knew her. She talked to us when we were up at Lake Placid, and she’d go went paddling 

by in her canoe all alone, she was.very friendly and would ask us what we were doing and where we were from, and 

she always caution us to be very careful when we were swimming in the lake, with so many  motor boats zipping by, 

because a few summers ago, a  girl was killed because they didn’t see her.  

And she scolded Sonny, when she was going by because she saw how he was rocking the canoe back and forth until 

Mry Jane and I would fall out, and it was so hard to climb back in.   

One day when she was  in her canoe, and she stopped and introduce us to a young man that was with her, and told us, 

“We’re going for a picnic at the base of Whiteface Mountain/ this is my younger brother. Isn’t he handsome? He is 

staying with me awhile, but he is on leave and has to go back to his outfit! ” We were fascinated by his southern drawl 

when the spoke to us, and commented on how cold the water in the lake was, compared to where he came from.  

GRAMMA’ S HOUSE  

Grandpa died suddenly in the winter of 1928. He was up on the side of a mountain, cutting down a big hickory tree, 

when it fell the wrong way and pinned him underneath it. Everyone thought Gramma would never get over his death, 

knowing how they loved one another.  

She was very lonely, her children were married, and they all lived nearby, except for Myrtle/ She had Aaron and Lily 

to keep her company.and they helped around the house.Nine years went by, and in 1938, one of the ladies in her 
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church  introduced  her to her cousin, Bill Beckwith. Shetold her he was from Williamsport, and visiting her for a few 

days.  

He didn’t waste any time calling on Gramma, and the next thing she knew, he asked her to marry him. Gramma gladly 

accepted, when she heard  he had a big house and a big farm  in Williamsport, but it was in the middle of the state. She 

said she didn’t mind, because she was so sure, she was going to be living in the lap of luxury, if she married a man like 

that who had a nice big houseand a big farm! 

After, they got married he told her, “I am not taking Lily or Aaron back with me. I don’t need  two more mouths to 

feed.” That left Aaron and Lily with no place to go and no one in town wanted them.  Most people shied away from 

them, because they were afraid one day they ‘might catch what they had and they might never be able to speak again.’  

When Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry heard what Bill Beckwith said, they drove over to Gramma’s and got Aaron and 

Lily and let them know they would always have a home with them and  Gramma walked out of  her house, and went to 

Williamsport, as proud as could be. thinking she was going to have a wonderful life.   

Well It wasn’t long before Gramma had one of the neighbors write letters for her to Aunt Vina and to Momma, to let 

them to know, how unhappy she was, to come right  away and get her. That, he was killing her with all the work he 

was making her do on his farm. She begged them to send her some money so she could get on the bus and go back 

home, tshe was tired of working out in his fields, raising asparagus and  vegetables, so he could sell them at his stand 

on the side of the road. That  he refused to give her any money and put all of it in the bank under his name, and never 

gave her five cents for herself. 

When Momma was up at Aunt Vina’s for the Fourth, they talked about the letters they got, .but they didn’t believe a 

word she said..  Uncle Henry decided that maybe they should go to Williamsport, and see what was going on. We all 

went and it was a long,long ride to When Gramma  saw us pull in, she cried and hung on Momma and Aunt Vina, and 

pleaded with  

them to take her back with them. They refused to listen to her belly-aching’ as they called it., They thought Mr. 

Beckwith was a very nice man, the way he  showed them around on his lovely  farm and explained how he grew 

asparagus in black dirt and covered the tops with paper cones, and Gramma kept whispering to Momma,  “He is 

nothing but a mean old man! All he wanted me for, was to make a slave out of me. He is working me to death. When I 

complained, he told me I get three  meals a day and I have a roof over my head, what more do I want?” 

  

Momma and Aunt Vina decided Gramma was exaggerating and was probably homesick, because they happened to 

like Mr. Beckwith. They told her she was married to him and she had to stay. That was not what.Gramma expected to 

hear because she had no intention of staying with him. She was determined shewould  find a way to get back to her 

own house and started doing washing and ironing for some of the neighbors, and was surprised he actually let her keep 

the money.   She showed the neighbor how much he had saved, and asked her to let her know when she had enough so 

she could get on the bus. Then she packed her bag and left Williamsport.  

Then Momma and Aunt Vina gota letters from the same neighbor in Williamsport, telling them that they know that 

Mr.Beckwith is mistreating their mother and making her work too hard and that there was no reason for him to do that, 

because  he had plenty of money in the bank. That she decided to was leave him.  After they read the letter, they felt 

awful. they didn’t believe her 

She was gone  for three years, and when Gramma got off the bus at Wysox, she had no idea that Ervin owned her 

house, or that he had bought it for back taxes from the town.  When she found out he was living there with another 

wife and a son, Junior, she refused to believe it. She thought all she had to do was walk back in her house, but she had 

abandoned it and never paid any taxes on it for years, so it was auctioned off for back taxes.  

And it was  her favorite son, Ervin  who bought it. put in plumbing, a bathroom, electricity, and a modern kitchen,  and 

ripped up and threw out the rag rugs Gramma had spent years crocheting that she covered all the floors in the house. 

That broke her heart more th anything else, see he had replaced what she had done with new carpeting. When he told 

her, the house was no longer hers, it belonged to him, she continued to argue with him that it was hers. Then she cried,  

she had no place to live, and her beloved son told her, “I don’t care where you live, but you are not moving in with 

us.” And he closed the door and left her standing there!   
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Her old neighbor Mildred heard what was going on and let her stay the night. In the morning Mldred called Aunt Vina 

and told her how Ervin had treated his mother and what he said to her.. Aunt Vina told her not to worry, that she’d take 

her in, and she already had Lily and Aaron. 

It didn’t last and Aunt Vina was so sorry, she ever let her mother move in, because they argued and they could not get 

along. But, Gramma  never did get along with any of her children, because she wanted to be boss and is what caused a 

lot of problems.   

In the springof 1942, Aunt Vina wrote Momma, ‘she was so sorry she ever let Ma come with with her. She didn’t 

know what she was going to do, but she had to do something.’ Momma went downstairsto the candy store and called 

her, she let her know she would send her money, and she was to her on the train, that she could live with us.’ Gramma 

did not want to go to the city, but she came but only stayed  a year and a half.  Momma called Aunt Vina and 

suggested she try to find a small cottage for Gramma, that she would pay the rent because she didn’t get along with 

Anna or Daddy and was making our lives miserable, by picking on us. And we didn’t have any room for her, and our 

bedroom was about 9;X9; and  Mary Jane fourteen and I was seventeen, and we had to sleep together on that narrow 

top bunk bed, and Gramma slept on the bottom one and  always complained she didn’t like sleeping on the bottom 

bed, and wanted her own room.  

Momma had had it with her and told her she was packing her bags and she was going back to Towandabecaise Aunt 

Vina found a  cottage for rent up the road from her. Momma gladly put Gramma on the train and she lived in that little 

cottage for fifteen years, until she died in 1957. Momma paid the rent and sent spending money, and Aunt Vina 

brought her eggs, butter and milk and all the groceries she needed.  

\ 

When Gramma demanded  Lily and Aaron go live with her, Lily hid behind Aunt Vina and cried, but Aunt Vina let 

her know she didn’t have to go, but she was surprised to see Aaron went so willingly. It was a relief for everyone to 

know Gramma was finally happy,  she had Aaron to boss around and help her around the house, shovel snow in the 

winter. To chop wood for the woodstove and and hoe the garden she had every year in the back yard. 

I found it strange that Gramma, Aaron and Lily died a year apart.  Gramma died from  a stroke in 1956,  Aaron was 

hit by a car and died in 1957, and  Lily died from a brain tumor in 1958.  

 

                                                            *             *            *  

                                                            

In 1936,  Uncle Leo was a state trooper, and was stationed in Harrisburg. He always stayed in touch with Momma, and 

one day she got a letter  he was coming to New York and was going to marry a school teacher, name Hermie. We lived 

on 136th  Street and Momma was so happy he was finally getting married. She decorated the house with wedding bells 

and streamers, and she made small white crepe paper swans and put tiny paper cups in between the wings and she even 

outlined them in gold, and filled them with white candied almonds.  

Momma made and decorated the wedding cake, had a big turkey dinner for them.  then they had a son, Rodney,  but 

the marriage didn’t last, it ended in divorce. When WWII  started, Leo joined the Army Air Force. He was sent 

overseas, and while they were bombing a city over Germany, when their plane got hit,  and he got hit by some 

shrapnel in  his back  and was sent back to the states, The  army doctors decided it was better to let it stay where it 

was. because iif they removed it.it might cause bigger problems..  In 1943, he married Aunt Ruth, a lovely young girl 

in Towanda. Andt hey eventually had six children, but Uncle Leo’s drinking caused her a lot of heart aches and 

problems and with all the ups and downs,. Aunt Ruth stuck by him, until he died at sixty-eight, in November of 1972, 

and she never remarried, and she saw that all the children went to college and got  a good education.  

All of Ervin’s marriages ended in a divorce. He got married for the third time to Mary, and they had two sons, and he 

continued to live in Gramma’s house, until he died. Even though he was married to Mary, he was the talk of the town 

for fooling around with other women, and so many of them were married, but it didn’t mean a thing to him.  

It was sad to see how Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin lives were ruined because of their drinking,, when  I remember  the 

wonderful times we had, when they used to come for dinner at Aunt Vina’s.  

They loved going to her house, and acted like two kids, the way used to clown around and tease her, and they’d made 
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her laugh when they’d sit there and tell stories about what it was like growing up with Gramma, how she cursed, 

smoked and loved to tell dirty jokes, but their father would never do any of those things, he was just the opposite, a 

quiet gentle man compared to their mother.  

One night, I was asleep and I suddenly woke up. I was sure I heard a car door close Then I heard footsteps on the back 

porch and fido was barking and he didn’;t stop. In the dark Dorothy was whispering to Shirley.  ”Wake up, I think I 

hear someone downstairs!” I almost started to cry.  

Then we heard a loud banging on the back door and I started to shake. I was so scared, but  Dorothy wasn’t. She 

jumped out of bed  and lit the kerosene lamp, and told Shirley, ”It’s Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin again. I better let them 

in before they wake up Dad . Them damn fools, I don’t know what’s wrong with them, they get so drunk and then they 

come here in the middle of the night, and want to sleep it off.”  I was amazed how brave Dorothy was, that she would 

go downstairs by herself.  and Sonny came in our room and sat on the end of our bed in the dark, while we waited for 

Dorothy to come back. Then we heard her yelling up to us,, “Hey you kids, you better get down here quick and eat this 

ice cream.  I don’t know where Uncle Leo got it at this time of night, but you better hurry up, before it runs all over the 

table.”   

Dorothy took the lamp with her and I asked Shirley in the dark of the night, “You mean she really wants us to go 

downstairs and eat ice cream, but it’s the middle of the night?”  Sonny shook Roseanna and Mary Jane, and told them, 

“Come on, get up,  they got ice cream downstairs,” Then we heard  heavy footsteps coming upstairs. and we knew it 

was Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin. growling like bears, and saying in a deep voice, “I’m gonna eat those city kids up, 

where are they?’.  

Dorothy stood in back of them holding the kerosene light, and we were screaming and trying to get away from them,  

But they grabbed us and Dorothy kept telling them,“ Will you two fools go back downstairs, you’re so drunk neither 

one of you know what you’re doing’. They were laughing and telling us,  ”Come on, let’s go downstairs and let these 

city kids taste what good country ice cream tastes like.” We followed them down the stairs, and stayed by Aunt Vina, 

while she stood there in her night gown, and the one long braid hung down her back.  She was laughing and telling 

them. “I don’t know how you dare drive around in that car, when the two of you are so drunk, You ‘re going to end up  

killing yourselves one of these days!“  

They could hardly focus their eyes, as they stood there, and she told them, “Go inside and lie down and get some 

sleep, before you get back in that car.” They stood there reeling, and agreeing with her, and she sighed, “When will 

you two ever act your age? You make damn fools out of yourselves, every time you get together for a few beers.” 

Aunt Vina scolded Uncle Leo. “If anyone should know better, you should. You are a state trooper, and everytime you 

and Ervin get together when you come home, why do you have to get as drunk as skunks?” Uncle Leo put his arm 

around her and asked, “Can I go n lay down on your couch , I’m so tired?” Aunt Vina went in her bedroom and 

brought out two pillows and gave them each one and Uncle Ervin laughed, “I guess this means I’ m going to have to 

sleep on that miserable horsehair couch you have in your parlor?”  She rolled her eyes up, and they stumbled inside. 

They didn’t even bother to get undress, they took off their shoes and laid down and passed out. 

The dishes were stacked in the sink until morning, and Dorothy took the lamp and we followed her upstairs. The next 

morning,  when we came downstairs, they were gone.  

MOMMA AND  THE OTHER  MOTHERS o 

When Momma came home, it was a different life for us, .the attention she gave us, the way she  listened to everthing 

we said, and we would be so excited  wnting to tell her everything that happened that week. The way she would hold 

my sister and my hands, walking down 135th Street, on our way to the subway,  when we were going somewhere, are 

such sweet memories. 

I always wanted to be just like her, I loved the way she dressed, because all the mothers in the neighborhood, wore 

house dresses, and always black laced up, lo-heels shoes. Sundays was the only day they wore a lain navy blue or 

black crepe dress,  to go to mass.We never saw Momma in a house dress, because  she refused to ever wear one. 

When she came home from work,  she looked beautiufl, she was dressed like she belonged on Fifth Avneue. In the 

spring she wore delightful,  colorful soft  flowing chiffon dresses, wth colorful blass beads and earrings. In the fall and 

winter, she wore tailored wool suits and wool dresses with inexpensive good looking gold chains. Momma enjoyed 
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sewing and made all her clothes from remnants in those boxes she kept in Anna’s room. Her hair looked so smart and 

pretty, thew ay she combed it. She was the only mother that wore lipstick. powder, rouge and eye makeup!  Whenever 

saw her that she didn’t hve on a pair matching glass beads and earrings, high heels except when we went hiking. 

I was ten when I asked the barber to cut my hair into bangs, like Momma’s. I practiced and learned to write the way 

she did.  I even tried to like chocolate ice cream, eventhough I didn’t like, because chocolate was her favorite She 

never knew I felt that way, or that I admired her that m0uch, because we never heard any one say, ‘I love you.’ Only 

boys said that to their girl friends, and it was printed on Valentine’s Day cards.  

Not alone was Momma different, she was the only mother in our neighborhood that was born in America! We were 

very proud of of our mother and liked to boast about her to our friends. We aware that none mothers ever took their 

children trips to the zoo or sleigh riding and ice skating late at night. Most of our friends had never been to Coney 

Island or Palisades Amusement Park. When Momma took us, she didn’t go on any of the rides, and we never asked if 

we could because we knew Momma couldn’t afford it, we were just thrilled to be there and be walking around with all 

the people, and we’d be looking at the dancing neon lights and listeninging the loud,  wild, crazy music each booth 

was playing. 

When we went hiking, Momma, wasn’t afarid to let us cook our own meat over an open fire, or know what a ‘hot’ 

mickey tasted like,   a potato cooked in the fire until it was burnt black but  it was  delicious.  If it was too cold to go 

hiking, Momma took us to the Museum of Natural History at Central Park West, or the Museum of Art, on Fifth 

Avenue, or we’d go the Bronx Zoo and she’d buy us each a box of CRACKER JACK, while we went in and out of the 

buildings where the monkeys, tigers and elephants were, but not the screeching birds in the Aviary   

There were nights it was freezing out, and Momma would come all the way home and help us get into the skating 

outfits she made us, like Sonja Heni used to wear.  We’d  be so happy getting on the Fifth Avenue bus and go down to 

57th Street. As late as it was, it was crowded with people, ice skating and going round and round on the lake in Central 

Park. What a grettime we’d have, even if we couldn’t’ stay up on our feet,  we were always slipping and falling down 

on the ice, and Momma would o gliding by, she’d stop and pick us up,  and continue on. With those short Sonja Heni 

skirts Momma made us,  we were laughing but our rear ends were so cold, 

When there was a big snow storm, Momma would come home just to take us sleigh riding late at night. Sonny had 

hisown sled a nd we climb on Momma’s big sled and I have never forgotten what it felt like, going down one of the 

biggest hills around,  so fastm when all the kids we knew were fast asleep in their beds .But, they would line up and 

want to hear evrything we did,  whenever we were out with Momma, because  they were fascinated that our mother 

did thosekind of things with us and be wishing they could have been with us too..   

Little did we dream, we would grow up and we would no longer be doing those sort of things. We never thought our 

lives would be different, we  lived in the ‘now’ and didn’t realize those days would end, and become some of our 

fondest memories. Time had no meaning for us. One day was the same as the other,the only day that mattered to us 

was  Sunday.  It was Momma’s time off to rest, and she would be taking us to places, that made us happy, we never 

thought about what she might like to do.  

The winters were much colder then, and the snow stayed piled up at the curb, just about all winter. When Momma was 

at work, if she looked out and saw it was snowing really hard,  

she had to go home and take us sleigh riding. After making dinner for the Hardons, she let them know she was leaving 

to take the children sleigh riding. They liked hearing she enojoyed doing things like that with her children. Being that 

the Hardon’s were in their eighties, they wanted to hear all about she what did,  in the morning. This is what she did, 

after working all day. She still had the desire and energy to go all the  home,just to take us sleigh riding down that big 

hill. 

There was no way to let us know she was coming hometo take ussleigh ridding, and we would be in bed. We had no 

phone, but neither did anyone else have one.  It was an hour’s ride on the Third Avenue trolley to get home, ,and so 

many times,not even the trolleys could  make it up a certain section of Amsterdam, because of the steep hil., right in 

front of  where we lived. They had work-trolleys that traveled back and forth with huge three foot rotating brushes way 

out in front of them, that cleaned off all the  ice and snow, but they didn’t always get all the ice out of the tracks and it 

would cause the trolley to slide off the tracks, Nobody liked to get off the warm trolley and stand in the cold, but  
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everyone had to get off and the men lined up and the rocked it, until they got in back on track., then they could get 

back on, and the trolley continued up the hill. 

When Momma  came home, we were fast asleep. A ll she had to do was shake us and say, “Who wants to get up and 

go sleigh riding down St. Nicholas’s hill?” Of course, we jumpedup and would be so excited,  we’d wake up Daddym 

sitting at the dining room table in a daze.. He’d open his eyes and yell at Momma,,“You out of your God damn mind, 

taking these kids out of their beds to go …sleigh riding … What…in weather like this?”   

Momma ignored him and put on lots of warm clothes on us, and took  the two sleds out of Anna’s room. We were 

wide awake and couldn’t wait to get going. Before we got into our snow pants.Momma buttoned up the front of one of 

our wool sweaters, and had us step into the sleeves like a pair of pants, and she’d pull it up, and the bottom of the 

sweater was up around our waists, and the wool sleeves kept our legs so nice and warm and with two pairs of gloves 

on our hands,, we left. because it was a long walk to St. Nicholas’s Park, but we loved trying to walk through the deep 

snow and we noticed.there wasn’t another person on the street, except  the janitors tshoveling the snow off the 

sidewalks, and then they’d throw the coal ashes around on the sidewalk., but the snow covered them up as fast as they 

put them down.. 

We were so happy trudging trough the deep snow and dragging the big sled along, and Sonny behind us, pulling the 

smaller sled. The snow kept falling and sticking to our faces and our eyelashes, and everywhere we looked, it eemed 

so eerie. The only sound we heard  were all the metal snow shovels scraping against the cement sidewalks. Sh would 

have us so bundled up, with long crocheted scarves wrapped around our necks and being ot was bitter cold out, and 

our noses were running and so cold they hurt, and our eyes kept watering. The wind was blowing so hard it was and 

howling all around us, but it didn’t stop us, we couldn’t wait to ride down that long hill where only the ‘brave’ dared to 

go. As we plowed our way through the deep snow,everytime we breathed we laughed because we could made steam.  

Momma would be telling us about when she was young girl in Wysox, that the hills she went down on her sled were 

much longer and steeper than St. Nicholas Hill. To us, that was hard to believe, because we were sure that St Nicholas 

Hill, was the longest and steepest hill we wever saw.  It was a block long and went down to Eighth Avenue, in 

Harlem/It happened o be avry busy street, because it was  wide it had a lot of traffic coming and going  on it and the 

Eighth Avenue subway station was  atth bottom of the hill. 

There was no doubt  it was a dangerous hill, to go down on a sligh,  because you couldn’t stop and we heard so many 

people were killed because they went  right out into the traffic. 

The police department didn’t want to stop people from riding down that hill , but they knew something had to done.  

Because, it had become so popular that people came from all over, just to go down that ‘infamous hill’.  

Finally,  the police department came up with an idea, after seeing the janitors putting out 5 and 6 cans of ashes every 

night, for the Dept. of Santitation to pick up in the morning, they suggested to the boys maybe if they to put some of  

the ashes across the bottom of the hill,. it should slow the sleds down enough to stop people from landing out in the 

middle of traffic. 

.It worked but people were still getting hurt., because when it was snowing real heavy, it covered the ashes, it slowed 

themdown but not enough to prevent them from landing out in the road, but not out in traffic, closer to the curb. They 

decided to block that section off  with wooden barriers and they hung red kerosene lamps on them, and all the traffic 

was detoured around the block.  

Then people started coming at all hours, and they  lined up for a chance to go down that hill, because there wasn’t 

another one like it in New York City.. 

It was not wide and only one sled at a time, could go down. There used to be a series of long flights of wooden stairs, 

for people to go down that hill and get on the Eigth Avenue subway, and they’d have the long climb back up; when 

they came home from work. But, they found in the winter those steps were extremely slippery once they became 

covered  with ice and snow, so the city tore it all down and made one long concrete path and it made it so muc easier 

when people were hurrying to get to the subway, especially when they were late and in a hurry . 

When we finally got there, we were sort of disappointed to see the long lines of people waiting to go down the hill,  It 

was so could, but no one seemed to mind. The older boys kept a fire going in a big steel drum, and they took turns and 

give the people sitting on the sled a good push and send them flying down the hill, and we’d hear them screaming.  
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We loved how it felt going down that hill … faster and faster so that we could hardly catch our breath, It was such an 

exhilarating ride and with the snow falling spo ard it was stinging our faces/ And we’d hear Momma saying, “I can’t 

see, there’s snow all over my glasses”. We’d be so disappointed when we’d feel the sled was going over the ashes, it 

meant the ride was over.  

We knew to get off quick and get out of the way, because there would be another sled coming down., nd there was  

that long walk back up the hill, and it was so tiring. We had to stay way over to the right, because the path had ashes 

on it, so  no one would slip and get hit by one of the sleds on the way down. Momma walked in front of me, holding 

onto Mary Jane, and when I  would look up and see how far up, the top of that hill was, I didn’t think I was going to 

make it, but I kept dragging the sled behind me, and I made it, and we stood on line to go down again.      

The boys from our neighborhood were always there, no matter how cold it was. They were always laughing and 

clowning around and they kept the fire going  and everyone would  huddled around it trying to warm their hands. 

Everyone’s nose was a bright red, and their ears, toes and fingers hurt and throbbed, in the below zero weather and 

we’d be laughing to see how the boys kept moving around and dancing up and down, trying to stay warm., while huge 

big snowflakescontinued to kept fall and cling to Momma’s tortoise shell glasses, but she was having a lot of trouble 

trying to see and she kept taking  them off and wiping them with her hanky, but she coudlnt’ see without them, and 

soon as she put them back on, the snow covered them again.  

While Momma waited on line, we stayed over by the fire and toasted ourselves on one side and turned around and 

toasted our back side, while the boys were busy throwing in pieces wood, that was piled up on the snow. They had a 

small axe to chop up the double wooden orange boxes and old pieces of lumber they’d find,  and someone always 

brought a big bag of coal and would dump a little at a time on the fire The fire was so hot the rusty old can glowed red 

in the night, and it made Momma nevous and she’d scold, “Don’t get too close to that fire,” when she’d see us bending 

down, and looking in the holes at the roaring fire inside, because we were amazed how fast the wood disappeared 

when they threw it in the fire. 

No one stood still,  they kept stamping their feet to keep them from getting frost-bite. We had on thick wool socks, 

shoes and galoshes,  but I couldn’t feel my feet they were so cold. The wind continued to howl and madesuch eerie 

noises, while the snow continued to swirl all around us, but we loved being there and being out so late, but best of all, 

we knew all our friends were home in bed,  and we were having such a good time. We would tell them all about it the 

next day, and sometimes they wold walk away, they didn’t believe us when we told them our mother got us out of bed 

to take us sleigh riding.. 

When one of the boys made a shrill whistle to get everyone’s attention,  he held up a big old white metal commercial 

thermometer. so everyone could see it and with the street light shining on it, he announced laughing  “Look everyone 

… it’s 11 degrees out?  How many of you  here would rather be swimming?”  Everyone clapped and waslaughing and 

forgot they were cold . 

I don’t know where they got them, but the older boys would bring a burlap bag of potatoes and they keep roasting 

them for anyone who wanted one. The bag was kept close to the fire so they wouldn’t freeze, and Momma would 

whispered, “I hopt eo God they didn’t steal those potatoes.” She knew their parents couldn’t afford to let them bring a 

bag of potatoes and they didn’t have the money to buy them. They seemed veru happy standing there roasting several 

potatoes at once over the hot fire, using a metal coat hanger that had been straightened out, and one end of the wire 

was pushed deep inside a piece of branch so they didn’t burn their hands.  

We’d see them pinch one of  them, to see if they were done, then turn round and start yelling,  “Who wants a hot 

mickey?” They gave them out to whoever wanted one, and they were black as coal and burnt to a crisp, but everyone 

was glad to get one.  

Some of the boys made a game of tossing the potatoes around to their friends, to warm their hands, and then they’d 

pass it on to the next guy, until it cooled down enough so one of them would take a bite and make a face because it 

was so hot, that the steam came pouring out. Seeing the trhee of us standing  there watching them, they would offer us 

one, “Here kid, take one?” We backed away, saying,  “No thanks, ” but we really wanted one, but were too bashful to 

say  ‘yes’.  

One of the older boys took ‘a’ cigarette out of his pocket and lit it, took a few puffs, and handed it to the next guy. 
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He’d take a few puffs, and pass it on, and meanwhile the cigarette was getting smaller and  it almost burned their lips 

before they  threw it down in the snow.  

We’d be so excited when it was our turn again. Momma let Sonny go first and the boys gave him a big push, and we 

were next. Mary Jane sat in the front and I got in back of her, and Momma climbed in back of me and held the rope 

that steered the sled, and we held on to the sides, waiting to get that big push and down we’d go over the shiny, bumpy 

ice, screaming at the top of our lungs, and loving every minute of it. 

How we’d hated it when we’d feel  the sled starting to slow down, and then it would come to  an abrupt halt because 

they had so many ashes spread around at the bottom of the hill, to make sure  no one landed out in the middle of the 

road again. After the police put the wooden barriers up with the red kerosene lamps and detoured the traffic, no one 

got hurt again, but the older boys still took turns being ‘look outs’ at the bottom of the hill to make sure no one might 

drove around the barricade the police had there. 

Going home, we were so cold,. but we were happy. Our cheeks were a bright rosy red and our noses were running but 

ss soon as we walked in the house, we saw Daddy in his long john’s,  waiting to fight with Momma. He 

bellowed,.“You nuts or somethin’!  I told you before, not to take them kids down that hill. It’s too dangerous. You 

want them to get killed?”   

We hid behind Momma, and we saw Anna in herlong striped flannel nightgown,  peeking out from behind her door. 

Momma ignored him and leaned over and helped us to get off our snow packed galoshes and hung our wet clothes 

over on the line in the hall by the kitchen. She told us to go put our pajamas back on, and all the while  Daddy stood 

there glaring at her.  

Momma still had to go back downtown, yet she stopped and us hot cocoa to warm up our insides, I climbed up on a 

chair and got her the can of  BAKER’S bitter cocoa, and Mary Jane got the sugar canister and held it for  her, wile she 

turned the gas on under the pot. Momma put a couple of spoons of butter in with everything else, and used a wooden 

spoon and carefull stirred the mixture around until it became a thick shiny paste. She adjusted the flame and told 

Sonny to get her the milk. It was outside the window in a galvanized ice chest attached to the window, and it was 

frozen, Momma just stuck a knife down in it, and whirled it around, and poured half of it into the pot and the cream 

plopped out half frozen, then the milk flowed out 

Momma was still stirring the cocoa around when Daddy walked in the kitchen and continued yelling at her, “You are 

crazy as a bedbug,  taking these kids out of their beds in the middle of the night …and take them sleigh riding?” 

Momma turned around and gave him a vicious  ‘look’, and picked up the eggbeater and started whirling it around  fast 

to make the cocoa really  frothy.  

While I lined up the cups, Momma poured the hot cocoa in and stuck a marshmallow in each one. And all the while 

Daddy just stood there with his eyes going back and forth watching her, as she reached up on the top shelf and got the 

box of Lorna Dunes Anna kept up there.  She gave us two each. And after we finished the cocoa, Momma marched us 

past Daddy and never said a word to him, kissed us and put us in bed, then she took her pocketbook and left . 

There are no words to describe what I felt, evrytiem I would see Momma leave. I could not understand why she had  to 

leave, because I wanted her to stay home with us.                                                               

Our kitchen was very  small. In fact all you could get in it,  were two chairs. We took turns eating at the stationary tub,  

a square white enamel cover that fit over the tub. We took turns, and as one finished, the next one could sit down and 

eat. This is what we did until the day we got married. Of course, Daddy ate in the dining room.   

When I look back and think  how that man treated us,and demanded that we do exactly what he said, when he said it, 

or he would just haul off and wallop us so fast.  

I get furious whe I recall the nights he would keep us up make us keep playing ‘his’ Irish music, over and over 

osmtimes until two in the morning. . We were taking lessons downtown at the Domincan Convent,  across the street 

from where Momma worked at 66th Street..  Mary Jane played the violin, and I played the piano, and keep playing  

We’d be so tired and he didn’t care we had to get up for school and he had to get up early for work, and somehow, he 

was never late or ever missed a day of work. Well, except the time Momma got so mad at him  she hit him across the 

face with the frying pan, and he had two black eyes andhe was too samed to go into work. Because they were fighting, 

and he gave her such a push it knocked her down and she hit her head up against the wall in the kitchen. Little did the 
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nuns in school know what our lives were like at home  We did what he said, because we never knew what he might do 

to us. He was a man who felt he had to feel he was in ‘total control’ of his ‘young’ children. 

 

                                                               *         *         *   

 

When Christmas came around, we always appreciated everything we got. They were mostly th ‘sensible gifts,  it could 

be a dress, a new petticoat,  underpants, or new shoes, but we also got one toy. and a board game, and in our stocking 

we got an  ‘orange’ and getting an orange was a treat and it was the only orange we got all year. And there were some 

silver wrapped Hershey kisses and a couple of thin chocolate Santa Claus’s in red and green tinfoil. Two weeks before 

Christmas, Msgr. Quinn went  to the boys and the girls school and gave out a small box of hard candy filled with jam. 

The little box was similar to what Animal crackers came in, with a white string across the top to carry it, but we didn’t 

eat any of it, we saved it until Christmas. 

While we were in Wilton for the week-end, Mrs. Hardon asked me, if I would like to go shopping with her in 

Norwalk. I felt very honored that she picked me to go with her as we walked in an dout of the shops, .while Chris, her 

chauffeur waited in the car. We went in the Five & Ten, and were going up and down the aisles, she stopped and 

bought a couple of packages of grey hairpins and six packages of very fine grey hair nets, and  paid for them, and we 

continued to walk around.  

I had been there many times, with Mrs.Hardon, and when I noticed the toy department was decorated so pretty for 

Christmas, I asked her, “Would it be alright if I went over and looked at the toys?” She smiled and nodded that I could. 

It was so cold out, but very hot in the store and I opened my coat and held my wool scarf while I looked at everything 

they had displayed for Christmas. Suddenly, I saw a beautiful Shirley Temple doll,  in a big box with red tissue paper 

around it.  I stood in front of it, and ran my hand over the beautiful shiny blonde curls, and the crispy white organdy 

dress with tiny red velvet polka dots, wishing Santa Claus would bring me a doll like that.  I kept looking back at it, 

when I went over to see the big boxes of crayons and  huge coloring books they had in for Chirstmas, but I had to go 

back and take another look at that doll again.  

When I did, Mrs. Hardon was walking towards me and she was smiling and carrying a big paper shopping bag and 

assumed she had bought a lot of  things, and she was a little reluctant when I offered to carry it for her, but I did.. 

When we went outside and passed, Chris, he got out and took  the shopping bag nd put in the trunk of the car, and we 

continued on and went in a restaurant nearby and had lunch, while Chris waited and continued reading his book.  

Going home, I was excited seeing all the houses decorated for Christmas again, and the big wreaths they had on their 

doors. It was so unlike what we saw in the city. and thought how much they were  like the pictures on the Christmas 

cards we got every year.   

We were usually in Wilton for Christmas, so we could be with Momma.  Mrs. Hardon saw that Chris put up a nice live 

tree for us, after he finished putting up their tree in the living room. He made sure we had a thick blanket and a sheet 

over it, to protect the floor, before he set the tree in the stand and screwed the base, to the tree, to prevent it from 

falling over.   

Then we had so much fun smearing  the branches with the make-believe snow t Momma made by whipping Ivory 

snow soap flakes in warm water in a big bowl until it was almost a dry lather. We’d use our hands and put in on all the 

branches then trim it.  Christmas Eve, Mrs. Hardon came in to admire how lovely our tree was and see all the gifts that 

had been wrapped and placed under our tree, from Momma and Mary and Chris, and Mrs. Hardon. 

Later that evening, we celebrated with Christmas cookies and the hot cocoa wuth lots of whipped cream, while the 

adults enjoyed their liquor drinks.  Then we went upstairs and sat on the floor, while Momma handed out the gifts to 

the thereof us, and Chris and Mary brought in chairs so they could watch, since they never had children, they enjoyed 

watching us open our gifts. 

I noticed there were three big boxes from Mrs. Hardon, when Momma handed Mary Jane her gift.  and said,  “It’s 

from Mrs. Hardon,” She opened it, she was so happy she got was a baby doll, with a long dress and a bonnet on it, 

wrapped in a blanket in the bottom and another package she gve her had two children’s books. And Mary and Chris 

gave her their present, a pair of pink flannel  pajamas and slippers, and a big coloring book and a box of crayons. 
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I opened my box from Mrs. Hardon and screamed,  it was the  Shirley Temple doll I saw in the 5 & l0.. I stood up and 

hugged it to me and started to cry.  I couldn’t believe it was mine.and Mrs. Hardon was standing in the doorway, 

smiling and  I could see she was all choked up when I ran over and kissed her and kept telling her how much  I  loved 

it. I promised her, I would take good care of her and I really did take extra good care of that doll for years. 

.  

The other package had two beautiful books, Aesop’s Fables, and Greek Myths for children. And from Chris and Mary, 

I got the same as Mary Jane did, but my pajamas and slippers were peach..  Mrs. Hardon  got Sonny  a bright red fire 

engine that had a long ladder on it, and a big thick  book of Adventure Stories for Boys. and Chris and Mary got him 

roller skates and some hankies.   

Every years, two few weeks before Chirstmas, we got a package  from Aunt Vina, filled with presents for everyone. 

Momma got her favorite jams wrapped in layers of newspapers so it would’t break  and a ribbon tied on it, her favorite 

sweet pickles Aunt Vina made and we all got pretty colorful wool scarves and mittens she had crocheted in differnt 

colors, so not to get them mixed up, but wrapped in red tissue paper, but Sonny’s was brown and grey, and we each 

got a box of her delicious cookies, with hickory nuts  we helped collect from under the tree. 

I don’t know why we feel we have to buy our children as many toys and gifts as we can possibly can give them,  

today, we are always thinking of ways to make them happy, and the thrill of their gifts are so short-lived.  

THEN AND NOW…. 

We had an ice box, until 1940. Whenever Momma saw us take something out of theice box, , she would preach, 

“Make sure the ice is covered with newspapers/ 

Sheworreid tht it was going to melt too fast, and another piece would cost ten cents!   

 

 

How our lives have changed since the 1930’s and 40’s. No ownder it is so difficult for our children to believe, we 

never had any of the things they had, when we were growing up.  

In the 50’s and the 60’s, we had ‘a’ television, portable radio and telephones. Now they have cell phones,  2, 3, 4 

television sets in our home, a Video and  DVD  player,  2 or 3 cars sitting in the driveway, wall to wall carpeting, 

refrigerators and freezers filled with an assortment of frozen meats, vegetables, microwave ovens, T.V. dinners, and 

different flavors of ice cream, Cocoa Cola, Pepsi Cola, and ice cubes or crushed ice coming out of the door of the 

refrigerator door.  

When we got  a ‘penny’, we were thrilled and today we walk over them. and don’t even bother to bend down and pick 

them up any more. 

I remember when I got a penny, I’d run downstairs to the candy store and stand there looking in the big glass show 

case, walking back and forth because it was a big decision for me to make up my mind, which piece I was going to 

spend my penny on. The candy store man was so patient, how he’d stand there and wait while I tried to decide to pick 

one piece of candy I thought I’d like buy, and scan all the different candies he had,  neatly piled up in thick glass trays 

on the the top, middle oand bottom shelf,  that he kept so shiny and clean. And it was always the bitter chocolate 

covered Knickerbocker caramel, I’d take. 

There were no  TV’s, VCR’s, CD’s, DVD’s or Game Videos, we were too busy playing,but we were always out in the 

fresh air having fun in the park, or around the corner skipping rope. We always found something to do, we never said, 

“I am so bored, or I don’t know what to do?” like  kids do today.. At night, the three of sat on the linoleum floor. We 

had no couch or soft chairs.  We were in front of the big wooden radio that stood on four legs, and we listened to the 

Lone Ranger and Tonto, Jack Armsrong, the All American Boy,  and at six o’clock when Buck Rogers came on,  we 

would be transported to another world , and our  imagination let us think we were right there with him. We did our 

homework on our laps, and our books were beside us, and we somehow,  mananged to get all our homework done, and 

no one told us to do it or  helped us.   

The Depression lasted eleven years and ended when WWII started.  

It was on a Sunday morning on December 7, 1941, and it was a very frightening thing to hear President Frankline 

Delano Roosevelt declare war. Early in the morning, the Japaese bombed Pearl Harbor and the entire country was 
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stunned when they herd what they did to us. And from that day on. everyone’s life would change. We seem to forget, 

that nothing ever stays the same.  

Jobs became plentiful, so much so, they couldn’t find enough men to fill all the jobs that were needed when the 

factories reopened. They had to retool for the war that was going on in the Pacific and in Europe, and our boys needed  

airplanes, battleships, aircraft carriers,  planes to take off and land on aircraft carriers, that were out in the middle of 

the ocean, submarines, jeeps, trucks, tanks and uniforms, and clothes for  the men in the tropics, clothes for the men 

fighting in snow and being exposed to some very cold winters in countried they were sent to fight in.  

The Brooklyn Shipyards started making Liberty ships and turned out ships as fast they could and  were turning out 

three ships a day.They desperately needed cargo ships to carry supplies to both fronts,  they acrossed the Atlantic and 

to the far off islands in the  Pacific. The entire country was dedicated to winning the war and they worked hard and 

were getting planes made in record time,  At Boeing and Douglas Aircraft, had to hire women because of the war. It 

was unheard of before, but women made up almost 98% of their work force.  

We were not prepared for another war.  We had just gone through WWI, twenty-three years ago, and so many men lost 

their lives in France and Germany then.  What we needed were bombers and faster planes to fight the Germans and the 

Japanese. Once they got started, they were producing and sending out whatever they needed,  faster and faster, that is 

why we won the war.  

Ford decided to build a factory so they could make the planes faster. It was almost a mile long, and that was where 

they built the airplanes and he introduced a new concept, to get things done faster, and it was called the assembly line. 

They  put the planes together so fast, the government was amazed how fast they were able to turn out the engines for 

the airplanes When they first started to build the planes,  Ford was convinced there had to be a faster way and once he 

got everyting lined up, and in no time they were putting the planes to gether so much faster, becausethey were being 

made on an assembly line, and itr was Ford’s idea. The men and women  gladly worked overtime, because they 

wanted the war to end, so the boys could come back home, but the war continued and the boys kept dying, for the next 

four years  

With most of the men fighting in the war, the factories had no choice but hire women for jobs the men had done.They 

were sort of surprised the women were doing as good a job as the men and they built ships, planes, jeeps, trucks, rifles, 

uniforms, ammunition, bombs, medial supplies, when so many men left to join the armed forces.  

Jobs started opening up and these big companies had to hire women, when they couldn’t get enough men., and 

everyone of them had to be trained for specific jobs. Many of the companies couldn’t fill the government contracts fast 

enough and they kept coming in, and going out as fast as they could. fill them.  

We won the war, because we had faster planes, better submarines and bigger ships, PT boats and bombers, and the 

navy got their battleships, destroyers, and submarines. The aircraft carriers, played an important role in the Pacific, 

andit was the Pacific where so many boys went down with their ships, as well as the men from Japan and Germany, 

they too were fathers, sons and brothers, that died. It didn’t matter which side they were fighting on, war is war. And It 

was a long nd hard one. We will ever know what those men suffered, especially, the ones that were captured and 

became prisoners of war. The Japanese tortured our men, unmercifully, they gave them no water while they marched 

during the Batam March, in the Phillipines, and they allowed thousands of our men to starve to death and if they fell 

along the way, they left them there to die. 

These were  men that grew-up during the Depression, and so many of them never made it home. 

During the war, we had to get used to not having a lot of things, gas was rationed and butter, sugar and coffee were 

very hard to get, and in order to buy meat, everyone was given a ration book and you were allowed just so much meat.. 

When the government decided to introduce horse meat, ithe people refused to buy it. 

 

                                                                *            *            *  

My sister and I took our vacation together, and took the train to Towanda to see Aunt Vina. Daddycouldn’t drive us 

there anymore, after gas was rationed. with the war going on. Even thouhey allowed very little gas for pleasure 

driving, and the people who had to drive to work, they were allowed just enough to get to and from work.  
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Daddy loved going to Aunt Vina’s farm, and duringthe wear, he would take the Greyhoud bus and go by himself/ 

Momma was somewhat surprised, that  he even wanted to spend his vacation up there, because Aunt Vina did not 

allow any liquor in her house. And as hard as it was for Momma to believe, Daddy respected her wishes and never 

brought beer or whiskey in her house. 

I think Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry were perhaps the only people Daddy resepected, because wherever he went there,  

he never brought any kind of liquor into their house. He knew that Aunt Vina meant what she said. Because, when 

Momma and Daddy were getting married in 1924,  thw wedding redception was at AuntVina’s house, in East 

Towanda.  Prohibition was still in effect ayet Daddy and his friends brought several  illegal bottles of whiskey they 

bought at a ‘speak-easy’ before they left, so they could haveplenty of it for the wedding.   

Momma did not drink, but everyone else in the bridal party stayed up got drunk in Aun Vina’s house, the night before 

the wedding. The next morning, she discovered what they they had done and she went to Momma, and let her know 

how it upset she was that they dare bring liquor  in her house, and that they alljustg assumed they could staying 

overnight, without asking her.  

When went in and Momma saw all the empty and half-empty whiskey bottles laying around, she was shocked. She got 

a box and went round and collected all the whiskey.bottles, empty, full and half full, and was going to dump them 

outside. She changed her mind, as she passed the big cut glass bowl with punch in it, and she innocently poured all the 

whiskey in the punch. She tasted it, and it tasted real good, and she thought, it gave the punch a real nice flavor.  

The morning of the wedding Daddy and his friends woke up, and Momma saw her husband to be,  running around, 

looking for all the whiskey/ She told them wht AuntVina said nd what she did with it, and he got so red in the face that 

day, she thought he was gong to explode. then Aunt Vina came in and let him know she was so angry that he would 

bring illegal whiskey in her house, wedding or no wedding, she would never let him in her house again if he ever had 

any whiskey with him.  

After the wedding ceremony, all their friends and family went over to Aunt Vina’s house for the reception, and that 

fruit punch turned out to be a big hit, the guests couldn’t get enough of it, and kept going back for more. And before 

they knew it, the bowl was empty and they were looking for more. Daddy remembered what she said and never 

brought any liquor in their house again! 

 
DADDY BUILDS A DRIVEWAY WITH STONES, FOR UNCELY HENRY  
                                                                         

When WWII  was declared, gas was rationed snd it meant, no more trips by car to Aunt  Vina’s. Daddy looked 

forward to spending his vacation every year on their farm. Since you couldn’t get gas,  he took the Greyhound bus,  

rather than take the train.  

 

The first couple of days he was there, it rained all week, and the driveway was a big muddy mess in fin ront of the 

back porch, where everyone parked and got out.  The puddles stayed there for days, but they were used to it, sbecause 

they had the same problem everytime it rained. 
 

Daddy told Aunt Vina, he decided he was going to do something about it. He told Uncle Henry, he was going to build 

them a crushed stone driveway, and hee was willing to pay half, if he paid the other half. Uncle Henry didn’t answer 

him, because he didn’t think he knew what he was talking about.  But, Daddy insisted he waanted to do it for them, but 

he was going to need a lot of stones to do the job properly. Uncle Henry scratched head and told him, “Well, we really 

appreicate that you want to do  this fo rus, but we really don’t want to spend money on the driveway right now, we 

have lived with the mud all these years, and besides, it dries up and goes away eventually”.  

 

They only told him that, not to hurt his feelings, because they figured ‘he didn’t know the first thing about about 

making a driveway?  He lived in the city, but he meant well. He was determined to make that driveway for them, and  asked 

Uncle Henr, to take him to town so he could show him the kind of stones he was going to need. Uncle Henry took him, 
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to a section where they sold stones. In no time Daddy convinced Uncle Henry, he knew what he was talking about, 

Daddy opaid half and Ucnle Henry paid half.  

 

The next day the stones were delivered. Daddy found where Uncle Henry kept a big sledge hammer in the barn and 

started breaking up the stones into smaller pieces, He made one pile ater the other, near where they would eventually 

go.  Day after day he worked in the hot July sun and Uncle Henry felt bad he wasn’t able to help him, when he came 

home from work, with all the chores he had to do    

But, he worked six days a week on the Lehigh Valley Railroad, and he had to milk the cow and feed the pigs,, then 

dinner was ready. He tried to explain to him, since he wasn’t a farmer he thought he didn’t understand what he had to 

do everry night, when he came home, that certain chorest had to be done, the garden had to he hoed to keep the weeds 

down, the cows had to be milked and the hay was taken from the loft,and  pushed down a  hole so they had something 

to eat. The pigs and chickens had to fed in the morning and at night, ’ Daddy laughed and told him, “I happen to  know 

what living on a farm is, because I grew up on a farm in Ireland. But, I told you.I don’t want your help, I am doing this 

for you and Vina”.: 

 

Being out in the hnot sun everyday, ws something he enojuyed, until one day he took off his shirt and got a terrible 

sunburn. He had such whiter skin, he got burned so bad,  he had blisters on his face, arms and back and they were very 

painful. Aunt Vina had warned him about taking off his shirt on,, and she kept patting buttermilk on his back and arms, 

and yet he still refused to keep his shirt on, because he said it was too hot, and he couldn’t work with a shirt on..  
 

When Uncle Henry came home, he had to park under the olive tree. He’d check on what Daddy had done,but never 

said anything. He’d go in and kiss Aunt Vina, and whisper his concern  about the terrible mess the driveway was in, 

and was hoping Tom knew what he was doing, because he was still out there breaking those stones up. They were 

convinced, he didn’t know what he was doing, but seeing how hard he was working,  they did not want to say anything 

to hhurt his feelings.. 
 

A few days later they noticed he was raking the dirt in sections, and lean over and check that it was smooth, before 

then started shoveling piles of the broken stones in the wheelbarrow, and dumping them on the driveway and he kept 

doing it  over and over, and little by little it looked like he was making some progress. Everyday he added more  

stones, and spread them around evenly.but Aunt Vina was getting concerned,and  would watch  him from behind the 

curtain and she decided, it didn’t matter how it would turn out, they felt very honored  he would do something like that 

for them, because she knew he never did anything for anyone. He never stopped, an was out there jumping up and 

down on the crushed stones, and trying to tamp them down into place,  using the flat end of the sledge hammer, he’d 

pounded them in until he had done the entire length of the driveway, from the barn out to the road.  
 

When he came in the house, he announced  that he had finally finished it,and had the biggest smile on his face, 

because he was so proud of what he doen  and assured her.”Once it rains, all those stones will settle in a lot better.” 

Uncle Henry asked him, ”Where in the hell did you learn to do something like that?” Daddy explained, “I did that kind 

of work on my uncle’s farm, all the time. when  I lived with the Mc Aleer’s in Ireland  They took me in when I was a 

baby. Mick and I were twins and when our mother died  in child birth, we were separated, and the next year, my father 

died when he stepped on a rusty nail in the barn. The parish priest found homes for all of us. I was with the Mc Aleer’s  

until I was sixteen. and I helped my uncle make the courtyards and paths with crushed stone, s othe horses didn’t have 

to walk in the mud and mire.”. 
 

Aunt Vina and Uncle had no idea Daddy had ever done anything like that before. He never mentioned he rew up on a 

farm,when he was a young boy, growing up in Ireland. 

It made me wonder, what kind of a person would Daddy have been, had he not been an alcoholic? At least Aunt Vina 

and Uncle Henry were so proud of their new driveway and the job he had done, and.they no longer had mud and 
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puddles in their driveway.  

In 1972, Mary Jane and I decided to bring our children up there, so they could meet Aunt Vina and see the farm. It 

brought back so many wonderful  memories but it was so sad not to see Uncle Henry there, because had passed away, 

suddenly in December of 1960 . 
 

 

 

 

MOMMA AND THE WASPS … 1972 
 

One Saturday morning in October, Momma called to tell me, she was closing her shop and Earl was taking her to the 

Poconos. They were staying at Mrs. Murphy’s cottages, near Goose Borough Lake. And Ttey went there often because 

it was their favorite place to relax on week-ends.  
 

When they got there, Momma saw the fields in back of  the cottages, were filled with black-eyed-susans.  She told 

Earl, “I am going to pick as many of them as I can, because once they go to seed, they fall apart.” Momma dried them 

upside down and used them for the centers of the silk anemones she made and sold in her store. They stopped and 

talked with Mrs. Murphy, an old friend of Earl’s,  and they told her where they were going. She kept rocking back and 

forth on the porch she warned them, “Say, if you go back there, you better watch out for them black bears. I’ve seen 

them at the edge of the woods, and they’re real nervous this time of the year, being it’s huntin’season!”  
 

Momma laughed, “Oh! I’m not aftraid of bears. I grew up around them. Besides, we’re only going in the field out back 

to pick sosoem of the black-eye susans, We’re not going near the woods.” Mrs.. Murphy nodded and got up and gave 

her a  big basket she had, to put the black-eye-susans in. 
 

Earl got comfortable under a big pine tree and was reading the newspaper and he’d check on Momma and look to see 

if there were any bears snooping around, because Momma wasn’t afraid of them, but he was! When Momma felt she 

had picked enough blak-eye-susans, she made small bundles of them and tied them together with a piece of long grass, 

and wasthrilled with the beautiful centers she was going to have once they dried out, andshe  pulled all the petals off. 

What was left was a dark bee-hive shaped center,  and she used them for the center of  the silk flowers she made an 

sold in her store, in different colors,  deep purple, black,and somewere  lime green. They made the most beautiful silk 

anemones, because they made the flowers look so realand they were one of her best sellers, and the Interior Decorators 

bought them up so fast, as she would make them. 

 

Earl saw her coming back, and he got up to carry the basket for her and put it in the back of the car.  He saw Momma 

stumble, because her foot went down in a hole and she fell flat on her face and the flowers went in every direction. 

Earl helped her pick them up, and while they were picking them,up Momma started to scream and cry out,  “Ow! Ow, 

Ow,  Earl, there’s wasps all over me …they’re all over ne and they are stinging me.. Help me get them off beause, 

they’re all over me.””  
 

Earl realized there were hundreds of wasps nd they going after her, he screamed, “You stepped in a wasp’s nest and 

they’re still coming out of the hole.  Run back to the cottage.” But the wasps were after Momma, not Earl. They were 

on her face, her neck and h arms, and even going up the legs of her pants.  Then they all left, but, but by then she was 

hysterical and in so much pain. Mrs. Murphy owned th cottageds, nd was sitting  on the porch when they got back. She 

gasped when she saw how many bits she had on her face,especaily her arms and legs.She was concerned seeing how 

many bites she had and. went inside and got a bottle of witch hazel, She poured it on a washcloth and wiped Momma’s 

face, neck and arms with it, but it didn’t seem to help and she suggested she put ice on them. Momma thanked her and 

whispered, ”I’m in so much pain, I have to lay down.I’m so tired. I will have Earl put ice on the bites.” As they were 

leaving, Mrs. Murphy sighed, “Oh dear, I don’t knowhow to help you because I do know how painful those wasp bites 
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are. 

 i. 

 Momma hardly heard what she said, because she was in so much pain she thought she was going to pass out., “ I’ll 

drop by later   

Later that night, Mrs. Murphy knocked and asked Earl, ”How is she doing?” He invited her in, and she was very 

concerned, seeing Momma’s face, hands and lips were so swollen, and she could hardly speak. She yelled at Earl, “Get 

her to the hospital, because she needs help right now.” He told her, “I guess I better, since she ‘s been complaining, she 

can’t breathe.” Mrs. Murphy wait to yell at him, she ran back to her house and called for an ambulance and let them 

know she had been attacked by hundreds of  wasps.  

 

Where they were staying by the lake, it was far from town in the Pocnos, so by the time the ambulance  arrived, 

Momma was going in and out of consciousness. They worked fast and immediately hooked her up to an IV and gave 

her a shot, and her heart stopped, and they puther in the ambujlance and  gave her CPR, as they were rushing her to a 

nearby hospital. 

 

 Earl and Mrs. Murphy followed the amubulance to the hospital,  They saw them wheeling Momma in on the gurney,  

After they went in and spoke to the front desk, Earl asked the paramedic, “Is she alright?.Thinking Earl was her 

husband, he shook his head and told him, “Well, on the way here, her heart stopped twice and we had work fast ti try 

and bring her around, because she is having an real bad allergic reaction tol those wasps bites.It is the swelling that is 

squeezing her heart, and she is having such a hard time trying to breathe.”   

 

Earl face turned white and Mrs Murphy had him sit down in waiting room. They waited and waited.  The doctor came 

out and told Earl,, “We are putting her in ICU, because she almost died on us again, because of the severe swelling 

that is around her heart, I’d say, she has about 100 bites all over her, and being she was allergic to them, this is how 

her body is reacting .We are putting her p;ut in ICU and they will monitor her heart because  it is touch and go right 

now. She will be there for the rest of the week, unti her heart stabilizes. Earl told Mrs. Murhpy,” I know I shoujdl call 

her girls,but I decided not to. I don’t think she’s‘that bad. She’ll be fine in the morning and send her home.’ 

 

Mrs. Murphy shook her head. “EarI,  think you should call her family right now. You have to let them know what is 

going on. here, the doctor said it was touch and go, you do realize what that means.”  Earl insisted he’d rather wait 

until morning because he was convinced she was going to be fine.She wasn’t fine, she was in ICU. The next morning 

Earl called Mary Jane and didn’t seem too concerned when he told her what happened,.and asked her to call me. Mary 

Jane called me right away and just said, “Earl just called me and saidMomma got stung by some wasps and she had to 

go to the hospital. It’s probably nothing, Good Lord, Momma been stung by wasps plenty of times.”  

 

 I decided to call Mrs. Murphy. I panicked when she told me how many times Momma  had been biten and that she 

almost died, because she was allergic to these particular wasps.  I got in my car and picked Mary Jane up and we went 

straight to the hospital.When we walked in.the doctor was telling Momma,  “From now on, you must keep a package 

of DRISTAN in your pocketbook .Because it is very important you take one if you are anywhere near where wasps 

might be around.’  

 

That box was in her pocketbook, unoipened, until it fell apart  She never took  them when she would go roaming round 

in the woods or be cooking  over a fire  by the edge of a lake with Earl,  She  was always tempting fate, andwas so 

lucky, she didn’t get stung by any wasps again. 

 

 

 Earl’s handwriting.. “DO YOU REMEMBER WHEN YOU GAVE ME THIS CARD?” 
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                                                AND  FIFTY YEARS LATER, 1965-76  
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THE MOVE FROM HORNELl TO TOWNADA 

 

The children were in bed and the dishes wer edone, and Rose could finally sat down with David. She could see he had 

worried look on his face, and he seemed to deep in thought, as he looked out the window. Rose  picked up one of the 

boys’s socks to darn it,  wondering what culd be bothering him, since  he had been so quiet all evening.  
 

Rose squinted as she pushed the thread through the eye of needle, and. watched how David never was rubbing his chin 

back and forth, and he sighed and got up and went over to the kerosene  light and took off the glass chimney and lit it, 

and mumblied to her.  “It’ getting’ dark out,  Rose,  don’t you need some light to see what you’re doin’?”  Tossing the 

burnt match in the wood bin, he cleared his throat and stood  in front of her and said in a low melancholy tone of 

voice,  “Rose, we’re movin’  to Towanda, Pennsylvania. I don’t wanna live here anymore. I hear there’s lots of work 

down there and maybe my luck will change if we move there. ”  
 

Rose was sure she  didn’t hear him right,  “David! What on earth are you talking about?”  

He slumped down in his comfortable chair and crossed his legs.and told her  “Now, I don’t want you  gettin’ yourself 

all upset over this, ‘cause  there’s nothing you can say that’ll gonna change my mind. You know as well as I do, ever 

since I came here to Hornell,, I’ve had nothin’ but bad luck   I know if I lived near my cousins, my luck will change. I 

saw how successful they were in Towanda”  

 

Rose satt up in the chair and demanded,  “What cousins? You never told me you had any cousins!”  

 

David put his hand up, as if to stop her from saying anything more. “No, I never did, because I had no reason to.. It 

was just before I met you  in Hornell. I was riding north looking for work, and I stopped  in to see them because my 

mother asked me to, she said that we had  cousins somewhere in Towanda and one in Athens, that’s just north of 

Towand a. I found Henry Squires.and my cousins in Towanda.. They have themselves a big dairy farm and a real nice 

house. and  I decided, I was gonna have me a dairy farm and a house like they have , but it sure ain’t gonna happen if I 

stay here.”  

 

Rose could hardly breathe. Her heart was pounding so fast and the way her ears were ringing, she knew her blood 

pressure was sky high. She put the sock down and went to the kitchen to get herself some headache powder, the 

traveling doctor always gave her.  Reaching up on the top shelf she got the small mason jar she kept it in and spooned 

out the white powder into a jelly jar. and poured  some cold tea over it. She drank it down and was glaring at David, 

because she couldn’t believe he had decided to move to Towanda, and not even discuss it with her.. 

 

David did his best to explain to her, “I knew you’d be against movin; down there, Rose,  but you’ll see, my luck will 

change, once we get settled there.  We’ll  have us a farm and a big house, a barn, some cows and horses, and a few 

pigs like you always wanted. I want you to start packin’ what little we got left, first thing in the mornin’. cause I’m  

leavin; as soon as I can. It’s  a hundred miles from here to Towanda,  and. I already spoke to Jim and he is gonna loan 

me his horses and opej wagon  and I let him know, my cousins will follow me back in their wagon, and take me back 

to Towanda.” 

Rose rarely ever got angry at David, but that night she was. She sobbed at him,  “You can  go, but I’m not . I’m not 

moving to  no Towanda.. This iswhere I was born and I grew up here.  My father, sister and borthers family live here.  

I met you here that first day you rode into town, and we got married and had our children here! And you want me to 

leave Hornell/ Why I’ve never even  been outside of Hornell, let alone got to Towanda, Daid.!” 

 

It didn’t surprise David that Rose was get upset about moving to Towanda.. He squirmed  aeeing how she was glaring 

at him, so he went over and  put his hand on her shoulder, and in a stern tone of voice he told her,  “You will go with 

me, Rose. You are my wife and it says right in the Bible, ‘that a woman must leave her family and cleave unto her 
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husband,’ That’s what the good Lord said.. ” 

 

Rose’s eyes opened real wide “No where in the bible does it say I should leave Hornell so you can go live near your 

rich cousins.” And she cried all the louder and reached down in her apron  pocket and got a hanky and wiped her eyes 

telling him.. “I’d never see my family again and you know how I love my family and they love me.”  

 

David shook his head and put his arm aroud her and she took a deep breath and cried, “ David, if you l ove me, like 

you  say you do, how could you do this to me.”   

 

David moaned, “It‘s somethin’ I  gotta do, Rose  I don’t wanna  live here anymore.  Not after all the terrible things 

that’s happened  to us here.  We had  two of our homes burn down, then your sister goes and adopts our Vina, then 

Aaron and Lily can never talk again because of that travelin’ doctor. . I know one thing,  when I leave here, I’m never 

coming back.”  and that made Rose cry all the louder,, but ieven with all her crying, it didn’t change his mind, he was 

going and that was that.  

 

The following week, Jim pulled his wagon in front of their house / David came out. and put his hand on his shoulder 

saying. “I want to thank you again Jim , for letting me borrow your wagon and horses, I’ll  bring them back as fast as I 

can. .Jim nodded and told him, “I know you will David..  I tell you , you don’t know  how bad my wife and me  feel 

that you loks are moving away.  We are gonna miss you. because we know Rose, since we were kids.”  Rose came out 

of the house and Jim noticed her  eyes were still all red and swollen, because she did not want to go. She pleaded with 

Jim in front of  David, “Isn’t there any way you can talk David  out of doing this?”  

 

Jim backed away  and raised his hand up in the air, telling her, ”Sure ,I don’t want to tsee you go, but Rose, I’m not 

gettin in the middle of this, it’s  between you and David. ” Rose hung her head down and wiped her eyes, and Jim left 

to go help  David. and Ttey  piled what little they had left from the last fire and put everything on one side of the 

wagon, then the children  climbed in, having said their  ‘good-byes’ to their friends.   

 

Jim’s  wife Louise came over and put her arms around Rose and  was crying,  when she handed her a box filled with 

sandwiches, cookies and  jars of cold tea . Hugging her, she whispered  “Don’t you worry Rose, you’ll be back soon, 

‘cause Jim said, there’s no work  down ther, and David’s not gonna like it down there.” The men shook hands and Jim 

ran his hand through his hair telling David, “I  sure hope you know what you’re doin’, ‘We hate to see you go, and 

don’t forget your friends here.”  David assured him, he knew what he was doing. Rose had cried so much she was 

hoarse. 

 Rose hugged and thanked  their friends and they wished them ‘good luck’, knowing they would probably never see 

them again.  Rose’s sister Vine was there to see them off, and they sobbed and cried, and held one another  real tight 

and  couldn’t stop crying. Vine’s heart was broken that Rops was leaving, that could barely look at her., I had her so 

upset.  She told Vina to go kiss her mother ‘good bye,’ and she did and she hugged and kissed Myrtle and they clingng 

to one another, bawling and  they promised to write one another. Then Vina  walked over to Lily and kissed her, 

and.Vina was sobbing so hard,  Aunt Vine told  get back  in the carriage, that she couldn’t bear to watch them leave, so 

she left and went back  home, seeing the look on the  children’s faces,  sitting in the wagon waiting to leave,  Leo, 

Ervin, Lily, Aaron, and Myrtle, wondering where they were going? 

 

When Myrtle saw Aunt Vine’s carriage going down the road,  she pleaded with her father,  “Pa, we can’t leave without 

Vina. Go get her. and bring her back. She has to come with us  ….doesn’t she?  He put his arm around  her, “No…how 

many times have I told I you, Myrtle, Aunt Vine  adopted Vina?  She doesn’t belong to us anymore, Maybe, they’ll  

come visit us and bring Vina with them.”  

 

Several neighbors came with boxes of food for their trip and told Rose, “I made sure there’s nothing in there that’ll 
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spoil, just a couple of sugar and butter sandwiches , cucumber sandwiches.and  jelly sandwiches and jars of cold tea. 

The cookies are in a separate box,”. Rose thanked her and put the box in the wagon and told the children.  This is for 

later on, so I  don’t want you touching it.”.  

 

 Jim kept shaking his head, becaue he felt David was making a bad mistake mving to Townada. David told Jim, “I do 

appreciate your concern, Jim, but, like I said, my luck is gonna change once we get settled. I wish Rose was happier 

about going.” Wrapping his hands around Jim’s hand, he told him, “You and your wife. have been such good friends,  

we’ll miss you. Only that you let me borrow your horses andwagon,  I wouldn’t have been able to do this.  I’ll get 

them back to you as fast as I can. Now you make sure you and your wife come visit us and stay awhile.” Jim told him 

he would    

David helped Rose up on the buckboard and he climbed in beside her. They waved their ‘good-byes’ and the horses 

trottted down the dusty dirt road and Rose was bawling. But, David felt like a new man,  full of hope and renewed 

confidence, holding the long leather reigns in his hands, and headed south towards Towanda,  relieved to know he was 

on the way to a better life for him and his family..  

 

He knew to follow the roads that were closest to the Susquehanna River because it went through Towanda. Rose still 

was’t talking to him, she. kept her eyes closed. Every on ce in a while he would turned around to check what the 

children were doing becaue they were so quiet.. They were looking around, curious toknow where they were going.  

Seeing  Myrtle’s face, an dhow sad she looked,  it bothered him. because he tried to make her understand why Vina 

couldn’t come with them, and as ny times he had tried to make her understand what’ adopted’ meant, she could not 

accept why we left Vina back in Hornell. He would get lost because he didn’t’recognize where he was, since the roads 

had changed since  [eople were beginning to buy cars and they were building new roads and gas stations. Nothing 

looked familiar to him, but he knew it was the road he had traveled on before, t except there were a lot of stores and 

houses there that were not there before. He would stop and ask the farmers going through the towns, “Will this road 

take ne into toTowanda?” They’d nod, yes.   

 

 

 Rose had stopped crying and sat there wiping her eyes, David turned to her  saying,  ”Why can’t you understand,  I 

am doing this for you and the children, so we can have a better life..”  

 

Rose said sarcastically. “I do understand. You want to live near your family. Well, what about my family? They are 

just as important to me  as your family is to you?” David was tired of arguing and refused to discuss it anymore.  They 

sat there  and neither of them had anything more to say.  

 

Driving along the dusty roads, while Daivd was holding the reins in his hand, his thoughts turned to the day he  left his 

parents’ house thirteen years ago. A shiver ran down is spine, knowing he had not seen them or younger brother since 

he rode off on his horse and landed upstate in Hornell, New York..He went out on his own, hoping to be successful 

like his father was, building log cabin homes, But no one wanted them anymore. He haed a heay heart wondering how 

they were, because he had neer gone gack and had  no way of knowing if they were still alive, being he didn’t know 

how to write and neither did they,  and they had no way of keeping in touch.  

 

Rose looked at David deep in thought, and told him, “I think you realize why I’m so close to my  family. I’ve been like 

a mother to them, since I was  nine years old, when my mother died, I raised them, you know that.  David said very 

quietly,  “Rose, they are all married now and have nice homes and families of their own.” Rose looked away annoyed, 

“I know that, and they still love me .”  

 

David hrugted and looked down the endless road, and the trip dragged on and on. The children were complaining that 

their rear-ends hurt, even though they were  sitting on a several  quilts.and ask the same question, “How dome it’s 
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taking so long to get there?”  

 

David would stop by a stream, along the way and give the horses water and let them graze awhile and let the children 

run around and play, after sittng so long in the wagon. Then they’d sit on the grass and eat some of the sandwiches 

they brought along,  and  peel the hard boiled eggs Rose nade beire the left, when, they’d stop along the side of the 

road. At night they’d  al lget under the quilts and try to  sleep in the open wagon, hoping and praying it wouldn’t rain.  

 

It was 1909, and automobiles had became popular and the dhildren would get all ecited, when they woujld see one of 

them on the road. David noticed how almost every town was building better  roads to accomodate the new cars. since 

most dirt roads had problems when it rained, they’d get muddy, and the cars would get stuck in mud holes filled with 

water. .David would end up getting lost again, because he thought for sure he would remember how to get to 

Towanda, and had to ask around, and and be told the same thing, just  follow the roads that run along the river.  

 

When they finally arrived at the cousins’ house, his oldest  cousin’s wife Deidra, opened the door and stood there 

staring at David with Rose standing beside, she didn’t know who he was. She looked at the wagon and all the children 

looking at her, she was confused until she heard David say, “It’s  me Deidra, David Squires. I decided to my family 

move to Towanda” 

   

She gasped,  “ David, is that you?  I didn’t recognize you look alotolder thenwhenIsawyou last. It’s been a goodten 

years since you were here. ”  

Deidra reluctantly invited them in and let David know, ‘You can stay here‘awhile, and we’ll help you look for a place 

in the morning, I know you will want to get the children settled .’ Rose helped with the cooking, and the dishes and 

made sure the children behaved and were careful and forbid them to touch any thing.  Rose proudly and let ther 

know,”My  sister has a house in Hornell, it’s ‘almost’ as pretty as yours.” She looked around at the things she had, the  

pictures on the wall and the pretty kerosene lamps, and loved the rugs she had in the parlor and dining room.    

 

The next day the cousins took David around town, so he could find a house he could afford. He found him one, over 

by the railroad tracks in East Towanda.When David took Rose to see it,she burst out crying and he letherknow, r,  “It’s 

all we can afford, Rose. When I get some work, things will be different./I promise you, we’ll have a nice house soon.”   

 

They moved in with what little they had. The cousins knewtheminiter of the littlechurch downthe road, how they had 

two of their houses burned  down. He got the women from his church to help collect whatever anyonecoujld donate, 

and they brought them some furniture, lots of clothes,quilts, pots and pans anddishes and a big oak table with six 

different chairs, not that it mattered to Rose. The next day David took the wagon and horses back to Hornell, and 

asked his cousins to follow himso he wouldhavd a way to get back.  They let him know, they were losing a lot time 

going  to Hornell with him, even though theyhad hired hands, they still had a lot of work they had to tend to.  

 

Moving to Towanda made David feel like a new man, knowing he had the courage to move from Hornell.  Rose did 

notfeelthat way, her heart was broken, all she did was cry and tell him, “I want to go back to Hornell, you know how I 

hate haivn got live by these railroad tracks again.” 

 

 The houses along the railroad tracks were built the cheapest way possible, they had no cellars and all four corners of 

the house sat on a pile of flat stones, and tey didn’t paint them.. There was an  air space underneath thatwas dangerous, 

when the house would go on fire from a passing trains. They burned to the ground fast, since they  had no way to the 

fire out. They didn’t have runniong water. all they had was rain water that had to be hand-pumped from the cistern, or 

drop a pail down the well, they used for drinking water. With no way tout the fire out, their homes would burn down. 

 

 When Rose needed a ride to bring her quilts to the church,  to show them to the women,  one of the women’s 
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husbands would  stop by with his wife and  pick her up and drop them ff at the church. She taught them how to draw 

their designs on brown paper and drew a diamond, a round circle,  a  squares and  a triangle, and held the paper up to 

show the women. Then she drew lines on each one, and told them,  cut them into six equal pieces.  She laughed and 

would warn them they were going to need a lot of pieces, because they would be using the same design throughout the 

quilt, using different colors and  pieces of wool and silk. Once they learned  how to do a simple design , they would 

work with a more complicated design. She suggested they use colorful prints and solids, some satin and  pieces of 

men’s silk ties here and there,  But… every piece had to be sewn tight and be the same size, or the seams would turn 

out to be‘lumpy’. Using the paper pattern she had drawn a circle on, she cut it  and pinned it on an old wool dress, 

telling them, be sure to place it where the material is strong,no worn ,or the quilt would fall apart. 

 

She reminded them, when they cut the pieces of material, they had to be exactly the same, and to keep the pieces in a 

shoe box, or they would get wrinkled then they would have a problem sewing the seams together. She  passed around 

her box of cut up pieces she was going make another quilt with. She lifted  the qui;t up and showed them the winter 

quilt she made, with pieces of wool and colorful pieces made of silk from old men’s ties. She pointed how she had 

saved and cut up old wool jackets, men’s pants and women’s skirts. She folded it andp;icked upanothe quiote she 

made, and passed around a light weight summer quilt she made and had them feel how light it was, and explained it 

was made from old cotton dresses, shirts, tablecloths. 

 

The women enjoyed being there, it gave them a chance to get out and be together and they could  gossip while they 

worked on their quilts.When one the ladies finished her quilt, they would clap and and work together so they could 

learn how to pin an old wool blanket, they could line it with, and they needed a few yards of dark flannel to sew on the 

back of the quilt, Then Rose took a small ruler and used a piece of chalk and marked the top of the quilt every five 

inches, and  stitched and knotted it with a piece of colorful wool, and the quilt was finished,  they’d hug Rose and 

thank her  

 

The months turned into years, since Rose left Hornell and David’s luck never did change, it only got worse. Yet. he 

continued to  believe, one day it would. All the  years they were married, David could never afford a horse and wagon, 

let alone a house and a farm with cows, horses and pigs.and never stopped believing, he would . Being a very religious 

man, it was David’s religion that sustained him through those trying  years. It gave him great comfort, because he was 

a man that prayed and thanked the Lord  before each meal, for what he  had. But, not Rose. She was not religious, she 

only went to church with her family, because she loved to sing, play the organ and gossip after services,  

 

One Wednesday afternoon, Rose decided to leave early and go to the church teach the women how to make quilts/ The 

church was empty, and she sat tere waiting for the women to arrive she decided  to play the pump organ, since no one 

was around. Then every week she got there early, so shecould play it, because she was able to play every hymn they 

sang in church, even if she couldn’t read music, let alone read the words in the hymnal.  One afternoon the minister 

was standing outside the church  talking to the neighbor, and realized somone  was playing the organ inside. He 

excused himself and went in  and discovered it was Rose Squires, she was waiting for the women to arrive. She told 

him. “ I should have asked you, but, now I know all the hymns we sing at service ”  

 

He smiled, “No No,, it’s alright. But, I didn’t know you  played the organ that well, Rose.”  

 

She smiled,  “Well, not really. I can’t read the words in the hymnal or read music, like Mrs. Schwabb  does..”  Leaving 

he waved and telling her, “You’re doing real well, keep playing..” From then on the minister never hesitated to go to 

Rose sitting with her family, ”I don’t like to disturb you, but would you please play the organ for us this morning?  I 

am afraid Mrs. Schwabb, won’t be able to play for us,her husband told me, she’s not well and can’t come.”  Rose 

walked up to the front of the church, and sat down at the organ, and  the hymns were posted on a board for all to see. 

All eyes were on Rose as she sat at the organ, and waited for the minister to  announce the next hymn,  and she played 
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the organ, and the congregation sang. No one was any the wiser she couldn’t read the music, or the words in the 

hymmal, because not too many of them knew how to read themselves.  

 

THE OLD INDIAN AND HIS HERBS 

 

The farmersl liked David, because he was a  kind and gentle man, compared to his wife, Rose. He never yelled or hit 

his children, but Rose did. Being a very religious man, he didn’t drink, curse or smoke, yet Rose did all those things. 

And even rolled her own cigarettes andshe  thought nothing about having a little glass of whiskey with her friend 

Mildred, once in a while.  David never said anything to her about it, because he loved her, and accepted her just the 

way she was. 
 

After they got settled in the house in Wysox, that house burned down when a red hot coal from a passing train landed 

on the roof. It was the third house to burn down from passing trains, and Rose cried to David, ”I told you that would 

happen if you got another house by the railroad tracks?”  

A neighbor in church heard what happened, and told them,  “A couple of miles up the road in Myersberg, I saw a 

house for sale. Its on a little hill that goes down to a creek. But, up on the other side of that creek, an old Indian lives in 

a tepee, on the side of the mountain, so nobody wants to buy it. I’ll take you there if you want to see it.”   

 

David and Rose climbed in his wagon,  and they went to see it Rpse liked the house as soon as she walked in. David 

was relieved to hear her say, “I like it here”. She looked out the kitchen window and saw the beautiful mountains 

instead of railroad tracks and loved the sound of the bubbling creek down in the back, and wanted to move right in. 

David and Rose didn’t realize that every spring, that creek was known to flood,when there was a lot of snow, it was 

known to damage the pastures and fields in the surrounding areasThey moved in, and the women from the local church 

collected what furniture they could for them, and brought them odd dishes, pots and pans, so they would have 

something to eat off.  Rose enjoyed drinking her tea on the back porch and would sit there andlisten to the sound of  

the creek gurgling by. glad to be living there, where it was so beautiful and peaceful Because all her married life all 

she  heard were the trains rattling by and they would make their house shake.Aaron liked to go with his father, and 

work at a neighbor’s farm, and Myrtle, Leo and Ervin had left for school. Lily was busy doing the morning dishes 

while Rose sat outside on the porch, waiting for the bread to finish baking.  She looked over at the side of the 

mountain, where the old Indian lived in a tepee. She would see him, occasionall. go down the path to the creek and get 

a pail of water. and see him walking in the woods and along the creek, but he never looke dupor said  ‘hello’, and 

being he was an Indian, he knew she ws sitting there..  
 

One Wednesday afternoon, while she was teaching the women,  she happened to mention that an old Indian lived on 

the other side of the creek by her  The wmen  got all excited and warned her, Oh! You wanna  stay away from him! 

Don’t ever trust any Indian, not after what they did to all those people in covered wagons, when they were on their 

way out west.” Rose laughed a tthem, and told them , he was in the Civil War and was a scout for Genral Ulsyss 

Grant.  
 

One chilly morning, Rose was sitting on the back porch relaxing after hangingup the wash She had finished her cup of  

tea and reached down in her apron pocket, and took out a small whit bag of tobacco, and thepapers, so she could roll 

herself a cigarette.  She lit it with a  big wooden matches and inhaled it and blew the smoke up in the air and leaned 

back and was very happy to be living there, where the birds sang and she didn’t have to hear the sound of trains going 

by. Rose never smoked when David was home. He knew she smoked, buthe did not approve of women smoking, but 

he loved her and never said anything to her about it  
 

Hearing a noise over in the woods, she sat up straight and looked  between the trees and saw the old Indian walking 

along the creek in his tribal clothes and moccasins. This time she could see his face and figured he was real old, in his 
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eighties, seeing how  his face was so wrinkled and weathered lo Yet, she would see him chop wood and go down to 

the creek for water and carry the pail up the hill faster than she ever could! What puzzled her about hin, was he was 

always picking so many plants and flowers? She decided he cooked and ate them? Smelling the bread in the oven, she 

hurried back in and grabbed a couple of towels and switched the pans and put hem on the bottn and the bottom pan s 

went up on top,  so they would brown evenly.  
 

The following week  Rose was in their orchard. down along the creek, picking apples to make pies. She spotted the old 

Indian again and seeing how close he was, she hollered over to him, ”Hello there! Would you like some nice juicy 

apples … they‘re real sweet now!”  

Surprised to hear her voice, he stood up nd covered his eyes with his hand to block out the sun and looked over at 

Rose. He saw she was smiling, but he never said a word, but he had a curious look on his face and started wrapping a 

opiee of long  grass around the flowers and laid them down on the ground. He made his way across the creek. And she 

noticed how careful he was to only step on the big dry flat rocks, so not to get his moccasins wet. He walked up to 

where Rose was, smilingand . she smiled  at him, and picked the nicest apples she had in the pail and gave them to 

him. He thanked her and she told him, “You can come over here any time you like, and pick some apples, there’s 

plenty for everyone..” He stared at her,  as though he didn’t believe her and she 

R found him to be very gracious and he said. “Why thank you . Thank you very much! Hmmm! They do smell sweet, 

don’t they?” Then he protested,  “I would never walk over here and just take your apples. I would knock on your door  

and let you know,  I was going to pick  a few.”  

Rose found she was very comfortable talking to him, because he was very friendly. She knew the people in town 

ignored the local Indians, because of the awful stories they heard..Rose noticed the deep wrinkles he had, especially 

around the corners of his eyes, and she wonder  how old was he? When there was nothing more to say, he nodded and 

thanked her again, and started down the path and seeing him go, she thought how lonely it must be for him, living in 

that tepee all alone.  
 

She laughed to see how he was hugging the apples, to make sure he didn’t drop any  them of them when he hopped on 

the flat stones to get to the other side of the creek..Then, on a loud voice she hollered over to him, “Would you like to 

come up on the porch and have a nice cup of hot tea?” She really didn’tthink he would, so she was surprised whe she 

hear him say, “Yes,  I would like that!”  
 

He hid the apples from the birds, under the flowers, and hurried back over to where Rose was and insisted he carry the 

pail of apples and she let him. He had little to say, but she was busy chatting away to him, like she had known him for 

years. Going up the steps of the porch. it amused him she she pointed to the old rocking chair and told him, “Sit down 

and make yourself at home. I’ll be back out in a few minutes with the tea.”  He set the pail of apples in the corner and 

sat down, and realized Lily was hiding behind the kitchen curtains, peeking out at him. She was so scared of him, 

because she had never seen the Indian that close, and in such strange clothes,  even  though she had seehim over  on 

the other side of the creek, goig in an dout of his tepee. He had seen Lily many times, and was aware that Lily and her 

brother could not speak. 

  

The tea kettle was always simmering on the back of the stove, so all Rose had to do was scald the inside of teapot, and 

throw in a handful of tea leaves and pour the boiling water in and let it brew. She got two white mugs off the shelf, 

then stood at the door and yelled out to him. “You use milk?” 

Laughing, he shook his head,  “No.” Then she asked, “Sugar?” He shook his head again. “How about a nice piece of 

blackberry pie or some sugar cookies?” and he ket shaking hishead, no.   

 

Seeing how he was laughing,  Rose told him “Well, you sure are a man of few words.” 

When she  came out with the mugs of hot tea and Lily held the door open for her, and was nervously eyeing the old 

Indian and quick closed the door and took the cat and stayed in the parlor,   
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Rose did all the talking, and was dying to know what he did with all the flowers he picked, but she decided not to, 

because she could tell he was not interested in talking, but  she ,might ask him later on.  She smiled at him, saing “You 

never told me your name?”  

He chuckled and leaned  back.  “ My name? When I was in the army many years ago, they used to call me Cree. 

People around here forget, I served with the great General Ulysses S. Grant during the Civil War and Iwas one of his 

most trusted scouts..”  Rose was very surprised to hear that. 

 

”In the beginning they called me, ‘Chief’ because I was an Indian and soon they  were calling me Cree, and that name 

stuck with me all during the war.”  

Rose seemed impressed. “Oh, I see, because you were Chief of your tribe?”  

He smiled.  “No, no. …I was a Medicine man … not a Chief. A Medicine men heals thier people with herbs, like my 

fathers before me did. You must see me collecting them along the creek and in the woods. I hang them uspside down 

and let them dry,  if I need them Those plants are what we have used to cure people when our people are sick and that 

information has been handed down for thousands of years, from one Medicine man to the next, because he must all the 

different herbs and what they are used for. ”  

Rose nodded, “Oh! So, that‘s why you are aways picking those plants and flowers.” 

He looked off into the distance and and told her, “Would you like to hear a true story about how those flowers and 

plants, saved the lives of a lot of soldiers that were dying during the Civil War?” 

Rose shook her head and let him know she would. 

. 

He looked at her, “One day General Grant himself,  came to me. and he looked very sad and worried when he said, ‘I 

have to find a way to help my men, so many of them are laying there  wounded and dying, and it’s not from bullets, 

it’s from blood poisoning and infection.They’re burning up with fever and we don’t have any doctors to help them and 

they are dying horrible deaths, and I can’t help them.’ He looked at me, ‘You are a Medicine Man, Cree. What do the 

Indians do when they get infection or blood poisoning  and run high fevers?’ 

“He was sitting on his horse, and he asked me. ‘Seems to me,  I remember you telling me the Indians use certain plants 

to heal their people? Well, is there any way we could get some those plants and see if it would help my men? Do you 

know where we could get them?’ 

“I told him  they grew wild all over, and I would need some help to pick them, because we were needed an awful lot of 

them because there were so many men laying on those canvas cots that were in terrible pain and dying. General Grant 

got all upset and yelled, ‘You’re not talking about those weeds that grow around here..They’re not going to help my  

men.  Don’t’you understand. they are dying from infection and gagerine..why they’d be useless. They need something 

a lot more powerful than them weeds.’  

“He was about to ride off and he changed his mind because he said,  Since we don’t have anything else, let’s see if it 

helps them.  Right now, I’ll try anything. They’re in there covered with mud and blood, and  begging me to get 

someone to help them. and we don’t have one doctor here. It’s not right after what those men had to suffer, fighting 

day after day, with hardly anything to eat.’  

Cree took another sip of  tea.”He seemed to think I could cure them over night. I explained tit will take hours for the 

herbs to boil and turn into a syrup.’He scratched his head and demanded, ‘Then get moving, get whatever it is you 

need. If  it work,  it’ll be the best news I’ve heard in a long time.’ 

“I had a problem with the men assigned to me because I was an Indian, they refused to believe the herbs would help, 

when I showed them what we needed to pick in the woods and along the shores of the river nearby. They didn’t want 

todo it, but bundled  up as many as we could carry and we filled several big pots and let them boil over an open fire. 

But, we needed so much of it,  the pots were going day and night, to keep applying the hot poultices on their wounds 

over and over, so we could bring the infection together. Everyone that could helpm, went around and put the hot 

poutices on the men, and it worked and they got better, but, ofcourse,  it was too late for some of the men.” 

General Grant was grateful for what I did, when he saw how his men were up and walking around again. We were 

very lucky when few new doctors arrived to come help with the wounded because when all that poison came together, 
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it had to be lanced to release all that poison and we ll worked together. They drank the herbal tea I made, because it 

made them get better faster. General Grant sent some of the amputees back home, but, they didn’t die, and almost all 

his men were able to go back to fight on the lines again. He couldn’t believe it was those ‘weeds’ as he called them, 

did it.”   

Rose was fascinated. “And you mean those plants is what cured those men that were dying.? ” 

He nodded, “Yes, that is what I said. I boiled two different kinds of herbs. One was to bring the infection together, and 

theother one theyhad to drink to make them strong again” Cree sighed,  “It was a terrible to see so many men lay their 

dying but it was those herbs that saved them.” 

Rose asked, “Oh! Those poor men,  it is hard to believe you saved their lives with those plants?” 

He sat straight up in the chair, “Did I not tell you, I am a Medicine Man? Of course, I saved their lives. General Grant 

did not believe in our ways and he argued, ‘What makes you think those weeds’ are goning to save my men, when 

they’re laing in there dying. What they need is a doctor not some old weeds..”  When he realized he had only had me 

to help them,  he was willing to listen I knew it would work, and he was wasting time wondering what to do, while his 

men were dying.”  

Rose sighed, “My father told us stories about the soldiers in the Civil War and how he helped to amputate their legs or 

arms, or they would have died Did you ever meet him? His name was John Vanderworker, he was an officer and an 

engineer with Company I, from Hornell, New York. ”  

Cree stopped to think,  “No, I don’t remember ever hearing that name.”  

 

Rose nodded and changed the subject. “Nights when David and I sit out here in the dark, we  enjoy hearing you beat 

your drum.” Old Cree was very flattered and he smiled. “You and your husband like to listen to me play my drum, I 

didn’t know you could hear it. Does it bother you? ”  

Rose laughed,, “Oh! No, it’s so nice to hear it in the night. We sit here and listen to it all the time. ” 

Wrinkling her forehead Rose tipped her head and asked him, “Aren’t you lonely, being in that tepee all alone?  

Where‘s your family and your tribe?”   

He lifted his head and chuckled. “Lonely! I’m never lonely? What makes you think I’m lonely? White people do not 

understand the ways of Indians, that is why I stay away from them,  but that doesn’t mean I don’t enjoy being with you 

and your husband. When I came back from the war all the members of my family and tribe were gone. Where? No one 

knows. I could be the only one left. A lot of time has gone by, and I still ask about them, but nobody  cares where they 

went, but I do..”   

Rose told Cree. “My step-mother is a full blooded Indian! But,she‘s not my real mother. my mother died when I was 

nine years old. I had to quit school in the third grade to take care of the new baby and my brothers and sisters,  so my 

father could go to work. He didn’t remarry, until we were grown and out of the house. But, then he went and married 

that Indian woman. Her name was Priscilla, but I am sure that is not her Indian name. They used to live somewhere in 

Towanda.”  

Rose let out a sigh, “My father died a few years ago, and it hurt so much to lose him.  I don’t know whatever happened 

to her. She was a very beautiful woman, but she didn’t wear Indian clothes like you do. She was tall and thin and wore 

long black dresses with white lace collars up around her neck., and she always carried a parasol wherever she went. 

And you should have seen the jewelry my father bought her. He used to parade her around town and walk her in and 

out of the stores, just to show her off, is what he was really doing.”   

He mused, “And you never talked to her? You were not very friendly with her. Why?” 

Rose smirked,. “Well, she wasn’t very friendly either. She was stuck-up and I didn’t like her or the the way she walked 

around all dressed-up when she was out with my father..”  

He looked away and laughed, “It sounds to me,  you were jealous of her?”  

Thinking she had confused him, Rose insisted, “No! I wasn’t. Why  would I be ? You do understand, she was ‘not’ my 

real mother,  she was only my step-mother?”  

He chuckled, “Oh! I understood you perfectly the first time!”    

Old Cree was still laughing when he thanked Rose for the tea and apples and left.Rose watched him hurrying down the 
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path and he made his way across the creek, and picked up the apples and plants and brought thembkc to his tepee... 

Later that afternoon, when David came home,  Rose couldn[‘t wait to tell him, “I met that old Indian up on the hill 

today. Gave him a few apples and invited him up for a cup of tea. He was real friendly, he was nothing like the ladies 

in church said he was.  He told me how  he used to be a drummer and a scout for General Grant, during the Civil 

War.”   

David smiled, “Imagine that old Indian, served with Genral Grant, during the Civil War?”  

When Cree started up the path to Rose’s house, he noticed David sitting on the porch and he hesitated and was about 

to about to turn around go back, when David got up and extended his hand out to him. He smiled and came back when 

David walked down a cople of steps and shook his hand and invited him to come sit with them. Then he hollered 

through the screen door, “Rose, Cree just dropped by, bring out another mug of tea when you come.”  

While they waited, David told Cree, “When I was a boy, my only playmates were the Indian children that lived on the 

sideof the mountain near us. We lived in a log cabin my father built, and they lived in tepees on the same side of the 

mountain. It seems like such a long time ago, when lived down around Delaware Gap.”  

Cree nodded and smiled, “I know exactly where that is, but during the war we acrossed the Delaware River and 

marched south down through New Jersey, until we met up with General Grant.” Rose came out  with the tea and was 

happy to see how  the two men were enjoying one another’s company. She was surprised David was telling Cree, one 

story after the other about the Indians where he lived, and Cree had a few stories of his own to tell, forgetting Rose 

was there. 

A few weeks went by, before Cree knocked at the door, and if he saw Rose was busy, he’d wave and tell her,”I’ll 

come back anothertime..” She would open the door and tell him, “Just sit down and I’ll be right out. I need to get off 

my feet for awhile, I’ll make us some hot tea.” He often brought a bunch of dried herbs and suggested she keep them 

hanging upside down, hoping she would remember what they were to be used for?  

One day he brought her a different plant and when he gave it to her, he smiled“This is what my mother used to make 

bread with.”  Rose being very honest, looked at it, then smelled it and told him.”Take it back, I wouldn’t use that, I use 

sour dough to make my bread,  like my mother did.”  

He chuckled. “Sour dough, they used that in the army! This is much better.” Rose laughed and asked, “Would you like 

a batch of it?” He shook his head, “ No, but thank you!.”  

Rose made a face, “Oh! Now I know why you never want any of my bread, you make your own?” He enjoyed the way 

Rose talked to him, and let her know, he appreciated that he could come there and talk to David and how he enjoyed 

having a cup of tea with them. But, during the winter, Rose rarely saw him, unless he ventured down to the creek to 

catch a few fish or get a pail of water. As long as she saw smoke coming from his teepee, she figured he must be 

alright. 

One chilly morning in March Rose was on the porch, and she inhaled deepy, the smell of spring was in the air. It 

always did thrill her to see the buds on the trees ready to sprout.  Pulling the dark red wool shawl around herself, she 

sat up straight, when she saw something moving down below, and it was in between the leafless trees. She was 

relieved to see it was old Cree coming up the path. 

She waved to him, “Why hello, it’s good to see you out and around again!”  

 

He nodded and  smiled, “And how are you and your children, and David,? You have been well? ”   

Rose assured him, “We’ve been just fine.” She patted the chair, “And you? Haven’t see much of you all winter, sit 

down and I’ll get us some tea.” Going inside she almost tripped over Lily playing with the cat on the floor.and when 

Lily saw Cree, she quick scooped up the cat and hid in the parlor. 

After Cree drank his tea, he usually thanked her and would leave/ This time he didn’t seem  to be   in a hurry to go. 

Rose figured, after being alone all winter, he missed their little talks and her green tea.  

 

She leaned back and told him “You know after you told me that story about those wounded soldiers, during the Civl 

War, I kept thinking about it, and it was  amazing how you were able tp save all those men with those herbs.. When I 

first noticed you ,  were always picking them, I figured you must cook and eat them or maybe you put them in water 
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and set them in the middle of your table.”  

Cree’s head went back and he laughed out loud. “I don’t have a table. Rpse/ I live in a tepee. And those plants would 

taste terrible if I tried to eat them. ”  Then he asked, “Would you mind if I smoked my pipe while we sit here?”  
 

Rose told him, “Go right ahead, I love the smell of pipe tobacco.” He carefully shook the tobacco from a small leather 

pouch, and tamped it down  in the p;ipe, with his thumb and lit it . Then he sat back.to enjoy it and Rose was watching 

him , seein ghims crush the end of the match with his finger. He told her, “Old habit, but good one, to make sure the 

match is out before you throw it away.”  
 

Rose agreed and dug down in her apron pocket and took out a small white bag of tobacco, and some thin white  

papers. He looked at her and chuckled but didn’t say anything. Because he knew what she was going to do because he 

had seen her smoke, many times when she was itting n the back porch .  He watched her shake the tobacco ,ever so 

carefully on the thin white paper, and pulled the string close with her teeth, then licked the edge of the delicate paper 

to seal it and put the tobacco and papers back in her pocket. He was laughing at her, while  she was rolling the 

cigarette back and forth between her fingers, and he told her,  “I’ve seen a lot of men do that, but, never a woman.”   
 

Rose smiled and twisted the ends and stuck the cigarette in her mouth,. and scratched the wooden match across the 

floor and lit it.  Seeing he had a curious look on his face,  she  blew the smoke up into the air, and let him know, “I 

hope you don’t think I smoke behind David’s back, because I don’t.  He knows I smoke. He doesn’t like it, but I only 

smoke when he’s not home.” 
 

He laughed, “ Yes I know. your husband, is a very good man, that is why he never says anything to you about your 

smoking.  I have seen you sit out here smoking many times!”  Then Cree sat there started to describe to her the 

different herbs that grew wild down by the creek an din the woods. When he stood up to leave, and he touched the 

bowl of the pipe,  before he knocked the ashes out, and thanked Rose for the tea, and hurried down the path and  across 

the flat stones n the crek, , and up the hill, and disappeared in his tent.  
 

Rose may have ruled the children with an iron hand, but she would never do anything to hurt David’s feelings. She 

knew he did not approve of women that smoked or cursed, and he  never allowed any liquor in the house. Rose truly 

loved David, because  he would never try to convert her into his way of thinking. Knowing she moked and loved to 

have adrink with Mildred now and then.                     

 

One day Cree knocked at the door and asked, :”Is it alright I pick a couple of your apples?” Rose waved him off, “Go 

pick as many as you want, then sit down and have a cup of tea.”  

She discovered that Cree was very talkative that day and was telling her more stories about the Civil War. He shook 

his head and sighed. “Do you know it’s been forty years since I was with General Ulysses S. Grant?  He would tell me 

I was one of the best scouts he ever had. 

He would  sit on his horse, with his hand up in the air and lead his men to another camp and they  marched to the beat 

of my drum. As they marched, I knew they were thinking about beomg home, their wives and families, after seeing so 

many of their cusins and friends getting killed. They had to be wondering, were they going to be next.  General Grant 

was a good man, he liked his liquor, but his men admired him. He was always fair with them, and they respected him 

for that.” Cree finished his tea and went pn to say, talk. “I remember that day in 1869, it was four years after the war 

ended, and General Grant became president, I was so proud that ‘I’  had the honor of knowing him.”  
 

Rose nodded and got up to bring the cups inside, “You were lucky,  you didn’t get killed”  

He smiled, “My time wasn’t up yet. Im still alive and it’s been forty years since the Civil War. When you come back 

out, I’ll show you the plants you should pick and keep, in case someone in your family gets sick. You should learn 

which ones to pick and dry and what to use them for. Do you think you will remember what I tell you?  ” 
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Rose headed down to the creek with him and he] stopped and asked her, ”Your children, Lily and Aaron, they do not 

speak or go to school?  May I ask why?”  Rose groaned\, “Oh! A couple of years ago. we lived in Hornell, New 

York.and  a young traveling doctor came by and offered to take all the children’s tonsils out, in exchange for two 

nights room and board. He took their tonsils out, but Lily and Aaron could never talk again.but the others were fine. 

Now all they can do is grunt.    

Cree had a lof compassion for what happened to them and said, “What a terrible thing to happen, ,  not to be able to 

speak again.”  They walked along the edge of the creek, and he pointed out the different plants she could use and 

explained  ”Bundle the same plants together and use a long piece of grass and hang them upside down to dry, and 

never be greedy, let some go to seed, or you won’t have any the following year.” 
 

Rose smiled,. “I save the seeds from my flowers, and plant them in the spring.” He smiled that she understood what he 

meant.  When the weather turned cold, if Rose didn’t see Cree getting a pail of water or catching some fish.  she would 

send Myrtle up to see if he was still alive. He pretended to be ‘insulted’ and tell her, “Your mother thinks I am too old, 

to take care of myself? I don’t need a woman to look after me. And you will also tell her, I said,  ‘thank you for 

worrying about me!’”  
 

One day while they were having tea, Cree mentioned to her, how he prayed to ‘his’ gods for guidance. Rose was 

surprised to hear  he prayed, and asked him, “Why don’t you come to our church and pray? You would feel better if 

you prayed in a church, then in your tent, don’t you think?.”  He sort of laughed and looked out at the mountains, 

shaking his head he explained to her, “I don’t think  you understand, my gods and your gods, are very different. I  am  

Medicine Man. Why would you want to go to a white man’s church to pray/ I speak to my gods no matter where I am. 

We don’t need churches to pray?” 
 

1912…THE INDIAN, HIS HERBS AND  A LIFE AND DEATH SITUATION. 
 

It was dark out when Rose woke up, and as she laid there and could hear the wind howling outside, and knew they  

were in for another bad snow storm. Sitting on the edge of the bed, she realized did not feel right, beasue it was an 

effort for her to get up and she had to get going and start breakfast. She put her slippers on and went in the kitchen and 

saw David was up and shaving and.he kissed her  and threw the water outside, and it froze.  He was watching Rose 

from the corner of his eye, and noticed she was grimacing while she was frying the eggs. . He went over to her and 

touched her arm and asked, “Rose, you alright?.” She smiled and let him think she had one of her bad headaches, and 

he believed her and sat at the table with the children. 
 

She managed to make the sour dough batter and make lots of  pancakes an dut them on a hot atter and handed Lily a 

towel so she could carry  pancakes over to the table beside the platter off fried eggs. David sat there and waited for the 

children to bow their heads and he said his usual prayer of thanks with them,  while the boys waited to hear the word 

“Amen” sot they could dig their forks into the pile of ot pancakes and lather them with butter and pour lots of maple 

syrup over them.  
 

Rose coudln’t eat, she  was beginning to have so many shooting pain, she could hardly sit there   

She couldn’t wait for everyone to leave, and go back to bed. Rose was always pregnant it seemed, and this time she 

was seven months pregnant and was concerned why her feet were so swollen, because she never had a problem like 

that before Rose relieved when David left with Aaron, and Myrtle, Ervin and Leowent to school, and she looked in the 

mirror noticed she had bags of water under her eyes, that weren’t there yesterday.   

 

But, her biggest worry was every couple of minutes she was doubling over in pain and  it was getting worse  She was 

worried she was going to miscarry again.  During the past two years, two of her babies died, first little Raymond and 

last year little Eva died when she was eight months old/. 

 David buried them over in the church cemetery. Dr. Brown wa there the day before and he told her she was fine. But 
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the pains were all too familiar and  getting stronger by the hour. and it wa sthe way her back ached, that she knew she 

was in trouble. While she lay in bed, she heard the clock in the kitchen chime nine , then ten , and the pains were 

getting stronger. She asked to birn her a cup of tea ,and she couldn’t drink it. she was in so much p;ain.  The 

contractions were coming closer and closer and she was in such excruciating pain, she was  screaming.  Lily was so 

frightened,  that she stood there crying hearing her mother moaning and groaning, and she didn’t know what to help  

her. 

 

Rose always delivered her own babies, She was the town  mid-wife and she was wishing Lily could go up the road and 

tell the farmer’s wife, to send David home , but Lily was a mute like Aaron was and they couln’t talk, so she didn’t 

send her. 

 

 Hearing a knock at the door, Rose told Lily, ”Don’t let anyone in.”  When no one came to the door, Mildred walked in 

and took one look at Lily and  wondered why she looked so frightened, and she was waving her hands all around and 

so excited,  pointing to her mother’s room. Mildred ran in and took one look at Rose and cried out. ”Good Lord, what 

is wrong with you? You’re not foolin me, you’re in labor and I’m goin’ to go get Dr. Brown to come  here right now?”  
 

Rose shook her head, “Don’t! I only pulled a muscle in my back, while I was doing the laundry yesterday.” Mildred 

insisted. “Rose, what you need is good shot of whiskey. It will relax your back muscles, and make you sleep!” She 

shook her head and was wishing Mildred would go home, but, Mildred was concerned about the way she was groaning 

and grimacing in pain and shook her finger at her, ”You are in labor, aren’t you? Well,  I’m staying here with you. I 

can go to town later.”  

Rose assured her,  “The baby’s not due for two months. Go to town and I’ll be fine..”  

Mildred believed her and said,. “Well, I guess you being  a mid-wife, and after all the babies you’ve had, I guess you 

ought to know. I’m going to town, to mail a package back to Sears  Roebucks. ”  

Rose mumbled. “There’s no need of  you  comin’ back,  I’m alright!”  
 

As soon as Mildred came back from town, she knocked and let herself in.  Lily was sitting at the table, going through 

the Sears & Robebuck’s catalog. so she figured her mother was alright and waved and walked in Rose’s room. 

Thinking she was asleep, she didn’t disturb her,she went home. 

Rose was only pretending to be asleep, because she realized she was beginning to go into early labor. Having given 

birth to eight children, and many miscarriages and premature babies, she did not want Mildred to hear her screaming 

everytime she had another contraction.  

 

Lily walked in and stood at the end of her bed, and ooked so worried as kept wringing her hands and Rose ordered her 

to stay in the parlor. She went in the parlor, but she was peeking through the long calico curtains, because of how her 

mother was screaming so loud. Suddenly her eyes got as big as saucers, when she saw a tiny little baby appear.and she 

ran in the kitchen and hid behind the coats hanging on the back door.    
 

Exhausted, Rose  managed to reach over and get the scissors in the basket by her bed, so she could cut the umbilical 

cord. When she held the tiny baby boy in her arms, she could see he was gasping for his every breath. She got out of 

bed, and held him by his feet and spanked his backside a few times, but he  didn’t cry, so she did it again, but there 

was no cry, no nothing.  

Cradling him in her arms she noticed he was turning blue, and she hugged his lifeless little body to her bare bosom and 

he died in her arms. She wept because she had lost him , knowing he never had a chance.  Lily ran out of the house 

with no coat on, to go get Mildred. She banged on her door and when she opened it she saw how Lily’s hands 

weregoing back and forth, and seeing she had no coat on, she knew something happened to Rose.  

 

As she was putting on her coat, the boys and Myrtle came home from school and they looked in om their mother, and 
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saw the tiny little babyk andand she asked them, not to come in.  Then Mildred rushed in the room and cried out, “This 

is no lace for you kids, go sit in the kitchen.”  Then she turned to Rode, “Oh!! God why didn’t you listen to me when I 

wanted to get Dr. Brown yesterday?” Leo put his coat back on and told Mildred, “I’m going to get Pa. ” When David 

came home, and saw the baby had died an dhowsick Rose was,  he kissed her damp forehead, because he had seen her 

go through this so  many times before, because she always delivered her own babies.  
 

He assumed she would be up and around in the morning, and held her hand in his and told her, “Now don’t you worry, 

I will see the baby gets a proper burial, Rose.”  and she nodded, but she was in a daze. Myrtle refused to stay in the 

kichen,,and told her she was  staying with her mother. Between the two of them, they got Rose out of bed, and sat her 

in a chiar, and  she sent Myrtle  to bring in lots of newspapers her mother used to stgart the wood stove, that were piled 

on the porch,  that neighbors gave them. Myrtle helped Mildred cover the mattress with newspapers and they put clean 

sheets o the bed, and helpoed Rose get back in bed.   

  

She was so weak. she could hardly sit up, and Mildred had her lie down and  brought in the white enamel pan and  

washed her with some warm soapy water. After she dried her off, she slipped a clean flannel nightgown over her head 

and tucked her in and  pulled the quilts up over her.  Rose thanked her for all her help and sighed, “I don’t know why 

I’m so weak. I’m usually up and around the same day I deliver my babies. I need to get up and start dinner.”  

 

Mildred shook her head, “No … you’re not doing any such thing. The girls can manage without you. Tomorrow you 

will feel better, but you are staying in your bed today.”  

While Midlred was talking to her, Rose fell asleep, so Mildred  left. She talked to David and the children telling them, 

“If you need me, you be sure you come get me.”  
 

Later that evening, she knocked at the door to see how Rose was doing. David invited her in and and she went in and 

checked on Rose. she saw how flushed her face was, ad felt her forehead, and it was mad hot. Mildred scolded her, 

“Do you know you have a high fever? You better be careful, because you know how many women die from infection, 

when they give birth.” Mildred left telling David “ I gotta go because we have company, but I’ll be back first thing in 

the morning to see how Rose is.” d 
 

The next morning, David got up and he decided to let her sleep.because he assumed Rose was asleep. He got dressed 

and .Lily in the kitchen fixing breakfast. He shaved and after they ate,  Daviand took Aaron with him to finish the 

fence the inside of a barn they were working on.  Leo, Ervin and Myrtle went to school. and Mildred came over, She 

waved to Lily and went in Rose’s bedroom, and as soon as she saw her, she knew something was terribly wrong. She 

hollered at her, . “Rose, I just felt yourforehead.You ’ae burning up with a fever and.I am going to go get Dr Brown..”  
 

   
Rose told her no, she did not want him to comethat she would be find and Mildred didn’t know whether to stay or go 

get Dr. Brown,  She put a couple of wet cloths on her forehead and  left saying, “If you need anything I’ll get it for you 

because. I’m going to town to get a few things and have several errands to tend to, but I’ll be back this afternoon to see 

you..”   

 

When the children came home from school, Myrtle went in to see how her mother was and asked her, how she was 

feeling. But, she was so weak she could hardly hear what she was trying to tell her. She  barely hear her whisper, “Go 

get Mildred. tell her I need her. ”  

Myrtle ran across the road to Mildred’s and told her what her mother just said. She put on her coat and  went back with 

her. By the time they got there, she could Rose was going in and out of a coma and. she placed  her hand on her 

forehead and gasped. “My God, she is burning up. We got to get her to the hospital right now. She wouldn’t listen to 

me when I wanted to get Dr. Brown yesterday.”  
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Leo was in the kitchen doing his homework, and she told him, “Put your coat on and go tell your Pa and tell him he 

must come home now, we have to get your mother to the hospital.” Myrtle and Lily were so frightened, they stood 

there bawling their eyes out.  Mildred ran home and told her husband Jed, “Go hitch the horses up to the wagon, we 

gotta get Rose to the hospital, before it’s too late.” In not time the Millers were in the Squires driveway and Jed went 

in to help David carry Rose out.  

They each took a hold of two corners of the sheet,  and let Rose stay in between the sheet while they carried her out of 

the house and into the open wagon, while the children stood watching them.  

Then Mildred climbed in and covered Rose with a quilt and sat beside her. David ws vry quiet and climbed up beside 

Jed and they took off down the snow covered  road, leaving.the children standing there, not knowing what was 

happening to their mother?  

Jed Miller snapped the long leather reins on the horses’ backs wanting them to go faster, and in no time they were over 

the bridge and at the hospital in Towanda. They carried Rose in on the sheet and the doctor asked them to put her up 

on the table so he could examine her. He turned to David, and told him, “She is dying. Why did you wait so long to 

bring her in?  We can’t help her now, yo will have take her back home. I doubt she will even make it back, but you 

can’t leave her here. ” 

David was heart-broken when he heard what the doctor said, and Jed Miller helped him carry Rose back out to the 

wagon and Mildred walked behind them, blaming herself for not getting Dr. Brown, yesterday. Rose made it home and 

they got her back in her bed, but she never opened her eyes.   

David thought he saw her eyes open for a brief moment, but she closed them. He stood over her and waited, hoping 

she would do it again, but she didn’t. He gathered the children in the parlor, where they could look in at their mother 

and was going to prepare them for their mother’s death.  

First thing he did was tell them, “Go in and kiss your Ma, good-bye, because the good Lord wants to take her back to 

heaven so she can be with little Eva and Raymond.”  Leo and Ervin stared at their father but refused to go in and 

backed away because they didn’t want to see their mother die!  

David made them go in, and he waited in parlor while they were with her, and the two boys came out bawling.and 

asked their father,”Why does Ma have to die too? First it was little Raymond, then little Eva and now Ma? ” David had 

no answers to give them, and went back in to be with Rose.   

Mildred and her husband were sittomg with the children in the parlor and they felt so sorry for them She whispered to 

David, ”Suppose we take the children home with us, until this is over.”  

David was so choked up, when he said, “Thank you, Mildred, it’s better they ’re not here and have to see their mother 

die.” The three boys and Lily put their coats on and went with Mildred, but not Myrtle. Mildred raised her voice a 

little, “Will you go put your hat and coat on and come with me..”  

Myrtle backed away from her.  “No…I’m staying with my mother.” 

Raising her eyebrows at David, who was sitting in his chair holding his head in his hands, Mildred left because wasn’t 

about to stand there and argue with Myrtle, having seen how her mother couldn’t get her to do what she was told, she 

left..  

Myrtle went in and held her mother’s limp hand. She was crying and she stepped back, because she thought she saw 

her mother open her eyes. She leaned over her and noticed her lips were moving and she was  trying to mumble 

something, but her voice was so weak she couldn’t make out what she was saying. She gently touched her mother 

saying, her  “ Ma,  I can’t hear you.” She put her ear by her mouth and heard her say, “Go get the old Indian, he is the 

only one that can help me?”     

Myrtle went in the parlor where her father was sitting with his head hanging down, and reluctantly told him what her 

mother said.. He let out a long tsigh. “Now Myrtle, you mustn’t pay any attention to what your Ma says now,  she’s 

got a bad fever, and she’s what they call ‘delirious.”  

Then he looked up and warned her. “Don’t you go bothering that old Indian, just because your Ma thinks he can cure 

her with those old weeds of his. She is dying and there’s not a thing anyone can do for her,  is what, the doctor said. 

We just got to wait and accept that the Lord wants to take her.”  

Myrtle didn’t know wht to do. Whether to go get the old Indian like her mother asked, or ignore what her mother said, 
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because her father said she was ‘delirious’.  She grabbed her hat and coat off the back door, and ran out the door. 

David stood up and was hurt to think Myrtle had disobeyed him, and he got up and stood at the kitchen window and 

watched her running down the path and stepping on the slippery, icy rocks in the creek and she make her way up 

through the snow covered path to Cree’s tepee. Shaking his head he kept saying, “It’s too late…he can’t help her 

now.”  

Cree stood smoking his pipe, waiting her because heard her coming. As soon as he saw her face, he knew something 

was wrong. He took a hold of her hand and told her, “Calm down, so I can understand what you are saying. Yes, yes, 

your mother is very sick, but, I don’t understand what happened , because she was fine two days ago, when I was 

there.”  

Myrtle didn’t know how to explain it to him and she finally blurted out, “Well, yesterday my mother had a baby and it 

died. Our neighbor Mildred Miller came over and said she had a high vever and she was in a coma, so my father went 

with them and they drove her to the hospital. The hospital sent her home and the doctor said, she was dying, it was too 

late for anyone to help her”  

Cree said, “And…???” 

Myrtle blurted out,“She just opened her eyes and told me, go get you,  that you could help her..”  

Cree took a deep breath. He didn’t like what he heard and he told Myrtle, “I hope I can help her, but you must 

understand, fromwhtyo told me, your mother is in very serious trouble.” Holding his pipe in his hand, he stood there 

and shook his head saying. “And the little baby, where is it now?” 

Myrtle looked away,  “I think I heard my father say, he buried it.” 

Cree tapped the ashes from his pipe into the fire and gathered what he might need in a large leather pouch, and picked 

up his drum and ushered Myrtle out of the tepee. Going down the path he noticed  Myrtle eying the drum and he could 

tell she didn’t like that he was bringing his drum with him. 

While they were making their way across the creek on the big flat stones, Cree explained to her, “I want you to 

understand. why I brought my drum. It is not to make idle music. I need my drum when I pray and  I will be calling on 

the spirits soon and asking them to help me heal your mother.”  

When they walked in, David got up and extended his hand to Cree and told him, “I’m sorry Myrtle went up and 

dragged you down here. After I told her not to be bothering you, she went to get you..” 

I appreciate your coming, Cree, but did she tell you the doctor said,  ‘It’s  too late that no doctor can help her.” David 

blew his nose in his red and white hanky and the tears kep running down his face.  

Cree listened to him and politely asked. “And where is the room your wife is in? And where arethe children? ” Cree 

stood there looking around until David realized he had never been in their house before, he always had his tea on the 

porch. David told him “They’re at Mildred’s,  our neighbor. She took them home with her, because I didn’t want them 

to have to see their mother die.”  

Cree nodded he understood and asked Myrtle again to show him to her mother’s room. She brought him in the parlor 

and pushed aside the long calico curtains and he went in, while she sat with her father in the parlor, where they could 

look in.  

They saw old Indian staring down at his good friend Rose, and shaking his head, and when he placed his hand on her 

forehead, he stepped back because he realized that was not good, she had such a high fever, and that was why she  had 

slipped into a coma He let out a long sad sigh, knowing she was in a life and death situation,  and put his ear to her 

heart, and listened carefully. 

When Cree came out he told David. “Yes, your wife, is a very sick woman, but hy didn’t you let me know this 

yesterday? I am a Medicine Manm I could have helped her. The only reason your wife is dying is because of the 

infection she has inside her, and her body is fighting hard to save her, and that is what is causing the high fever. She is 

so full of poison, that is what is killing her. I don’t know if it’s too late for me to try to save her, because they reach  a 

point of no return and she is at that point right now. But, I will try.”    

David mumbled,  “That is why I told Myrtle not bother you. I am prepared because I know it’s only a matter of time 

before the good Lord takes my Rose up to heaven!”   

While Cree was listening to David, while he was also going over in his mind what he needed for the poultices and 
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herbal tea. She was a strong woman and he knew how much she wanted to live for her husband and children, but 

would she live long enough so he could do what he had to do It was going to take hours before the plants  boiled down 

and turned into thick syrup he needed to  apply to her abdomen and bring the infection together, then he could release 

all the poison  inside her? 

David sat there wishing Cree would go back up to his tepee, and let Rose die in peace. He wanted to be alone with her 

and he ignored Cree.  He closed his eyes and bowed his head in prayer and prayed out loud and asked the good Lord to 

let her go peacefully, he did not want her to suffer any more.                                                                   

The old Indian asked Myrtle to sit with her father, so he could explain what he had to do if he was going save her 

mother. David wasn’t interested in hearing anything Cree had to say. He turned away and kept looking out the 

window, when he told them. “After I finish applying the hot towels, I will have to make a deep incision in her 

stomach, and it will not be easy for you to watch,  but that infection, but once it is released, then she will get better”. 

Cree went to great lengths trying to explain to them, it was the only way to give her a fighting chance to live.  

David turned white as a sheet when he heard what he  intended to do to his Rose. He stood up and cried out. ”No! I 

won’t let you do that to my Rose. She will die the way God wants her to,. she’s suffered enough. Go home Cree, you 

can’t help her now, it’s too late.”.  

Cree pleaded with him, “Why are you denying your wife the chance to live? Was it not Rose’s last wish for me to save 

her?  Yet, you are willing to let her die, when I am willing to do whatever I can. to try and save her?”  

David hung his head down, and was confused by what Cree said. He got up .and started pacing back and forth across 

the room, and he stopped and shook his finger at him. “I have accepted that if the good Lord wants to take my Rose, I 

can’t stop Him.  But…I can stop you from sticking a big knife in her. I don’t want her to suffer any more pain and I 

will not let you do that to her. ..” 

The old Indian bowed his head and apologized for getting him upset. and he let him know, “I did not say, I could save 

your wife, I said, I would try to save your wife, and now. she will die.” Old Cree put his hand on David’s shoulder, “I 

will leave you now.”  He picked up his drum and leather pouch and Myrtle opened the door and he left.  David ran 

after him, “Wait Don’t’ go, if that is what Rose wanted, do whatever you have to do.”  

Cree came back and closed the door. “I am glad you changed your mind, because now she will have a chance to live. I 

will go  to my tent and get what I need  because the herbs have to boil for a hours, until they turn into a thick syrup, 

and it will make the infection come together, and once it is released, you will see your wife will get better.” 

Seein him going down the path. David regretted he agreed to let him cut into Rose. He felt it was wrong for an Indian 

to be looking at his wife’s naked body, and closed his eyes and prayed that the good Lord would forgive him for 

allowing Cree do such a terrible thing to his Rose. He checked the wood bin knowingCree was going to need a lot 

more wood if he was going to cook all those plants. 

In no time Cree was back with bundles of dried plants. He had Dwent to the well and dropped the pail down and 

brought up a fresh pail of water and poured  it into two big pots, one was to boildowninto a thick syrup and the 

asecond pot was for special herbal tea Rose had to drink. 

When David finished filling up the wood bin, he went back to check on  Rose, and see if she was still breathing. He 

felt relieved when he saw her nightgown was still going up and down, because that meant she was still alive.  

He slumped down in his chair and ran his hand through his thick black hair and cried out,  “Oh God,  I beg of you, 

please, don’t let my Rose die, please let her live for me and my children.” Myrtle went over and put her arm around 

him, “Pa, you alright? Would you like some hot coffee?” He shook his head and as she walked away, he told her, “I 

changed my mind, I think I will have some. And goo ask Cree if he would like some too!” Cree smiled and thanked 

Myrtle, “Later I will, after these plants begin to boil, then I can sit down and have a cup of coffee.  

Cree kept his eye on David, seeing how was sitting there with his face between his hands, obbing, his heart went out to 

him, because he knew how much they cared for one another, but he was sure he was going to save his good friend 

Rose,  even if David didn’t think he could, and he went over and stirred the p;lants and th\seen the water was 

beginning to turn a deep brown, the way it should. He went over and whispered to David.  “I hate to bother you, but I 

need your help to carry your wife from her bed out to the kitchen, and put her on the kitchen table, so I can see what I 

am doing.” David opened his eyes and asked him, “Why do you want to put Rose on the kitchen table?” 
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Cree explained, “I can’t work on your wife, while she is in her bed.  I need her to be up higher, and on a flat surface.” 

David looked at the table and got up saying,.“We have a couple leaves that go in the middle, I’ll get them, so Rose’s 

legs won’t be hanging off.” Cree helped him put them in, and David told Myrtle, “Go get some of those old 

newspapers ot on the porch. so we can cover the table before we put a sheet on, so your Ma can lay on it.”  

Cree and David carried  Rose out on a sheet and  lifted her up on the table. Then David kept staring at her, and 

seeinghow she never moved, he walked away and sat down in his chair by the window, and whispered to Myrtle,  ”I 

don’t know why that old Indian thinks he can save your mother’s life, don’t he understand,  its too late for anyone to 

help her..”  

Myrtle started to bawl, and sat in the big black leather chair and curled her feet up under her,  and watched what Cree 

was doing and she fell off to sleep, because she was so tired.   

A few hours later, the herbs were boiling and turning into a thick dark syrup, Cree kept getting up and listened to 

Rose’s heart. It surprised him, when she opened her eyes and looked around, bewildered, then closed them. He pressed 

his ear to her chest and listened, knowing that happens sometimes, just  before someone they dies. He was relieved to 

hear her heart was beating strong. 

It was a race against time, because he knew the herbs had to boil a long time, before he could use them, and he didn’t 

know how much longer Rose would hang on. He preferred not to let David  know how close to death she was, because 

he would fall apart and he was going to need his help when it came time to lance and release the poisons that were 

coming together, inside her.   

From the orner of his eye, he watched David get up and hold her hand and he heard him praying out loud. “Oh! Lord, 

God, I beg of you, don’t let my Rose die. You know how much I love her.Why can’t she stay with us a little while 

longer. What I am going to do, if you take her from me? ”  

When Mrtle went over to comfort her father, Cree  heard him whispering to her, “Why is that old Indian cooking all 

those weeds for, when he knows your Ma is dying. If  the  good Lord wants her,  he can’t stop Him from taking her!”   

Being a very wise man, Cree felt bad that was what David was thinking, while he stirred the mixture round and round 

and put the lid back on the pot, and told David, “It has to boil about two more hours!”  David nodded and pretended he 

understood, but he didn’t. He got up again and stood by Rose and.he leaned down and kissed her face and found it to 

be so hot, and her breathing was getting all the more labored, that he was convinced her every breath was going to be 

her last.   

David watched the old Indian walked across the floor noiselessly,  in his soft leather moccasins, and remembered 

when he was growing up, he  played with the Indian children, and they relied on their Medicine Man and believed in 

his magical powers and potions. He knew God would fogive them;  because they didn’t know any better, they didn’t 

know what was written in the Bible. They never go to church, so how would they know it’s the good Lord that takes 

care of them, not their ‘medicine man’. When the clock on the mantel bonged nine times, David shivered because he 

knew Rose was fading fast with each tick of the clock, and soon she would be gone, and he’d never see her again.  

Cree smiled at him, and told him. “Your wife is strong, and her body is fighting very hard because she wants to live. 

She does not want to die.” David walked away from him. he  didn’t’ want to listen to him, trying to make him think 

Rose was going to live. Slumping down in his chair, he  was going towait for Rose to die because had accepted the 

ways of the Lord. Sitting there, he watched the sun go down behind the mountains, knowing by this time tomorrow, 

Rose would have passed away.  

He noticed how Myrtle was curled up in her mother’s chair, and she looked so sad, evenafter all the beating sge got 

from her mother, she still loved her. He turned his head, so she wouldn’t see the tears running down his face. He 

couldn’t imagine not having Rose beside him anymore? He took a deep breath,  and suggested to Myrtle.”You haven’t 

eaten anything, you better go eat something?” pointing to the platters of food the neighbors had dropped off. ea   

He told Cree, “You should need to eat somethin’too,  because there’s plenty of food here.” 

Cree shook his head, and told him  “Thank you, yes, I will eat something,  but  later.”  

Taking a couple of pieces of wood from the wood bin, he opened the lid of the stove and  the flames were licking the 

air, and he shoved in another the wood int and slid the cover back on and went back to stirring the plants in the two 
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pots, so they wouldn’t burn.  

 

David sat with his eys closed, thinking, ‘Wha twill become of my children, Tthey are old enough to take care of 

themselves but not  Lily and Aaron , will always need someone to look after them., Ny biggest worry is Myrtle, she 

knows more ways of getting into trouble than any child I ever knew.. Rubbing his face with his calloused hands, he 

stared at Rose lying there so lifeless and white, the thought of her dying didn’t seem possible because only two days 

ago, she was making bread and pies He hung his head and sobbed and prayed to the good Lord  not to take her from 

him anthe nedxt minute he was telling the Lord, he had already accepted that he was taking her to heaven. ..  

When Cree sat down and picked up his drum, David p;anicked siltntly, as he watched him.  He was about to say 

something to him about it, but decided not to…once he started tapping on it, lightly, Then it got louder and louder, and 

Cree stood with it and raised his eyes up to the heavens and started chanting age-old Indian songs, songs he hadn’t 

heard in a very long time. It looked liked Cree was in a trance, as he continued to tap the drum harder and harder with 

the flat of his hand, and dance around the room in a circle, praying to his gods and calling on the spirits that he alone 

knew.   

David did not like him doing that in his house and when he heard him chanting his prayers and uttering all those 

mystical words,. to induce the spirits of his forefathers to enter into his body, and  guide his hand, because it was time 

for him to  release the poisons that were killing his good friend Rose Squires, that he didn’t want her to enter into the 

valley of no return.. 

David didn’t want him singing those heathen songs in his house and he didn’t want to hear anymore of of his hookus-

pookus in his house, but by then, Cree had finished and set the drum back on the floor. David watched him glide 

across the floor in his moccasins, and leaned over Rose and put his ear to her heart, and smiling he stood up and told 

David, “Your Rose is still with us.”  

David nodded off, and Myrtle was still in the black leather chair because it was her mother’s favorite chair. She liked 

to sit there by the window to see who was coming or going down the road. Myrtle looked at Cree and asked him, “Is 

my mother really going to die?”  

He was surprised by her question, and assured her, “Your mother is not going to die, she is going to live.” Myrtle 

made a face at him. “I think you are lying because my father said she was dying and you tell  me, she’s not going to 

die. And my father said,  you can’t save her because the doctors in the hospital couldn’t and he doesn’t know why you 

are wasting your time cooking all those  weeds, because she is going to be dead before  morning. ” 

Old Cree clasped his hands together and decided he would  ignore what Myrtle said and went about what he was doing 

and told her..“The solution is ready. I will need abut nine clean towels to drop in the hot solution, so I can apply the 

solution to your mother’stomach. Once the poison comes out, you will see how fast your mother will get better.”  

Myrtle didn’t want to listen to any more of his lies. He asked politely, “Would you please tell me where to find the 

towels I need?” Myrtle grumbled “They are on the shelf, right in front of you.”  

When Cree heard Rose moaning he went to her, and saw her looking around dazed and confused. 

He leaned over her and let her know, “You are in the kitchen. Your husband and I carried you out here so I can see 

what I am doing.” Rose closed her eyes and opened them again, and kept slipping in and out of consciousness. When 

she op;ened  her eyes again, he asked her, “Do you remember asking Myrtle, to go get me so I could help you?”  Rose 

drifted and  David was standing beside her saying,  “Rose, please keep your eyes open .” She looked up at David, and 

closed them, and he sat down beside her and kept falling asleep. 

 

Cree reminded him, “Her time is running out fast, I must begin, or we will lose her.” He went to his big leather pouch 

and took out a bottle of whiskey and David woke up and the look on his face let him know, he did not approve of what 

he was about to do and was glad to see him dozed off, because, he felt it was more important to know Rose out,, so he 

could release the infection, then worry about David’s feelings.. He filled a jelly glass with the whiskey, and had to wait 

until Rose opened her eyes again, then he gently lifted her head and quietly told her, “You must drink all this.”Holding 
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the glass to her lips, he tipped it so she could sip a little at a time, until she finished all of it, hoping it would keep her 

knocked out until he finished what h had to do. He told her, “Now you will sleep, a deep sleep. What I must do, is very 

painful, and I don’t want you to feel any pain, abut when you wake up, you are going to feel much better.”  

David woke up and seeing the bottle of whiskey, he hurried over to Cree, “I don’t want you giving Rose any of that 

whiskey.” Cree looked at him. “Did I not tell you before, I will need to give her some whiskey. I could not cut into her, 

if she wasn’t knocked out. She will be alright.”      

He saw how it  bothered David, the way he was staring at the empty glass. Cree explained to him, “I do not mean any 

disrespect, by giving Rose whiskey, but, you must understand,  I have to be absolutely sure she is in a deep sleep to 

make such an incision, or it would be too painful. Is it not better she sleeps through it?”  

David walked away and sat down and Cree could see he looked tired and so sad, and he realized he could not depend 

on him to help him. He looked at Myrtle and had serious doubts, she could either, She was only twelve years old, and 

would probably pass out on the floor as soon as she saw any blood?  Cree didn’t know what he was going to do 

because he needed someone to help him, and since he had no other choice, he would have to ask Myrtle to help him.    

As the night wore on, the dark black syrup simmered and got thicker, and Cree was worried it wouldn’t be ready on 

time, because Rose’s heart was getting weaker. He turned around, when he heard the front door open, and saw Mildred 

walking in and she was telling David, “I made a big pot of chicken soup with dumplingsinit, so you can  have 

something to eat tonight.” David jumped up and went to  take it from her and she scolded,  “No, no, no. It’s hot, let me 

put it on the back of the stove so it can stay warm. Maybe you don’t want any right now, but you will later on” While 

she was at the stove, she noticed the two big pots filled with dark syrup. She made an ugly face and asked David, 

“What in the world are you cooking ?” He shrugged. 

When she asked, “How is Rose doing?” It was then she noticed Rose was on the kitchen table and the old Indian was 

with her, andshe shrieked, ”What is he doing here? David, don’t tell me you think ‘he’s’ going to save her, with his 

voo -doo stuff?  Good God, so that’s what’s in those pots, he’s cooking those weeds to give Rose? This is 1912, people 

don’t do things like that anymore.”  

David tried to explain to her. “A couple of hours ago, Rose woke up and asked Myrtle to go get Cree, because she 

said,’he was the only one that could help her.’  

When he came down, I tried to convince him there’s nothing he could do for her, that  it was too late .But, I had to do 

it because Rose asked for him, and that’s why he  is doing whatever it is he does.”. 

Mildred frowned and glared at David, and he shook his head and told her, “I had to.”  

She yelled at him, “For heaven’s sakes, that old Indian can’t help her if the doctors in the hospital couldn’t.” David 

didn’t answer her, he sat there with his head between his hands not knowing what he should do. Cree was vey uneasy 

with Mildred being in the house, and asking so many questions. She demanded to know, “David,.why is Rose on this 

kitchen table, when she should be in her bed.”  

Old Cree realized it had turned into a very serious situation.  Mildred could get him in a lot of trouble. He knew was 

taking a big chance, being he was an Indian, to cut into Rose, but he was willing to take the chance, because it was the 

only way he could save her. And he had a bottle of whiskey,and  if the authorities found out, they’d put him in jail.He 

tougth since  Mildred didn’t like him,she wouldn’t hesitate to see he was put in jail for the rest of his life. He watched 

her and wondered if she understood the importance of what he was about to do, ,then maybe she would understand it 

was the only way he could save her. 

He approached  David and Mildred and asked politely, “Would you please step in the parlor, so I can explain some 

things to you.” Mildred snapped at him. “I will not, I’m leaving.” She rolled her eyes over at David as she opened the 

door. “I’m going home, and I don’t like what I see going on here. David you better be careful what that Indian is going 

to do to Rose.” Then she turned to Cree, and told him , ”And you shouldn’t be here at a time like this. Go back to your 

tepee where you belong and take all those weeds with you!”  

Old Cree pleaded, “No, wait. Please don’t go.. For Rose’s sake, won’t you listen to what I have to say,  then you can 

go. Give me one minute, it is important that you know why I have to do this!”   

Mildred narrowed her eyes, and went to leave again and David begged her, “Mildred, don’t go, please wait.”   She 

rolled her eyes up and closed the door telling David, “I don’t trust any Indian, least of all ‘him’” She stood with David, 
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tapping her foot, half-listening to what Cree was saying, and was looking him up and down and  wondering why he 

was still wearing moccasins and Indian clothes, instead of a shirt and tie like all the other men in town did. As he 

spoke, she continued to there study him, and when she looked at his face, she noticed his features looked as though 

they had been chiseled out of stone, and the way his skin was weathered and wrinkled, she couldn’t imagine how old 

he must be. She noticed she had the softest eyes, and a remarkable face, and for an oldi Indian he sure was alert, and 

wondered ‘did he really know what he was doing?’.  

While Cree continued to talk to them, his biggest concern was; could he trust them, not to tell anyone what he was 

about to do? He went over asked Mildred, “Do you understand, there is no other way to save Rose, except to bring this 

infection thtis killing her to a head and once it is released,thenshe will get better. She is strong. At least it will give her 

a fighting chance to live.” Then he looked deep into Mildred’s eyes and asked her, “Is it not better I give her that one 

chance to live then her having no chance at all?” Mildred backed away from him, and didn’t say a word.  

When he was sure he had their complete attention he went on to say, “What I am asking, I am sure  won’t seem 

important to any of you, but, it is very important to me. The only reason I am came here, is to help my good friend, 

Rose. She sent for me because she knew I am a Medicine Man.” 

“She believed in me,even if none of you do.  Yes, she is dying, but, I will do everything possible  to see that she lives. 

I am old, and I am all alone.  I am eighty-six years old, so I am not going to live  much longer, but I want Rose to live 

for her husband David and for her children. When I came back from the Civil War, all my people were gone. Nobody 

knows where they went and no one seems to care.  I was a scout for General Grant, and one day while I was having a 

cp of tea with Rose, I told her how many men’s lives I had saved with these herbs. They were dying, and no one could 

help them either.. I applied the herbs on them, like my fathers before me has done for thousands of years, and they 

lived to go home. I will use what is in those pots and dip the towels in the dark mixture, and lay them on the infection 

so it will come together and then it has to be lanced and all that ;poson will pour out of her,  and she will get well, and 

that is what I am doing for my good friend, Rose., even though not one of you believe in me. Why am I telling you all 

this, because I am an Indian, the white man does not believe in our ways.” 

“ All I ask is you promise never tell anyone what I am about to do. I had Rose drink some whiskey to knock her out, to 

make sure she didn’t feel any pain. But! If the authorities found out, I had the whsikey and I did that, they would 

surely put me in jail. I am too old to spend the rest of my life in jail. I am doing nothing wrong, by saving my good 

friend’s life. And if it means, I have to spend the rest of my life in jail, at least I know Rose lived and she could be 

with David and her family again.”  

After listening to what Cree had to say, David was shaking, and he warned him, “I don’t want you to touch Rose. You 

can use the herbs, but I will not let you cut into her.”    

Cree was dumb-founded when he heard what David said to him. What stunned him more, was to hear Mildred argue 

with David, “Do you or don’t you want Rose to live? If you do, then you better let Cree do whahe has to do to save 

her. I was listening to him, and I think he knows what he is doing because ,you better remember, not one of those 

doctors in the hospital was willing to help her. And here he is willing to go to jail for Rose. Leave him alone, David. 

He is trying to help Rose.  David walked away mad, and was insulted that Mildred agreed with Cree. Mildred glared at 

David and opened the door and went home.    

Cree knew how much David loved Rose, and it bothered him to see him sitting there with his head in his hands, 

sobbing.  He went over to him and suggested, “Perhaps, we should both stop and pray to our gods together. You pray 

to your god and I will pray to mine that Rose will be better in the morning. I have great faith my forefathers will guide 

my hand.”   

David wiped his eyes with the sleeve of his shirt, because there were no more clean hankerchiefs left and after he 

cleared his throat, he managed to say, “I am sorry Cree. I don’t know what to think anymore. You do what you have to 

do, Mildred is right,  maybe you can help Rose, afterall, I don’t know.  I could never live myself, if I thought I denied 

Rose the chance to live”  

It made Cree feel a lot better, knowing David had agreed to let him go ahead.He went in the kitchen, and looked 

around for what he was going to need and asked Myrtle, “Where does your mother keep the dish towels?”  Without 

getting up, she pointed to them on the shelf and saw where them all neatly folded and so clean. He counted out nine 
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and put them under his arm and asked Myrtle, “And the wooden spoons?”  Myrtle pointed to the mason jar that was 

filled with different sizes, and he picked the longest ones, while Myrtle stayed in the chair and leanedon her elbow, 

watching him. Myrtle didn’t know her father had changed his mind, and was letting Cree continue.  

Cree studied Myrtle a minute, and hoped he didn’t have to ask her to help him, the way she was pouting and had such 

a mad face,  but herfather was in no condition to assist him. Then he remembered that Rose told him, David couldn’t 

kill the pigs or chop the heads off the old chickens, she always had to do it, so he knew he would have to ask Myrtle to 

assist him.. 

Dropping the towels in thehotmixture, he saw they were flour bags Rose had bleached and ironed, and ge used a long 

wooden spoon to pokedthem down, until they were completely submerged in the dar bubbly mixture, and let them set 

a few minutes. Then he carefully lifted them out and draped them over another long wooden spoon he put across the 

pot, so the precious solution could drip back into the pot, and when they were cooled down a little, he tarted applying 

them to Rose’s swollen belly, putting three on and taking three off,  and dropping them back in the pot.  

Seeing Myrtl esitting there pouting, he went over and knelt beside her and explained, “You see those towels I have 

soaking in that dark syrup, that mixture is going to save your mother’s life. It has to be very hot, so the heat can 

penetrate deep down inside her and draw out all that infection, and once it is out, you are going to see your mother is 

going to feel so much better..I can tell you don’t believe me, but, that’s alright, by tomorrow moning, Myrtle, you will 

see I was right..”  

Myrtle sat there and boldly told him, “My father said what you are doing is nothing but a lot of hokus pokus, that my 

mother is going to die and you can’t help her.”    

He stood up and told her.. “Myrtle! Your father does not know that!  We have to wait, and by tomorrow I promise you, 

she will be sitting up.”  Myrtle looked away and he went over and started to remove the towels that had cooled down, 

and dropped them back in the pot, and placed three more on Rose..  

He was disappointed that David did not understand,especially since he said he grew up with Indians, and he was 

familiar with their ways, and to tell  Myrtle, what he was doing was‘nothing but a lot of hokus-pokus!’  He decided to 

talk to Myrtle, “I know you think what I am doing to your mother is cruel and, yes, it is!  But, would you rather I did 

nothing and just let your mother die?”  Myrtle didn’t answer him and Cree went over and put his ear to Rose’s chest 

and listened.He seemed satisfied it was time to begin, an used his powerful fingers, and pushed and probed deep into 

her stomach, and felt around in different areas before he announced, “The time has come to start,  would you like to 

help me, Myrtle?” 

She squirmed a bit and told him, “Why? I’ve been watching my mother/ I think she is dead … and you are afraid to 

tell my father.”  She was sobbing so hard that  Cree took her hand and told her.“Come! Put your ear on your mother, 

like I do.. So? What do you hear?”  Myrtle was amazed she heard her mother’s heart beating. She smiled at him, 

because it meant she still alive.  

Cree decided to wake David up and he gently shook him by the shoulder saying ”David. You said you wanted to help 

me with Rose. I am ready to start.”    David opened his eyes and mumbled “Uh! Huh! Uh! Huh!” And when Cree saw 

his head fall back, and his mouth was wide open,  he walked away because knew he had to use Myrtle to help him, but 

he really didn’t want to.   

He let her know,  “I made a fresh pot of tea., would you like some?”  Myrtle got up and stood beside him, and he filled 

a mug for her and one for himself.and kept studying her and wondering how she would react, when she saw blood 

coming from her mother? Would she pass out on him? 

If she did, he couldn’t stop to help her. Having seen how defiant she was around her mother, he knew she wasn’t easily 

intimidated,so decided she would be easier to deal with than her father. 

He asked Myrtle, “ Would you tell me the truth, if I asked you something?”  

Myrtle looked surprised, and nodded that she would. Cree asked her, ”Do you think you are brave enough to help me, 

when I begin to work on your mother? Your father did say he would, but, asyou can see, he ‘s not up to it right now.. 

You will have to stand at your mother’s feet when I make the incision and Imust warn you, there will be a lot of blood, 

more blood tha you can imagine. Does that frighten you? And it will be difficult for you to see it coming from your 

mother. and you would have to catch it in the basin I will give you.. Do you think you could do it?”   
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Myrtle hesitated than she said awkwardly. “I don’t think it would bother me. I watched my brothers skin a deer and a 

lot of blood came out of them.”  

Cree reminded her, “But that was different. This is your mother. I don’t want you to do it, unless you are sure it won’t 

get upset you. I can get your father up to help me, but I would prefer to have you. He is much too upset today, thinking 

about your mother.”  

He was very firm when he to.ld her, “ Once I start Myrtle, you cannot run away. And if you do get sick to your 

stomach, I cannot stop to help you, because your mother’s life will be depending on me.” Myrtle kept nodding that she 

understood.  Cree took the white enamel basin that sat oneth dr sink and showed her how he wanted her to hold it in 

front of herself and showed her how she had to stand at her mother’s feet. Then he set a pail beside her, and she 

nervously asked, “Is my mother going to bleed a lot or just a little?” 

Cree told her, “A lot! What happens to you when you get a deep cut, do you bleed a little or a lot?”  Myrtle smiled, “A 

lot.” She assumed he was going use a pocket knife, like her brothers did, until she saw him sharpening her mother’s 

big kitchen knife on the stone, and he tested the edge of it with his finger. Then he took two long steel knitting needles 

out of the mason jar, and that’s when she felt her knees give out on her and decided she better tell him, “I know I can’t 

do it.” 

Cree was standing by Rose and he saw the look onMyrtle’s face. “Better you tell me now, not later.” Myrtle mumbled 

shaking her head, “Well, I’m scared, but I ‘m not afraid. I can do it..”   

He looked at her. “Are you sure?” Myrtle nodded and kept staring at him.. 

He laughed ”I think you will do just fine.”: He washed the knife and knitting needles and dried them, then washed his 

hands with brown soap and handed it to Myrtle, “Here, wash your hands.” 

Myrtle complained, “Why  My hands  are clean, I don’t have to wash them.”  He told her, “Wash them!” While he was 

drying his hands he let her know, “I didn’t say they were dirty, did I? It is important they are very very clean?” After 

Myrtle had washed her hands, he took the enamel basin and washed and dried it and whispered , “Stop worrying, Your 

mother is going to be fine ” 

Myrtle shook her head. because she did not agree with him. . He laughed at how honest she was and assured her, ”I 

have done this many times. This happens to Indian mothers too, after they give birth?” Myrtle watched him wrap a big 

towel around himself and tied a string around his waist to keep it from falling off. When Cree moved her to stand  by 

her mother’s feet, and checked that she was going to hold the basin where he wanted her to, that was  she began to feel 

butterflies in her stomach. What scared her more,  was watching Cree  looking up  

Myrtle was frightened, seeing how  Cree was pushing and probing his bony fingers,  deep into her mother’s abdomen, 

but when saw him take her mother’s big knife and make the incision, hr kneews went out from under her. He glanced 

up at her, and saw she was gasping at the sight of all the blood and infection pouring out, and hoped she wouldn’t pass 

out on him. When he saw she was starting to sway,  at least she was still holding onto the pan. She  kept watching him,  

as he continued to knead and work out as much of  the infection as he could, and without looking up he asked, “Are 

you alright?” He heard a weak, “I think so.” That was when the room started to going around and Myrtle was afraid 

she was  going to faint,  and she hear him telling her,  “Myrtle, keep taking short  breaths, it will pass..” Standing in 

between her mothre’s legs, she did what he said and tirid to hold the basin against her mother, like she showed her.   

Cree could see she was embarrassed having to see her mother’s body exposed in a way she had never been privy to 

before. Cree was quite relieved that she was doing better than he had expected and quietly let her know, “See, what a 

brave girl you are..I know how hard this must be for you, toseeing me doing this to your mother,  but you saw how 

much infection she had inside her, that is why I had to do this. You must understand,  this is what was killing your 

mother.” Myrtle was shaking and dumped the basin into the pail on the floor, and the smell of it, made her sick to her 

stomach.  

Taking the tea kettle from the back of the stove Cree poured some of the boiling water over the the knives and knitting 

needles he put in the basin,  and washed them thoroughly, and threw the  water outside, and filled it up again and 

washed his face, hands and arms. While he was drying his hands, he heard Myrtle crying. He went over and assured 

her, “It is alright, you can cry now. It’s over. See, your mother is alive, and she is doing  well.  Right now, she is 

fighting hard to live, and she will, because your mother is a very strong woman.”  
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He sympathized with her, “You’re tired, because you were up all night, so you take a nap because I see your father is 

waking up,  he will look after your mother. I am going up to my tent and  take a rest too, but I will be back because I 

have to keep checking your mother.”  

David was yawning and stretching his arms up, when  he jumped up and saw Cree standing there watching him, and he 

was afraid to ask, “Is …is Rose still alive?”  Cree smiled. “Yes, and we just finished and I made the incision, and she 

is doing very well. Myrtle helped me because I didn’t want to wake you up. And go listen to her heart, it is beating 

loud and strong, David.”   

He thought David would be very happy to hear that, but he walked out side and stood on the porch in the freezing cold. 

He couldn’t look at Rose lying there, and not moving, because he knew any minute he was going to die, after what he 

did to her.. He came back in, and stood beside the stove to get warm, and Cree kept his eyes on him, becaue of the way 

he was pacing back and forth and praying out loud to his God.  

Cree asked Myrtle, “Woule you bring me a fouple of quilts,  off your mother’s bed? I want to cover her ane make sure 

she stays warm,.” Myrtle covered her and  

Cree poured what was in the second pot, into several mason jars, before he left. He shook his finger when h told 

Myrtle, ”Your moth4r must drink this tea, it will heal her insides. And she must drink all of it, you undestan. And 

don’t foget it is very important you pour this hot solution over her wound every couple of hours, if I am not back in a 

few hours... This tea it will give her back her strength, and tomorrow she will wake up and she will want to eat!”      

David announced he had made another  pot of green tea and took  three mugs from th shelf  and put them on a small 

table. Myrtle poured the tea while David apologized to Cree for having fallen asleep, and insisted that he eat 

something. Cree shook his head, that all he.wanted was hot tea an he drank it then, he bent over Rose and listened very 

carefully to her heartbeat. When he stood up he had a big smile on his face. and let tDavid know, “I am so pleased how 

well Rose is doing. and  he heard David grumble to Myrtle,  that he didn’t believe a word he said because he never 

saw her move, not even once, all th while he was sitting there watching her... 

Standing at the kitchen window, Cree looked up and  saw the sun coming up over the mountains, and motioned for 

Myrtle to come look. “See how the sky is streaked with purple and orange, it is the beginning of a new day and it is 

going to b a beautiful day for your mother too.”  

Myrtle gave him a look that said, she didn’t agree with him.and she snapped at him. 

“Why do keep telling me my mother is going to get better,  when you know she is going to die, because. my father said 

so. I believe him, not you..” 

 

Cree. decided it was a long night for everyone, and it was best he not say anything more. He sat down and started 

tapping his drum, and chanting a prayer of thanks to his gods for letting Rose live, and prayed that she would make it  

through the night. David closed his eye and was annoyed because, he didn’t want to listen to Cree praying to his 

heathen gods, not in his house, when his poor Rose was dying, and wished he would take his drum and go back up to 

his tent and let her die in peace,like the good Lord wants her to. 

Myrtle leaned over and picked up the cat up and fell asleep with it in her arms, but. David never took his eyes off 

Rose, he was wathing her breathing,  because he knew she was soon going to take her last breath. It was eerily quiet in 

the house, while they sat there looking at one another, not saying a word The only sound was the purring of the cat and 

the constant  tic-toc, tic-toc of the clock up on the mantel.  David’s eyes followed Cree everytime he got up and put his 

ear on Rose’s chest, he tknew he was going to hear him say,  ‘Rose just died’ 

 

David  never said a word and Cree knew he had no faith in what he just done for Rose. He showed Myrtle the jars of 

herbal tea that were cooling and smiled when he her “You will see your mother drinks this tea until it’s all gone.”  

Myrtle stammered, “How do you expect me to do that,  when she is still asleep?”  

He chuckled, “She will wake up soon. Pour some in a cup. Hold it for her so she can sip it, and tell her, it will give her 

back her strength, and the thick solution goes on her every 2 hours.”  
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Opening the door, he reminded David and Myrtle, “You must never tell anyone what I did tonight, or that  I gave Rose 

whiskey.. I am much too old to spendi the rest of my life in jail.”  

David got up because he felt he should thank Cree for trying so hard to save his Rose. When he shook his hand he got 

so choked up, he couldn’t even talk.. Cree knew he was a good man, but he could not understand why David could not 

accept the ways of the Indians when he grew up with them as a young boy. . He felt if anyone should have faith in 

what he did, David should.  

Myrtle go tup and stood woth her father while he thanked Cree and told him, “I know how hard you tried to save Rose, 

but, not you or the doctors at the hospital could save her, because the good Lord wants her and there’s nothing we can 

do about that.  l she’s not going to be with us much longer, .” When David opened the door, Cree felt it was useless to 

talk to David, he waved and hurried down the path and seeing the sun shining through the leafless trees, it was a good 

omen and he knew Rose would wake up and she was going to be just fine.  

David sat down with Myrtle and moaned, “Whatever made your mother think that old Indian could help her.. I should 

never have let him cut into her like he did. I only hope God will forgive me, for letting him do such a terrible thing ?” 

He covered his face wept so hard that Myrtle didn’t know what to do for him. She put arm around him and tried to 

console him, and he let her know,  he would rather be left alone, because the thought of losing Rose, was more than he 

could bear,    

While she sat in he rmother’s chair, she saw his head go back and he was snoring. She got up and grabbed the cat from 

under the table and and held him  and was so tired she fell asleep too..  

David woke up with a start, and looked at the clock on the mantle. He panicked when het was seven in the 

morning.and heard the roosters crowing outside. He ran over to Rose and was afraid to touch her hand to see if she 

was still alive, and she was. He looked up and prayed “Oh! Lord God in Heaven, thank you for sparing my Rose one 

more day. Please don’t take her, you know ho much I love her.  Can’t she stay with us a little longer? I need her and 

our children need her.”   

He kissed her on the lips, and jumped back when he heard Rose groan. Myrtle woke up and stood by  him. “ Pa, you 

alright?” He seemed confused and stammered, “ I don’t know. I  thought your mother just spoke to me.” Myrtle 

insisted it was  his imagination and had him sit down. Myrtle saw her mother open her eyes too, and she lifted her head 

up and looked around the room, but her head went down and she closed her eyes. Myrtle looked at her father nd they 

were both, scared and confused. 

Her father groaned, her “That happens sometimes, before someone dies. They open their eyes and look around one last 

time!” They were clinging to one another and were waiting for the inevitable to happen and they were sobbing and 

watching Rose’s breathing and.instead of dying,  her head went up again and she was looking up at David. and she 

was smiling at him. He leaned over and touched her face and even though her voice was  weak, she trying to tell him 

“I’m so glad Myrtle got old Cree for me , because,, I knew he would save me.” 

David had big tears running down his face  when he held Rose’s hand in his, and Myrtle dragged a chair over, so he 

could sit down and be with her..  He kept telling her, “I still can’t believe you are alive.” He couldn’t belive she 

said,,“I am so thirsty, will someone make me a cup of tea?”  

Myrtle hollered, “I will” She decided to give her mother the tea Cree made first. When she held her mother’s head up, 

and let her  drink it. she pushed her hadn away, yelling “What is that awful stuff. Didn’t  I ask for a cup of tea and I 

want some bread and jam to go with it too! ” David sat there and wondered how was it possible the old Indian saved 

her with those weeds of his? 

While Myrtle argued with her mother, “Ma, you had to drink this, Cree siad so. It will make you strong again.As weak 

as Rose was, she insisted,  “No.I want my own tea, later on I’ll drink that wicked stuff he made.later. And will you tell 

me,  what am I doing her out her on the kitchen table? David, get one of the boys to help you, and help me get back 

inside to  my own bed.”   

David got all excited.. “No Rose, you don’t want to do that.. You might bleed to death..Cree’ll be back soon. We’ll see 

what he says. He’s restin’ now. He was up all night taking care of you “ He smoothed her hair back off her face, and 

was so happy to see she was feeling so much better.  

That she argued with him. “No, I want to go back to my bed and I want to go now..”  As weak as she was,. she told 
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Myrtle, ”Go out on the back prch and bring in some of those newspapers, and there;’s a some oilcoth out there  I want 

you to put on the bed, because, if you ‘re  gonna be pourin’ that stuff  Cree made on me, I don’t want my bed gettin all 

wet. And  I’ll need some clean sheets too..“  

David pleaded with, “No Rose, please don’t do this, you can wait until tomorrow.” Rose was exhausted, but she was as 

feisty as ever and told him. “David,  get me off this table, before someone comes in and sees me layin’ here like this.”  

She wouldn’t listen to him and he got very stern and told her,”Rose, if we move you, you could  bleed to death, so you 

will just have to wait until Cree gets here. I don’t think he wants you moved, and besides you don’t want to get that 

thick brown syrup he made, get all over our bed.”  

Myrtle told her mother, “Mildred already put clean sheets on your bed yesterday, and we already  put lots of the 

newspapers and oilcloth on the mattress, before we put the sheets on.” 

No matter what David said, Rose was determined she wanted to go back to her bed. David shoved   

Myrtle wrapped the scarf around her neck and put hat and coat on, and David let her know,  “And I’ll run over the 

Millers and let them know the good news and get Leo and Ervin to come home, because I don’t think your mother is 

gonna listen to me, because she wants to be in her bed..” 

Myrtle made her way over the icy creek and up the snowy path up to Cree’s tepee. Knowing he was taking a nap. she 

kept calling, ”Cree! Cree!” He came out, fully dressed, thinking something   happened to Rose. Myrtle told him, “My 

mother’s awake and wanted some tea and bread with jam., and now she wants to be in her bed. Pa’s afraid to. He wants 

to know what he should do.”   

 

Creee was smiling and looked up to the heavens and thanked his gods and spirits for saving his good friend.. His eyes 

were twinkling when he told Myrtle, “I’ll be right down. That is very good news. See…did I not tell you.your mother 

would be fine and see, you didn’t believe me.?”  

 

Mildred came over with the children and she hugged Rose saying, “Oh! Thank God you are alright.. What a terrible 

thing you had to go through. I didn’t sleep all night worrying  and praying that you would make it through the night. 

But, let me tell you, if it was up to David, you wouldn’t be alive.. He did not want Cree to touch you, and it was all 

those weeds of his, that saved you. Cree never doubted you wouldn’t live, and that old Indian  worked all night, putting 

those hot towels on and off you,  soaked in that syrupy stuff he cooked on the stove. .Now look at you! You’re sitting 

up and you look so much better,.your fever is gone but to tell you the truth, Rose,  I honestly didn’t think you were 

going to make it.”  

 

Rose smiled, “Well, for once Myrtle obeyed me, and got Cree for me. I knew he was the only one that could help me.”  

Meanwhile, Lily and the boys stood there staring at their mother, because they were told she was going to die and they 

were so happy to see her, but they didn’t know what to say to her.  She told Leo,. ”Help your father get me off this table 

and get me back in my bed where I belong..”  

 

David reminded her “No, Rose. We can’t move you, not when you got that big open wound. If it opens up, and you 

start bleeding, what are we going to do?” Seeing the look she gave him, he told Leo, “Might as well do what she 

wants, Myrtle, go.get me a sheet and fold in half, and we will just have to carry her back to her own bed.” David and 

Leo struggled to lift her off the table, and get her to lay in between the sheet, so they were able to carry her, and she 

started screaming at them,. “Can’t you see, you’re hurting me, it hurts so much, so just be a little more careful.”  

 

They were being careful but the weight of her body was causing her to sag in the middle of the sheet and compressing 

her boday.. David hated hearing her screaming in pain and.hurried as fast as fast as they could, and got her back in her 

bed, but the pain was so bad, she passed out, when they finally lifter her up and got her on the bed  

 

Seeing Rose’s eyes were closed, David panicked. He shook her and cried out, “You alright Rose?” She opened them, 

and groaned, “ I’m in so much pain, don’t touch me,  just leave me be.” David complained to Leo, “Oh…why did I 
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listen to her ? We should never have moved her., now she’s gone back in that coma again!”.  

 

Myrtle  pleaded with her father, ”Go sit down Pa, I’ll stay with Ma.. Maybe she’s just sleeping.” David went out in the 

parlor and slumped down in his chair, rubbing his face, watching Lily mopping the floor and putting things away in 

the kitchen.. He was so uneasy that he got up and took the extra leaves out of the table and gave them to Leo to put 

away and put the chairs around the table. No one was talking, they just looked at one another, fearing the worst. 

 

 There was only room  for a chair in the bedroom, so Myrtle sat on the floor beside her mother, while her father paced 

back and forth in the parlor, looking in.. Hearing a knock at the back door, he saw Cree was back.. He really shook his 

hand this time and was to glad to see him. He rubbed th brow on his forehead and  told him, “It’s my fault. I should 

never have listened to her. But, she demanded we put her back in her bed/ We carried her in, and now she’s gone in a 

coma again.”  

 

Old Cree eyes shwoed great concern and  hurried past David to go see Rose. He leaned over and placed his ear on her 

chest and listened.and David stood at the doorway, white as a sheet, mumbling to himself. He was so relieved when he 

saw old Cree smiling . ”You worry for nothin’…. your wife is fine. She is tired, nothing more. Did I not promise you, 

she would get better?  Let her sleep, that is what she needs now. Myrtle must keep putting the solution on her every 

two hours and be sure she has to drinks the tea I made her, I know it is bitter, but it will make her better, .It’s been a 

long night and I need to rest a little more,  but I will be back soon .”  

 

David saw him hurrying up the hill through the snow, and kept checking to see if Rose, opened her eyes again,and he 

was so worried because she didn’t. He sat in the parlor where he could see her, and the boys were sitting around the 

table, and they were all waiting for their mother  to die.  

Myrtle sat on the floor with her back against the wall, and being up all night, she fell asleep.  

 

 

Hearing her mother yelling, woke her up.  “Will someone come in here and fix these pillows in back of me.” She 

didn’t realize Myrtle was sitting on the floor. And when she saw her wrapped up in a quilt, she asked her. “Why are 

you sitting on the floor? Will you get up and fix these pillows for me, so I can sit up. I ‘m  meseriable and so 

uncomfortable because, don’t tell you rfather, but  I hurt all over.” 

 

 Myrtle fluffed the pillows with her hand and put them in back of her mother and she hear her say again, “I’m so 

hungry Myrtle. Will you. go bring me some hot tea and two pieces of bread with butter, and be sure you put lots of 

blackberry jam on it!”  Myrtle ran out to tell her father, and he was fast asleep, so she shook him, “Pa! Wake up. Ma 

wants some tea and bread again..”   

 

David hurried into Rose, and kissed her on the forehead, knowing she was going to be alright. Myrtle came in with a 

white mug of tea, and a plate with buttered bread and lots of blackberry jam on the bread and put the cup of tea on the 

table next to the bed, and handed her mother the plate with the bread and jam, he mother said, “Will you run up and 

tell Cree I’m alright.”  

 

Myrtle smiled, “I already did. Cree was here, but you were asleep.He’s gonna come back later.”  

 

Rose went to move to get more comfortable ans and she groaned really loud and whimpered,“Oh dear, dear dear, I hurt 

so much where that incision is.” After she settled down, she ate the bread and finished the tea, and smiled saying, 

“Mmm, that was so good. Go bring me two more pieces of bread and jam, and  more tea, I dont’know why  I’m so 

hungry.” 
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When Myrtle brought in the bread and tea, she sat on the end of the end.  “Ma, I feel so bad the way I treated Cree last 

night.  I was very mean  to him and he was trying so hard to save you, and did you know,  I was the one that helped 

him?”   

 

David was standing at the doorway and heard what Myrtle said, and told Rose, “I’m goin’up to see Cree, Rose. I owe 

him an apology for the things I said last night. But, you gotta understand, when he said  he was going to use a knife 

and cut into you, that was bad enough, but  then he started playing his drum and praying to his gods and spirits, I felt it 

wasn’t right, for him to be praying to his heathen gods in our house and I let him know how I felt about it.”  

 

Rose didn’t like hearing that David and Myrtle, treated Cree like that, and she told them so. David agreed and kissed 

her on top of the head and let her, the boys were filling up the wood bin, and Myrtle and Lily were going to heat up the 

food the neighbors brought them last night, because  we couldn’t it, they were so upset. He patted her hand, “Well, I 

better go up and see Cree and apologize to him, because he was right and I was wrong..”     

 

As soon as David left, Rose whispered to Myrtle,  “Don’t tell  Pa,  I hurt real bad,  he will only worry. While he’s up at 

Cree’s, you put your coat on and run over to Mildred’s, and tell her, I need some of her whiskey. She knows it’s good 

for someone who’s as sick as I am, and be sure you stick the bottle down in your bloomers before you come in, so 

your Pa don’t see it.” Before David came back, Myrtle gave her mother some of the whiskey in a small glass and it did 

make Rose feel better because it warmed her insides because she complained that she felt so cold. They had no heat in 

the house, only a parlor stove and the wood stove  in the kitchen, so all the bedrooms were freezing cold, and Myrtle 

got some hot flat rocks that were kept by  the stove and put them in the bottom of the bed and got another heavy quilt 

and put it over her mother.  

 

A few days later, Rose was sitting on the porch again, with her ole friend Cree, enjoying a cup of hot tea, and she was 

thanking him for what he had done for her, with the herbs. 

 She would think how many times, she had watched him collect them along the creek and in the woods, never 

dreaming one day, Cree would save her life with them.   

 

MYRTLE’S EARLY CHILDHOOD DAYS … HORNELL, NEW YORK 1900-09 

When I would say to my mother, You mean you don’t know what year you were born in?”  She’d laugh, “No, I really 

don’t know! All I know I is that I was born on June 12th, and I think it was 1900, but my mother said it was1901 

andVina thinks it was 1903! But, I can’t find out because there are no records left in Hornell, because they had a fire 

and everything was lost. My mother was born there, and he married my father there  Vina, Leo, Aaron, Lily. Ervin and 

me, were born in  Hornell, but Dorothy, was born in Wysox, in 1913, just about the  

When we lived in Hornell, a country doctor used to make his rounds, about twice a year and  in exchange for his room 

and board, he would give his services free.  One night he stayed at our house for two days and two nights, with meals 

included for him and his horse. And for my mother doing that, he took out all our tonsils for free. Vine, Leo, Ervin and 

me, we were fine, but poor  Lily and Aaron could never talk again, after he operated on them. 

What upset my father the most, was my mother let her sister adopt Vine, and being she was their oldest girl and my 

father adored her, he did not want my aunt to adopt her. But he would never argue with my mother, but it broke his 

heart when they took her home with then. 

I remember how I carried on that day they came and took her away. I was bawling and kicking the floor and my 

mother put me over her knee and spanked me.” I didn’t know what adopted meant.  

“when my father moved us to Wysox, I don’t think my mother ever forgave him. for moving so far rom her family. 

We move to Wysox around 1909. We  weren’t there long, before my mother had another baby, a little boy on May 8, 

1911 and they called him  Raymond, and he died when he was two weeks old. The following year she had little Eva, 

an dshe was born on May 1, 1912 and she wa such a beautiful baby, with jhet blackurlyhair and pinl cheeks, and she 

died on February 7, 1913, when she was only eight months old. I will never forget her, I loved that baby.  M father 
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carried their coffins on his shoulder, and buried the both of them in the Wysox Church Cemetery.  

Then in 1913, I decided to leave  home, and Vina married Henry,when she was 16. I had already lefthome by the time 

Dorothy was born in Wysox, on  January  12, 1914. She was a tiny little preemie and only weighed two pounds.  She 

was so tiny and delicate that Dr. Brown told my mother, she would never survive, amd my mother kept her in a shoe 

box she lined with real lamb’s wool, and kept her up in the warming oven, over the woodstove, durgn the day and 

every night, she kept the baby next to her body to keep her warm.”  

Note*  Dorothy lived to be 88 years old, and  out- live all her family,. She  died in the summer of 2002..  

in East Towanda where she lived, and  few miles down the road was where she was born. 

 

After David moved the family to Wysox, around 1909, Aunt Vine decided to allow Vina to visit her sister Myrtle, for 

two weeks in the summer.  One summer, while she was there, she met and fell in love with  Henry Hardenstine, when 

she was 15. .He was from East Towanda., so they saw one another almost every night. When it came time for her had 

to go back to Hornell, she cried that she didn’t want to leave, but they promised to write one another every week and 

they did. The following March, Vine turned 16,  and she wrote Myrtle, that Henry asked her to marry him. As soon as 

school was ovr, she would be going home, and get married in June, in the little church in Wysox. While she was 

getting everything ready for the wedding, he was all alone in our house when it caught fire because of some loose 

bricks in the chimney, in back of the wood stove. She was able to save most most of her wedding gifts and everything 

she had in her  hope chest,.because she dragged them outside on the lawn.. So they couldn’t get married until February 

18, 1914, a month after Dorothy was born. They lived int a big house, down the road in East Towanda, and ten years 

later, that was where I had my wedding reception in 1924, and  Mary Jane was born there in 1928.” 

“When I was growing up, the ladies in our church didn’t like me. They say I was such a tom-boy, that they wouldn’t 

their daughters play with me. My mother  didn’t help any because she would tell the women in church, how she had to 

beat me everyday, because I wouldn’t obey her and that I  was always in some kind of trouble and she would always 

add,,  “And as you know my two boys never get in trouble, it’s always Myrtle.’ 

  

In the 

David built a smoke house in back of their house, where he smoked most of the pig’s meat and let hang over the 

smoldering hickory wood for a couple of days and kept his eye on it to make sure it didn’t go out  and every so often 

he would add more wood to it.  He’d throw water on the red hot coals to make them smoke.and check that the smoke 

was permeating through the meat evenly and worried the fire didn’t go out. knowing how pork would spoil in the 

warm weather they had in September sometimes.  

 

Rose made sure David the door had a pad-lock on it, and the funny thing was, she never locked the front or back door 

but she kept their root cellar door locked. B 

Rose  shredded most of the cabbages with a big sharp knife and filled several big bowls and carried it out to the root 

cellar, along with a bag of salt. She would layered the cabbage in a medium sized wooden barrel, with one layer of 

cabbage and a handful of salt, another layer of cabbage, and more salt, until it was full. Then she covered it and let it 

sit there to ferment and they had enough sauerkraut to go with their mashed potatoes and pork all winter.  

In the summer, Rose was always canning and she would have Lily and Myrtle carry a;;the mason jars from the year 

before, that contained fruits and vegetables and put them  on the shelves closest to the door, they had to make sure they 

didn’t mixed them up with the new jars. Being Rose didn’t know how to write, she didn’t know how to label the jars 

with the month and year. Once Myrlte was old enough she had her do  it for her.One day, wje she asked her to count 

how many jars she had, she was all smiles when Myrtrle told her, she had counted 550.  She didn’t realize, she had 

enough food for ten months, if she used two jars a day. 

:In the summer, when the weather was good, David worked six days a week, for different farmers, from early morning 

until suppertime. He worked for old Gib Pipher digging up potatoes and had putting them in burlap bags and put them 

on  the wheelbarrow, then go down the road and bring the bags of potatoes to his general store, where he would piled 

them up in front of his store for him..  



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          980 

 

 

Old Gib was Earl Pipher’s father, and he went to the one room schoolhouse with Leo, Ervin and Myrtle.every 

morning,, and after school when Rose was giving her children milk and cookies, she always included Earl His father is 

about the only man, I ever hated, and I hated that man for the way he treated my parents. I don’t think you ever  heard 

me say that I hated anyone, but I hated that man.  

Well, you know my mother could not read nor write and she couldn’t count too well either, because when her mother 

died, she was only in the third grade, and she had to take care of her family. But, don’t forget,  back then not too many 

farmers knew how to read and write. My father didn’t. Well, ole Gib knew they couldn’t read or write and that man 

took advantage of them. For years my mother did their washing and ironing, and he would tell her when he came on 

Tuesdays to pick it up, “I’ll take what I owe you.off your grocery bill, Rose.”  She had no way of knowing what they 

owed him.Whenever they needed something, they’d just walk up the road to his store and get a pound of coffee, tea, 

sugar or flour, and my mother always needed needles and thread to sew and darn with and my father chewed tobacco 

when he worked in the dusty fields. Since neither of them knew how to write, he would have them sign an ‘X; in his 

big ledger book, and they didn’t know what they were signing for.”.  

Once a month my father would go  to ole Gib, with the money he earned from working for different farmers. He.would 

show him the money he had and ask, “How much of this do I owe you?” Ole Gib would take out his ledger and tell 

him he owed him all of it. 

Then when my father went home, my mother would always holler at him, “Why do you give him all your money for? 

We didn’t buy that much there last month.” 

One afternoon, Rose’s brother Jake, dropped by to see them, and walking up the path, he over heard Rose scolding 

David  “How many times did I tell you, don’t let him see how much money you have..Ask him how much we owe 

first, because you know he’ll take every penny you have!”   

He leaned down and kissed Rose and David got up and shook his hand and motioned to him to sit down one of the 

empty rocking chairs. Rose thought the world of her brother Jake, because she raised him and he became such a good 

business man he owned his own business..  

She reached over and lovingly touched his arm, “Well, Jake it’s sure good to see you again, we haven’t seen hide nor 

hair of you in a couple of months!”  

 

David groaned and tried to explain to Jake, the problems they were having with him. “I think you know ole Gib, he has 

that general store up the road where Rose gets her  flour, sugar and coffee and I get my chewing tobacco there toom 

and he writes it down in a big book he has. We buy what we need there being we don’t have a horse and wagon to go 

in to town, like most folks do.”  

Jake nodded, and waited for him to go on. “Well, once a month I go in and ask him how much do I owe you, and I 

show him all the money I have. He looks at it  and he takes all my money because he says me, I owe it all to him, and 

more. David looked at Jake and let a long tired sight. “You know Rose and me can’t read or count, so I don’t know 

how much money I owe him, all I know is.every time I get paid by the farners I work for, I put that money in mason 

jar and once a month I bring it to him so I can pay my grocery bill. I wish I did understand money better, but I don’t!”  

Jake sat there and asked him. “You mean  with all the kids you have here, they can’t teach you how to count so you 

can  know how much money you have?” It was hard for Jake to understand, being he was a successful business man, 

he had his own lumber company, and built houses in and around Wilkes-Barre and Scranton. He could not imagine 

them not knowing how much money they had and David just handed it over to ole Gib every month, that really 

bothered him. 

Jake looked at David sitting there in worn dirty coveralls, confused about his money, when he had sa big family he had 

to take care of?  

While David sat there running his rough calloused hands thorugh his hair, he continued to tell Jake about ole Gib. “Do 

you know he never pays me  for all the work I do for him, and I want you to know, I work very hard for him year after 

year, from early morning till dinner time, three days a week in his potato fields. He keeps telling me, he’ll take what he 

owes me off my bill. When I go to pay him, and show  him how much money I have, he  takes it all. I work hard for 
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him, and hoe row after row of his potatoes that he sells in his store.. I dig them up and put them in burlap bags and 

then load them on to the wheelbarrow, and push them down the road to his store. Then he has me pile them up in the 

front of his store, where people can see and buy them.”  

David sat there rocking back and forth saying, “I don’t know what Iowe him, cause you know, I can’t read or write. I 

see him write things down in that book of his. and sign for whenever I get. With all the work I do for him, and all the 

laundry Rose does for his family,week after week. he doesn’t giver her a penny for all her work she does, because he 

tells her the same thing he tells me, he’ll take it off our bill. Jake, I don’t see how we could owe him what he says, 

every month? Now, you are a good business man,  you tell me what you think? ”  

Jake did not like hearing what was going on,  but he didn’t have all the facts, but Hhe assured David, “I will definitely 

look into this for you, because it sounds to me, like he is cheating you and Rose.”  

Rose rolled her eyes up and looked at David.  “See, how many times did I tell you he’s cheating us?. You know, he 

makes me so mad because I do all that wash and ironing for his whole family, and I get nothin’ for it. Every Monday 

he drops off two big baskets of laundry, sometimes three,  and every Tuesday on his way home, he picks it up  and 

mind you, I don’t even get as much as a ‘thank you.’  

Jake leaned back in the rocker, and clasped his hands behind his head and advised David,.“Since you have no record of 

what you bought, you can’t prove what you bought or didn’t buy every month?”  

David groaned, “Well, we don’t know how, because we can’t write.”  

Rose handed David a glass of green tea first, then she gave one to Jake because she didn’t believe   

company should be served before David. She went back and got her glass of  tea, and sat down   

and told Jake, “I can count a little bit, but I wouldn’t know how to keep a list of what we buy. ” 

 

Jake told her. “Well, from now on, you see that Myrtle or one of the boys do it for you. It’s important you keep a 

record of  what you buy from him. Myrtle is smart enough to do it. From now on you see she writes down whatever 

you buy and what it costs. I will see she has a book to keep a record in to, and we will see what is going on. You don’t 

want to accuse him of anything, because maybe you don’t realize how much you do get from him every month. But 

just to make sure, I need everything written down on a piece of paper.” 

“You and David are not to buy anything from him, unless Myrtle is with you. She will sign for it, until I find out what 

is going on here. I have two ledgers, I will give Myrtle one to write down what you get and how much it costs but she 

has to do it in front of him..And I will give the other one to ole Gib, to keep a separate record in,  instead of using his 

ledger. At the end of each month, after I compare both books,  I pay him what you owe him, 

Jake finished his tea and asked Rose, “What do you usually buy from him every month?  Rose shrugged,  ”Sugar, 

flour, tea, coffee, some candy,  needles and thread, skeins of wool and crochet thread, and David gets chewing tobacco 

and sometimes I get some tobacco and papers for myself.” 

He set the empty glass on the floor, “What about material, I know you make the kids all their   

clothes. Do you buy your material from him?” 

  

Rose perked up, “No. I  if from Sears & Roebuck’s. My neighbor Mildred orders it for  me because I can’t read and 

write. I give her the money and it comes in the mail in a week or ten days.”  

Jake nodded and David told him quietly, “We don’t buy that much from him.because everything we eat we grow in 

our garden and Rose cans everything in the summer, and it lasts until late spring..”  

Jake stood up and told them, “I will get to the bottom of this because I do think something is going on.” He put his 

straw hat to leave, “Well, I must run along, but I need to find out a few things about ole Gib first. I want to talk to 

some of your neighbors and see how they feel about ole Gib,  because I’m sure they buy from him, instead of going all 

the way into town, even if his prices are higher.  



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          982 

 

Rose kissed him good-bye, and he asked, “I was wondering, do you have any neighbors that can’t read or write, 

because I’d like to know if they buy their groceries from him?”  She nodded and told him their names and where they 

lived and Jake wrote them down and told her, “It wouldn’t surprise me one bit, to find they are having the same  

problems with their grocery bills like you and David.”  

Jake got in his horse and carriage and went knocking on the doors of the p;eop;el Rose told him about. He introduced 

himself as Rose Squire’s brother, and explained why he was there. One of the lady’s told him,  “Oh! we don’t buy 

from him anymore and we told Rose and David, not to, because of what he did to us. Why, I think he would cheating 

his own mother. let alone his neighbors.!”  

Jake’s next stop was ole Gib’s general store. Seeing  

Ole Gib was curious why he had come to see him, and scratched his head with the pencil and gave him a toothy grin, 

“I’ve heard Rose mention the name, Jake Vanderworker, but I didn’t know you were her brother.. I hear you’ve built a 

lot of nice homes, just east of here, Right?” He watched his set his back leather satchel on the floor next to him, and 

was curious what he wanted.  

Jake nodded. “That is true,  but I am not here for a friendly visit. I came here to talk to you about Rose and David’s 

grocery bills, because I don’t like what they’ve been telling me. It seems they can never get caught up with what they 

owe you. They come in and get what they want, and you have them sign with an ‘X’ and you enter what they owe you 

in your book?” 

He didn’t answer him he just kept staring at him. Jake got more to the point. ”What bothers me is, David comes in here 

once a month and he shows you the money he’s earned. And you tell him that just about covers his bill, and you do 

this without even counting it?  With all the work Rose and David does for you., I hear you don’t pay them for what 

they do, you tell them, you will take it off what they owe you?  Well, let me tell you what I think,  they couldn’t 

possibly owe you that much money every month, not with what they buy, a sack of flour, some sugar and salt, things 

like that?.”  

Seeing how Ole Gib  kept running his finger around the inside of his starched collar, he was getting nervous and he  

finally said, “What you’re saying is ridiculous. I have no problem with David and Rose. Once a month David comes in 

and pays his bill, that’s all. See it’s all written down, right here in this ledger, do you want to see it.” 

Jake scowled, “Well, from now on, I will be paying their grocery bills. Whatever Rose and David  buys better be 

accounted for accurately in that ledger of yours, because I don’t want them to buy anything here, unless Myrtle is with 

them. She will sign for what they buy, and  

Ole Gib, got all flustered and sniffed, “Why, what did they say go about me? I’ve never cheated anyone in all my life!”  

He placed his hand on top of the cloth grey-green ledger sitting on the counter, and insisted, “Here! It’s all right here 

in black and white, I write down what they buy and I always make sure they sign underneath it with an  ‘X’. Jake 

scoffed, “They can’t read or write … so how the hell would they know what you wrote down in that ledger of yours.”   

Jake opened his black leather satchel and took out a large writing pad and slapped it down on the counter and told him. 

“Here, write down what their monthly bills have been for the past six months.” Ole Gib glared at Jake, “What makes 

you think I have the time to do something like that. I’m running a business here?” Jake stared at him and he slowly 

opened the ledger, and slid his finger down the tabs until he came to the letter’  S’.  He licked his finger and turned the 

pages, glaring at Jake, until he came to the account of  ‘Rose and David Squires.’ 

Picking up the pad, he put it in the satchel, and took out a new small cloth ledger book and placed it on the counter.  

Gib was quick to noticed he had written on the top of it, :”DAVID AND ROSE SQUIRES. Jake demanded, “From 

now own, anything Rose and David buys here, Myrtle will wee it is entered  in this book, and she will write the same 

thing in her book, or you don’t get paid, do you understand what I am telling you?  

Ole Gib complained, “What makes you think I have time for such nonsense.”  

Jake smiled at him. “Fine! Perhaps you would rather I go to Towanda, and discuss this with a lawyer friend of mine. 

Believe me, he wouldn’t waste any time telling the authorities what you’ve been padding the bills on people that come 

here, that can’t read or write. And don’t tell you’re not,  because this afternoon,  I talked to most of them, and guess 

what, they all said the same thing!. ”  

He rubbed his nose and grumbled,  “Well, maybe, I can find the time to do it.”  
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Jake was there every month like he said he would, and went over the books, before he gave Gib any money. He kept 

shaking his head, because  

When he confronted Gib with the recent figures, he got all flustered and red in the face and stuttered,  “You tryin’ to 

say I’ve been cheatin’ Rose and David? Why, I’ve never cheated anybody in my whole life! I guess,  they just didn’t 

buy as much as they usually do. That’s all!”   

 

One afternoon, while Rose was in her front yard weeding and talking to Mildred, she couldn’t believe her eyes when 

she saw two men were unloading a treadle sewing machine and a pump organ and  told her, it was from Sears & 

Roebucks and that her brother Jake had sent to her. She looked at Mildred, and started to cry when she told her. “I 

can’t believe they are for me, a sewing machine and a pump organ. It is something I’ve always wished I could have. I 

never dreamed I would have them. And to think, my brother Jake did that for me.” Mildred was so happy for her and 

put her arm around her, and watched the men carry the prized possessions in the house for her. 

The next time she saw Jake, she hugged and thanked him, over and over, for what he did for her. He was very pleased 

to know, how much it meant to her. He told her, after all she did for them, when they were growing up, he wanted to 

get her something he knew she would really enjoy. He knew how she loved to play the organ at church, now she 

would have her own organ. Since she made all the clothes for her family by hand, he knew she needed a treadle 

sewing machine, and she could make the girls dresses, slips, bloomers and petticoats. Jake was so happy he could do 

that for her.   

It was amazing how resourceful they really were, because David made the boys and himself, leather gloves from the 

pig’s skin, they slaughtered in the fall. Evenings, whilehe was sitting, he would rub the skin back and forth and make it 

soft and pliable.then he put the paper pattern he had,  on the skin and traced the outline of the glove. After he cut it out, 

he  sewed the front to the back with a strong waxed thread, he would insert a smooth round wooden peg in the fingers 

and sewed the seams on the outside and did this by the light of kerosene lamp.  

When the boys were twelve and thirteen, they learned to hunt like all the other boys, and because liked to have meat 

for supper. David being a very gentle soul, did not believe in killing any animal and it bothered him to think that his 

boys would kill defenseless animals.  

It was Rose that taught them to bring it to the back porch and hang the dead carcass on a nail and set a pail underneath 

it, and take their hunting knife and cut around the feet, then  make one long slit down the middle to gut it. After they 

pulled the skin off, their mother would wash and soak the woodchucks in a big basin of salt water, the boil the, in a big 

pot for hours,until they were tender, and they cooked while they went to church..After 

Then in the oven to brown. for an hour. Whenever it was time to eat, they all sat around the table and bowed their 

heads and waited for their father to say grace, before they could eat, they they dove into the meat, potatoes and 

vegetables and their mother’s delicious gravy, and they’d always wipe their plates clean with a piece of her homemade 

bread.  

In the fall, the boys looked forwad to going deer hunting up in the mountains with a neighbor that showed them how to 

follow deer or bear tracks in the snow.  

But David would never touch any of the meat, he would quietly pass the platter along to the children, who couldn’t 

wait to get the meat with boiled potatoes and vegatables 

Rose couldn’t read, but she loved getting letters from her sister Vine in Hornell that she named her first child Vine, 

after her..  When she found out she  couldn’t have any children, she let her adopt her Vine..Whenever a letter came she 

would sit in her favorite chair by the window, and ;et one of the boys or Myrtle read it her.  

My dearesr sister Rose,  

Henry and I decided to come see you and David and the children.  

We are bringing the young boy we adopted with us.. Now that Vina is 

fourteen, we decided to allow  her to stay two weeks with you. I will  
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write and let you know when we will come to get her. We might even take the train. 

 

We plan to leave early Sunday morning, the tenth, and should arrive around about 

one or two in the afternoon.  Being it is such a long trip, we would like to stay  

the night and leave early the next morning.  Henry asked the bank for that Monday 

off,  and they agreed  but of course, they won’t pay him for taking that day. 

I can’t wait to see you again, you must know how much I miss you.. 

                                         

Your loving sister,  

Vine. 

 

                                                                                                                           .  

 

 

It was going to be their first visit, since Rose left Hornell, and she was so happy. Vine was more like her own child, 

because she had raised her since the day she was born.  She hollered at Myrtle for jumping up and down, but  she 

couldn’t help it she was so happy and excited  she was going to see Vina again. The memories of Hornell made Rose 

very homesick, but she had gradually learned to accept that David was never going to go back to Hornell, and she 

would have to stay in Wysox/Myersberg the rest of her life..  

The Saturday before they arrived,  Rose was so busy and humming while she baked a chocolate cake for her brother-

in-law Henry, and blackberry pies for Vine,  and big sugar cookies for Vina, and the little boy she had recently 

adopted. Rose was so happy she was going to see Vine again.  

The next morning was Sunday, after she made breakfast, Rose hurried out to the chicken coop and grabbed two old 

hens she had her eye on that week, and holding them by their feet on the stump of an old oak tree she chopped off their 

heads because there was no way David would do it for her. She carried them up to the back porch and gutted them 

then stuck them in boiling water and pulled all their feather out and put them in a pot of water and left them to simmer 

on the back of the stove, while they all went to church. 

Rose got washed and dressed, and walked with her family single file up the road, to attend Sunday morning services in 

the little white church down the road.. Rose usually enjoyed taking the time to stand around and gossip with the 

women but not that morning, her sister was coming and she didn’t have any time to talk.  

When she went home she changed back into her long cotton housedress and using two big long forks she lifted the 

chickens out of the broth and onto a big platter to cool, so she could stuff them with a mixture of bread, bits of bacon  

onions and apples and sewed them up and rubbed them with lard, salt and pepper, and  placed in a large roasting pan 

and put them in the oven to brown. Rarely did she take the time to peel potatoes, but that day she did forVine, since 

she loved her crispy roasted potatoes. 

.  

Later the chicken were put on platters and in the warmingover over the sove,  everything was ready except for the 

gravy, and she made enough for ten people. Lily set table set, while Myrtle was up in tree looking down the road hoing 

to see Vina coming, not that Rose cared, as long as he stayed out of her way. Satisfied everything was ready, she 

hurried in the bedroom and put on her only  Sunday dress, checked her hair in the mirror, and David still had on his 
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one and only suit and tie..  

When their horse and buggy pull in, Rose couldn’t get out the door fast enough and told David, “They’re here!” When 

Vine stepped down from the carriage, Rose couldn’t believe how beautiful she looked, whe she saw her wearing such 

a lovely dress and hat. They hugged and kissed one another and were so happy to see one another. Rose said hello to 

Henry, and gave him a hug  and she hugged her Vina, and Vine introduced her to the little boy, she had just adopted. 

Rose shook his hand and he smiled at her, but he seemed to be very bashful an dhid behind, her sister Vine/  

Rose told  

Myrtle and Vina hung on one another, because they were so happy to see on another, knowing they were going to be 

together for two weeks!   

Rose announced that dinner was ready and showed her sister where they could wash their hands and. got the pump 

going until the water poured out into the white enamel basin and left a couple of fancy embroidered towels on the table 

for them to dry their hands on. Then everyone sat down and were busy talking and trying to make room for everyone 

to sit at the big round oak table, because they were hungry. After they finished and the dishes were done, Vine thanked 

Rose for making the roasted potatoes the way she liked them,  and complimented her on how delicious everything was, 

especially the blackberry pie.  

Rose was disappointed how fast the time went by because she hadn’t been that happy in a long time.The next morning 

they had breakfast, she walked them out to their carriage, fighting back the tears when they said their ‘good byes’.  

Vine climbed up beside her husband Henry, sobbing and Rose’s heart ached seeing her go and she stood there wishing 

she was going back with them, instead of standingthere waving and watching them going down the road until there 

was nothing to see, but the swirling dust. 

MYRTLE’S TEEN-AGE YEARS…  1914-24  

*When I asked my mother, “How come you don’t  know what year you were born?” She’d laughed and tell me,  “All I 

know is I was born June 12th , in Hornell, New York   around 1900 to 1902.  Vina always said, she thinks I was three 

years younger than her. I remember sheeturned  sixteen, on March 9th, 1914, because that is when she got marrid. So I 

guess I was born in 1901. 

That summer Vina was fourteen and she thrilled she could stay with her family.  The following summer she was 

fifteen when she came for two weeks, and she met and fell in love with Henry Hardenstine, a young man who lived up 

the road, who worked for the Lehigh Valley Railroad.. 

Beefore she went back to Hornell, they promised to write one another every week, and she never misses a week 

writing Myrtle too. One day Myrtle got a letter from her, that she was engaged to Henry, because she turned sixteen on 

March 9th  and they were  planning to get married in June, in the little church in Wysox. When school was over, Aunt 

Vine and Uncle Henry drove her to her mother’s house, because she could was going to be married in a few weeks.” 

 

Rose took Myrtle and Lily with her to the church so they wouldn’t bother Vine because she knew she had to finish her 

dress and there were other things that she wanted to get done. Rose was busy showing the women how to make the 

quilts, and they were laughing and gossiping themselves  while they sat out under the trees. sewing and sipping green 

tea they brought along in mason jars. 

Mrs  Egglelston enjoyed going to Rose Squires’ quilting classes, that were held in the church because she wanted to 

learn how to make a small quilt from the  pieces of red silk she had saved, to put in the parlor. Her tea was in a fancy 

silver water bottle, that she kept in the black cloth tote bag that was beside her feet, that she kept her needles, thimbles, 

sissors and thread in. 

The reason Emily Piolett Packer Eggleston, was at home in Towanda and Wysox,  was becauseshe grew up there. She 

was the daughter of Tom Piolett and he had several daughers. The original Piolett family came from France, many  

years ago, and settled there, and Emily always looked forward to going back to Wysox every summer. 

Emily’s first husband, Robert Asa Packer, died from kidney failure, when he was only forty-three. They had no 

children.Emily grieved over him a long time. His father, Asa was famous for helping to put the Lehigh Valley Railroad 

through the north-eastern section of Pennsylvania, in the late 1800’s. He even ran for president of the United States 

and lost. When he died, he was the richest man in the state of Pennysovania, and there is a museum dedicated to him 
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in the town of Jim Thorope, and one in Towanda, Pennsylvania.  

Emily had her own private railroad cars and the dishes, towels and headrests all had “Emily ’on them That just 

amazed Myrtle,when she first saw her name was on everything on the train,  but she had no idea how wealthy the 

Egglestons were, and probably didn’t  know what wealthy even meant.   

Then Emily married Richard Eggleston, and they had two children, Richard and Helen. Today, Mr. and Mrs. 

Eggleston are buried in Athens Pennsylvania, just north of Towanda.  

When they got married, they had several homes between them, the home she shared with Robert Packer, in Sayre, was 

turned into a nursing home with nurses and doctors to care for the sick and retired men that worked for the Lehigh 

Valley Railroad. As the years went by, more and more men retired, they needed more room and they built another 

building to accommodate them.  A few years later, a big modern hospital was built, and it is called, THE  ROBERT 

PACKER COMMUNITY HOSPITAL OF SAYRE, and it is affiliated with the Mayo Clinic of Minnesota.  

 

While rose was talking to the women, the women looked up and were curious to know what was going on, when they 

saw one of their neighbors driving his wagon into the churchyard so fast, then they heard him yelling “Rose Squires? 

Ye’re house is afire, you had better come quick and get in, and I’ll take you back, because your daughter Vina is there 

all by herself.”  

 

 

Word got back to the minister that Rose Squire’s house had burned to the ground. He went around and asking the 

women, ”We need some volunteers that can take in some of the Squires’ children for a few weeks, one child to a 

family, that would surely help Rose out?” He got offers for Leo, Ervin, Lily and Aaron, but no one  wanted Myrtle or 

Vina.  Mildred spoke up and told him, Rose and David are going to stay with us, until they find a place.”  

 

The ladies were so surprised when they saw Mrs. Eggleston raise her hand and say,  “I‘ll gladly take Myrtle and Vine 

until their father finds a house.”  

A few Sundays later, a church member told David and Rose, there was a house up the road in Myersberg, and it t had a 

creek in the back. Rose was delighted to hear it was away from any railroad tracks and when he showed it to the, they 

moved in with what little they had.  

When it was time for the children to go back to their parents, Myrtle refused to leave Mrs. Eggleston and she told her, 

“I don’t want to go back to my mother, I want to stay here with you.”  Vina went willingly, because she was going to 

marry Henry but they ended up having to change their plans and got married in February of 1914 and moved into a 

two story house in East Towanda.  

 

You belong with your mother and family, not me.“ 

 

Myrtle cried, I’ll work for you for nothing, please dontp make me go back to my mother.”  

 

She felt it was only right, that she go back with her mother and be with her family. Time and time again, when Myrtle 

was playing with Helen, she would see all the black and blue marks on her arms and legs where her mother beat her on 

her arms and legs, because she used a piece of  wood. from the wood-bin to beat her with,  and she couldn’t imagine 

any mother doing that to their child.  

When Myrtle was almost thirteen, she was always in so much troubleThat spring the creek in back of their house 

flooded so bad, that Myrtle nearly drowned, and so did her two brothers when they were trying to save her and all 

three of them were carried down stream in the fast moving water.   

A few weeks before she did that, she had convinced her girlfriend, Helen  to go fishing with her.  and they sat with 

their poles in their hands, laughing and dangling their feet off a ‘one- way’ railroad bridge that went over the 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          987 

 

Susquehanna River   

When they saw a train was coming at them,  they discovered they had no place to run. Myrtle made Helen get down 

and hang on one of the railroad ties, and they hung there in mid air, while the train roared over their heads, while it 

shook the bridge and the noise of it going over them, was unbearable. When it was finally gone, when they wnt to 

swing their legs back up, they  couldn’t swing them up high enough, so they couldn’t get back up. So they inched their 

way over and managed to climbed down onto the structure of the bridge and sat there . The trainmen saw what 

happened, and hurried back thinking theyh were dead, and he found them but they couldn’t pull them up because of 

where they were, so they sent one of the men down and they were able to lowe the girls down into the waiting 

rowboats, one at a time.   

Then one day Myrtle coaxed Helen, when sge didn’t want to do it in the first place, to climb up with her on the back of 

the caboose, because she didn’t want to be late for dinner or her mother would beat her for coming home late again. 

The train went past her house so fast, they were so scared, they couldn’t  jump off.  Then Myrtle insisted that Helen 

had to jump with her, and she refused. Myrtle pulled her off and they went flying through the air and down a steep 

embankment, and were rolling over the red hot coals the fireman at the front of the train had just threw out the door.  

All the beatings Myrtle got didn’t  mean a thing, she continued to do whatever she wanted to do. So i was no wonder, 

her mother would lament to the women, ”My boys never get in trouble, it is Myrtle that finds more ways of getting in 

trouble.” 

. 

Myrtle kept insisting, “Why can’t I work for you? ” Mrs. Eggleston would sigh and shake her head, ‘no’.  After she 

gave it a lot of thought, and if she decided to let Myrtle work for her, she wondered if she realized it would mean she 

had to leave her family, and travel back and forth with them to their summer homes and nine months of they year she 

would be living in New York City?  

Knowing how Rose beat her, helped her make the decision to let her stay but only ‘on a trial basis’ She was aware of 

the problems she had with her mother and making her obey, was her biggest concern. Would she listen to her. Would 

she get homesick, when she was in the city. She was willing to give her a chance, and see how she behaved while they 

were still in Wysox.  

Mrs. Eggleston sat Myrtle down in her parlor and told her she could stay, ‘but’ it would be on a trial basis. She let her 

know  if she did work for her, she would have to change some of her ways, especially her table manners, and she must 

keep her hair out of her eyes and combed at all times. 

She expected her to look neat and clean, and wear a white starched uniform in the morning and afternoon and black for 

the evenings, with little white lace apron and hat like the other maids did.”   

Myrtle loved the idea of wearing a uniform and she was happy she agreed with everything she asked her to do, but 

Mrs. Eggleston was still having her doubts.  

Myrtle surprised everyone, and did everything she was asked to do, but she didn’t let her see her laughing at her, 

whenever she walked by in one of the maid’s uniforms that was much too big for her, because she wanted to wait and 

see how things went, before she bought her any uniforms 

Mrs. Eggleston thought, maybe no one ever appreicated her before, because she found she was more than willing to do 

anything she asked/ She felt there was something ‘special’ about Myrtle, and she might fool everyone, she just might 

grow up an become a ‘lovely’ young lady, at least she hoped she would, and she gave her two months to prove herself, 

before she would decide if she could stay on. 

She reminded her,:”Now Myrtle, I want you to think this over, because every fall we go back to the city, because we 

live there nine months of the year and you might get homesick, being so far from our family.” Myrtle smiled, “You 

don’t have to worry because I won’t mind being far away from my mother.” Mrs. Eggleston almost laugh but didn’t 

and she looked at her and wondered, did she have any idea how big New York City was, because she had never been 

outside of Wysox orTowanda, except when her family left Hornell, but she was only nine years old then..   

When Myrtle arrived in New York City with Mr and Mrs. Eggleston, on their own private railroad cars, she stood 

there amazed at what she saw. She just stared at everything, especially at the height of the buildings and asked, 

“Where is everyone going in such a hurry?” And they had a good laugh.  
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The first thing Mrs. Eggleston did was take Myrtle with her to the beauty parlor to get her hair cut and styled, and she 

no longer had to remind her, ‘to comb her hair and please keep it out of  her eyes. One day she suggested, “Myrtle, 

why don’t you let your hair grow long, it would look a lot nicer and be so much easier to keep. What do you think?” 

Myrtle let it grow and liked how grown-up she looked with her hair up and back and was so pleased howit stayed so 

nice all day.  

One Saturday afternoon Mrs. Egglston took Myrtle shopping along Fifth Avenue, and she bought her clothes and her 

daughter Helen’s someclothes. She bought Myrtle three wool suits and two pairs of shoes, a hat and a warm coat. 

Being Helen was ten years older than Myrtle, she complained to her mother, that she really did appreciate1 what she 

bought  her, but she really preferred to choose her own clothes,  and Myrtle would end up getting them.  

One day Mrs. Eggleston was in her bedroom and she asked Myrtle to come in. She opened one of her closets filled 

with beautiful winter clothes, and she opened the other closet, where her spring and summer clothes were and she told 

her, “Myrtle, I’ve decided, from now on you are going to to be my ‘personal maid’. You will learn how to lay out my 

clothes for me every day because I noticed you have a flair for color. You will learn what outfits go with certain shoes 

and pocketbooks, and what jewelry I like towear in the daytime, because the jewelry I wear in the evening is very 

different. .You will gradually learn to pick out the clothes I wear in the morning and in the afternoon and every 

evening I wear a long gown to have dinner with Mr. Eggleston.” Myrtle eyed her nervously, and wondered what made 

her think she could do something like that?  

The Eggleston’s main residence was their brownstone house on Eighty-second Street and Riverside Drive, where the 

parlor windows looked out at the Hudson River and over to New Jersey. When Myrtle wasn’t busy, she liked to watch 

the boats that were constantly going up and down the river, and the new automobiles going along Riverside Drive.  

What an exciting experience it was for Myrtle, the first time she saw New York City, having come from a small town 

like Wysox, it was an awesome experience to see so many people walking around, and how many new automobiles 

went by, and they’d  blow their horns, and frighten the horses and cause them to rear up and whinnie.  

In 1914, new and exciting things were happening all over in New York City, Electricity was  replacing the gas lamps 

in certain homes, and telephones were being installed in offices and private homes. But, still the majority of homes had 

gaslights.  

Not even in her wildest dreams did she ever imagine there was such a place like New York City.    

It fascinated her how everyone was in such a hurry, compared to the slow pace of life she had been accustomed to in 

Wysox. What an exciting time in her life, it must have been, compared to the life she had at home.  

.  

It was such a new different life for Myrtle, working for Mrs. Eggleston,.She had no problem learning what clothes to 

put out for her in the morning and afternoon, and the gowns she wore for dinner. It was t 

She no longer had to tell her what to do anymore, and she was pleased how well she got along with all the help, except 

for James, their English butler, for some reason they never did get along. James liked to pick on her and complain that 

Myrtle, that ‘didn’t’ know her place and was much too outspoken’ and she would jsmile and remind him, ‘She has 

come a long way, compared to when she first came here, James. Has she not?” He’d  put his nose up in the air and let 

her know, that he did not agree with her and walk away, because he was of the opinion. she spoiled her.  

One of their summer homes was in the middle of the St. Lawrence River, and it had a long pier that jutted out into the 

river, and their boats were docked. Some of the help went aboard to do the cooking etc., because Mr. Eggleston liked 

being on the yacht, and go deep sea fishing often. With two captains to maintain their boats and yacht he often invited 

friends up from the city and take them deep-sea fishing, and they’d come back with so much fish they had to store  

most of it in the ice house .  

The house on the Thousand Islands was Richard Eggleston’s favorite  place, because of his love for deep sea fishing, 

but it was the house in Wysox that Emily Eggleston’s enjoyed. It was  there she could relax, being she grew up around 

Towanda, and could spend time with her sisters and her father. She loved to go out in her garden and pick the flowers 

that were in bloom, and gave them to Myrtle to put in the big heavy crystal vase. She was always impressed how 
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lovely she arranged them look, when she carried them in the parlor and set them on the table. 

The next thirteen years, were Myrtle’s happiest years being with Mrs. Eggleston. As the years went by, she was 

extremely pleased to see what a lovely young lady Myrtle had become,  

One afternoon, while Mrs. Eggeston was  

One morning a big package came in the mail for Mrs. Eggleston, but it was really a surprise for Myrtle.  She had sent 

away for a wooden easel, some brushes, several pieces of canvas and different colors of oil paints and a bottle of 

linseed oil. When she handed the box over to Myrtle and told her, “This is for you.” When she opened it and saw what 

was inside, she jumped up and hugged Mrs. Eggleston and kept thanking her “How did you know this is what I always 

wanted? Thank you.”  Myrtle had a very hard time trying to get used to using oil paints, after being so used to using 

water colors, she learned through trial and error. It didn’t take her long before she was painting a beautiful picture of 

red roses on a piece of stretched canvas, and told Mrs. Eggleston, it was for her, that she painted  it match the roses on 

the pillows that were on the love seat in the parlor. Mrs. Eggleston was so proud of what she had done, that she sent it 

out and had it put in a gold frame and it hung for several years, near the loveseat in the parlor.   

 

Myrtle,didn’t know Earl had married someone else, while she was working  in the city, until her girlfriend Helen Ross, 

wrote and told her, because no one else had the courage to tell her.   

My dearest Myrtle,  

How do I tell you aomething like this? No one else will, so I decided 

I had to let you know, and I am warning you,  it is going to break  your heart.  Earl went and  married Alta.  Everyone 

in town is talking about what he did.  He’is such a coward. Why didn’t he do the right thing and break off his 

engagement to you, before he married her. And if that is bad enough, he did it without telling you, and that was so 

wrong. 

I could tell by your last letter you don’t know, because you said, that Mrs Eggleston took  you shopping and you finally  

found a beautiful wedding gown you liked, and she is buying it for you. 

I would have thought that at least your brothers, Leo or Ervin could have told  you,, but of course,  they wouldn’t,  

they are such good friends of  Earl’s,. they’re afraid to tell you what he did..When I called your sister Vina, she said 

she didn’t have the heart to tell you, just yet. 

Oh! Myrtle, I hate being the one that has to tell you this ,bu  it’s just not right that you are down there in the city, 

thinking you are going to marry Earl in June. when  he went and married Alta behind your back!.   
 

Your loving friend, Helen 

Bridgetta stood there watching Myrtle sob,  as she continued reading the letter. She felt so sorry for her, knowing she 

was planning to marry Earl, and had all her linens, pots and pans and dishes ready. Myrtle ran of the room and up the 

stairs to her room, and Bridgetta followed her. She sat on her bed and threw the letter on the floor telling Bridgetta, 

“We went to school together and Alta knew I was engaged to Earl, so how could she do that to me.?”  

Bridgetta told her,m “Well don’t blame her, he srelyhad plenty to do with it, he was the one that asked you to marry 

him, then he goes and marries her?” 

Myrtle kept crying, “ I don’t believe Earl would do that to me? He loves me, not Alta. ”  

Bridgetta told her, her,”Sure and it’s not you that he loved, if he went and married that Alta. Myrtle, he’s married now 

and there not a thing ye can do about it. Sure and if wasn’t for your friend Helen, ye still wouldn’t know he was 

married. A lot of cared about you, is what I say.”” 

Seeing Myrtle was crying uncontrollably, Bridgetta decided to get Mrs. Eggleston. She came right away and sat beside 

her and kept rubbing her back and told her. it’s better she cry it out, and asked Bridgetta to picke up her engagement 

mring where she threw it across the floor and put  in a dish she had in the top drawer. Them she asked her  get some 

wet cloths so she could[8it them on her forehead, and they sat with her,.  until she fell asleep.  

 

Myrtle never wanted to go dancing, but Bridgetta didn’t give up on her/ Every Saturday she tried to coax her to go 

with them ddancing. . When St. Patrick’s Day came around in March,   
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Thomas was short and stocky, and Michael was tall and thin. and it wasMichael that asked her for a dance. When she 

stammered, “But, I don’t know how to dance to Irish Music.” He took hr out on the floor and showed her how to 

follow him, and she was having a good time, when  his brotherThomas tapped her on the shoulder and wanted to dance 

with her. Myrtle was very flattered by all the attention she got from the twins, and as much as she liked Michael, it was 

Thomas that eventally won her over and she eneded up marrying him that same year.  

It wasn’t long before Myrtle was telling Bridgetta, ”Thomas has asked me to marry him, and I want you to be my 

Bridemaid?” Bridgetta was thrilled, but Mrs. Eggleston wasn’t.  She was furious because did  not approve of Thomas, 

after the maids told her how he drank and gambles. She was appalled to think Myrtle would even consider getting 

married, so soon after what she just went through with Earl? Mrs. Eggleston tried to talk Myrtle. that she was only 

doing it on the rebound. Then she told her what the maids told her about him, but she laughed and  refused to believe 

it.  So she married Thomas in 1924,  and soon found out, everything they said about hime was true, he was a terrible 

drunk and gambler For t next thirty-five years of her life, she had a miserable life because of it.  

She sat Myrtle down and told her. “Please listen to me, don’t marry someone like him. You will regret it the rest of 

your life. The only reason you’re doing this, is to get back at Earl, You are young,  you.can wait.You don’t know him, 

or his family! Wait a year, and get to know him.”  

No matter what Mrs. Eggleston said, she could not convince her not to marry Thomas. And she told her, “ I feel you 

are making a terrible mistake. Did you now, one of the maids that goes with Bridgetta to those Irish dances, told me 

about your Thomas. She said that everyone there, knows he is a heavy drinker and a gambler. Are you aware of this?” 

Myrtle argued, “I have never seen him drink too much! Why she would say something like that for?” Mrs. Eggleston 

sighed,  “Why would you marry a man that drinks and gambles? You will end up in the poor house. What will happen 

if you have children? What kind of lives would they have?”  

Myrtle was angry.at her for saying thatThomas drank and gambled, and she.ran out of the room sobbing. Mrs. 

Eggleston followed aftger her, saying “Myrtle, listen to me,  I don’t want to see you getting hurt. Maybe you should 

have chosen his brother, Michael. I heard he likes you, and he doesn’t drink or gamble like Thomas does and he saves 

his money and puts it in the bank. Don’t you think you would be better off, if you married him instead?”  

Myrtle sobbed, “Why would I be interested in Michael? I’m engaged to Thomas? He loves me and has promised me, 

after we get married he’s not going to drink and gamble anymore.” Mrs. Eggleston laughed and said sarcastically, 

“And you believed every word he said, didn’t you?”  

A few weeks later, Myrtle decided she better go tell Mrs. Eggleston, before someone else did. One morning she said,  

“Just so you know, I am becoming a Catholic so I can marry Thomas in his church..  Bridgetta has been taking me to 

see her brother, Father Gaffney, in the rectory up the block. He is teaching me the catechism, so I can become a 

Catholic, because Thomas can’t be married in the Catholic Church if I’m not a Catholic.”  

Mrs. Eggleston eyes grew real big and she sat straight up in her chair, “Is Bridgetta encouraging you to do this? Why 

are you becoming a Catholic when you’ve been a  Baptist all your life?How about Thomas changing his religion for 

you, instead of you changing your religion for him?”  

Myrtle refused to listen to Mrs. Eggleston’s advise/ She had  wedding invitations made and sent them out to Mr. and 

Mrs.Eggleston, Tom’s family, in Brooklyn and in Yorktown, and her family in Pennsylvania.The wedding took place 

in Towanda, and Michael was the Bestman, and Bridgetta the Maid of Honor,on November 19, 1924 in SS Peter and 

Paul Church in Towanda, and the reception was at Vina’s house, in East Towanda.   
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When they returned to the city, they lived uptown, in the small apartment where Thomas was living with his brother 

Michael. It was convenient and located, near their work, since Michael worked for the Ffth Avenue Bus Company and 

Tom  worked down the block for Sheffiled Farms, on 125th Steet, near the New Jersey ferry terminal.. Nine months 

later, they  had a baby girl Rose, born on  September 5, 1925, at The Women’s Hospital, and have a baby and a crib in 

one small bedroom, it made it very uncomfortable and crowded  fMyrtle  they needed a place of their own, but 

Thomas wouldn’t hear of it. Four  

One morning, Momma was six months pregnant, when she opened the mailbox,  she was surprised and happy that she 

received a beautiful wedding invitation, to go to Mrs. Eggleston’s daughter Helen’s wedding and the reception.was 

going to take place in a big gancy hotel in downtown New York City.  

As always Mrs. Eggleston wanted to make sure she looked nice./ she went to a store on Fifth Avenue and bought her a 

beautiful navy blue beaded gown and a gogeour navy blue velvet wrap and matching shoes and bag, and had it sent to 

her house.  She even had a chauffeur pick us., and Idod  say, because she brought me too, to show me off  and the 
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chauffeur brought us home. I was  baby six months old, but Momma didn’t know it was unheard of to do something 

like that. To bring a baby to the reception, where it was such a high society affair.  She wanted to show me off to Mrs. 

Eggleston and her friends and relatives that were there, because she knew most of them, after working for tMrs. 

Eggleston in the city, for ten years, but the irony of it, .was they loved it and took turns pasing me around from table to 

table, so they could  see Myrtle’s ‘little girl”.  

As the years went by, whenever Mrs. Eggleston was back in the city for the winter, being she had no phone, she 

mailed a note to Momma to call and make a date, so she could see her and the children and she paid for the taxi to take 

us to her house on Riverside Drive. While they had lunch, being we were toddlers. the maids fussed over us and 

played blocks on the floor with us and they fed us in the the kitchen and ited big linen towels around our necks. 

Then in 1930, a doctor at the Knickerbocker Hosptial discovered Mary Jane had cancer on the inner thigh of her leg, 

when she was two years old When Mrs. Eggleston heard what happened to Mary Ja she insisted Momma take her to 

her doctor and his hospital for radium treatments for the next two years, it was Mrs. Eggleston who paid all the medial 

bills for Mary Jane.As many times as Momma went to see her,  she never let on what a horrible life she had at home 

with Daddy, and she was so embarrassed, that she always let her think everything was ‘wonderful’ at home..  

As the years went by,  somehow Momma and Mrs. Eggleston lost track of one another, and I seem to think it was 

because Momma did not want her to know  the horrible life she really had with Daddy, because she warned her what 

would happen, if she married him, and she was so right. What a shame it had to end that way, because she would have 

loved to have seen how those beautiful lace curtains she gave her back in 1919, that once hung in the parlor of her 

brownstone house, were made into my wedding dress in1948. 

Note* In July 2006…A gentleman from the museum in Towanda, sent me an e-mail and told me that Mrs. Eggleston 

had moved from the brownstone house on Riverside Drive, to an apartment on Fifth Avenue, across the street from the 

Museum of Art, on 83rd Street. I was shocked and sadden to learn Mrs. Eggleston only died in 1957, ten years after I 

was married and she was buried beside her husband, Richard in Athens, just north of  Towanda. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~. Momma realized 

they had to get their own apartment.and she was shocked when Daddy told her they couldn’t afford an apartment, 

because of his heavy gambling debts, that he owed so much money to the bookies, he had keep paying them off every 

week. She had no idea he owed so much money to them, It meant they couldn’t move or afford their own apartment, 

and that was how they ended up being janitors, and lived in a cellar apartment, in exchange for cleaning the apartment 

houses and putting out the garbage.   

Coming from the lifestyle she had been accustomed to, having living with the Eggleston’s where she had the best of 

everything for ten years, the last thing she wanted was to be … was  a janitor and have to keep the big vetubules clean, 

mop floors and clean elevators and hallways and shine the brass mailboxes in two big elevator apartment houses.  

Every day Thomas was home by noon, after he finished delivering all the milk on his route and what did he do,  he’d 

start drinking while she was doing all the  work. While he sat,  she was mopping the halls and the elevators, they had a 

big main entrance with Oriental rugs, with two sofas and four matching chairs in each foyer, and the tenants liked to sit 

there to read their newspapers, and talk.  Everyday she had rows of brass mailboxes in both apartment houses that 

needed to be polished and kept shined, and I was always there beside her, in in a big wicker baby carriage getting 

tickled under my chin by the elderly men and woman that walked by.  

The tenants really liked Momma, but they did not like Daddy at all,  they knew how he drank and saw how hard his 

wife had to work and she was pregnant and due any day, and he did nothing to help her.. They would slip Momma 

money, every time she did an odd job for them, like fixing the wiring on a lamp or a broken outlet. and she would take 

it and hide it in the back of the china closet, in an orange carnival glass sugar bowl that had a cover on it. .She saved 

every dollar she could, because she wanted to have her baby at the Women’s Hospital, downtown, where I was born, 

and not have it at home like some of the other women did back then. 

Before she left for the Woman’s Hospitla, for her check up, a few weeks before the baby was due, she reached in the 

china closet to get the money in the sugar bowl,  to pay the hospital. She gasped when she found it was empty, the 

money was gone. She knew Tom took it and.when she confronted him about it, he put his nose in the air and sneered 

at her, ‘it’s just as much my money, as yours. I needed it to pay off my bookie.”  
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Halloween  morning, October 31, 1926, one of the tenants that lived upstairs thought she heard her someone screaming 

downstairs in the basement.. Knowing Myrtle was due soon, she took the elevator down to the cellar and when she 

knocked and went int, she found Myrtle was in labor, and went back upstairs to use her phone and  called for an 

ambulance.  

When they arrived, they found Myrtle was having a very difficult labor, and worse yet, she was laon the floor and the 

baby was coming and the baby was delivered on the kitchen floor. It was a boy and they had to rush the baby to 

hospital being he was a’blue baby’, he needed his blood to be looked into, and they let her know, that somehow, her  

bladder was badly damaged during th delivery, and she needed to go to the clinic and be checked by one of the 

doctors. The doctor warned her, she had to do soethign so that she did not get pregnant again, or she would surely die, 

but being she was now a Catholic, birth control was not allowed.  

 

Michael was lonely after they moved out, and since Sunday was his day off and so was Daddy’s, he would visit them 

and bring a roast beef or a chicken, so he could have dinner with them. One night he asked Tom, ”If I can find a bigger 

apartment, and pay half the rent, could I move in with you and Myrtle. I don’t like living alone.” Tom agreed, and 

Michael wasted no time finding a nice five room apartment,on the fifth floor at 500 West 131st Street on the corner of 

Amsterdam Avenue, around the corner from wher they used to live. Momma was so glad when they moved in, and 

Michael was there tohelp them unpack and get settled, while Tom drank and fell asleep, and as usual, he didn’t lift a 

finger to do anything 

WhenMomma went for her regular check-ups at fifty cents a visit at the Knickerbocker Hosptial clinic,up the block.the 

doctor there also warned her, she had to make sure she did not get pregnant, after seeing how her internal organs were 

so badly messed up, that it could become a very serious situation for her,  if she did.  She told him, nwhat she told the 

other doctor,  there was nothing she could do about it, since ot was totally against the Catholic religion for her to 

practice any birth control, and the following year, she was pregnant again. 

The doctor was very upset to think. she had done nothing to prevent getting pregnant after he had explained to her, 

what could happen. After a couple of months went by, she was there for her check ups, he advised her, seeing her due 

date wad getting closer, “I do think you should prepare yourself and your family, because I don’t know if you are 

going to live to deliver this baby, because your insides are so badly torn from your last delivery.”  

It frightened her to think what would was going to happen to her two children. Knowing Daddy was always drunk and 

he didn’t care about her or his own children. She knew she  had to do something, and do it fast, because if anything 

should happen to her, the last thing she wanted was her children to be left with a man like him. So  

Daddy was glad to see her leave, so she would stop nagging him about his drinking and gambling, but Uncle Mick 

worried about her having to get to the train with the two of us and he yelled at Daddy for not taking her the train 

station in a taxi, being she was in her ninth month of pregnancy. Uncle Mick put us in a taxi and took us to the 

Pennsylvania train station and he put us on the train. 
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1928…Momma and Aunt Vina  

 

Standing in front of Aunt Vine’s house in East Towanda  

On July 3rd, naturally Momma was very scared when she started going into labor on July 3th, 1928, but at least it made 

her feel a lot better, knowing that  Dr. Brown was going to be with her, along with Aunt Vina and her mother. Evryone 

was concerned because of what could happen and even Dr. Brown confided to Aunt Vina, he was very worried about 

Myrtle, seeing how she was having such a hard time, every back hurt so bad and everytime she had another labor pain 

she would scream,  trying to deliver the baby. Being a country doctor, he had other patients he had to attend to, and he 

kept coming back again and again to check in on her. That night, seeing there was little or no progress going on and  

The next day was the July 4th , and it was hot. While everyone was home with their families celebrating,  Dr, Brown 

stayed with Myrtle.  That night, seeing she was in so much pain and had been being in labor for so long, he saw she 

was exhausted and frightened. He told AuntVina, he was going to give her  a good dose of castor oil, and that he felt 

that  would probably do the trick and hurry things along. They sat there waiting, they could hear the fireworks going 

off all around, but they were  praying for Myrtle, and they could see she was wringing wet with sweat between the 

heat of the day and the labor she was going through. 

The castor oil worked, and a baby girl was born at 1 A.M., on July 5, 1928. It was an hour after the Fourth of July and 

Momma asked him to write down July 4th.,  but  Dr. Brown refused and shook his head and wrote down the exact time 

and date that Mary Jane came into the world.. He was relieved and happy to see Myrtle and the baby were doing just 

fine, after the terrible scare she had given everyone , thinking she was going to die for the past couple of months.   

She could not  put one foot in front of the other foot, and she fell backwards on the bed. She started to cry, and Dr. 

Brown kept assuring her it would go away and she would be fine.  But it didn’t go away and he had no idea, what 

happened or why she couldn’t walk. She had no choice but stay in bed upstairs.and Aunt Vina took care of her, with 

all she had to do. 

Momma felt terrible that she had burderned her with the new baby and the two of us, when she had four of her own 

children to take care of,  but Vina never complained,she was always so good to us.  

 

 

Momma knew she had to go home,  but all she could do was shuffle along, and could not lift her feet up to walk.  



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          995 

 

Daddy borrowed a car from a freind and he and Uncle Mick drove up to get us. Before they left the apartment Uncle 

Mick put up long metal pipes along the walls in the apartment, so Momma would have something to hold on to, and 

help her get around. It took a year before she could walk, and go up and down the five flights of stairs and she had to 

rely on neighbors to help her,  because she couldn’t keep asking Uncle Mick. He was Daddy’s twin, but it was not his 

responsibility to take care of her and the children, it was. Daddy’s. She was so disgusted to see him drunk and it didn’t 

matter to him that she was trying to take care of three children, and she could hardly get around, he never offered to 

help her, it was her neighbors who helped her. 

 

Daddy’s older sister Rose, was the first of her family, to come to America. She was the one who worked and paid the 

way over for  Daddy, Michael, Bernard and sister Florie, and another brother who didn’t like it her and went back to 

Ireland. Rose was married to Barney Mc Cann, and they had five children, four girls and one boy. Theylived 

downtown the eastside, in Yorktown, in a railroad apartment on Second Avenue and 82nd Street on the second floor. 

Outside the windows, was where the el ran, and everytime it went by, which was often, it made such a racket no one 

could hear a thing, until it finished going  by and we would were amazed how a;; the  people would sit there and gawk 

in the windows, everytime one of the train went by.  

Uncle Mick enjoyed going to see his siter Rose and one night while they were having dinner, she confided to him, she 

was concerned about Tom’s drinking and what it was doing to Myrtle and the children, and to tell him she wanted to 

have a talk with him. Being she was the oldest, Michael and Daddy, always had great respect for her. Daddy stopped 

by and they had a long talk and he swore to her, he wasn’t going to drink anymore, but he only told her that to please 

her. The next day he was back to making more whiskey, and Michael realized, he had no intention of ever stopping. It 

made  

Momma continued to put up with Daddy’s drinking and when she went to see Mrs.Eggleston, she never let her know, 

how right she was,  that he never stopped his drinking and gambling. Whenever she  asked, “And how are things at 

home, Myrtle”  she would tell her, “Oh! Just  wonderful:” She hated to lie, but she didn’t want her to know he gave her 

so little money,and if it wasn’t for his brother Michael, she didn’t’ know what she would do. because he was always 

helping them out.  

Momma knew once Uncle Mick left, she had to go to find a job to pay the rent and the other bills. Saturday nights,   

Then one day Michael told Momma, “To think I am thirty-six, and I finally found the girl I want to marry. Her name is 

Mary, and she is just lovely, I can’t wiat for you to meet her. She’s Irish and she is saving her money to go back to 

Ireland, like I am?”  Momma was so happy for him, and he asked, “Would you mind if I  brought Mary home so you 

can meet her and to have dinner with us.” Momma was thrilled to meet Mary, and the two of them became good 

friends. Michael married Mary and they lived with us, and continued to worked and save as much money as they 

could, to buy a house and a farm for cash, near where Michael grew up in Ireland.  

By 1931, they felt they were ready to go back and buy a house and farm and raise a family.  

They decided before the left, they wanted to do something nice for Momma. Uncle Mick knew once they were left, 

Momma would not be getting money for their room and board and they decided to pay for the school she wanted to 

attend, and become a Certified French Chef. They were glad they got to see her graduate and know the school was 

sending her out to do luncheons and dinners and it made them feel good to know she could make money to support her 

family, because she was going to have to pay the rent and all the other bills, because they knew Daddy gave her so 

little money.   

 

The day they were to sail, everyone was there to see them off   I remember we walked down a long pier to the big ship 

and when I looked up and saw the size of the huge ship they were on, Iwas shocked. W 

They  stayed in touch with Momma, and wrote her about the house and the farm they bought, and when they had a 

little boy they named Thomas, after Daddy.  Then they had a little girl, Eleanor, named after their mother that died 

when the twins were born in May 1896.  
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Shortly after their mother died, their father also died from blood poisoning. He stepped on a rusty nail in the barn, is 

what my father told us.  The children were left orphans and the parish priest found homes for each of  them but no one 

wanted to take care of baby twins, so Michael and Thomas had to be separated. Michael lived in town with a lovely 

family, who kep him well dressed and and Thomas lived on a farm with the Mc Aleer’s, and it was far from where 

Michael lived. 

Years later,  Momma got a letter  from Uncle Mick in 1968, telling us, Aunt Mary was very sick, and the next letter, 

Momma was shocked when she learned she had died. Momma felt so bad for Uncle Mick and their two children. She 

sent mass cards from the Annunciation Church,  where he used to go when he lived in the city   Uncle Mick wrote 

back, and let her know it meant a lot to him to receive the mass cards from his old parish and thanked Momma and 

told her how he missed Aunt Mary so much.  

 

Uncle Mick continued to write lovely letters and loved to tell about his lovely granddaughter’s and how forutune he 

was that he had  such a loving and caring family. How proud he was of the girls, that they were npw attending Queens 

College in Belfast. Some of them were studying law and graduated and were living in London, and Pauline was 

studying architecture but became a nurse.Barbara was very fond of Pauline, they were writing one another back and 

forth, and in 2005, Barbara  flew to Ireland, with her son William, and stayed with Pauline. She got to meet, Eleanor 

and her sisters and their families. 

            IRISH NEWSPAPER ARTICLE     1996…Uncle Mick…with daughter Eleanor. , 

                                                                        And her five daughters. Pauline, L back row 
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When the stock market crashed in October of 1929,  no one thought it would affect the entire nation’s economy like it 

did or that the Depression would last from 1929 to 1941.  

Once WWII was declared, was when  

We have all seen pictures of families taken during the Depression, they’ve been in  movies and magazines, you see the 

parents standing in back of their children, and their faces reflect the utter despair they are feeling, with no hope for 

tomorrow.  

By 1932, so many people lost everything they had, because they put their money in banks that failed. Banks closed 

their doors and all they were left with were worthless, and bank books. after struggling for years to save what money 

they could, to have when they were too old to  work only to find they were left penniless when the Savings and Loan 

banks failed.  

So  

Ii didn’t matter what profession they were in, teachers, engineers, a draftsmen, salesmen, scientists, farmers, printers, 

coal miners, they all heard the same thing, ‘There’s no work.” or, “We’re not hiring!” T 

The policemen walking their beat job was to keep them moving, not that they ever caused any problems, they’d  1get 

up and stumble over to the next block where there was aother cop. 

They/d ttelling them the same t hing,  ”Keep movin, ye can’t stay here.”  They’d walk away and find  a hallway, a 

doorway or cellar and they’;d pass out cradlling an empty wine bottle in their arms..They did the same thing the next 

day and the day after that, because for them there was no hope for tomorrow.  

Banks foreclosed on companies, homes and farms and the Savings & Loan banks were collapsing nationwide. People 

that had money, had nothing. People became  

When my mother used to take me shopping with her over on 125th Street,  and  we walked past the tramps, because. 

they were  on every corner with their hands out begging for a nickel or a dime. My mother would whisper, and we 

hurried by,  “It breaks my heart to see them having to beg for money to get something to eat.  

I shrugged unconcerned,  because I didn’t know what my mother was talking about,  but still she went on and on,  

“Look at them begging for money to get something eat. Look at the now, and thirteen years ago, most of those men  

were ‘our heroes’. We showered them with confetti and gave them ticker tape parades down Fifth Avenue, and 

everyone was there cheering and waving flags for them when they came back from the war.  Now, no one cares about 

them..” 

I could not understand why it upset Momma, everytime she saw one of them begging for money and she’d tell me, 

“No one seems to remember what they had to suffer so we could be free. When they were fighting in France, during 

the war, their lungs were burned by a deadly gas the Germans used, even though they were issued gas masks, it still 

affected them.. You’ve seen how some of them lost  their legs and have to sit on a wooden base with rollerskates 

nailed on the bottom of it, just so they can get around.. They stay in front of office buildings and subway entrances, 

hoping someone will buy a pencil or an apple from then and people drop a nickel or a dime in their hat, so they can get 

something eat. It is so wrong tthey have to live like that, and  I don’/t know why our  government don’t do  something 

about to helping these poor veterans.”  

Momma would look at me and I’d shrugged, I had no idea what she was talking about.  

They had no benefits like the veterans have  today. The governmentonly  began to realize what was happening t  the 

veterans that fought in WWI, and it was President Roosevelt that  passed the G.I. Bill of Rights during WWII, to make 

sure all veterans, whether they were in  WWI, WWII, Korean War, Vietnam War or the Gulf War, were taken care of 

properly and given new and better benefits..They could go to college and have money to live on,  and they were 

entitled to G.I. loans so they could buyhouses  with low interest and no money down. What a difference it made for so 

many veterans that they could go to college,because most of them, could neverhave afforded to get such an  education, 

without the G. I. Bill of Rights..  

                                                                       \ 

During the Deepression, while the economy of our country continued spiraling down, the city of New York was 

erectingm, the now famous  ‘The Empire State Building’. Moses told the world itit wast was going to be the tallest 

building in the world. When word got around what they were planning to do, the city was swamped with men from all 
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overconvinced they would find work there, buut  they only hired men that had no fear of height, and could work on the 

big steel beams eighty–eight stories high, and were able to walk back and girders with no fear.. They discovered the 

Mohawk Indians could do it and they hired them., and.in one year, the world’s tallest building was finished in record 

time,  much to everyone’s amazement.  

 

But,  

True,  

At night, when Momma was coming home from work on the trolley, it broke her heart seeing them bending over and 

going through garbage cans lined up in front of the apartment houses, she figured, if they could eat something like that, 

they would be very happy to get all those table-scraps. Fnally got the courage to ask the ladies of the house for 

permission to take all the left-over food that was being thrown out, so she could give it to the tramps?  

They were rather surprised to hear she would do such a thing, but they were willing to let her take all the left-overs and 

asked.the help in the kitchen to save what they could for the tramps They were all well fed, so they were more than 

willing to save what they could in the refrigerator for Momma. She went to the same houses twice a week. It was 

cooked,  so when she got home, she cut up squares of  wax  paper and put some  meat and vegetables on each one and  

wrapped them up and they were put it in the ice box, in two big brown bags/ Then Momma would take them over to 

the tramps, twice a week, always at a different section of the dumps.   

Everytime I complained  that I hated going there, Momma would shake her head and keep walking, ot didn’t matter if 

it was in the freezing rain or snow. When we got there, Momma never let me help her, and they’d take the package of 

food from her with their fifthy, dirty hands and rarely did any of them say, ‘thank you’. They ‘d look at her quick, then  

run and sit in their cardboard house, or lean-to’,and devour what they got, eyeing us. and I’d  look the other way. 

Through the cooking school, Momma got to meet Mr. and Mrs. Henry Mrs Hardon, because they sent her to their 

apartment, a couple of  times a week to cook a fancy luncheons or dinners, because  Mr. Henry Hardon was head of 

the Imigration Department, and they had a lot of important people came to their house for dinner. The Hardons liked 

Momma, and requested the school, only send ‘Myrtle.’ It was about that time Momma realized, working part-time 

wasn’t enough, she made so little money and she needed more money in order to pay the rent and the grocer in the 

James Butler store downstairs. She felt she had no choice, but  go to work full time.  

One day Mrs. Hardon came in the kitchen and asked,, if she would consider  working for them on a permanent basis? 

She almost fainted, because she really like the both of them. Mrs. Hardoneexplained to her, that she would not be 

working just in the city, because they lived six months of the year in their country  home in Wilton, Connecticut and 

spent every summer up there, but that it was only an  hour away. She let her know, she was giving the school half her 

pay and she was under contract to them, but that she would pay them off, if she should  accept. Momma 

In September of 1931, I turned six. Sonny was five in October, and Mary Jane was three in July. That is when Anna 

first came to our house, aned Momma went  to work for the Hardons, and our world was turned upside down, from 

then on. Momma was no longer there to kiss us good night, and we only got to see her Sunday afternoons and 

evenings. We were too young to understand why she left us and we’d cry ourselves to asleep, and poor Anna used to 

try and soothe us.    

When she went to work for the Hardons, she could no longer bring as much food to the tramps, but the Hardons 

entertained a lot, and she saved whatever was left on the plates for the tramps. When  

The dumps started at 125th Street, where the ferries went back and forth to New Jersey, and they dumps continued all 

the way downtown, where they were slowly buiding the new elevated highway that was going to follow the Hudson 

River all the way up the the Geoge Wasington Bridge..The shame of it was, that right acrosss the street from the 

dumps, was where tourists sight-seeing,  and  thousands of people went to see Rockefeller’s famous Riverside church, 

Grant’s Tomb, Julliard School of Music and a few blocks down was Columbia University. It must have been quite an 

eye sore to see all those tramps that were living in cardboard boxes and lean to’s, right in the middle of New York 

City. They ever bothered or robbed anyone, they minded their own business and avoided people. Sometimes they got 

into arguments between themselves and would push one another around,  if they saw us  they’d stop  and walk away.. 

The city owmed all the land along the river, and every day. the Sanitation Department trucks dumped the garbage and 
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ashses there fron the nearby apartment houses.The city tolerated the tramps being there, because they had bigger fish 

to fry. Moses was building the Empire State building on 34th and Fifth Avenue and it was taking along time to build 

the Westside Highway. 

By 1931,   Momma was working for the Hardon’s, and Sunday afternoons and evenings was her time  off,. But, she 

also had two or three hours off to herself, between lunch and dinnertime and she used that time to take piano lessons, 

and twice a week, we would bring the food to the tramps, but she always had to  hurry back  because the Hardons, ate 

dinner at eight o‘clock. 

One afternoon, we were carrying the bags of food to the tramps, as we were passing the ladies on the stoop that were 

standing there gossiping , one of them remarked to Momma,  “Sure and I would think you would know better, Mrs. 

Mc Arow,  than to be bringing that food to those tramps. Sure, and ye know that’s a very dangerous place to be taken’ 

ye’re little girl. Sure, and one of ‘em  is gonna grab a hold of one of ye  and they will molest ye,  that they will, and 

don’t think they won’t. Ye can be sure, they’ll not find hide nor hair of either one of ye in those ashes.” 

It used to make Momma made and she’d just say, “Thank you. We’ll be careful!” 

   

When  

 

Momma would sigh,  “Because, this is how I was brought up. You have to think about how the other person, when 

they are down and out.  That is how I grew up. My mother and father  were always poor and they raised all the food 

we ate. My mother canned  whatever she could from the garden all summer, and made sure the shelves in our root 

cellar were filled with mason jars of vegetables, fruits and berries, so we had enough to eat during the winter. We 

rarely had meat, except when one of the chickens got too old to lay eggs. When a tramp came knocking on our door 

looking for work in exchange for something to eat,  my mother would invite him in and have him with us at the table 

and she. would pile lots of potatoes and vegetables on a plate and ladle out plenty of her white gravy over everything, 

and give it to him with some bread, and a piece of her berry pie. They’d stay a few days and work real hard, to show 

their appreciation. Before they’d leave my mother would wash and patch their clothes and my father would cut a piece 

of leather out and sew it on the bottom of their shoes to cover the big hole they came with.”  I’dlistened to her go on 

and on, but I wasn’t interested in what her her mother did for the tramps. 

Growing up on Amsterdam Aveue in the Thirtries, every Sunday morning we sat on the linoleum floor in front of the 

big wooden radio that sat on four long legs, and we’d wait for Mayor La Quardia read the Sunday funnies to the 

children of New York City, over the radio. Of course  he was aware of the tramps that lived in the dumps,  but, the city 

didn’t do anything about it, because there was so much going on at City Hall.  Moses said they needed more bridges, 

and bigger and better highways, and they were busy making big plans for the up and coming World’s Fair that was 

going to be in Queens in 1939-41. With the Depressions  

 

T 

For years so many families looked forward to spending the day there every summer, and a few years later, the ferries 

no longer were there, then they sold Palisades Park and built several condominiums along the cliffs that overlooked 

the Hudson River and New York City.. 

 

 

They all had their own little fires they made by hammering two lead pipes deep into the ashes, and  use a piece of 

heavy wire they found and stretch it across and wrap the ends around the lead pipes, and have a beat up dented pots 

with coffee grounds burnt black,. sitting in the smoldering  fires. Hanging over the wires were dirty socks with big 

holes and torn old underwear, blowing in the wind for days. It was important to them to have a fire, because it sent a 

message to any tramp that came by, to let them know, that was their spot, and they were not welcomed there.   

When we walked to a different section, , we’d often see potato plants growing in the ashes,  here and they would be 

using a stick to dig down in the ashes,  to see if there were any potatoes clinging to the roots.that were big enough to 

roast over an open fire.. Most  
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I 

Little did they know what she did to get tht food to them.  With th e little bit of extra time she had between lunch and 

dinner, when she could have been resting, she took the trolley all the way home, to make sure they had something to 

eat, twice a week, and rarely if ever, did any of them ever say to her,  ‘thank you’. Perhaps they did silently, because 

their glances lingered as they looked at her eyes and her face for a split-second., when they’d take their little package 

of food.  

 

Once she got so upset, when she saw  them huddled around a fire in a steel drum, trying to get warm and she said real 

loud, “Someone, somewhere  must have cared about these men at one time. I can’t stand looking at them trying to get 

warm, it’s a wonder they don’t freeze to death being over here on the river. ” Hearing what she said they turned around 

and just looked at her, then hung their heads, while the WPA trucks continued to dump the garbage and  ashes from  

the nearby apartment houses. Meanwhile the steam rollers were going back and forth and packing it down , in order 

that the trucks could drive across the mounds of ashes, and the tramps had to hurry up ad move to another place. We 

would see them dragging their cardboard houses and lean-to’s to another section, where they could set up ‘house’ once 

again.  

One day while we were walking over to the dumps,  Momma knew I did not like going there, and when I complained 

that the ends of my fingers and toes hurt and she started in lecturing me, “Oh! Rose, I don’t think you know  how 

lucky you are, that every night you can climb into a nice clean warm bed and every morning Anna has a bowl of hot 

oatmeal waiting for you with butter and brown sugar in it, and a cup of hot ‘OVALTINE’. And those poor men don’t 

have a warm bed or a heated apartment like you  do and what they have for breakfast, nothing. And just think you are 

helo me bringing them something to eat, everytime we go there?”  

Momma’s eyes got real big and I told her, “Well, It’s not my fault they have nothing to eat. why don’t they go home 

where they belong, then we wouldn’t have to keep bringing them food?”  

She looked so deflated when she said,  “I am sure they would if they could.” 

By the time we got home, my hands and feet were numb from the cold. Momma made hot cocoa and stick a 

marshmallow in the middle for Mary Jane, Sonny and me. I’d wrap my hands around the mug to warm my hands. I’d 

see the expression on Momma’s face. change, when she looked at Daddy and saw he was drunk again. .he’d wobble 

over and yelled at her, “I hear you were over at the dumps again?  Didn’t I forbid you to go over there. You know 

damn well they  are nothing but murderers, robbers, escaped convicts hiding out from the cops. And you are so stupid 

to bring food to them bums.? I’m warning you,  I don’t want you going there again.” 

When Daddy sat down to read his newspaper. Momma went over and shook her finger in his face, “Don’t you tell me 

what I can or can’t do. Tom.. What makes you think you’re any better than those tramps, you live in this house and 

give me no money towards ther rent and you sit here and eat the food I pay for, so wh3ere do you get off telling me 

what I can do. Those men happened to be down on their luck and a lot of them are veterans that fought in the war,  like 

you did. It is a disgrace to our country, they have to end up like that, with no food or a place to go! “ 

Daddy laughed, “You are so stupid, feeling sorry for the likes of them . I wouldn’t give a one of ‘em the time of day 

let alone bring them food You better watch out,  

Momma raised her voice, “Don’t you call me ‘stupid. You are the one that’s stupid. Who do you think you are, to tell 

me what I can do or can’t do. You can’t even take of yourself let alone your family?”  

Momma got her pocketbook and kissed Mary Jane and Sonny and  me, and we walked her to the door, and she leaned 

down and  whispered, “Don’t tell Daddy we gave the tramps his old clothes, because if he ever knew we did,  he’d 

have a fit. They’ve been in that box for years and he will never fit in them again, not with all the weight he’s put on 

from his drinking!” Momma closed the door and left. I was a nervous wreck, because I was so worried that Daddy 

would ask me if she gave any of his clothes to the tramps, and I could’t lie, because I did help Momma carry them 

over to the tramps. Luckily, he forgot about it and never mentioned his old clothes again.  

While  

There was always another group waiting for Momma, and they’d be eyeing her in their tattered clothes,  hoping she 

was going to stop by them next. They’d be whispering among themselves, what they might get this time,  chicken, 
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roast beef or a slice of roast pork. When she did stop, they were l 

T 

When we turned around and would look back at them, we would see them there, waiting to see that we got down 

alright.  

 

 

Every year we went to Pennsylvania for the Fourth of July.That was when Aunt Vina held the annual Vanderworker 

Family Reunion at her house.  

We’d run outside and play Hide and Seek and hide among the rows of tall corn, or we’d go swimming in the creek in 

back of her house. I was named after Gramma, even if my father would tell me Iwas named after his sister, Rose.   

 

As Gramma was putting  on her big old stra hat, she told me, “You better watch out, when we go because there might 

be some bears hanging around there, wanting those berries too.’ Momma had a fit when she heard that and told 

Gramma she wasn’t going. Gramma grumbled at her, “For heaven’s sakes Myrtle, what makes you think those bears 

would be interested in you. I’m up there almost every day and in all the years we’ve lived here, they’ve never bothered 

me.?”  

Gramma shoved three small, empty shiny maple syrup cans in my hands with wire handles “Come on let’s go, there’s 

one for each of us. Ss we  fill them up, you can dump them in the milk pails for us Rose..” There were three milk pails 

on the porch and she told Momma, “I’ll take two and you bring the other one.” Momma forgot all about that she was 

mad and she carried the one  pail, and asked her mother,. “Don’t tell me you think you’re going  to get enough berries 

to fill three pails, do you?” Gramma assured here that she was and  we started walking Momma turned around.. “Ma, 

are there bears up there? Because if there are,  I’m not going, and neither i Rose.”   

Gramma laughed out loud,“Oh! Myrtle, you’ve become such a sissy, since you’ve lived in the city. Yes, they come 

sniffing around sometimes, but Lord knows, you grew up here, you ought to  know those bears never hurt anyone!” 

Momma reluctantly agreed and  picked up the pail and we walked across the road, and we came to a fence. Gramma 

handed me the two pails and she climbed over, and I was giggling because we saw her big pink bloomers when she 

lifted her leg over. Momma was laughing and helped me over the fence/ andI saw a big blck bull in a cow pasture, 

standing with  all the cows. They all  lifted their heads up together and were eyeing us and kept chewing the grass. 

And I panicked when I sawthe bull was pawing the ground and kept his beady eyes on us, and he raised his head up 

and bellowed so loud, and started running toward us. We ran as fast as we could over to the other fence we had to 

clumb over, and the bull was still after us.  Gramma got there first and threw her pails over and I started crying 

because I wa so scared of him.  Momma is yelling, ”Run, we got to get on the other side  where Gramma is!”  

 

It was noon and it was hot. The sweat was pouring off me and I had on a sleeveless top and shorts and open sandals,  

and I found out, that was not what you wear when you go picking blackberries.  Momma and Gramma had on big 

straw hats, and Aaron’s long sleeve shirts over their dresses. Gramma always wore heavy cotton stockings and hold 

them up with the garters on her stiff pink corset, that had metal staves in it, like all women wore then , no matter how 

hot it was, the  woman felt they had to wear them. Since Gramma wore thick cotton stockings, the garters on her corset 

usually held them up, but not that day.   

Momma wore  a heavy pink laced up steel corsets too, and silk or rayon stockings. Being it was so hot that day, 

Gramma unhooked her garters and took  two thick rubber bands and slipped them on and up her leg  and she rolled the 

top of her stocking in the rubber band, and rolled them down, just below her knees. When Momma saw what she was 

doing, she yelled at her, “Ma, you are going to cut off your circulation wearing those tight rubbers bands on your 

legs..” Gramma got annoyed at her and they were back to being mad at each other again, and we didn’t even get to the 

top of the mountain where the blackberries were, and they had two arguments. 

Gramma walked real fast, like she was in a hurry,. She didn’t wait for us, she was way ahead of us, and I stayed close 

to Momma and carried the three small pails and Mommalaughed and told me a story about what Gramma used to do, 

when she was a little girl.  
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“When I was your age,  my mother used to sneak over to ole Gib Pipher’s orchard, and wait until she saw him leave. 

Once she saw him go down the road to open his general store,  she would sneak in his orchard and collect the fruite 

from his trees that were layingon the ground..  She would hold the bottom of her apron and go around and  pick up 

whatever she found laying on the ground. But, she did say, but I don’t know how true it was, she never touched any of 

the fruit on the trees, she only took the bruised plums, apples, peaches and pears, because he let them lay there and rot. 

She’d take them home and cut out all the bad spots out and sprinkle sugar over them, and make delicious pies and can 

whatever she had left. My mother loved to think she put one over on ole Gib, because she never liked him, and neither 

did.  She knew Mrs. Pipher saw what she was doing, but she didn’t seem to mind because she never said anything 

about it.  Besides, she liked my mother because her son Earl, was always at our house and my mother gave him 

cookies and milk after school with my brothers. .My mother said, she  was such a nice lady, and she always wore the 

prettiest dresses, but, she never told her husband what my mother did, because if she had, he would surely come after 

my mother. You’d be surprised what an old grouch he was and she was so sweet.” 

I questioned my mother.. “Gramma shouldn’t have done that,  she was stealing his fruit because. it didn’t belong to 

her..” Momma smiled and sighed,. “Well, I’m afraid she never saw it that way when it came to food. She always 

worried that we hae enough to eat,  when we were growing up, because we were very poor, but she always managed to 

see we had plenty to eat. I guess she felt rather than seeing that fruit rot on the ground, and she coud use it, she took it. 

”  

I was sorry I ever asked to go, because walking up that mountain it was so hot with the sun shinging right down on top 

of us. F 

I found out what those long blackberry bouncy  branches could do to my arms and legs., I had big long scratches all 

over me and  the gnats and flies were biting me that  

In no time the small pails were full and they handed them to me to dump in the big pail. Momma kept warning me,  

“Whatever you do, don’t  go wondering off, stay where I can’t see you, because you can easily get lost in these 

woods.” I nodded and moved further down and looked for bushes with branches that were closer to the ground, so I 

didn’t have to put my hand in to pick the berries.  

 

Momma got annoyed at me for the way I kept scratching and itching myself that  she yelled at me, “Will you go take 

your shoes off and go stand in that cold water like I told you to” I did and I stood in the ice cold water and was 

surprised how good it felt, splashing up against the legs as it hurried down the side of the mountain.  

I stuck my arms in the water and was able to wash the blood off and the itching stopped for awhile.I sat on the soft 

green moss where the sun was shining through and let my feet dry and yelled over to my mother,“I don’t want to pick 

any more of those prickly berries, Mamma.”  

Momma told,.”Put your shoes and socks back on, and pick a few more,, we’re going home soon.”  I took the little pail 

and squatted down and looked for berries at the bottom of the bushes, so I wouldn’t have to reach in and get scratched 

again. I was so glad to find a spot where there lots of  berries hanging from  the bottom branches.  

I crouched down and was putting them in the pail, when I saw something move on the other side. I moved the branch 

iver  to see what it was.   I started screamung and and fell over backwards because I saw two big furry feet with long 

claws standing on the other side of the bg blackberry bush. I managed to get up, and was face to face with a huge big 

black bear and there was purple juice oozing out both sides of his mouth and he looked at me and was jujst as 

surprised to ee me as I was to see him.  I stood there and  managed to scream, ”Momma, Momma.”  .As she came 

running over, she was  yelling at me “Get away from him!” I couldn’t even move I was so scared, and the bear stood 

there so unconcerened,  munching away on the berries,  watching Momma shaking me, “Stop your screaming, or he 

will come after us.”  

I was shaking but it wasn’t because tI had never seen a bear before,. I had seen lots of bears chained up at gas stations 

in Pennsylvania, they were  tourist attractions, but they were always young bears, not like the big bear that was in front 

of me... 

We ran down the hill so fast. An dGramma was right in back of us., but when I turned around I almost fainted when I 

saw the bear was coming after us. Gramma. kept yelling,: “He found an opening in the bushes and he is coming after 
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us.” I was crying and Momma’s eyes were as big as saucers when she screamed back at Gramma, “Ma, he’s right in 

back of you.”   

Momma handed me the other pail and she quick dumped some the berries back and forth on the  , and he stopped dead 

in his tracks. He started vacuuming up those berries  as fast as he could eat them, and Gramma ran past him,  and she 

passed us  ad she climbed over the fence and was on the other side with the cows, waiting for us. We made it down the 

hill and  

Momma handed me the pails of berries, and climbed over, and when I realized we were  in the field with that bull I 

froze. He stood there like a statue  and never took his beady eyes off us and started pawing the ground, to let usknow  

he did not want us there. He threw his head way up in the air and bellowed real loud, and I thought  he  going towas 

come after us, but he stayed there to protect his girlfriends. Momma grabbed the pails and we hurried over the other 

side because we still had another fence to get over.  She shoved me over first, and then I held the pails of berries while 

she climbed over, and we sawaGramma out in the middle of the state road. 

She was laughing at us and holding on to her pail of berries, when we caught up with her.  Momma was still mad and 

she yelled at her, “You had no right taking us up there when you knew darn well, there were bears up there, Ma. You 

can laugh all you want, but it’s not funny. You saw  how close that bear came to mauling me?” 

Gramma shook her head and put her arm around me and told Momma,  “Before we left, I told you there might be some 

bears up there., but you still wanted to go.” She looked at me saying, “   don’t know why your mother thinks that bear  

was interested in her, when all he wanted was those berries she had”. We walked in the house and Gramma knew 

Momma was mad at her and she lit into her, “Oh! For heavens sakes, I’ve gone up there on that mountain, ever since 

you were a kid  and picked those berries, and no bear has ever bothered me.”  

 

Momma grumbled, “And what would you call what that bear did to us today?” 

  

Winking at me, Gramma  giggled, “ I guess … I’d say, he just don’t like you city folks goin’ up there and and takin’ 

his berries. That’s why he went after you, and not me. ” Gramma laughed so hard her whole body was shaking, and 

Momma let out a long sigh and set the pails down in the kitchen. Still pouting she started to pump up some water to 

wash the purple stains off her fingers, but not even the brown soap would take it off.  Taking the tea kettle off the 

stove, she scalded the inside of the tea pot and rinse it out, then threw in some loose tea, and all the while she kept 

glaring at Gramma.  Lily nudged her away, and she made the tea. Lily loved Momma, and she could never do enough 

for her, when she was there for a few days in the summer. I think Momma was the only person that ever hugged and 

kissed Lily, or made a big fuss over her. 

 

It wasn’t long before Momma and Gramma were laughing again, when they were telling Lily  how the big black bear 

that chased us down the side of the mountain. Momma put four white mugs on the table,  but  no sugar or milk, they 

all drank their tea black.  I pushed  my cup tea over to Momma, because I like dmilk in mine, I didn’t likeit black.  

Momma said annoyed, “You drink it cold with nothing in it. So why can’t you  drink it hot  with nothing in it, like 

everyone else does?”  I shrugged and got up from the table and ran outside and played with Mary Jane and Sonny, and 

we gook turns swinging back and forth on an old tire that hung from the apple tree.  

 

When we came back in, Gramma had finished her tea and gave us some of her sugar cookies. Then she told Lily, 

“Bring the berries over here so we can go over them, and I’ll  make a couple of pies for dinner. Tomorrow morning I’ll 

can the rest.” Lily brought the pails over,and set them on the table, then she got two big tan ceramic bowls and a green 

canister of sugar. While the three of them, were going through the berries, I tried to wash the purple stains off my 

hands and fingers, and like Momma,  no matter how hard I tried to rub it off, it wouldn’t come off.  I went over and 

showed Gramma, as she was sprinkling sugar over the berries, and she took a quick look and told me,  “Don’t worry 

it’ll  wear off in about a month or two”  I looked at Momma and she told me, “She’s only kidding you, after you wash 

your hands a couple times, it’ll disappear.”   
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Rose and David never had enough money to buy themselves, a horse and wagon. They walked to wherever they had to 

go.  Every Sunday morning they walked down the road to the little white church with their family, Rose and David, 

then the children walked single file in back of them, Leo, Ervin, Aaron, Myrtle and Lily. No matter what the weather 

was,  whether it was raining or snoiwing, or they were sick and dying, they had to go to church on Sunday. When her 

father, David, moved his family to Wysox,  it was 

Mr. and Mrs. Richard  Eggleston, main residence was in New York City. they lived on Riverside Drive, in a 

brownstone house that overlooked the Hudson River and the Palisades Cliffs over in New Jersey. Being they owned 

their own private railroad cars, they traveled back and forth to the house in Wysox and to Thousands Islands, where 

they had a big summer home and a yacht, on an island in the middle of the St. Lawrence River.   

 

Enily’s first husband,  ROBERT ASA PACKER 1842-83, died when he was 41, and Emily was heart-broken, when he 

died of kidney complications and pneumonia, in 1883 and his father did everything in his power to save his beloved 

son, being they were very wealthy. Robert’s father was ASA PACKER 1805-1879, and although he had seven 

children,most all of them died young.  

He was remarkable man to have accomplished so much during his life. He was  born in Mystic, Connectictut, in l805, 

and left with nothing,  andgot a job and worked in Brooklyn and Manhattan, as a carpenter,. He decided to go to 

Pennsylvania, where he  soon became well-known and extremely successful no matter what he did. He was responsible 

for getting the Lehigh Valley Railroad put through the Northeast section of Pennsylvania, and he  was also a 

candidate for President of the United States, but General Grant won in 1868. He ran for Govenor of Pennsylania but 

lost. He was in the U..S..House of Representative for years. When Asa Packer died, he was the richest man in the state 

of Pennsylvania, and known for being a philanthropist and very generous  to many different charitable instutionS. 

He left a lot of money to the Lehigh University, in Pennsylvania.. Today, in Sayre and Towanda, there are hospitals 

named after his son  Robert Asa Packer, that died.  

Mrs.  Eggleston often saw Myrtle in church with her family, and there was sowehting abouther tha she liked.  One day, 

whe she was leaving church, she noticed Rose Squires walking in front of her and she asked her, “I was wondering, if 

you would mind, if Myrtle came to my house so she could play with Helen Moore her mother works for me.“ Rose 

looked at her, somewhat surprised, and she explained why,  “You know, Mrs. Moore, she does all our sewing and she 

has to bring her daughter Helen with her in the summer, I figured since they go to school together, perhaps they would 

enjoy one another‘s company. The child is bored to death,  with no one to play with.. I just thought maybe Myrtle 

might like to play checkers with her, and we have two swings in the back yard.”  

Rose smoothed down her dark green cotton dress, and flutered her eyelids. ”Well, I don’t think you would want Myrtle 

playing with Helen at your house?  You know, she can be a handful, she handful…she does not do what she is told. As 

long as you know what she’s like,  she can go. ” 

Mrs. Eggleston thought it over, and decided to let her come,  and told Rose, to send her over Monday morning, and she 

would see for herself, if she behaved When Myrtle walked up the driveway, Mrs. Eggleston welcomed her and she 

rather pleased to see how well the girls got along, they were very quiet and played checkers on the back porch.  She 

was impressed to find Myrtle was a very inquisitive child and surprised at some of the questions she asked, but she did 

enjoy the little talks she had with her and secretly laughed at how naïve she was. She was shocked to hear that her 

mother beat her almost every day,and wondered if she was exaggerating. When she asked Mrs. Moore about it, she 

raised her eyebrows up and assured her,  “Oh, yes, that is true and even with all the beatings Rose gives her, she still 

goes off and does whatever she pleases.  I feel sorry for Rose, because that girl can find more ways of getting in 

trouble tan any girl I ever knew and I am concerened about Helen  playing with her. But I intend to keep my eye on 
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Myrtle. Don’t misunderstgand what I’m saying,  It’s not that she is bad.  She’s a tomboy, and does such dangerous 

things for a girl.”    

 

Mrs. Eggleston was sitting in a dark green wicker chair that had a colorful floral pad, like the rest of th dahirs on the 

proch.  and was admiring how beautiful her flower garden was, and foud smell the roses in loom. She waswearing a 

long white thin cotton dress with lace around the neck and sleeves, and her hair combed high on her head and was 

really enjoying herself. This is what she looked forward to doing, when she was in the city, to sit there and feel the 

gentle breeze blowing in off the river, and being able to see her father and sisters again. 

. 

After the busy social life, they have in the city nine months of the year,  it was in her house in Wysox she could relax. 

She looked up and saw Nora coming with a tray and she handed her a glass of cool tea with a few sprigs of mint in it, 

and a napkin.  

She thanked Nora, .and took a few sips, and set the glass on the round wicker table in front of her and opened the cloth 

bag with her embroidery in it. Emily was so pleased how nice the red roses looked on the black velvet, that was held 

real aaught  between the wooden hoops. She cut off a piece of the red silk embroidery thread/ She squinted a little, as 

she put the thread in the eye of needle, and noticed Helen and Myrtle, were abvout to siton the porch steps in front of 

her.  

Mrs. Eggleston asked Myrtle, “How does your mother like living in Wysox, now that she has been here for awhile? 

She told me, you moved here from Hornell, New York”  

Myrtle said with a big sigh, “Well, ever since we moved here, all my mother ever does is cry to my father,  that she 

wants to go back to Hornell, because she misses her sister and brothers so much. My father told her, he aint ever going 

back there, that she gotta be patient, because his luck is gonna change.’ 

 

the women how to make quilts on Wednesday afternoons.” 

Mrs. Eggleston tugged at the long satin thread, and pulled it through the black velvet, and pushed the needle back in 

the velvet and let Myrtle know. ”Oh! I understand why your mother feels that way, because I know I miss my family 

when we’re in the city for nine months during the winter and I’m so glad to see them,when we’re come back to Wysox 

for the summer.” 

One day Emily Eggleston decided she would like to attend the quilting classes,  Rose was teaching at the church, on  

Wednesday afternoons. She wanted to learn how to make a red silk quilt to put on the love seat in the parlor. She had 

already bought several pieces of different  different shades of red silk in the city and was going to have Mrs. Moore 

make the quilt for her, but decided she would like to do it herself.   

When Mrs.Eggleston sat there, she was rather surprised to find Rose was very good at  

Then she pinned one of six pieces of paper on the material, and followed the outline and she did the same thing, six 

times but on different pieces of fabric, and explained to them, that each  piece had to be exactly the same, or they 

would run into all kinds of problems, when they sewed them together. That  it had to lay flat and the must not sew 

them together too tight, or they would bunch up and they would have to take it apart and start over. She reminded them 

they were going to need lots and lots of the pieces of matieral, cut into the same design, but in different colors and 

different  materials, but the same pattern would remain the same throughout the entire quilt, and what they cut out 

should be kept neatly in a shoe box, She was only showing them how to use one pattern, for their first quilt and later 

on she would show them how to use two or three different patterns for the same quilt.  

While Mrs. Eggeleston was sitting there, she happened to overhear Mrs. Morris telling the other women what a terrible 

child that Myrtle Squires was, and the way she looked at Mrs. Morris, she hesitated to cotinue on with what she was 

saying about Myrtle, seeing how Mrs. Eggleston was staring at her....Mrs Morris smoothed down her long black skirt 

and just said  “Well, I was only telling the truth,  I was concerned that you let someone like Myrtle Squires play with  

Helen Moore. when you know the crazy things she doesl  It’s no wonder Myrlte mother has to beat her almost every 

night of the week, but, of course, you kow she wouldn’t do it on Sunday. Why that girl gets in more trouble than any 

boy we have here in town” 
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Mrs. Eggleston felt they women were very unkind, to sit there and talk aobut Myrtle like that. She smiled at Mrs. 

Grady and told her,“ I ‘ve never had a p;roblem with Myrtle when she is at our house. In fact,  I rather like Myrtle, she 

just happens to born with a‘free spirit.” The women grumbled between themselves ecause they did not agree with Mrs. 

Eggleston,  and went back to practicing how to cut outt  patterns out on the brown paper Rose brought for them to use. 

Thenext day when Myrtle caem to play with Helen, Mrs. Eggleston noticed the black and blue marks on her arms and 

legs, and she asked Mrs. Moore, “What are those black and blue marks Myrtle has all over her from, don’t tell me they 

are from where her mother hits her?”  

Mrs. Moore odded they were., “Her mother hits her like that, because. she refuses to obey her. Rose gets so mad at her 

that she used a piece of wood from the woodbin on her.” Mrs. Egggleston was appalled to think that she would do 

something as cruel as that to her own child.  

She wat in her favorite wickee chair on the porch, and startted to embroider the second pillow top, with different red 

roses on it to match  the other  one. . She was every pleased how attractive they turned out and couldn’t wait to give 

them to Mrs. Moore, to make  two small pillows with them, to go in the parlor. While she sat there,, she kept her eye 

on the girls, and could hear them  trying to decide what they could do next, they finished playing checkers, and cut out 

the paper doll clothes, and she could see,  they were bored.  

Looking at Myrtle,  she wondered if she could interest the girls  in learning how to crochet, thinking it  might help 

keep Myrtle out of trouble, if she had something to do with her hands..  

She had the girls sit  in the wicker chairs, and gave each of them a ball of ecru crochet thread and a crochet needle. 

Holding Myrtle’s hand, she showed her how to wrap the thread around the finger of her left hand, and take the crochet 

needle in her right hand and she was surprised how fast she learned to make a chain stich. Whe she went to Helen, she 

smiled and told her, “I know how to do it! My mother already taught me how.” Helen showed Myrtle how to count the 

stiches and and to keep bgoing back ad forth, and she could  made a square, and while Myrtle was working on her 

square, Helen made one too.   

Mrs. Eggleston was glad to see they were enjoying themselves  and. Mrs.Egglelston sat there and told them,”You keep 

making them and soon you will have enough to put them together and make a scarf for your bureaus in your 

bedrooms. “. Myrtle laughed, ”But I don’t’ have a bureau, we hang everything on nails that are around our room.” 

Mrs. Eggleston raised her eyebrows and sighed, because she was surprised to hear that, but she didn’t say anything, 

and thought,, ‘Oh dear, I can’t imagine not having a bureau and to have to.hang your clothes on nail?’ 

When Sarah came in to see if Mrs.Eggleston wanted anything, she told her.”Would you please bring some cool tea for 

me, and for my little guests here, too.” When Myrtle saw Sarah coming, she jumped up and hold the screen door oen 

for her, seeing she was carrying a big tray with a plate of cookies, a pitcher of tea and three glasses on it. Sarah set it 

down on the glass covered wicker table in front of Mrs. Eggleston. and served her first, with a napkin under the glass,  

then handed each of the girls a napkin and a glass of  tea. They were all smiles and thanking Mrs. Eggleston, and she 

heard them giggle to one another, “You mean we are being served tea too?”  . 

Mr. Moore arrived in ahorse and buggy, to take his wife and Helen home., and they  waved ‘good-bye’ as they  got in.  

Myrtle got up to leave and.Mrs. Eggleston. put her embroidery down, and said,  “Before you leave, I would like to ask 

you something, but you don’t have to answer me, if you don’t want to.”  Myrtle stood there and waited to hear what65 

she had 6to say.. Mrs. Eggleston was very firm when she said, “Myrtle, I heard you are going to be thirteen soon, and 

you know that means, you are no longer a child. Did you ever stop and think,  maybe if you behaved yourself and 

obeyed your mother she wouldn’t beat you the way she does?”  

Myrtle  looked at her and didn’;t say a word, but she noticed that her eyes were filling with tears She  walked down the 

steps and left without saying ‘good-bye[.. Then she stopped and turned around and told her, ”I don’t do anything bad! I 

have a lot of fun climbing trees and looking around and I walk around in the woods. I don’t bother anyone. I don’ t 

know  why my mother  beats me every time I’m late for supper, because I don’[t know what time it is! ”   

S 

Myrtle didn’t go back to the Eggleston’s for a while. But, every  

One morning, Helen went with Dora so she could spend the afternoon playing with Myrtle, and Dora  picked her up 

when she came back for the laundry that Rose would have finished. That morning, while Rose was hanging the sheets 
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out, the girls were chasing one another around in the yard,  and she warned them, to stay away from the sheets. They 

sat on the swings and got tired of doing that and decided to go to the creek and play.They [ut their shoes and long 

black stockings under a tree and stepped in the  water and  pushed up the bottom of their big bloomers and held their 

petticoats and dresses up, so not to get them wet. where they walked around in the water. Myrtle showed Helen where 

she went fishing with her mother on Saturday mornings and Helen sighed, “I wish I could go fishing.but my mother 

won’t let me. She’s afraid I’ll fall in and drown because I can’t swim” Myrtle bragged, “Oh! I can swim, how come 

you can’t”   

They put their shoes and stockings back on, and as they walked up the path, Myrtle pointed to where the old Indian 

Cree lived in his tepee on the side of the mountain.Helen’s face changed, to one of fear.and Myrtle assured her,, ”You 

don’t have to be afraid of him. He’s realy nice, but he’s very old.and his skin is all wrinkled. He comes over and have 

tea with my mother and father on the back porch, and he talks and stays a while,  then he goes back to his tepee..” 

Helen grumbled,”I hope he doesn’t come out, while I’m here . I’m afraid of Indians and so is my mother.” Myrtle 

couldn’t figure out why but she didn’t ask.  It was noon, so Rose called them in. They sat at the table and Lily cut the 

bread and her mother made tomatoe and lettuce sandwiches and gave each of them a small mason jar with cold tea in 

it.  Later on they walked up to the next farm to see the new calf and it was getting near  four o’clock before they knew 

it, and Dora was back. She picked up the sheets and as Helen was leaving, she was  pleading with Myrtle ‘to please, 

please come back and play with her’, and Myrtle shook her head. 

The Squires family never missed Sunday services and Rose was extremely flattered that the minister would ask her, 

while she was sitting in the first row with her family, to play the pump organ. when  the elderly organist couldn’t make 

it. 

He knew there wasn’t a song in the hymnal that Rose  couldn’t play, even if she couldn’t read the music or read the 

words. The congregation sang their sons as usual,  and no one was ever the wiser.  She liked to boast, “My brother 

Jake Vanderworker, bought me my own  pump organ and a treadle sewing machine and ha dit sent from Sears & 

Roebucks right to my house.” The women were in awe to think Rose had a brother that would buy her something like 

that. 

Not many of the women knew the hard life Rose had, ever since she was a young girl. Her mother died in 

childbirth.when she was nine and  s he had to quit school in the third grade, to  raise her sister and brothers. With the 

help of  neighbors, they found a wet-nurse for the baby and they showed her how to take care of the baby and  how to 

cook. They had her stand  on a backlkess chair so she could make  bread and ,roll out a  piecrust,lean to make  soup 

and, prepare vegetables, ,a d there was the wash and ironing that had to be done At first, her father paid a woman to 

help her with some of the chores and soon  learned to manage by herself. 

Her father, John Vanderworker, having been an officer and an engineer during the Civil War, was quite capable of 

holding his family together,and did as much as he could,  but he had to go to work everyday. It was up to Rose to take 

over and  get her siblings up for school,get the dressed an make their breakfast. It was a very hard life for a young 

girl, to have such a responsibility to take care of  a new baby and raise her sister and brothers.  She didn’t have a life,  

like other girls did, she could no longer go to school or play  she had to wash and iron, cook and sew and keep the 

house clean. 

Most of the women  were glad to get out of the house and looked forward to Wedneday afternoons, to gossip about 

different people in town , while they sewed  pieces of material they had  cut out and sewed together to try and make a 

quilt. In the warm weather they sat outside under the trees and would tell one story after the other, while they sipped 

green tea from the mason jars they brought from home.  Mrs. Eggleston tea was in a special bottle, covered with silver 

wire that she used when she was traveling. She kept it beside her, in an over-sized flowered cloth bag with big wooden 

handles, that had packages of needles, spools of thread and sissors, and a small box with  rubber band aroud if, that 

had  neatly stacked pieces of red silk,that Mrs. Moore would have cut and ready for her.   

Mrs. Moore told Myrtle,  she could play with Helen, ‘if’ they stayed where she could see them from the window where 

she was working.The girls played checkers on the steps of the porch at the far end, and Mrs. Eggleston sat on the other 

end, busy embroidering her roses.. Myrtle kept watching her and she got up and  walked over to see what Mrs. 

Eggleston was embroidering and asked, do“What is that you are making? It looks so pretty!”  She held it up and 
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showed her the two tone red roses she made on the black velvet, held together by  two wooden hoops. ”I finished one, 

and I’m almost finished with this one/ and Mrs. Moore is going to make  two small pillows with them, for the love seat 

in the parlor.”   

Myrtle ran her hand over the velvet to feel it, amd Mrs. Eggleston was quick to notice she had new red welts on her 

arms and legs. She shuttered to think what her mother did to her. Myrtle studied  the black velvet  and made a face and 

said,. “Black pillows? Who ever heard of black pillows? But, I like the red roses you sewed on it.. Mrs Eggleston, do 

you know those roses are the same color as the red roses you have in your garden?”  

Mrs. Eggelston nodded and laughed when she heard what Myrtle said, as if she was an authority on what color pillows 

should be used on  love seats or sofas. Then she  wondered if she even had a pillow to put her head on at night, since 

she told her,  they sleep on pine needle mattresses in her house/  She hated to think what terrible life she must have at 

home  as she watched her go back to play with Helen, and put the dolls in the doll carriage.and covered it with the 

blanket.   

Pulling the long strand of red satin embroidery thread through the velvet fabric, she pushed the neelde with with her 

silver thimble, thinking about the way  Rose punished Myrtle because it bothered her. Especailly, when the would  

boast how good her  boys were and she  never had to punich them and she asked her self,, “Is it her mother or is 

Myrtle really that bad?”  Knotting the end of a long piece of thread,  ‘I don’t understand Rose, for  a woman who 

professes to be such a good Christian and she sees that her family goes to church every Sunday, but she beats Myrtle 

black and blue? I think I will have a talk with her to see if she can’t find a more humane way tp punish her, instead of 

using  a piece of wood from the woodbin to hit her with ‘ 

The following  Sunday, as the congregation was leaving church, Mrs. Eggleston was walking in back of Rose and as 

she was about to go talk to her about Myrtle, she suddenly changed her mind.  She stayed back and let her keep 

walking. Being the lady that she was, she felt it was not her place to question Rose about the way she brings up her 

children.  She liked Rose and so did everyone else, she enjoyed the quilting classes and  

 

 

Lily’s only pleasure in life was sitting on the floor playing with the cat, and looking through some of the old  Sears & 

Roebuck catalogs, their neighbor up the road, Mildred would bring for them to look at. When Myrtle curled Lily hair 

with the hot iron on the stove, she would stand at the mirror and stare at herself and smile, and Myrtle was the only 

one that paid any attention to her, and was kind to her. She was nothing but a maid that had to work and had to be with 

her mother.  

There was no place to play ball in the back yard, because there was a hill that went down to the creek, and they were 

surrounded by mountains.  The boys caem home after haying up at the next farm and went on the back porch and got 

their fishing rods, and wnet fishing in the  Susquehanna River. Helen was bored and groaned, ”There nothing to do 

here.”. 

 

She yelled through the screen door to her mother, “ Ma, the boys went fishing over at the river , and me and Helen are 

going to walk down the road to where the kids made big swimming hole in the creek .We’re not going in,  we’re gonna 

watch them and then skip some stones.”  

Wiping her hands on her apron, Rose came to the door and warned Myrtle, “You better be home on time for dinner, or 

I’ll whip your behind so hard Myrtle, you won’t be able to sit for a week, you hear me?.” Myrtle whined, “I won’t be 

late,” and she told Helen, “Every night this week, she’s come home late, and I won’t put up with it anymore.. And 

don’t you forget, Helen, Dora’ll be here at  4, to pick you up and the sheets, so you had better be here.”  

 

 

Myrtle climbed up the hill and saw him across the road. She ran over and asked him.”Excuse  me, but would you know 

what time it is?” He took his watch out of his vest pocket and told her, ”Almost 4 o’clock.”  Myrtle gasped and 

thanked him, and ran back to Helen. She knew she was going to get another beating, because it was a long walk back 

and she was going to be late again..  



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1010 

 

Helen  climbed up the hill with her as fast as she could, holding on to the birch branches, so she wouldn’t slide back 

down.  When they got to the road, Myrtle was panicking and kept looking down the road, hoping one of their 

neighbors would be coming along in a horse and wagon and give them a ride home. They kept walking as fast as they 

could and kept looking back, but there wasn’t a wagon in sight. Of course,  

Then Myrtle got all excited and told her, “Look! There’s a train taking on water.” She grabbed Helen’s hand and 

pulled her towards the train, telling her, “Hurry up, before it leaves, because we can climb on the back of the caboose 

and we’ll be home in a few minutes.”.  

  

 

Torn between what Myrtle wanted her to do, and knowing she shouldn’t do it, Helen hung her head and walked over to 

Myrtle,  “Alright, I’ll do it. but only because I am your best friend.”  Myrtle smiled and gladly helped her up onto the 

caboose and then she climbed on. She could see how scared Helen was, while they hung there waiting for the train to 

start moving.   

When it did, Helen started whimpering and started to cry because the train was moving a lot faster than she thought it 

would. Helen felt sick to her stomach knowing what a terrible thing she had done, and knew when her mother found 

out, she was going to be furious at her for daring to get on the back of a caboose. She was miserable and  

 

*Note  Where the ‘one way’ railroad bridge went over the Susquehana River.  

 

   
 

Myrtle coudn’t believe her eyes, when she saw they had passed her house and she cried, “We can’t jump now, the train 

is moving too fast.”  

She didn’t know what to do, but she knew she had to do something and do it fast, because the train was approaching 

the one-way railroad trestle bridge that went over the Susquehanna River.  

Myrtle realized, there was no way she was going to make it home on time. She could feel the train slowing down, to 

make a sharp left  turn and get onto the one-way tracks that went over the bridge, and they had to jump off now.   
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Helen  shook her head, “No…I can’t do it. I’m too scared!” The train continued climbing up the steep incline and 

Myrtle panicked, because it was going to turn onto the one-way bridge, and if they didn’t jump now,  they would land 

over in Towanda, and they had no way of getting home.  

 

When the girls were rolling down the embankment they discovered they were rolling over  red hot ashes all over it, 

because the fireman up at the front of the train, threw out several buckets of ashes down the embankment, and that was 

what they were rolling over. They were screaming because they were burning them and sticking to them and they 

couldn’t stop because of the momentum of them rolling down the hill, until they reached the bottom of the hill.  

 

There was an over-grown  path nearby, and there was an elderly school teacher with a long white beard who happened 

to be  ird watching that day. He was there  trying out a new pair of new binoculars he bought, and he was.going along 

the path in his horse and buggy, on his way home. to go home.  He stopped suddenly  and pulled back hard on the 

reigns of his horse. because he thought he was seeing things, the train wemt by,. he saw the firemen at thefront of the 

train, throw out several buckets of  hot ashes down the hill,  but when  the caboose went by,  he coudln’t believe his 

eyes, when he saw two young girls jump off and go flying through the air, He held his breathe as he watched them 

tumbling down the embankment, and they were rolling over the red hot ashes the fireman had just thrown there. He,  

When they saw him standing there,  Helen started to cry because she  recognized him from church, and he called out, “ 

Myrtle Squires and Helen Ross, what were you girls doing on the back of that caboose? I don’t know how you didn’t 

get killed.” He couldn’t understand a word they were saying because they were crying so hard. He  

Helen whined, “My mother’s not home , Mr. Wilkinson, she’s  at Mrs. Eggleston’s. My mother does all her sewing for 

her.” He nodded and got back in his buggy.”I’ll go there first.:” 

He knocked at Mrs. Eggleston’s door and asked for Mrs. Moore. She came out and wondered what he wanted. He sort 

of stammered,  “Well, I hate to tell you this, but your Helen and Myrtle Squires,just got hurt. I’ll take you there.  They 

jumped off the back of the caboose as it was going by,  and rolled down the embankment. They can hardly walk. I 

found themover by the bridge.’ She almost fainted.  “They’re alright, it’s just their knees and hands are bleeding.”   

Mrs. Eggleston stood there listening and told him, “Thank you, Mr. Wilkinson, I will take Mrs. Moore, over there..I 

know exactly where that is.What were they doing on the back of the caboose?” He shook his head, “It’s a wonder they 

didn’t get killed. Well, as long as you are taking Mrs. Moore, I know it’s suppertime,but I better get Rose Squires, so 

she can tend Myrtle.” . 

Driving along the deserted road, Mrs. Eggleston  spotted the girls sitting at the base of the hill. When she p;ulled up, 

she could heard them moaning..Mrs. Moore got down from the buggy and  ran iver to Helen and held her in her arms. 

When Helen told her what happened. she scolded, “Do you realize everytime you’ve been with Myrtle, you almost got 

killed.  I don’t want you playing with her anymore. Look what happened to you because you listened to her.”  

When Rose Squires arrived, she didn’t hug Myrtle, she had a thin green switch in her hand, an dshe started hitting her 

with it, because she was so angry at her for what she done.  When Mrs. Eggleston saw how Rose was whipping 

Myrtle, she had to turn away.  As  

Mrs Eggleston was sitting in her carriage with Mrs. Moore and Helen, and they could hear Myrtle pleading with her 

mother. “Ma, {lease stop hitting me so hard, I hurt  all over, can’t you see I can hardly walk.” Mrs. Eggleston stopped 

her buggy and suggested to Rose, “Why don’t you and Myrtle get  in, and let me take you home.” 

Without looking at her, Rose  told her ,  “No, she doesn’t deserve to ride home, she has to be punished for getting up 

on the back of that caboose, and to jump off while the train was moving,” and she kept walking.  Mrs. Eggleston  left 

and drove Mrs. Moore home. When Mrs. Moore got out,  she thanked Mrs. Eggleston for taking her home and told 

her, “I am so upset over what Myrtle did today. I’m sorry,  but I don’t think I want Helen playing with her anymore “ 

The following Monday, Dora dropped the laundry off at Rose’s house as usual, and when she went back, she asked 

Mrs. Eggleston,  “Did you know Rose is making Myrtle wear those burnt shoes until they fall off her feet. I saw she 

has them tied on with a piece of string to keep them on?”. Mrs Eggleston closed her eyes and sighed, “I cannot 

undertand that woman. What is wrong with her? The next time you go into town, I’ll give you money and you buy 

Myrtle a nice pair of black leather, high-top, button-up shoes.”   
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It bothered Mrs. Eggleston,  that Myrtle would do such a dangerous thing. She decided she had to have a serious talk 

with her, and maybe she could talk some sense into her head,  and make her understand, she had to grow up and be 

more responsible for the things she does. 

The next day when Myrtle was walking up the driveway, Mrs, Eggleston called her over. ”Myrtle, the first thing I 

want you to do, is to go inside and apologize to Mrs. Moore for what you did, because she is very upset  that you 

talked Helen into getting on the back of that caboose. And just so you know,  she did say, she doesn’t want Helen 

playing with you anymore?”  

Myrtle stood there and looked so hurt and started to cry. Mrs. Eggleston told her, “Now stop your crying and go inside 

and tell Mrs. Moore what I just told you. ”  Myrtle  knocked on the sewing room door and stood there  looking in.. 

Mrs. Moore looked up and she mumbled, “I’m sorry about what happened yesterday. But. I knew I was going to be 

late getting home and my mother said, if I came home late for supper again, she was going to beat me so hard, I 

wouldn’t be able to sit for a week.  Helen did not want to get on the caboose. I made her do it.”   

Mrs.Moore  put down the curtains she was making and looked at Myrtle. She  sighed and let her know she accepted 

her apology, and  continued sewing,  because she knew Myrtle wasn’t a bad girl, and her Helen enjoyed being with 

Myrtle, she figured she had learned her lesson.. 

It was a hot summer day and Mrs. Eggleston was sitting on the porch in the dark green wicker chair that had 

comfortable flowered pads, that Mrs. Moore had made for all the porch chairs. She put her feet up on a padded 

ottoman, and welcomed the delighful breeze that was blowing off the river.. Dora brought her in a glass of cold tea and 

she sipped on some of it, and picked up the red roses she was woking on,  embroidering lovely red roses on.  She 

finished one and was almost finished with the second one, and was pleased how the  roses looked on the black velvet. 

She would give them to  Mrs.Moore to make  two small plump pillows for the love seat in the parlor,  .  

Hearing footsteps coming, she looked up and saw it was Mrs. Moore,. and  she could tell she was still.  She stood in 

front of her and pushed in some of the loose hair pins before she said,. “I really hate to bother you, Mrs. Eggleston, but 

I would like your honest opinion whether I should let Helen continue to play with Myrtle. I know she likes Myrtle and 

the two of them get along so well, I don’t know what to do about it. I know her poor mother has nothing but problems 

with her, because she  is such a dare-deveil, why  she gets in more trouble than any girl I ever knew.”  

Mrs Eggleston  noticed Helen standing in the doorway,  and she ran to her mother, and was begging her “Momma, 

please don’t say I can’t  play with Myrtle, she’s my very best friend.”  

After listening to Mrs. Eggleston go one about Myrtle, she answered her honestly,  “Well, as far I am concerned, I 

don’t care what the ladies at church have to say about Myrtle,  I personally like her and yes,  she is always getting in 

trouble. Itt just so happens that she  happens to have a very adventureous spirit is why she  is always getting herself 

into so much trouble..”  

 

The next day Mrs. Eggleston was sitting on the porch and noticed Myrtle walking up the driveway, looking for Helen. 

The screen door snapped close,  and Helen came out and told her, “My father bought me  a new game of checkers, 

let’s sit on the porch steps and set it up. They were enjoying themselves, laughing and giggling when Mrs.Moore came 

out and warned Myrtle  in a stern tone of voice, ”Helen is not to go off this property or go anywhere with you..do you 

understand me Myrtle.. She is to stay right here,  in the backyard where I can see her.” Myrtle looked at Mrs.Moore, 

and nodded to her, that she understood what she said. 

Mrs. Eggleston called the girls over and  told them.. “I wa sjustr wondering what you girls could do to stay out of 

mischief, and I thought since your mother doesn’t want you going off somewhere  with Myrtle, suppose I asked her,  

would it be alright, it you girls went fishing over at the river. They have several nice piers over there, where you could 

stand and fish.  I imagine it would  be a lot of fun. I know George, our butler, goes over there when he can, and I’ve 

seen the big fish he catches over there.”  

The girls faces lit up, and they were all excited about going fishing over in the river. Helen looked at Myrtle,”I wanna 

go, but I don’t know how to fish, and besides, I don’t think my mother would let me to go near the river.” 

Mrs., Eggleston smiled, “I will speak to her, and Myrtle said, she knows how to fish. She can show you. ” She looked 
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at Myrtle, “Didn’t you tell me, you go fishing with your mother on Saturday mornings, in the creek in back of your 

house.?” Myrtle, nodded, that she did. 

 

But, Mrs. Eggleston  didn’t know that  Myrtle really didn’t know how to fish. Her mother didn’t  use a pole to go 

fishing, she used an old sheet with holes poked in it, an  dragged it along in the deepest part of the creek and they 

would  get all the fish they wanted.   

Knotting the end of a long strand of red silk embroidery thread, Mrs. Eggleston figured it  would be a good place for 

them to spend an afternoon/ They wouldn’t get in trouble just fishing.. She smiled and told them, “When Dora goes to 

town, I will see that she buys each of you, your own bamboo fishing poles and do put your names on them, so you 

don’t get them mixed up.”  

Every Wednesday afternoons, Rose was at the church.,  teaching the women how to sew their quilts together..She was 

going around and showing some of the women where they were making their mistakes, and suggested they pull the 

stitches out, whereever they were ‘puckered’,  because she could see they were sewing the little pieces of material 

together much too tight when they put them together,  and that was making he seams lumpy and uneven. She 

suggested they check the seams every once in a while, to make sure  it lays flat  before they continued on, or they 

would end up doing double the work, taking it apart and having to sew it back together. 

It was hot sitting out under the trees, and the women and  Mrs. Eggleston were drinking their cold tea to quench their 

thirst, and were  glad to be sitting in the shade of the big maple tree,  while they were sewing and putting their quilts 

together. Emily was making a lap quilt, so she  was almost finished with hers, and was very pleased how it was turning 

out, as she admired the different texures in the red silk she uswed... Listening to the women telling so many funny 

stories about their neighbors, they kept wiping the sweat from their brows and sipping their tea, because  they were 

working on big heavy wool quilts. 

Back at the Eggleston’s house, Mrs. Moore  finished making the pillows and placed them on the settee in the front 

parlor, to surprise Mrs. Eggleston. When she came home,  and saw how beautiful the pillows turned out, she thanked 

Mrs. Moore. Especially now that she was amost finshed with the red silk little quilt that she was going to drape on the 

back on the black love seat. Mra. Moore checked to see where  Helen and Myrtle were, and saw them  playing with 

thei dolls on the back porch, and went back to her sewing room.  Since the window in there  were wide open, with a 

screen, when she sat own, she heard Helen complaining,“I wish Dora would remember to buy our fishing poles. How 

come everytime she goes to town, she forgets to buy them?” Helen put her doll in the cradle ane suggestd to Myrtle, 

ed. “Why don’t you remind her?”  

Myrtle shrugged, “No, you do it, because know her better than I do. ”  Helenshook her head, She wasn’t about to ask 

her. Tired of  playing with the dolls, they ran over to the wooden swings and was slowly swinging back and forth, and 

scraping their feet across the dirt,  so bored and wishing they could go fishing, but couldn’t because they had no poles.   

Helen sighed. “It’s too hot out here,  you wanna cut-out some clothes for our paper dolls?”  

Myrtle made a face. “Nah, it’s too hot. I got an idea,  why don’t you go in and you ask George (the English butler) if 

we could use his fishing poles? Do you think he would let us?”  

Helen’s eyes opened real wide.  “Are you crazy? You want me to ask George? He doesn’t let anyone touch anything 

he his, especially his fishing poles that he keeps on the back porch.. ”  

They sat there looking so depressed and suddenly Myrtle opened her eyes real  wide and she jumped off the swing.and 

told Helen,. “I know what we can do!”  

Helen stopped the swing with her foot,. and asked anxiously,  “What?”.  

“Your mother said we could go fishing? Right?  Then,, why don’t we go to my house, and we could borrow my 

brother’s fishing poles? They won’t mind. They’re working, but we have to put them back where we found them, up; 

in the rafters of the back porch.”  

Helen was not aware that Leo and Ervin just got the poles from Sears & Roebucks and had never even used them. 
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They had worked hard all summer and saved their money so they could send away for them, by getting up real early 

every morning and working for the farmers in town.  

Helen loved the idea, and Myrtle threw her shoulders back and bragged  “Well, at least my brothers are not like that 

George, they won’t mind if we borrow their poles..They won’t be using them today because they’re haying up at old 

man Kramer’s farm, all this week.”   

Helen ran in and told her mother, ”We’re going to go fishing over at the river, where George goes, because Myrtle said 

we can use her brother’s fishing poles.”   

When they reached Myrtle’s house, the girls were glad toget out of the hot sun  Lily was there,,  but her mother was 

over  at the church. Lily smiled at Helen when she wlaked in, but she shied away from her, because she was very 

uncomfortable being around Lily because of the strange guttural noises she would make.  Myrtle told her, “The  poles 

are out on the back porch, but you   have to hold on to me, because I have to reach up in the rafters to get them.”Myrtle 

got up on the chair and  Helen hugged her legs while she reached up and  got  the poles and she  handed them down to 

Helen. Getting down. she  reminded Helen “When we come back, we have to put them back exactly where we found 

them, or my brothers will have a fit,” Helen stood there looking at the fishing poles, and asled her, “You sure your 

brother’s won’t mind if we use these fishing poles, because they look like they are brand new?” 

 

Ignoring her concern, Myrte grumbled,  ”Nah! They’ve had them a long time. You just wait until you see the size of 

fish we ‘re going to get with these poles. My brothers always catch really big fish in the river, and they bring home to  

my mother and she cleans and fries them because she loves fish.”  Myrtle picked up the rusty can of worms that were 

in the corner of the porch, where her brothers kept them,  and took out one and showed Helen. Seeing them wriggling. 

she shrieked and ran in the house and Myrtle chased  her around the table with it.and  teased. ”How are you going to 

go fishing, if you’re afraid of worms,” as she dropped it in the can and set it on the kitchen table.  She got out a loaf of 

bread and never bothered to  wash her hands, and sliced several pieces off and Lily helped her make two sugar and 

butter sandwiches, while Helen watched. She took the pitcher of green  tea and poured it in a mason jar and made sure 

the cover was on real tight,, but it was the tea her mother had made earlier,  for supper. She put the  jar in a borwn 

paper bad and  the sancwiches went in a small paper bag. Off the y went down the road as happy as could be carrying 

Leo and Ervin’s brand new poles, leaning on their shoulders.and and Myrtle carried the can of worms and Helen 

carried the bag of food. 

 

They came to the path that led over to the river, and could see several men were fishing there. They knew ost of them 

form church and waved as they walked past them  and found an empty pier further down. They were thrilled and sat 

down and let their legs hang over the edge.and Myrtle started  in digging in the can for a worm and Helen made a 

face,,,“I hope you are going to put that worm on the hook for me., Myrtle because I can’t touch it,  they’re  so 

disgusting.”  

 

Myrtle laughed and threaded the worm on the hook, and handed Helen the pole, and being playful she  held a worm 

under her nose and she squealed so loud, all the fishermen looked up to see what happened, and saw it was Myrtle 

Squires holding a worm under Helen Moore/s nose.. Then they sat on their holding the poles, swinging their legs back 

and forth, and they waited. 

And they waited but never got as much as a nibble but they could see  the men were getting one big fish, afterr the 

other. When they’d feel a tug, they’d reel in their lines fast only to find their bait was gone..  Myrtle was so 

disappointed and when she turned around,  she noticed there were men up on the one-way railroad bridge fishing, and 

they were pulling up bigger fish than what the men next to them were getting... Her eyes were dancing when she  told 

Helen, “Come on, let’s go up on that bridge and fish.” They reeled in their lines and hurried back up the hill and 

followed the railroad tracks Myrtle was thrilled to see the men were picking up their things and walking towards the 

Towanda side, andthey would have the bridge all to themselves.  

 

Little did they realize the only  reason the left was because  the afternoon train was due to go through, like it did every 
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day.  Being it was a one track railroad bridge, it was narrow and  men were going back as soon as the train went by, 

and so they waited over on the Towanda side..   

 

Myrtle was smiling when she  told Helen, “Are we lucky we  can fish from the middle of that bridge. … now we can 

catch some really big fish,  like those men did. Do you know why they fish in the middle of the bridge?” Helen shook 

her head. “Because, my mother said fish like to stay where the water is the deepest and that is where those fish were.” 

Helen let her know  she really didn’t care, that didn’t even feel like fishing anymore. She had lost all interest because it 

was so hot walking along the tracks in the nood day sun. It turned out to be  a longer walk than they thought, and they 

still had to walk up the steep incline, in order to get on the bridge. When they walked past the area where they rolled 

down the  hill a few weeks ago,  Helen stopped.  “I don’t think we are not supposed to be up here,  Myrtle, all the signs  

say ’NO  TRESPASSING’.  

 

Myrtle shrugged, “No one pays any attention to those signs.” When they started walking across the bridge, Myrtle 

warned Helen, “Be careful where you walk, because you could easily fall between these ties.” Helen looked down, and 

got scared seeing how far down the river was, and t so windy up there,  the girls were having a hard time trying to keep 

their skirts from ballooning up, dn were so worried the men  fishing in the row boats, would look up and see their 

bloomers.   

 

Whe theyreached the m8iddle of the birde, Myrtle sighed, “When you sit down,try not to not get any of that black 

creosote on your petticoat and bloomers  because, I know my mother always has a fit when I get it on my clothes, 

because the only way she can get it off, is soaking it in kerosene.” When they were finally out in the middle of the 

bridge, Helen was very unhappy when she looked down and saw she had sit on the dirty railroad ties, Myrtle ignored 

her complaining about it and told her, “Sit so we face one another, and while we are3 fishing we can eat our 

sandwiches.”  Helen very carefully sat down and was facing Towanda and  Myrtle was facing Wysox. She put a worm 

on the hook for her, saying , “Don’t you love how it feels being way up here like this?” The look on Helen’s face, let 

her know she did not like being up there..     

 

Myrtle cautioned Helen when she handed her the fishing pole., “You make sure you have a good hold of my brother’s 

pole, because if you drop it, we would never be able to get it back.”  

 

Helen eyed her nervously and  nodded as she let the lead anchor fall down and it went down and down, then the water 

with a splash. Myrtle was thrilled when she let her line down, thinking about the big fish she was ging to catch, and 

she sat there grinning at Helen, and opened the bag and gave Helen one of the sandwiches.  

 Helen lifted the piece of bread and looked inside, and turned her nose up,  seeing it was sugar and butter, and handed 

it back saying, “I’m not hungry right now.” Myrtle put it back in the bag and ate her sandwich , and they gladly 

tshared the jar of  tea. Helen sighed,  “If we catch all the fish you say we will,  how we are going to carry them  home? 

They are going to be so heavy and slippery, and we still have to walk acrossl these ties, and watch we don’t fall in 

between them!”  

 

Myrtle thought about it. “I  guess one of  us would have to carry the poles and one of us would have to carry the fish!”  

Helen agreed that was a good idea. Suddenly, Helen’s eyes got real big. She felt something tugging on her line.. She 

got so excited, she was sscreaming. Myrtle kept telling her,”Reel it up as fast as you can.” Helen was shaking when 

she saw the size of fish on her line. She was afraid she  was going to lose it the way it was flopping around in mid-air.  

 

With all that going on, Myrtle turned around and told Helen……”I thought I just heard a train whistle.” She looked 

towards Wysox, and her heart all but stopped. A train was approaching the  on the railroad bridge on the Wysox side,  

and it was headed right for them.  
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With no place to run or get out of the way,  they got hysterical because they didn’t know what to do.Helen was 

screaming, “Oh my God, it’s going to hit us!” The poles fell down, and were hitting the trestle again and again, and 

they hit the water and disappeared in the river.   

  

          

  

TRAIN APPROACHING THE ONE-WAY RAILROAD TRESTLE BRIDGE 

Paralyzed with fear, the girls kept screaming and staring at the train that was roaring down the tracks and coming 

closer and closer. They could hear the engineerblowing the whistle over and because he saw the girls on the tracks, but 

it was too late. He couldn’t stop the train, it would take  a mile before it would come to a full stop. He bowed his head 

and prayed, knowing the girls were doomed/ He knew for the rest of his life, he was going to have to live with the 

picture of them in front of him, terrified, knowing the train went over them. 

Myrtle yelled at Helen, “Hurry up and bend down and grab a hold of the tie in front of you and we can let our legs 

hang down, and hand there until the train finishes going by.” Helen did exactly what Myrtle told her to do, whimpering 

and crying. she hung there sobbing, and Myrtle hung beside her, while the train continued to go over them.. It was 

torture for them to hang there, because it put such a th strain on their hands and fingers trying to hold on, that they hurt 

so bad, they didn’t think they could hang on much longer. Hearing the sound of train going over their heads, was the 

scariest thing they had ever lived through, as it continued roaring over them  that they thought it was never going to 

end.   

The noise was deafening and  the  bridge was rattling and shaking,. they thought for sure it was going to collapse and 

go down any minute. Seeing the river  

Myrtle yelled to Helen, “The caboose is coming so get ready to swing your legs up and wrap them around the tie and 

pull yourself up.” The caboose went by, then the only sound was coming the gurgling of the water down below.  

Myrtle insisted, ”You are such a baby Helen. You didn’t swing your legs all the way up, you only got them half-way 

up. Try again. We gotta get off this bridge before another train comes.”  

Helen tried real hard but she couldn’t do it.  “See, I told you I can’t do it!”. Myrtle decided, she would do it,  then she 

would  pull Helen up through the opening between the ties. Swinging her legs back and forth, when she tried to swing 

them all the way up to the tie, she couldn’t do it. Her legs weren’t long enough to reach the tie  and Helen 

groaned,,“Oh God, Myrtle, what are we going to do now?” 

Myrtle told her angrily, “I don’t know. Since no one knows we’re here,  that means, no one is going to be looking for 

us. You better pray  Helen, and I’ll try to figure out what we can do because my arms really hurt. ” 

Over on the Towan 

The train went by, and turned left, and the tracks followed the river on the west side, and the engineer was still 

blowing the whistle,. They could see it was slowing down and was going to stop further up.. 

Another train wasn’t due for a couple of hours, so the four men carefully made their way out to the middle of the 

bridge, and looked around where they had last seen them and they were looking all over, and  there wasn’t a sign of 

them anywhere. They shook their heads and agreed when the train hit them, they must have fallen through the opening 

in the ties, and they’d find them down in the river!  

 

The people were watching the fishermen walking around out on the railroad bridge, and were wondering what they 

found. When they came back on land,.everyone was pushing and crowding around them, wanting to hear ‘what they 

found’ They hung their heads and told them, when the train hit them, they must have fallen in the river, they were 

going to go down and look for them.“ . 

 

When t 

They were almost afraid to go down to the river and Billy told him, “I already looked down there, Jim, and there’s not 

a sign of them being down there.” 
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Jim sighed, :I don’t understand how they could just disappear like that and I can’t see how they could have been taken 

down stream that fast. We better start asking around,  if anyone knows who those girls were ahd where are they from. 

Probably from Wysox, because one of the fishermen said, they were coming  from the east side of the bridge, and 

walked out to the middle of the bridge.”   

Jim reached under his hat and scratched his head, because he was  at a complete loss what could have happened to the 

girls? He stood there in his nvy blue company uniform and hat, and the espression on his face changed when he held 

his hand up and told everyone, ”Shhh, be quiet.”He listened and put his finger to his lips.“Shhh.,..if everyone would 

stop talking. I could swear I heard a little girl crying.”  

 

Jim insisted, “ No, I don’t want to think that is what happened to them.. Just be quiet, because I tell you I heard 

something.” H 

His men came over and were smiling and patting him on the back, and got down further up and were saying. “Thanks 

be to God, you found them and they are alive. We didn’t see them because they’re up underneath the bridge sitting on 

the wooden trestle, but how are we going to reach them and get them out of there?” The men got up and waved their 

arms up over their heads ahd let the crowds of people know the good news, on both sides of the river, and they heard 

them clapping and cheering for them. 

 

Myrtle  pointed over to Helen, ”Her name is Helen Moore and she lives in East Towanda and my name is Myrtle 

Squires and I live in Wysox.” 

“What were you girls doing up on that bridge, when there are signs all over  Well, that isn’t important right now.  Just 

don’t move while we think of a way to reach you.” Jim closed his eyes, and thanked the Lord again,  because he was 

sure they were dead and he could never live with himself, if that train had ever run over them, and it bothered him 

because  he had two little girls about their age. It was an unbelievable feeling of relief for Jim, and he confided to his 

men, “As long as I live I will ‘never’ forget the look on those girl’s faces, when that train was coming at them!”  

Jim wrinkled hi br9w and  yelled over to the girls and asked, “How did you girl escape being hit by the train, when I 

know it was coming at you?”  

He had ten men with him, six from the train and the other four men worked for the railroad and lived in Towanda, that 

came to help him. They were all wondering the same thing, how did theyesape being hit by the train?  

Jim sighed,  ”Well, Myrtle,that was some pretty good thinking for a girl your age.  Now you girls just hold on a while 

longer, and my men will figure out the safest way to get you out of there.” Jim took off his company hat and wiped the 

sweat from his forehead with his hankerchief, while the   men 

Looking down, he noticed the row boats down below and one of the men was looking up at him, and he heard him ask, 

“Can we help?”   

Jim cupped his hands and hollered down. “Yes, I think you can, thanks. But we still need to figure out how to do this, 

so no one gets hurt.” . Jim suggested, “Instead of pulling the girls up through the ties, she we lower Billy down and he 

puts a harness on the girls, instead of pulling them up,  we lower them,one at a time,  down into one of those boats. I 

think it would be alot safer. What doyou think?”.  

The men agreed and Jim told him “Alright, we need  two harneses made from ropes we brought with us, and use what 

the men in town gave us, if you have to. Just be damn sure they are knotted together real tight. Billy will put a harness 

on Helen and Myrtle, and we are going to have three people dangling in mid-air. Billy will bring Helen down first, and 

get her into one of the boats, and we will  pull him back up and he will bring Myrtle down. We  

They over where the girls were underneath and Jim gave the signal for them to start lowerug Billy down, and he 

silently prayed that his idea would work. He patted Billy on his back, and whispered,  “Good Luck, son,” and Billy 

smiled in a way that assured him he would be just fine. They could hear the people on both sides of the river, gasping 

as they stood there and  watched Billy being lowered down to where the girls were.and Jim called down to him, 

“Whatever you do, don’t forget what I told you, you must keep the ropes separated, because when you hang in mid-air, 

they have a tendency to spin and tangle and Lord knows, we don’t want to have a situation like that on our hands.  

Seeing Helen’s face, Jim could see she was very  frightened, and he called down to Billy, “Be careful how you handle 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1018 

 

the girls, because remember they’re frightened and won’t want to go with you.”   

Billy looked up and told him,”Stop worrying Jim, I can handle them.” Up o nthe bridge the men were concerned the 

thivck hemp ropes would hold, as they continued letting them out, very carefully seeing Billy was close to the girls  

Jim signaled for to stop, because Billy had reached them. Helen was sobbing and scared, and refused to let him put the 

harness on her.   

Billy went back to her and  tried to calm her down by telling her, “I am here to save you, Helen, not hurt you. You 

have that harness around you, and I knotted it real good, so you can’t fall out. See Myrtle has one on, and we have six 

men up there holding on to these ropes, and they are going to make sure nothing happens to you or to Myrtle. Now 

come on, let’s down together and get off here and into the row boat that is down there waiting for you, and they will 

row you back to shore.“ Billy was having a bigger problem with Helen than he thought, she just would not let go of the 

beam. He hated to do it, but he had to pry her fingers off telling  her. “I  have to do this to you because I gotta get you 

down out of here before you fall down in that river..” Helen was crying and hitting Billy, and he no choice but to lift 

her off  and let her be suspened in mid-air, and he called up to Jim, “Okey! Let’s go!”.  

 

 

\ 

Jerry was a school friend of Leo’s and Ervin’s, and he was in his row boat, under the bridge and being curious to see 

what waas going on, he rowed over.and saw it was Helen Moore they had lowered down into the boat.When he looked 

up, he spotted Myrtle haning on the end of a rope, up under the bridge, and wondered what those girls were doing up 

there?  

Knowing Myrtle Squires was in trouble again, he rowed to shore and was going to go tell their mothers what was 

happenug,  He pulled his boat in,  and  his horse was tied toa tree in the shade, he got on and hurried down the road to 

the church, becaue he knew Rose Squires was having her usual quilting class, there because his mother went there 

every Wednesday afternoon.    

A 

When Mrs. Eggeston asked, “I don’t understand, why did they have to be lowered down on ropes?” He shrugged, “All 

I  heard the girls was they were fishing on the one way railroad bridge, and the atrain came along and there was no 

place for them to run. It seems everyone thought they were dead, but they were hiding underneath the railroad tracks 

somehow. I’m going back, so I can watch them bring Myrtle down and he galloped off as fast as he came. 

Mrs. Eggleston sat back in the chair and felt she was responsible for what just happened, because she suggested they 

go to the river to fish, And  she asked herself again,  ‘Why would Myrtle go on that bridge to go fishing, when there 

are ‘NO TRESPASSING’ all over the place?”  

Putting her sewing back in the bag, she could hear Rose ranting and raving, about what she was going to do to Myrtle 

awhen she got a hold of her. so she went over to her,   “Come, I’ll take you there, but, fi I must stop at my house and 

tell Mrs. Moore what happend, and she will definitely want to go with us.”  

When the women arrived,  they saw people standing on both sides of the river, looking at what was going on..Mrs. 

Eggleton heard Mrs. Moore cry out, when she noticed Helen being rowed back to shore and kept asking herself,  ‘what 

possessed Myrtle to take Helen up on that bridge?’  Mrs.Eggeston was as confused as she was, as she watched her 

mother run to her and hold her in her arms sobbing. she she was so relieved to know she was alright after she heard 

how the train almost hit the two of them.  

Mrs. Eggleston stood with the crowds, watching Billy as he was being lowered with Myrtle and she held her breath  

when she saw how they were beginning to spin to the left and to the right, and the men up on the bridge were being so 

careful, how much rope they were letting out to prevent the spinning, and they finnaly got them lowered down to the 

boat, everyone breathed a sigh of relief it was over.   

Mrs. Eggleston understood why  Mrs., Moore was so angry at Myrtle, she had endangered Helen’s life again. When 

they got up in the carriage. they sat there and watched how Rose was pacing back and forth and they knew she 

couldn’t wait to get her hands on Myrtle, and beat her with the green switch she brought with her. When Myrtle 

stepped out of the boat, exhausted, . 
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Bawling, Myrtle told her, “Mrs. Eggleston promised to buy Helen and me, our own fishing poles, and Dora kept 

forgetting to buy them and we wanted to go fishing. So I borrowed Leo and Ervin’s fishing poles and we went  to the 

river, where there were piers and we didn’t atch anything.. Then we saw a couple of men on the bridge, pulling up big 

fish, and we went up there to go fishing..” Rose groaned and  yelled at her, “When you knew how dangerous, and you 

still went up there. And you took the boys new  fishing poles? They didn’t even get to use them yet. Wait until they 

hear they are downwhere in the Susquehanna River. You knew how hard they worked to get enough money to send 

away for them. No wonders they were so mad this afternoon, when they home and couldn’t find then. I told them, you 

probably took them, and I was right. ”    

For the rest of that week, Myrtle had to stand, she couldn’t sit on a chair because of the beating hermother had given 

her. Her father never did approve of how Rose beat Myrtle, and he gently patted her hand and told her, “Ypou know 

what she did was wrong.” he sighed,. “I don’t know how you girls didn’t get killed when you were out on that bridge 

and the train comin’ at you. Myrtle, when are you going to grow up? I am so afraid one of these days you will kill 

yourself. doing such crazy things, and I will be left here with a broken heart.: Her father David,ran his calloused hand 

through his thick hair.  “I hope you know, the good Lord took  good care of you today, or you wouldn’t be here with 

us tonight!”  

Myrtle started to cry, knowing she had upset her father. He hugged her tight and made her feel loved, knowing her 

mother never hugged her children. But that was the way Rose was, she loved her boys but for some reason, Myrtle was 

always a thorn in her side and they always butted heads.. 

When Mrs. Eggleston went home and felt so bad knowing what Myrtle had done. Going down the hall she wanted to 

speak to Mrs.Moore. It annoyed her to think, after the little talk she had with Myrtle, about being more responsible, it 

didn’t mean a thing. She found Mrs. Moore and she was scolding Helen. “I hope you learned your lesson this time, 

because I told you before, I don’t want you going ‘ with Myrtle. This is the second time, you were almost killed, 

because you listened to her and not me.”   

Helen cried, “I want to play with Myrtle.” Mrs. Moore did not want to see her be unhappy and she relented..  “Well, 

you didn’t keepyour promise before, because I told you you were to stay in the back yard, where I can see you, and 

you didn’t.” Mrs. Eggleston waited until Mrs. Moore was finished scolding Helen, and then she thanked her for the 

lovely job she did with the pillows for the love seat.   

The following day,  Myrtle came over to play, like she usually did.  Mrs. Eggleston was sitting on the porch reading, 

and she knew Helen did not want to tell Myrtle, what her mother said, but she kne she had to. When she did tell 

Myrtle, she couldn’t understand why and  Helen brought out the box of paper dolls and they sat together on the porch 

and played  with them, quietly.  

 

Mrs. Eggleston put the book down she was reading, and listened to the girls talking between themselves, she want to 

understand Myrtle better,  because she was interested in knowing what kind of a child she really was. Watching them 

at the far end of the porch, she began to see Myrtle in a different light and was surprised to find she was really a very 

sweet child, and maybe it was her mother that was the problem, not her.  There was something about Myrtle, she liked, 

and she enjoyed talking to her, but as many time as she tried to talk some sense into her head, she still did whatever 

she pleased. 

Noticing some of the red roses were in bloom, she took the sissors from her sewing bag and went in the garden and cut 

sone if them and brought them inside, 

She asked Dora, “Would you please put these in a vase with some water and be sure to pull all the leaves off the stems  

that go in the water, so they will last longer.  ”  

Myrtle and Helen had a lot of fun playing together and Mrrtle loved when she would  bring out her good dolls and they 

would dress them up and play house, or  swing back and forth uder the big oak tree with it’s broad branches, where 

Mrs.Moore could keep an eye on what Myrtle was doing..  

The following Sunday, as Mrs. Eggleston was leaving the church, she happened to overhear Mrs. Dilbert taking to the 

women ahead of her, and they were talking about Myrtle Squires, ‘Why does Mrs.Moore allow Helen to play with that 

Myrtle Squires for, I don’t let my girls play with her. It’s not that she what you would call bad, it’s  that she finds more 
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ways of getting in trouble, than any of the boys around here. And, with all the beatings her mother gives her, it don’t 

mean a thing to her. She goes off does what she pleases, Did you hear, what she did this time and Helen Moore was 

with her this why the two of them almost got killed by the train, up on the one way bridge, about a week ago!”   

Mrs. Eggleston felt being she was a good Christian woman, it was only right that she speak up for Myrtle, and didn’t 

hesitate to interupt their conversation. “I’m sorry but I  couldn’t help but overhear what you were saying about, 

Myrtle. Well,  I’ve been keeping my eye on her, and just so you all know, I have never known her to be anything but 

kind and good. She can’t help it if the good Lord let her be born with an adventuresome spirit,  she does not know the 

meaning of the word fear.”  

The women stared at her because it was not what they expected to her to say.  

Mrs. Eggleston decided to ignore their well-meaning advise .“Well, I think I know her more than you think, because, 

she did live with us for a month, while her father was looking for another house. I ave never had a problem with her, in 

fact I rather enjoyed her company!”  

They argued, “ Well, you can be sure, you’ll be sending her back to her mother in no time..” 

The minister was finished shaking hands with the congregation, and was very interested in what the  women were 

talking about, since he could hear every word they said. He cleared his throat and walked over to Mrs. Eggleston. “Of 

course, one could say this is none of my business, but I couldn’t help but lb overhear the advise these ladies were 

trying to give you, and.my dear, Mrs,. Eggeston,  I want you to know , I absolutely agree with them. You certainly 

don’t want to bring a girl like Myrtle into your lovely home. You will end up being so sorry that you did believe me I 

know what I am talking about.”  

He raised his eyebrows, and continued,“Believe me, I  for one, would never give that girl a month to prove herself. I 

happen to know the problems her poor mother has with her, ‘constantnly’.You would have your hands full with her. 

Why don’t you talk to her mother, she will tell you what it is like, to live wih Myrtle, and mind you, no matter how her 

mother punshes her,  she still won’t do what she is told!”  

Mrs. Eggleston minded her manners, and would have loved to have argue with him, instead she graciously extended 

her hand to him and thanked him for his kind advise. He grinned at her  and sighed,  feeling quite righteous, nd went to 

go talk to some of the other women.  

Speaking quietly to her daughter Helen, she smiled and told her, “ I hate to admit it, but there is something about 

Myrtle that I like. It’s probably her determination, because it doesn’t matter what anyone else thinks, she believes in 

herself and that is good. I have thought it over, and I have decided, to give her the opportunity to prove herelf, and I 

will let her work for me .”  Getting up in the carriage, Helen agreed,  “Mother, I’m really gald you are going to, at least  

give her a chance.. You have never had any trouble with her, and I noticed, she does listens to you, when you tell her 

what to do.” 

Mrs. Eggleston explained to Helen, “But,  you must remember, when Myrtle was staying with us while her father was 

looking for another house,  it was a lot of fun for her being our guest.. She has to realize, if she works for me, it would 

be very different. The first thing I would have to do,  is make her understand, she has to behave and listen to me. And I 

know, she doesn’t like George, but she has to get along with all the help, if she is going to work for me.  

Being a very wise woman, Mrs. Eggleston never said anything negative to Myrtle, about her mother, because she 

didn’t want to get in the middle of their family problems.  She knew Rose Squires was well liked in church, and the 

women enjoyed her quilting classes. She nade sure she complimented her for the beautiful job she did with everything 

she ironed. It bothered her to learn that Myrtle and her mother never did get along, but everyone knew how much Rose 

loved her two boys, Ervin and Leo, 

It was long after Myrtle went to work for Mrs. Eggleston. Rose would have another baby girl, Dorothy. a preemie that 

weighed 2 pounds. Dr. Brown told Rose and David, the baby was not going to  live, but, Rose placed the little baby in 

a shoe box lined with lots of raw wool and cotton batting. She kept her in the warming oven on top of the wood stove 

by day and in bed with her at night.  

Mrs. Eggleston wanted to help Myrtle, but she had to let her know, if she was going to work for her, the first thing she 

had to do was to learn  to take better care of herself, to keep her hair neatly combed and out of her eyes. Soon after she 

was there, she bought her new clothes, and some undergarments and a pair of nice shoes and she made her understand 
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that she  had to have better manners and learn to say, ‘thank you’. Myrtle was eager to please her and she did try. Mrs. 

Eggleston even took the time to correct her English. and would be so pleased to see tgat Myrtle was tryubg very hard 

to be all that she wanted her to be. The changes wee subtle, but she could see there was a big change in her,  the way 

she spoke and her over-all appearance had improved dramatically.  

Soon Myrtle was traveling with Mr. and Mrs. Eggleston in their private railroad cars, and going to the city and to their 

summer homes, up in the Thousand Islands and back to Wysox, and Myrtle wajust s fascinated to see the dishes had 

her name ‘EMILY’ on them, even the towels,  napkins and headrests.  

The first time she was on their private train, and it pulled out of Towanda, Myrtle had never been beyond Toanfa 

before, so she no idea where she was going.  The house was closed-up and all she knew was the Egglestons were 

returning to their winter home in New York City. 

When she saw all the building and so many people on the street, she was in awe of the big city, And for the next ten 

years,  every winter she would live in the city on Riverside Drive, in a brownstone house where the windows looked 

out on the Hudson River and New Jersey, and every summer they traveled back to Wysox  or to their houseon the 

Thousand Islands, that was built on an island, with a big long pier jutting out into the middle of the St Lawrence River, 

that separated Canada and the United States.  

That first time Myrtle was in New York City, her head was spinning seeing so many new and different things. Mrs. 

Eggleston had her sit on the trolley and they went for a ride down Broadway, and she showed her all the tall buildings 

and where the big department stores were and there were so many people going in all different directions, she  was in 

awe and had a hard time believing that such a place existed?  One morning, Mrs. Eggleston surprised her, because she 

was extremely pleased how well Myrtle was fitting in, that she decided she would tell her know, thatfrom now own 

she was going to b known as her  ‘personal maid’, and she explained her what it mean as she showed her what clothes 

she was to lay out for her in the morning and the proper shoes, and in the afternoon, she would change into a different 

outfit, a suit or a dress,  and go to lunch, or have tea with a lady-friend, but in the evening she wore a long gown and 

different jewelry.    

At first, Myrtle could not  understand why anyone would want to change their clothes so many times, and she she had 

to learn to know the difference between certain evening gowns. There were the gowns for when she dined with Mr. 

Eggleston, and the more formal gowns was for when they had company for dinner, or if they went out for dinner.  She 

was faciated  to see how the. Egglestons dressed yo for dinner every night, and he wore in a black suit, stiff white shirt, 

cuff links and a black satin bow tie.  

What confused her the most was having to learn what jewelry went with certain outfits, because she found out that the 

evening jewelry was not worn in the daytime. Seeing so mnay pairs if shoes she had to chose from., she learned to 

write everything down, so she could remember what went with what.  

Opening the doors of the big wardrobes and closets, was a thrill, and she’d stand there and stare at all the beautiful 

outfits. It was like a dream come true because in all her life  had never seen so many clothes, and to see they were 

hung according to color, dresses, blouses, skirts and jackets,  in three different closets, one for winter clothes, one for 

in-between weather, and on summer clothes.  

One day, Mrs. Eggleston walked in while Myrtle was standing in front of the full-length mirror trying on her hats, 

some with beautiful long feathers and jewels on them. She laughed seeing how she posed and wrapped the long veils 

around her neck , admiring herself in the full length mirror and to see how she whirled around, until she noticed Mrs. 

Eggleston was standing there.  Myrtle was so embarrassed, but Mrs. Eggleston was laughing and she assured  her, 

“You look ‘beautiful’ and as she was leaving she said, “Make sure you  put everything  back where you found them.” 

She left in a hurry so Myrtle wouldn’t see her laughing at her, an innocent 14 year old  girl standing there in a maid’s 

uniform, that was much too big for her, wearing  her big round fancy hat, with the veiling wrapped round her neck.. 

Myrtle spent ten happy years with Mrs, Eggleston, and she always let her know how proud she was of her. She would 

take her along when she went shopping and buy her,  the best of clothes in the same stores she bought Helen’s clothes. 

Being Helen was ten years older than Myrtle, she complained to her mother that she really preferred to select her own 

clothes, that she was no longer a little girl. When Helen was home, she had her own circle of friends, but she enjoyed 

talking to Myrtle and would tell her funny stories about what it was like, when she went to school. 
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Mrs. Eggleston insisted Myrtle go to the beauty parlor every week and she paid for it,  to make sure  her hair always 

looked neat and trimmed. One day she suggested, ” Myrtle, I honestly think if you let your grow long, it would be very 

becoming, now that you are a young lady!” Myrtlecontinued going to the beauty prlor while she let it grow and loved 

how it looked and it was so much easier to take care of.  

I often wondered, what it must have been like for Myrtle the first time she looked up at all thse tall buildingings in 

New York City, especially coming from such a little town, even though she had passed through several towns on the 

way there, but she he had never even been outside of Towanda, before, except when their father moved the family 

from Hornell to Wysox.  She was a little disappointed when discovered people living in the city were quite different 

from the friendly people she left in Wysox, What she could not figure out was why everyone was in such a hurry and 

never even nodded a ‘hello’ and why there was so much traffic, where was everyone going? She spent her Sunday 

afternoons off, I learning  to get around in tthe city, when she was only thirteen, after Mrs.Eggleston sat with her and 

took a our around the city on the trolley, especially seeeingthe 42 Street area and how many stores were downtown. 

She’d had learned to take the trolley by heself, and didn’t get lost anymore. But she never got to courage to get on the 

subway, after hearing it was all underround, and it went uptown as far up as 114th Street and Broadway.  

Working for Mrs. Eggleston had changed her life, she finally knew what it was to be happy. She finally found out 

what it was like to be spoken to kindly and not to have someone always yelling at her and beating her, it was the kind 

of life she had never known before. When she did anything for Mr.or Mrs. Eggleston, they would say, ‘Thank you, 

Myrtle,” and she would be so surprised they said that ‘to her’.  

Myrtle began to realize, how much they really cared about her, but of course,  that was the reason she was  there. She 

loved her Sunday afternoons off, and would go downtown so she could  walk around and stare at the tall buildings and  

watch how many cars would go by, and wondered where all the people came from that she would see walking around 

on Sunday afternoons, strolling by her, all  dressed up in their Sunday best, and to think she was dressed just as nice as 

they were because Mrs. Eggleston made sure she was well-dressed and would take her shopping with her and  for 

Myrtle it was like she was dreaming,  when she’d stop and buy her another seater or skirt, while they were going in 

and out of the lovely stores that were along Fitfth Avenue. 

At night, she would sit and write long letters to her sister, Vina,  how happy she was, and let her know she was so 

happy for thernow that she was married to Henry Hardenstine, and thrilled they lived insuch a big house in East 

Towanda. Vina  looked forward to getting letters from Myrtle, so she could read  about what it was like to be in New 

York City, and she would send her drawing of  some of the bigger buildings and describe to her what the brownstone 

house was like on Riversdie Drive where the Eggleston’s lived, and the beautiful parlor with heavy lace curtains at the 

window, and how she would stand there and  look out and see New Jersey across the Hudson River, and watch the big 

boats going up and down and she had seen the big ships at the piers on the river, that sailed across the ocean.. 

Myrtle would let Vine know, she finally knew what it was to be happy, and she felt she was so lucky, that someone 

like  Mrs. Eggleston, took her into her home and was soo good to her. 

Who would have thought that little thirteen year old girl, in Wysox, who’s mother thought nothing of beating her black 

and blue, would end up living in one of the riches homes in New York City, the biggest city in the world, and would 

travel back in forth with them in their own private railroad cars!   

FIRE IN GRAMMA’S HOUSES … 1892-1929 

The houses built along the railroad tracks were inexpensive, and had no cellars, and no paint. They had a well on the 

back porch and a hand pump and cistern in the kitchen  and gutters to catch the rain water.  The four corners of the  

house was supported on piles of flat stones, leaving an air-space in between the bottom of the house and the ground. It 

was dangerous, because when one of the houses did  catch on fire, it went up in flames so fast, and they had no way of 

putting  it out. They couldn’t pull up buckets of well water or pump water from the cistern fast enough.  

The families that did live along the tracks, lived in fear that their house would catch of fire, howing how many houses 

had already burned to the ground, because of the the passing trains, spewing red hot coals up in the air an they’d land 

on the roofs.  

Most of the houses were not painted, because paint cost money and the wood dried out and turned a silvery gray, and 

once the red hot coals landed on them, in no time the house was engulfed in flames.  
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They wee two-story houses, about 20’ X 20’ with an outhouse out back.  Downstairs was the parlor and two small 

bedrooms and upstairs they had four small bedrooms, no doors  between the rooms and no closets. The kitchen was a 

one story room attached to one side of the house, with a front and back door leading out to the  porches that had a roof 

over them, and the back porch had a deep well for drinking water,  a brick chimney for the wood stove, ane the parlor 

stove had a metal ducting leading up to the roof, and that was their only source of heat, in zeo degre4e weather and in 

the winter they would have snow sometimes four and five feet high..Instead of doors, they hung long panels of calico 

material on each side, neatly hemmed and starched, .and when they needed some privacy, they  pulled curtains 

together. The underground cistern tank  collected the rainwater from all the gutters around the house and was used to 

do the laundry and wash themselves and take baths.   

Every Saturday afternoon, they took turns taking a bath by the stove in the kitchen. They would stand in the wash tub 

and each person just took the tea kettle that was always simmeringon the back of the stove, and they added a little 

more hot water as needed  This was how it was,during the early 1900’s, when  Momma was growing up.. 

Rose and David’s and Aaron’s bedroom was off the parlor, and here ws an open staircase in the kitchen,  it had no 

banister, and went up to the two bedrooms where Leo and Ervin slept in one room, and Myrtle and Lily in the other 

room. 
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GRAMMA AND GRANDPA  

HOUSE IN MYERSBERG/WYSOX …FALL OF 1928.  

Probably last picture taken of Grampa sitting in front of their house.  

Mary  Jane, 2 months old, and Gramma is holding Roseanna, 2 years old. 

 

 

Aaron panicked and  ran down the mountain to go get help. but,  being a mute, none of the farmers could understand 

what was his problem, and  he was trying desperately to make them understand what had happened to his father. He 

had to run all the way home to his mother, because she was the only one that understood him and she got the neighbors 

and they went up the mountain and she found David unconscious. They lifted him up and put him in an open wagon 

and brought him down off the snow covered mountain. They carried him in his house and laid him in his bed, while 

one of the men went for the doctor. He lived two days and died of internal injuries on February 9, 1929.  

My mother could never talk about her father that she didn’t get all choked up, when she would tell us how her father 

died and how he reached his had out for her mother’s hand, before he died. And managed to whisper to her, “Please 

don’t cry Rose, we will meet in heaven soon and we will never have to part again.” And his hand feel and those were 

his last words, before heclosed his eyes and died.                           

In the summer,  

One day Momma was tired of hearing us asking and shedecided to explain to us ‘why’.  “Because Gramma has had 

real bad luck with her houses catching on fire. She had four that caught on fire, two burned to the ground and two were 

badly damaged, but, mostly from passing trains becaue we lived by the railroad tracks, and when those the pine needle 

mattresses she makes, caught fire it make the fire that much worse. When we were growing up, I can’t begin to tell 

you how many times we were sleeping on them, and we just got out on time, because they catch on fire so fast and 

burst into huge flames.”  

Aunt Vina sighed and looked at Momma annoyed and told her, “Oh, for heaven’s sakes, Myrtle … why are you telling 

them that for, to scare them. That happened years ago, when you were a kid?”  

Momma looked at Aunt Vina, “I can’t help it.  I’m just o afraid it might happen again, if they should stay with Ma 

without me being with them. Besides,  

 

.“I never forgot that awful night.  That afternoon after Dad’s funeral, of course Ma was all upset and was  crying. You 

were trying and I was trying to console her, but, we couldn’t help her, she was so beside herself with grief. She had 

every reason to cry because  who would have thought Dad would have died because a hickory tree fell on top of him. 

That was what he did all his life, cut down trees.  No one hardly ate anything for dinner, we just couldn’t believe he 

was gone. It got late and you and Henry left with the children. Then Tom and I went upstairs and we undress the 

children an dpu ton their pajamas, and Rose and Sonny went to sleep on the pine needle mattress next to ours, and we 

had Mary Jane in bed with us, to keep her warm, because it was so cold in that room. Lily was in the room next to us 

and Aaron and Ma were sleeping downstairs.  Leo had been out drinking and came home late and   being the house 

was so cold, he decided to filled up the parlor stove with a lot of wood, so it would last through the night.   

Leo had come home for Dad’s funeral and you invited him to stay with you, and hesaid  wanted to be home with Ma, 

but   

 

“Tom had Mary Jane and he manage to open the window and there was so much snow on the kitchen roof, when I 

climbed out because there was no time to think, all I had on was my flannel nightgown and slippers and he fast handed 

me Mary Jane and seeing the neighbors watching us, I tossed her down to them, and then they caught Rose and Sonny 

and Tom and I jumped down and landed in the deep snow. We were shivering with the snow all over us and it was so 

cold. The neighbors had wrapped the cildren in blankets and Tom didn’t even realize he was standing there in his long 

johns, when one of the neighbors wrapped a quilt around him, and one around me too, that they brought with them, 

knowing we were going need them. Mr. Miller told us to get away from the house,‘Once those pine needlescatch fire, 
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they’re going to go up so fast, that the flames are gonna go sky high.” And  that’s exactly what  happened, you can’t 

imagine the heat that was coming from those mattresses. It was a horrible thing to watch that room go up in flames so 

high, they lit up the whole sky that night.”  

  

“Ma’s  

Aunt Vina laughed, “You sure did.  Henry got his shot gun before he opened the door. I remember the next day, Henry 

took you and  me to look at the house, and the staircase, part of the parlor and the bedroom upstairs was badly 

burned.” 

Momma told her, “Tom had tied the car keys to the  flashlight before we went to bed, so he wouldn’t lose them, or 

they would have been gone too. They were in his pants pocket and he was worried he might lose them, because he 

borrowed the car from a friend, so we could go to Dad’s funeral. The only thing left in that room was the metal buckle 

from Tom’s belt, everything else was gone, his pants, his wallet with hisdriving license, and all the money we had to 

get home was gone,  the children’s clothes and our clothes and everything in the suitcases burned up” 

Autn Vina reminded her, “It was Leo and Ervin that got together and rebuilt the rooms that were burned for Ma, 

because with Dad gone she had no one to help her anymore. 

Momma looked at us and asked, “Now do you understand  why I’m afraid let you stay at Gramma’s?”  

The Three of us looked at her and mumbled,  “I guess so,  but you didn’t say why we can’t stay with Gramma, we like 

going in the creek in back of her house.?”  

Momma looked at Aunt Vine and let out a big sigh, then Aunt Vina started to laugh, knowing how she tried to make us 

understand how dangerous it was for us to sleep on those pine needle mattresses, in case there was ever a fire,  it didn’t 

mean anything to us.  

Momma hugged us to her, because she realized we had no way of knowing what a terrible thing a fire was in a house, 

because we had never been in a fire or seen one. But she did. When she was growing up, she had seen four of her 

mother’s houses on fire, and the night of her father’s funeral was probably the worst fire she lived through, when she 

saw flames coming up through the floor and we were all sleeping on the floor on those pine needle matteress, how 

frightened she must have been knowing she  had to get us out of the house, before they went on fire.   

 

 

 

 

 . 
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MYRTLE, WITH THE EGGLESTON’S FRENCH POODLE,   

ON RIVERSIDE DRIVE AND 80TH  ST.  

The Eggleston’s primary home was the brownstone house was on Riverside Drive near 80th Street, in New York City.. 

They lived there nine months of the year and every summer they rode their private railroad train to their home in 

Wysox or the big house they had on one of the Thousand Islands, in the middle of the St. Lawrence River, with 

Canada on one side and the United States on the other side, and Myrtle always went with them. 

Emily Eggleston was one of the  Piollet girls, born and raised in Towanda, so she loved spending her summers in their 

house in Wysox, and be near her family. Her husband Richard, preferred being on the yacht, with one of the captains 

at the wheel because he enjoyed deep sea fishing and often invited his friends up from the city, and would take them 

deep sea fishing. 

In the Fall, when it came time to go  back to the city, Myrtle hated to leave Earl, especially after they had become 

engaged. It was not an ideal sitation for two young  people in love, to only see one another. in the summer,then spend  

the other nine months of the year apart, writing letters back and forth, but his father hd warned him, if he married 

Myrtle, he would cut him out of his will.   

When Mrs. Eggleston was back in the city, she was planning to redecorate the front parlor in their brownstone house, 

and was going to have, George the Interior Decorator, do it. When he, showed her sketches of what he would like to 

do, she approved of them and told him, when the heavy lace curtains were taken down, he was to make sure that 

Myrtle got them, because she always admired them and she wanted her to have them.  

 

Bridgetta had come from Ireland,  with her brothers, one was Father Gaffney, the parish priest in the nearby Catholic 

church near the Eggleston’s and she lived up in Washington Hieghts, with her other brother Tom, he wasn’t married 

and just started his own plumbing business.. Like so many young Irish girls, when they came over, they worked for 

wealthy families in Philadelphia, Boston and New York.  And Bridgetta found a job in the city with the Egglestons, 

and they had eight in help, that was how Myrtle met Bridgetta and they became good friends and she was only happy 

to do that for Myrtle, and suggested she come Sunday afternoon and she would make lunch for her.  

Myrtle had no idea what a problem it was going to be to get that box up to Bridgetta’s. Her apartment was on the main 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1027 

 

floor, but it was a hundred blocks away, up on 183rd Street. She thought all  

That Sunday,dressed in her best suit, she had no idea how cumbersome a box that size would be, until she started 

pushing it along on the sidewalk. When she came to Broadway she stood there and  had to figure out, how was she 

going to get it across Broadway, being it was such a busy street, and she forgot that it was a very wide street. When the 

light turned red, she pushed it as fast as she could, and before she knew it,  the light turned green, but she ignored the 

taxi cabs honking their horns at her, for holding up traffic, and she managed to get it over to the uptown side and on 

the sidewalk, 

Myrtle didn’t know how she was going to get the box up to Bridgetta’s. Seeing a taxi stopped for the red light, she 

hailed him, never dreaming it would cost so much money, but, she had no choice.  The cabbie got out and stared at the 

box and had an awful time trying to strap it on the luggage rack on the  back of his cab. When they reached Brigetta’s 

house, he pushed the box up the steps of the stoop and into the foyer, and told her, ” I’m glad this friend of yours lives 

on the ground floor.” She got on the trolley and headed back to the Eggleston’s, and realized it has been more than a 

week since she heard from Earl, and he never answered any of her letters, and she was sure something happened to 

him\ 

 

EARL PIPHER …  1921                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              

 

                                                   
   

When Myrtle became engaged to Earl, she couldn’t wait to tell  Mrs.Eggleston the good news.. She hugged her and let 

her know she was very happy for her. She was 18 at the time, and she assured her that Earl was a lovely young man, 

that she knew him since he was a little boy. She would see him with his mother in church, and she always dressed so 

lovely and wa very pleasant,  but she was the type that more or less, liked to keep to herself” 

Mrs. Eggelston confided to her, that she liked Earl and his mother, but she did not his father,‘ole Gib’, and she smiled, 

not that anyone that she knew knew did. Myrtle shook her head and let her know, “I never liked him and now he 

doesn’t want Earl to marry me.”   

Mrs. Eggleston sat back in her chair and asked, “ Well, I hope for your sake,  Earl’s not going to listen to his father, 

because afterall, he’s does love you?” 
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1911 GRADES 1-8 ~~ OUTSIDE ONE ROOM SCHOOL HOUSE …WYSOX, PA.                    

MYRTLE plaid dress, EARL 3rd  row, L,  LEO and ERVIN 1ST.row on R last 2 boys.  

When the Egglestons went back to the city in the fall, evenings after they finished their work, Myrtle would spend her 

time embroidering flowers on the tablecloths and napkins, sheets and pillowcases.that Mrs. Eggleston bought her, to 

put in her hope chest,  so she would have everything ready for her wedding in June.  

When Mrs.Eggleston took Myrtle shopping to buy her wedding gown, when they found one she liked.Myrtle told Mrs. 

Eggleston,.“I didn’t want to tell you, but when Earl told his father, he was going to marry me, he was sitting at his 

desk in the library,  he was going to marry me,his father’s face turned red and he flew out of his chair and chased him 

around the room, screaming,  ‘I forbid you to marry that Squires’ girl,  And if you do, I’m waring you right now, I will 

cut you out of my will and she’ll never be welcomed in this house. No son of mine is going to marry no Squires’ girl! 

Why her mother’s nothin’ but a scrub woman that does our laundry every week’, and he ordered Earl to get out of the 

room, and he left like his father told him to.”  

Mrs. Eggleston patted Myrtle on the shoulder, “We’ll see what happens but, it doesn’t surprise me a bit he’d say 

something mean like that?”  Myrtle continued, “The other day, I was in town withDora, and I was looking in a store 

window, and his father walked by. When he saw me standing there. he grabbed a hold of my arm and whirled me 

around,.and yelled real loud, so everyone would hear him, “You listen to me, young lady, if you think you are going to 

marry my son, because of the money he will inherit when I die, you’re wrong, doyou hear me? . Because  I’ll cut him 

out of my will right now. and don’t think I won’t! ” He let go of my arm and stormed off, and everyone  stood there 

looking at me, like I had done something wrong.” 

Mrs.Eggleston inhaled then exhaled, she was furious when she heard how ole Gib, had embarasseed Mrtle in town.. 

“How dare he say something like that to you in public.” She comforted her saying,.‘Oh Myrtle, he has always been a 

miserable man, for as long as I’ve known him..  Don’t forget, I grew up here, and I know what he’s like and his wife is 

such a lovely lady, and  I’ve heard how he treats her. She isso refined compared to him, you know her maiden name 

was Remmington, and her family came from England, some time ago. Why she married a man like him, I don’t 

know.”   

In the fall of 1922, the Egglestons were back in the city and Myrtle was upstairs, rearranging Mrs. Eggleston’s closets, 

when Bridgetta walked in. Handing her a letter, she smiled and told her, . “This just came  for you in the afternoon 
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mail, Myrtle.”  

Looking at the return address and smiled,  “Oh!  it’s from my girlfriend, Helen Ross, she lives in East Towanda!” As 

she ripped  the envelope open, she was telling her, “Helen and I have  been friends ever since we were kids in school. 

When I think of all the trouble I used to get her in with her mother, she didn’t like me and she didn’/t want Helen to 

play with her.” 

 

My dear Myrtle, 

I don’t know how to tell you this, but I feel I must. 

because you are my best friend …and I have to do it, 

 

Earl married Altha, since you don’ tget to see the 

\           

 

in the letter I got from you yesterday, you described the beautiful  

wedding dress, Mrs. Eggleston was going to buy for you. 

.  

I knew Leo and Ervin wouldn’t tell you, because Earl is their best 

friend.  

tell you.  

              

 

don’t cry over him, you’ll find someone who will love and marry  

you.  Everyone 

tell youm when he wa engaged to you.  Do you think  

of what his father threatned to do,   is why he married Altha instead of  

you? Please write me amd  let me know you are alright, because I know 

how this is going to upset you.  I am so sorry I had to be the one to tell you.  

                                

Love, Helen 

When  

Myrtle handed the letter to Bridgetta and told her to read it, so seewhat she thought about it. 

Earl and Myrtle were engaged a couple of years, and he never went with anyone else and neithr did she. But, Myrtle 

was living in New York City nine months of the year for the past thirteen years,  and they only got to see one another 

during three months during the summer, when she came back to Wysox. He was young man and it had to be vry lonely 
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for him, and with her being in the city, did not help the situation. Bridgetta read the letter and  felt awful andslipped 

the letter back in the envelope and gave it back to Myrtle, and was still sobbing, ”Earl loves me, not her!Oh dear 

God…how could he go marry Alta.when he is engaged to me  Altha knew  I wasn’t there, she went and stole Eark 

away from me.”  

Bridgetta reminded her,  “Myrtle, are you puttin’ all the blame on that girl, when Earl is as guilty as she is. He knew he 

was engaged to you, and … you know … it takes two to get something like that started… and then … one thing leads 

to another.”   

Myrtle threw the letter on the floor,. sobbing and told Bridgetta,. “We were to be married this June and Mrs. Eggleston 

helped me put my trousseau together, and helped me pick out my wedding gown. she was going to buy for me. Why 

would he go marry her instead of me?”  

Bridgetta picked the letter up. “Myrtle, it is over. He’s married to her now  and there’s not a blessed thing you can do 

about it. Sure and It doesn’t mean your life is over, you will meet someone else, you’ll see.” Hearing that, Myrtle ran 

out of the room and Bridgetta followed her and she went up to the bthird floor and threw herself on her bed and buried 

her face in the pillow, sobbing louder and louder.  

When she heard what happened, she was shocked that Earl would do such a terrible thing, because  it was so unlike 

him. She went upstairs to Myrtle and sat on the bed beside her and was rubbing her back, when she noticed her 

engagement ring was on the floor by the bureau.. She quietly told Bridgetta,“Just pick it up and put it in her drawer.” 

While Myrtle continued to sob, she continued to rub her back, letting her knowing it was a terrible thing for her to  

have  to go through, after being engaged to him  for four years.. She assured her, ”Right now, you feel you will never 

get over this, but, you will. Time is the only thing that can heal a broken heart. I know that is not  what you want to 

hear, but, you are only 22, you are young and eventually, you will meet someone. I do feel Earl should have been man 

enough to tell you himself and break the engagement off, before he  married Alta”. Handing her a clean handerchief, 

she told her.  “No one  knows what is in store for us in life, when my first husband, Robert died, believe me, I wanted 

to die too, he was so young to die. I thought I would never get over his death, but, eventually I did, because life goes 

on and you pick up the pieces and yu move on.  Earl’s the loser, not you! There’splenty of men out there, who would 

be only too glad to marry someone like  you, and don’t you forget that..”  

 

The days turned into weeks, and Myrtle did her work but she avoided talking to anyone. She  no longer smiled, and 

was extremely depressed., because she  was convinced she would never get over what Earl did to her. She was listless 

and uncaring, as the days went by.and  Bridgetta hated to see what it was doing to her, and she tried to cheer her up.  

She would insist they  go for a walk, along the river, do something. Go with her to the Saturday night Irish dances, she 

assured her wold take her mind of of Earl. . Myrtle would thank her and just shake her head, but  Bridgetta wasn’t 

going to give up on her, until she agreed to get her out of her room and stop crying, and she let her know her life 

wasn’t over just because Earl married someone else.  

Several weeks went by before Myrtle even smiled Bridgetta put her arm around her and insisted one Saturday 

afternoon, “I know ye would enjoy goin’ with me to the Irish dances. I go with al th girls, every Saturday night. What 

ye need is to get out and have a good time for yeself. Sure and what good does it do ye, to sit here broodin’ over the 

likes of him, Ye can be sure,  he’s havin’ himself a real good time!”  

Myrtle didn’t want to hear about it, and Bridgetta reminded her, “Sure and what good had it doie ye, sittin’and weepin’ 

over him? Can’t ye see what you’re doin’ to yeself, He’s happily married now,he doesn’t’t care about you.” Myrtle 

ignored her, so Bridgetta left with the other Irish girls, and they all got on the trolley and spent the night laughing and 

dancing over om the eastside..  

 

One Saturday afternoon Bridgetta was all smiles telling Myrtle,” Tonight, there’re havin’ a big celebration at the dance 

hall, it’s St. Patrick’s day… Why don‘t  ye come with us?”  Myrtle hesitated before she said, “Well, maybe, I will go.”  

The others decided to leave and Bridgetta waited for Myrtle to get dressed and she happily suggested she wear 

something green and off they went. Walking up the flight of stairs, Myrtle heard the Irish music and noticed the big 

dance floor, and there were glass windows all round he room, and  it looked like everyone was having a good time.  
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Bridgetta lost no time taking Myrtle around and introducing her to  her friends, and she wanted to make sure she met 

the Mc McArow twins, Thomas and Michael.. Michael stepped up and was the first to ask her to dance and she was 

having every dance with him, until Thomas cut in. 

After one night of dancing, Thomas started to date Myrtle. In no time he won her over and  the next thing Bridgetta 

knew,  she said she was engaged to Thomas, and were getting married. 

Bridgetta invited Myrtle to go with her to the 6 o’clock mass every morning, now that she was engaged to marry 

Thomas,she should become a Catholic so Thomas could be married in the Catholic Church.  

Myrtle was so happy when she told Mrs. Eggleston, she was engaged tp Thomas, but she was very upset to hear it was 

Thomas she was marrying. . She let her know how she felt about him, snf thst she was rushing into marriage with a 

man that  ws known to be  a heavy dranker. The maids had told her, everytime he came to pick her up, he reeked from 

the smell of whiskey on his breath. , Myrtle was disappointed and couldn’t understand, why  she wasn’t happy for her..   

When Mrs. Eggleston  learned that  it wss Bridgetta who talked her into becoming a Catholic, she sat Myrtle down in 

the parlor and closed the door and asked her,  ”Would you please tell me why you are changing your religion to marry 

a man like Thomas? I don’t see him telling you, he would change his religion and become a Baptist so he could marry 

you in your church.” Myrtle was very hurt because she realized Mrs. Eggleston, obviously did not like Thomas.  

The following week Mrs. Eggleston discovered, Bridgetta’s brother, Father Gaffney, was a priest at the neargy church 

where Myrtle was going and he was teaching her the catechism, and she felt it was a conspiracy between the priestr 

and his sister Bridgetta.. One day. one of the Irish maids came to Mrs. Eggleston, and told her.  “We feel very bad 

Myrtle has decided to marry Thomas, when it is his brother Michael, she should be marrying,  We all go to the same 

Irish dance hall and everyone there knows that Tom is a heavy drinker and a heavy gambler too. But… not his twin 

brother Michael. he doesn’t drink or gamble, he saves his money and puts it in the bank.”  

After hearing that bit of news Mrs. Eggleston was concerned about Myrtle and felt she had to ask, “Is what I hear 

about Thomas, true?” She was surprised how angry Myrtle got, that she was asking questions about Thomas, and she 

snapped back at her,. “I don’t believe a word of what any of them said about him, they’re jealous.” And she got up and 

opened the doorand left SOBBING..  

 

When Mrs. Eggleston heard  Myrtle had been baptized again, she felt betrayed, that she could do such a thing and she 

didn’thide how she felt about it, and tried to convince her not marryThomas, but the more she tried to talk some sense 

into her head, the angrier she got, and she told her,  “Myrtle, you know as well as I do, the only reason you are 

marrying this Irishman is because of what Earl did to you. Will you please listen to me, and wait a year, or you will 

end up regretting it for the rest of your life?” 

Myrtle went crying to Bridgetta andtold herwhat Mrs.Eggleston said, and hat made Brigetta mad and she raised her 

voice and told her, “ Its none of her business who you marry and you go tell her that.”  

But deep down in Myrtle’s heart, she knew it was only because Mrs. Eggleston cared about her, she would never say 

anything like that to her because she was worried about who she was going to marry .  

Mrs. Eggleston decided to try one more timeto change hermind and had nother little talk with her, and saw how Myrtle 

sat with her hands folded on her lap and really didn’t want to hear what she had to say She stood in back of her and 

said,”This man is going to ruin your life, do you want to end up in the poor house? And, if you have children,  what 

will become of  them? I don’t think you have any idea what this man is like, trust me whenI tellyou, he will always 

love his drink, not you!”  Myrtle assured her.  “I’m not worried about Tom’s drinking, because he promised me, he 

would stop drinking and gambling, when we get married!”  

Mrs. Eggleston threw her hands up into the air, “And of course, you believed every word he said.  I hope for your sake 

he keeps his promise, but men like that rarely do. Wait a year, and let’s see if he stops drinking and gambling, 

beforehe gets married..”  Myrtle wouldn’t answer her and she wanted her leave and hated to see how she how she had 

refued to believe anything she told her, so she decided not to discuss Tom’s religion and drinking with Myrtle again,  

That Easter,  Mrs. Eggleston presented her with a beautiful leather bound Catholic prayer book, that she had bought 

for her in a store on Broadway, that sold religious Catholic articles. The tension between them lessened, and Myrtle 

continued to make plans to be married in November of 1924, in Towanda, Pennsylvania, in a Catholic Church, that she 
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had never been i 

To Myrtle, with love,  from Mrs. Eggleston., Easter 1924 

    

This prayer book was with Momma, right up  until the day she died.  

You can see how worn the pages are, because of the many times she  

had fingered through the  pages. Amost evry night, she Read some of 

the prayers in it. She never forgot how kind Mrs. Eggleston was to her,  

and she took her in, when she left home when everyone warned her not 

to.She new  she cared about her, and she changed her life was different.  

 

                             

                                       
 

 

      

1924… THE WEDDING 

 

Myrtle refused to listen to Mrs. Eggleston,’s advise and on November 19, 1924. she married Thomas at SS. Peter and 

Paul Catholic Church in Towanda, a few miles from where she grew up and had attended the Baptist Church in 

Wysox… and her family was ther beside her.  

Myrtle’s mother, sisters and brothers were at the church, and being they were all Baptists, they were not a bit happy 

that Myrtle changed her releifigon so she could get married in a Catholic church. 

The local newspaper described the wedding, that Bridgetta Gaffney was Maid of Honor and Michael Mc Arow, Best-

man, and the reception was held at her sister Vina’s home, in East Towanda. After all thodse years, Earl gave me the 

article, in  1970’s, and said he had always kept it with her picture, never dreaming one 

Thomas, Mick, and their friends left the city and drove to Towanda for the wedding, and without being invited, stayed 

at Aunt Vina’s house. Myrtle’s mother, sisters and brothers were at the church, and being they were Baptists, it 

bothered the, that Myrtle had changed her religion to marry Thomas. But, they knew Myrtle always did whatever she 

pleased, so they whispered wht thy felt between themselves. The day of the wedding they were all ushered down the 
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aisle and sat in the first row, on the bride’s side, and waited for the wedding to begin. Vina sat ther wondering what     

The wedding reception did not turn out the way Aunt Vina had planned. When Daddy, his friends and relatives, drove 

up from New York, they brought with them, several bottles of whiskey.  

In 1924, it was still against the law to have any liquor. Prohibition started in 1919, and it wasn’t repealed until 1933,  

but  in almost every neighborhood  they had what was called, ‘speak-easies’, because of how the men would sneak in 

and out,  making sure there were no cops around. That was why Vina was furious when she saw all the whiskey bottles 

they brought with them, and that his friends just assumed they could stay at her house overnight, without being 

invited!  

The local newspaper, THE  TOWANDA DAILY, described the wedding,  Bridgetta Gaffney was Maid of Honor and 

Michael Mc Arow, was the Best-man, and  the reception was being held at her sister Vina’s home, in East Towanda.  

In 1970, Earl gave me the article about the wedding and told  he had kept it with her picture all those years, never 

dreaming by 1965, they would be together again. 

                               

                        
 

Vina was not very unhappy to think that Myrtle’s future husband, Thomas, that she met for the first time the day 

before the wedding, when he crove up from the city with several friends, when she noticed they  brought several 

bottles of whiskey with them, and she complained to Myrtle, about what they did. 

That night while Vina and Myrtle were busy  preparing food for the reception, Bridgetta (the bridesmaid), came out 
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and  help them, but would keep going inside to have a drink or two with Tom and Michael, but she would come back, 

giggling from celebrating.  It was 1923,  and Prohibition was still in effect and having liquor was against the law. Vina 

let Myrtle know, “I am very upset that Tom dared to bring that  illegal whisky in our house, and, those friends he 

brought with him, have  the nerve to think they can stay here overnight in our house, when they weren’t even invited.”   

She told Bridgetta,  “We have three children. We don’t have the room to put all of you up?” Myrtle couldn’t look at 

her she felt so bad about and Vine just told  Bridgetta, “You will have to sleep upstairs with Dorothy, she is seven, and 

the men will just have to sleep on the floor.”  

Earlier that week Momma took the train from the city, to stay with Vine, to get everything ready for the wedding. She 

pulled  Tom to the side and asked him,. “Where you ever get all  that whiskey you brought up here? You know, it is 

illegal to have liquor, and you bring it in my sister’s house?  He boasted, “I can get all the whiskey I want in the 

‘speak-easy’ where I go, and when they heard, I was getting married, they said I could have all I wanted.”  

The next morning when Vina and Myrtle got up, they almost fainted when they walked in the parlor and saw  all the 

whiskey bottles on the floor. The men had passed out, and were on the floor and Bridgetta was fast asleep on the sofa, 

with a blanket pulled over her head. Myrtle and Vina collected all the whiskey bottles they could find.  Momma 

poured what was left in the bottles and poured them, into the big cut-glass punch bowl sitting on the dining room table 

filled with fruit juice for the receptionm thinking it would  add  a bit of flavor to it,  and what was in the bottles, she 

dumped in the back yard. 

Daddy was the first one to wake up and he got up and was  looking around confused, looking for the whiskey they 

brought. Momma standing there watching him and could see his eyes were all red and he demanded to know,”Where 

is all the whiskey I brought?” Momma told him, “I poured some of it in the punch bow and I dumoped the rest outside.  

I told you before you came here, Vina and Henry would not tolerate having any liquor in their house.” His face turned 

beet red and he sarted screaming at her so loud, that he scared her half to death. She had never seen that side of Tom 

before. He yelled at the top; of his lungs at her.. ”Are you crazy? That was my whiskey. Do you realize, we’re going to 

be stuck here with no whiskey  until we get back to the city? You out of your mind to do something as stupid as that. 

You’ve ruined the wedding, how can we  celebrate if we don’t have any whiskey?” 

It was not a very pleasant scene the day of the wedding.. After they were married and left the church, all the relatives 

and friends all went to Vina’s for the reception. The guests were talking to the new bride and complimenting her, on 

how lovely she looked, and Myrtle noticed how the ladies as well as the men, were going back for more of the 

deliciousd  fruit punch and telling Vina, how delicious it was.  Myrtle and Vina  would eye one another and smile but 

they never let on why it ‘was so delcious’. 

The 

And from that day on, Daddy never did, Year after year, he always went there for his vacation, and he remembered 

what she said. and never brought any liquor in her house ever again. Not that he didn’t hide a couple of bottles of 

whiskey in the car, when we went to Aunt Vina’s house, and he would sneak out and have a few drinks of it, but that is 

where the whiskey stayed. I remember a few  times he  asked Uncle Henry to drive him to  town so he could have a few 

drinks in a saloon,, and Uncle Henr ytook him and he had a few too.  Aunt Vina had a fit, that Uncle Henry drank 

some beer. It was amazing at the respect Daddy had for Aunt Vina all those years, that  he never brought liquor in her 

house.  

The newly weds returned to the small apartment where Tom lived with Michael, on Old Broadway, near 125th Street, 

but it.was nothing like what Myrtle had expected but she was sure they would soon have their own place. Having 

living with the Eggleston’s for ten years, she was used to the best of everything, then find herself living there, was not 

where she wanted to be. A month later, she was pregnant , and wanted tomove, but Tom refused.  With a crib in their 

tiny bedroom, it was so crowded, and three ninths later, there was another baby on the way, they had to get their own 

apartment, 

Little did she know the awful life she would have with Tom and his drinking. Night after night he came home drunk 

and he stayed out until all hours of the night, drinking in a local speak-easy, that was so popular during the Prohibition 

years, but he never missed a day of work. After he had 

Night after night, he was out drinking, she would be wide awake and remembering how Mrs. Eggleston pleaded with 
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her:”Myrtle, please don’t marry this man, I know his kind! He will make all kinds of promises to you  but, he will 

never stop drinking and gambling. He will ruin your life and that of your children’s, if you should ever have any by 

him!.” She would cry herself to sleep knowing what a horrible mistake she had made, because she didt listen to her. 

With  time on her hands, being she was pregnant, she would look at the apartment, and it was so depressing. See 

wondered what  she could do, to make it look better, looking at the walls, she could see they  needed to be painted, and 

she mentioned it to Michael, and he agreed and opened his wallet and gave her money to buy the paint.   

When Daddy walked in and saw the lace curtains, he screamed,”Take down them damn things off those windows. 

What the hell’s the matter with you, you want people to think there’s a bunch of sissies living here?” And he groaned, 

annoyed, “Will you keep your hands off our things, I told you before, this is our apartment, not yours!”  

A few blocks over on 125th Street, was Grant’s 5 & 10 cents store, where she bought six red paper roses and two long 

white candles. The flowers were put in a crystal vase and she opened the box with the beautiful linen and lace 

tablecloths and napkins they received as wedding presents, and opened it and placed it on the table evenly.  Then she 

set out the new dishes and shiny new silverware,  they had  received as gifts,.knowing Michael was at his sister Rose’s 

for dinner, she wanted to have a romantic dinner together and removed the tissue paper from the new silver candlestick 

holders,  and pushed in the white candles until they were straight,  so pleased how pretty the table looked.   

When Tom walked in and saw the table, he screamed, ”Get all that damn stuff off my table.  I don’t want anything  on 

my table, where I sit and read my newspaper.. Why can’t you leave things the way they are and stop trying to change 

things around here.” It seemed no matter how hard she tried to please him,  all he wanted was to read his paper, eat his 

dinner and ignore her.                                                                                                                                                                                                        
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       DADDY...manager of James Butler store  1921            Smoking a pipe … 1923,            In the US Navy … 1914-

18 
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       Momma and the three of us     Rose, Sonny, Mary Jane  Momma and Daddy  1932   Mary Jane in Milk Wagon  

1930 

 

 

 

In July of 1956. Earl lived in New Jersey, and he was reading the Towanda Daily, being he had it sentc in the mail 

every day. He enjoyed reading what was going on in Wysox and Towanda, and would always checked the obituary 

column, to see who had died. 

When he walked in the funeral parlor wth his hat in his hand, he stood there looking around to see who else was there, 

he politely nodded to everyone he knew, as his eyes swept over the room looking for one person,  Myrtle. But, she 

noticed him before he noticed her, and she froze.  It didn’t surprise him to see her glaring at him and she made it quite 

clear, she didn’t want him there. Then Leo and Ervin noticed Earl, they got right up; and went over to him and shook 

his hand, and thanked him for coming. 

When Aunt Vina saw what Myrtle did,she walked over to Earl and hugged and kissed him, and insisted he come after 

the funeral and have dinner with the family at her house.. Seeing how his eyes were focused on Myrtle, she insisted 

that he come.  

For the past thrity years,Vina rarely saw Earl, because he lived in Newton, New Jersey for so many years, but he often 

came see his brother in Wysox.and Leo and Ervin stayed in touch with Earl, and whenever he was in town, they’d 

meet and have a few drinks together, but Earl wouldn’t drink with them, being he was a recovered alcoholic. He sat 

with in the back row of the funeral parlor, with his hat on his lap, and talked to Leo and Ervin, and he reminded them 

about  their mother’s sugar cookies and black berry pies, when they used to go to school and all the crazy things 

Myrtle did. but they always made sure they never mentioned what happened between Myrtle and Earl. back in 1923.  

I drove up with Freddie, he was just two then, but I was not going to attend the funeral because I did not want to 

remember Gramma laid out in a coffin, so I did not go the funeral parlor or the funeral and that  upset Momma, but. I 

didn’t care, I wanted to remember Gramma the way she was, with that devilish laugh of hers. I stayed and got the food 

ready and set-up the tables and thanked the neighbors that kept dropping off cakes. cookies, and bowls of hot food, on 

the back porch. 

After the funeral, Momma and Aunt Vina and Momma were busy in the kitchen, Momma was sitting on a chair with a 

big bowl on her lap, peeling and cutting up fresh peaches, and Aunt Vina was whipping up a bowl of whipped cream,  

I noticed someone with a greenish-blue car pull up and park under the Russian olive tree. I stretched my neck to see 

who it was, because I didn’t know w3ho he was. I figured it was one of the neighbors, but he hesitated before he 

walked toward the house. He was dressed in a nice dark grey suit, and had on awhite shirt and tie and I wonder3ed 

why he kept looking around before when he went up the steps to the back porch.and  

When Momma saw him, she dropped the knife in the bowl and ran upstairs. Aunt Vina went over and pushed the door 

open saying, “For land’s sakes, Earl, come in. I’m so glad you decided to come. It has been a long time, hasn’t it?”   

I was thirty-one, with three children, and I never heard of Earl/ Aunt Vina brought him inside so he could be with the 

men, and he seemed nervous.  

Aunt Vina came back downstairs, and Momma was in back of her, wiping her eyes.  Shirley announced that  everyone 

should go sit in the dining room and  Earl sat down at the far end of the table, with the men and you could feel the 

tension in the air, when  Momma sat at the opposite end and it was such a nice dinner and everyone ate, but no one had 

much to say.  

The plates were taken away and we were about to have coffee and cake, and Earl got up. He smiled at Aunt Vina, and 

put his arm around her and excused himself. “Under the circumstances, I think it’s best I leave. It was good seeing 

everyone again, but it‘s a long drive back to Newton and I wan tto get home before dark.” The neighbors and the other 

relatives stayed seated, while Leo and Ervin, Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry walked Earl to the door. I picked up Freddie, 

seeing him playing with the dog, and the men went out on the back porch and were talking and smoking  and I saw 

Momma quick sneak back upstairs? Uncle Henry seen what she did and  kind of whispered to Earl, “Did you  know 
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Myrtle’s husband, been in a mental hospital for a couple of years now? Don’t know her or anyone else! She’s doing 

pretty good for herself, owns a flower shop somewhere on Long Island?” Taking his wallet out he winked at Earl and 

gave him her business card. He glanced at it, smiled and put it in his pocket..  

I was holding Freddie and Earl came over to me, and wanted Aunt Vina to introduce him to me. She apologized  “Oh! 

I’m sorry Earl,  this is Myrtle’s daughter, Rose..” He gave me a big smile and smoothed his hand over Freddie’s 

blonde, curly hair, and Aunt Vina told him that Freddie was on the TV program  “I Got A Secret” last May. He broke 

into a big smile and let me know he remembered seeing Freddie and me on that program, but he had no idea who we 

were.   

But he was making me feel very uncomfortable the way he kept staring at me, as if he wanted to say something but he 

didn’t Instead he leaned over and hugged and kissed me and I pushed him away because I thought he had a lot of 

nerve.  I didn’t  know him, and he didn’t know me! I couldn’t understand why Aunt Vina  just  stood there smiling at 

him, as if she approved! He put his hat on and left. When he got in his car, I noted he kept looking up at the window 

upstairs as he was pulling out of the driveway. Seeing  how he kept waving, Aunt Vina assumed he was waving at us, 

and the I realized, he was looking upstairs and waving at Momma, she  was upstairs and he was looking up at that 

window where she must have been watching him leave.  

Once he was gone, Momma came back downstairs. I questioned her.“Who was that man?” She bit her lip and 

wouldn’t answer me. Aunt Vina sounded angry when she said, “Honestly, Myrtle, I can’t understand you. Earl was 

good enough  to drive all the way up from New Jersey, to go to Ma’s funeral, and you treat him like that? He’s still 

Ervin’s and Leo’s and my friend.  What happened between you and him years ago, has nothing to do with us. This is 

my house. It’s not up to you to tell me, who I can invite here.” Seeing how Momma went back upstairs, I asked Aunt 

Vina, “Who was that man?”   
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Her eyes got real big, because she was so surprised I didn’t know who Earl was. she questioned me,  ”You mean, 

afterall these years, you don’t know who Earl is?”  I shook my head.   

She sighed, “ It was her girlfriend Helen, that she grew up with, that had the courage to write and tell her what Earl 

had done. Your mother never loved your father. All they have ever done since the were married is argue and fight. She 

and Earl,never argued, they always had had such a good time together, .but,  I guess it wasn’t meant to be!”  

Hearing that, answered a lot of questions and she leaned over and whispered,  “Between you and me, she never 

stopped loving Earl! That was nothing but a big act she put on in there today. She didn’t fool me one bit. And don’t 

kid yourelf, Eark still loves her too. But, I don’t’ think he had any  

 

 

By the time they got to Valley Stream, it was five oclock,  closing time. The wind-chimes alerted Momma when  

someone opened the door. Momma looked to see who is was and when she saw it was Earl walking in, she went right 

up to him and pushed him back outside along with Rodney. Then she slammed the door and pulled the dark green 

curtain down and locked the door. They stood there laughing at what she did and  had no choice but turn around go 

back home.  

When she told me about what happened, I knew she was putting on a big act, pretending she was so annoyed at what 

they did. “How dare he think,  he can walk in my store, when he knows I am a married woman! How would it look to 

my neighbors, seeing two men come in my store after hours?  And you can be surethe thought I was going to feed 

them and they were going to stay for the night, but, I fixed them. I just slammed the door in their faces and went back 

to the kitchen and left them standing there in the doorway.!” 

 

Gramma died in July of 1957, and he went to see her shortly after, and Momma didn’t’ hear from him again, until 4 

years later. Earl lived in the western part of New Jersey and like I told you he had the Towanda Daily sent to him 

every day when he noticed this  article in it,  he called Momma, and  he started writing her letters, lots of letters, and 

somehow he won her over. 

            

            “LOCAL GIRL FROM WYSOX HUSBAND DIES IN VETERAN’S HOSPITAL 

              Myrtle Squires Mc Arow is the owner of a flower shop in Valley Stream, L. I. 

              Her husband of twenty-seven years, Thomas F. Mc Arow, died May 19, 1961  

                 Was in the King’s Park Veteran’s Mental Hosptial L. I.,  for seven years.”  

 

 

Yet, she never let on to me or to you that Earl was calling her and she was calling him too and sending her cards and 

letters..She did say, in the beginning she ignored them,  but after she got so many she began to answer them.  I laughed 

the way she said, ’she finally ‘had to’ answer his letters. When he ame see her the second, he brought Rodney again, 

and she made them a nice dinner. When he came the second time,  I  guess it must have been a rather awkward 

moment.   

 “Momma told me later on,  ‘He threw his hat in the middle of the rug and he stood there looking at her, then he told 

her that was an old farmer’s way of saying, “Am I inited in or not?” and he laughed.and he gave her an awkward kiss 

on the cheek. She had dinner ready because she expected them and she gave them some of her lemon pie, and they 

talked until midnight and left.    

I guess, all was forgiven because by the spring of 1965, Earl moved in bag and baggage and stayed until he died in the 
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spring of 1976, when they operated on him, for Epilepsy.” 

 

“What a hard time Momma had trying to explain Earl, to her friends and relatives, especially being as religious as she 

was, at that time.  Here she was living with a man she wasn’t married to. It was amazing to see the change in Momma 

she was so happy when Erarl came back in her life.. She would close her shop Saturday, Sunday and Monday, and 

they go away every week-end, either to the Vermont, the Pocono Mountains or to Virginia and lots of times they’d 

drive up to see Aunt Vina. They  really enjoyed the time they had together and I don’t remember them ever having an 

argument or a fight.”  

 

I had met Earl in 1957, and when Mary Jane and Sonny met him in 1965,, they really liked him. , and  it made 

Momma feel good to know we like Earl a lot, and we were so happy for her and those ten years she had with him, 

were the happiest days of her life. 
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EARLY 1900’s, HORNELL, NEW YORK 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1043 

 

 

Momma was in her seventies, when I questioned her again, “You mean you don’t remember anything about when you 

lived in Hornell, when you were a little girl?”  

 

Momma sat there thinking, and jus said, “I remember some of the things that happened, but no, I don’t have too many 

memoires of when we lived there. I do remember my Aunt Vine adopted  Vina and how she cried and I cried, . I was 

around 6 and she was about 9. I didn’t know what adopted mean and neither did she.  When Aunt Vine andUncle 

Henry came to take Vine home with them, I got hysterical,  The had parked their horse and buggy in our driveway. and 

we were was playing on the porch and we saw them walk up the steps. and they looked at her,  and Aunt Vine said, 

“Where is Vina? I hope she’s packed and ready to go.” They usually walked right in the house,  but  that day, they 

stayed on the porch and told me, “We are here to take Vine with us , because we adopted her and from now on  she 

will be living with us.” I didn’t think too much of it because I thought they were going to bring her back home that 

night.” 

 

“My mother loved Vine because she brugth her up, so she was more like her mother than a sister. Because she raised 

her since the day she was born/ My grandmother’s name was Elizabeth Vanderworker, and she born sometime around 

1845, and died in childbirth. And mymother was only nine years old and in the third grade. She couldn’t  go to school 

anymore, because she had to take care of the new baby and get her brothers of to school. My mother was so young, she 

Re had to stand on a backless chair to do the cooking and baking, and she had to do the wash and ironing, and they had 

good neighbors and they would came by, and help her. They showed her what to do, and they found a local woman to 

be a ‘wet nurse’ for the baby.  

Their father, John Vanderworker, didn’t remarry, until all the children were grown and out of the house.In 1891, Rose 

met and married David when she was sixteen, and he was 27.. She lost several babies before they had Vina, March 9, 

1897, and they named her after her sister Vine.  

 

Onhe day Aunt  Vine came ot our house with her husband,  she was crying when she told my mother, they just came 

from the doctor, and she found out that she could not have any children. It broke Rose’s heart to see how upset she 

was, so she told her, she could adopt Vine, knowing she would be very good to her and they could give her the kind of 

things they never could.  

 

When Aunt Vine came to take Vina home with her, as she was leaving, Vine was crying, because she didn’t want to 

go, and she cupped my chin in her hand and told her, ‘You can come and play with Vina, but only if your mother is 

you..” Because Henry had a good job at the bank, they had a big beautiful house in town, and they loved hving Vina. 

My aunt dressed her in beautiful white cotton dresses trimmed with lace, with wide light blue satin bows tied around 

her waist and she tied big blue ribbons, on her long shiny auburn hair, and she always  looked so pretty.    

She enrolled Vina in a Catholic School, and soon after they adopted a young boy.and she enjoyed seeing them walk 

hand in hand to school, in their school uniforms.  

 

Aunt Vine became a Catholic, so she could marry Uncle Henry, and she had to promise to bring up their children 

Catholics, and their adopted children had to be brought up Catholic too. Rose mother didn’t care, she agreed with 

anything Aunt Vine wanted to do. 

 

Finally she told my mother, “I’m not bringing Vina here anymore, because she gets so upset, when we have to leave, 

and Myrtle doesn’t help the situation by crying..”After tht they rarely came. Aunt Vine was happy she had her own 

little family. Once I leaned to write, we wrote one naohte almost every week, even though Vina lived  in town,we 

didn’t see each other.  
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Hornell, New York 

March 12th, 1913 

                                   

Dear Myrtle,   

 

My birthday was March 9th and Autn Vine had a nice party for me. 

 Canyou believe, I am sixteen now? Henry sent me a pretty birthday card, 

 and  guess what?He asked me to marry him and I wrote him back,and I told 

 him  ‘Yes.”  Oh! I am so happy and excited .  
                     

We decided to get married in June, in the little 

Church in Wysos.  Ma can have the  

reception in her house. Henry is  looking  for a hous in East      

Towanda, because like I told you, he is not a farmer, he has a  

job and works for the Lehigh Valley Railroad, and he wants  

a house, so he will be near his job, and you can come see me. 

                                   

      As soon as school is over, I am coming home so I can  

get ready for my wedding. I feel bad Aunt Vine is upset  

 but she said, she understands, and is happy for me..  

She cried and said,  it breaks her tht I;’m going to be  

       living so far away.  Oh Myrtle, I am so happy.  

       I  can’t wait to be with Henry again.. 

 
                         

      Your loving sister, Vina. 
 
.  

  
Rose got sp flustered when she heard Vina was getting married and coming home in 3 months and wanted the 

reception there house, and she was going to have all that company in her house.   
                                           
 

Everything was packed and ready when school was over, and Vine was going to go  back to her mother’s house for the 

wedding.   

It was with a heavy heart Aunt Vine and Uncle Henry was bringing Vina back to her mother’s house, so she could get 

ready for the wedding, when Aunt Vine had dreamed of the day, she would be planning Vina’s wedding.  

Henry checked the hope chest to make sure it wwas secure and covered properly, in case it rained before they left. It 

was a long and tiresome ride to Wysox, and when they arrived Myrtlego tlal excited, when she saw them pull in the 
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driveway. She ran out to meet them, and was amazed to see all the wedding gifts Vina had received. Rose came out 

wiping her hands on her aapron, eyeing all the presents. Her sister Vine got out telling her all about the lovely party 

she had for Vine, before they left, and that it was her friends in Hornell that gave her the lovely wedding gifts, 

and.everyone helped carry in the gifts and suitcases into the house. .   

Rose stood at the door and told Leo and Ervin to go help their Uncle Henry tp take down the hope chest strapped to the 

back of the carriage, because she told them,  it looked to be very heavy. Aunt Vine smiled and assured her, “Oh! It is. 

It’s filled with sheets, pillowcases tablecloths towels, quilts and doilies, we bought for Vina. Many a night we would 

sit by the fire and crochet lace on the edges of  her sheets and pillowcases.” Rose nodded but was more concerned 

where to put the big hope chest. She ushered them in the parlor with it and had them  because she had no place else to 

put it. She figured Vina would be married in two weeks, and she would soon be moving in a house soon, because 

Henry was looking at one in East Towanda.   

Rose had made a delicious dinner for her sister and  brother-in-law, and the little boy they had adoptedm, and they had 

to leave early the next morning, ad got back to Hornell.  

Wednesday afternoons, Rose  looked forward to teaching the women how to make their quilts and patterns  at their 

little church. In the winter they sat around the wood stove, but in the summer they preferred to sit out under the trees.  

That particular Wednesday morning, Rose had Vina put on her wedding gown, because she had told her it was too 

long and Aunt Vine didn’t have time to have it hemmed for her, before they left Hornell. Rose had her stand on a chair 

and slowly turn, while she marked the bottom of dress with blue chalk, where the hem should be. When she finished, 

she showed Vina how to use the sewing mchine, and had her practice on a piece of cloth before she sewed on her 

dress,  to make sure she could do it right and was pleased to see how well she could do it.   

After lunch, it was time for Rose  to leave, and she made Myrtle and Lily go with her so Vina could be alone. She 

knewshe had a lot of things needed to get done before the wedding. Myrtle was thrilled to think  that Vina was getting 

married and was going to live in East Towanda, even if it was a long walk down the road.. She happily told her 

mother, “Now I can go see Vina whenever I want.” Rose cautioned her,  “Oh! No you can’t!  When Vine gets married, 

you can’t go barging in her house whenever you feel like it, you have to be invited.” Disappointed at what her mother 

told her, Myrtle asked,:”How come I  can’t just go see her, she’s my sister?”   

Rose sighed,“Because she will have husband, and it’s his house, and you would be what they call, intruding ,if you 

went therewithout being invited.” Being young and hirteen, Myrtle was ma she couldn’t go there anytime she liked, 

when she was so happy she was going to finally live near them.  But, she had no way of knowing what being married 

meant, or she could no longer play with Vina.  

After Rose left with the girls, Vina being the house by herself. She had another cup of tea and put three irons on the 

back of the stove to heat up, and her mother reminded her, she would need to put more wood in. She  pulled out the 

threads from the hem very carefully, then set up the ironing board, and folded the hem down wherever the chalk marks 

were,  and pressed the hem in like her mother suggested,  before she sewed it, to keep it straight.  

Sitting  at the sewing machine she squinted as she  pushed the end of the white thread through the needle, making sure 

the dress laid flat underneath the needle and was very tense, as she slowly pushed the tredle back and forth and sewed 

the hem in her wedding gown, and found it was a lot easier that she thought. She pressed the hem in again, and when 

she looked at her wedding gown, she  hugged it to herself,  knowing that soon she was going to be married to Henry. 

.She went to hang it up, and realized her mother didn’t have any hangers or a wardrobe, so she folded the dress and 

laid it on top of the sheets in her hope chest and closed the wooden lid down, her heart started to race, because she 

thought she smelled smoke.  

 

Being alone, at first she was very frightened. She ran back in the parlor and opened the door and  dragged  heavy 

wooden hope chest out as far as  the porch and caught her breath,  then pulled it down on the  lawn and was able to get 

it under the tree. Then she ran back and collected most of the gifts, and dropped them next to it and went back to save 

mother’s sewing machine. While she was trying to push it out the front door, a neighbor came in and helped her and 

together they managed to get it out under the tree next the hope chest..  

Breathlessly, she thanked him, and ran back in the house and he grabbed her and stopped her, “You can’t go back in 
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there, the whole house is on fire now.”. Vina pushed him aside/ “I have to  save my mother’s pump organ.  She loves 

that organ my uncle gave her!”      

Vine broke away from him and disregarded his concern and ran back in. There was so much smoke when he went in 

after her. he couldn’t see her, and he bumped into her as she was walking backwards and trying to pull the organ out 

all by herself, and got it as far as the front door. He pushed her aside, and he shoved it out the door  and another 

neighbor came along and helped him put under the maple tree and.Vina noticed the finish on one side of the organ was 

blistered and scorched, but she was just so glad they were able to get it out of the house.  

I  

As he spoke, it happened.  The fire became a huge ball of fire and there were giant flames reaching up to the sky and 

the all too familiar smell of Christmas trees burning and sparks flying through the air, the fire consume the entire 

upstairs bedrooms..   

 

Neighbors came running up the road and down the road, asking what they could do to help, but there was 

nothing anyone could do, because all that was left were smoldering ashes where Rose Squires’s house once stood, and 

most all of her beautiful quilts she was so proud of, were gone. 

 

    When their neighbor Mr. Miller  pulled in the church driveway, he yelled over to Rose, “Come quick’… get in, your 

house is a fire.” She stood there and stared at him and  never said a word, and he put hishand out and helped her get up 

in the wagon. She called Lily and Myrtle, and told them to get in.and hated to have to tell her what happened, and they 

flew down the road as fast as his horses would take them, but, when they got there, she could see the parlor was badly 

burned,     the chimney had fallen down and the bricks were in the midst of the smoking ruins. Rose walked over and 

looked at what was her kitchen, and let out a long sad sigh and closed her eyes, because she knew what happened, 

because he had asked David several times, to fix that chimney.   

 

Myrtle ran to Vina and put her arms around her, and they sobbed and as sad as it was, when she looked at Vine’s 

face,she laughed at her and told, “Your face is covered with black soot.” Vina sort of laughed, but she was rather 

bewildred after what happened,  and cired on Myrtle’s houlder, being he was so upset.  Rose stood there with the 

women, while Mildlred, looking at the smoldering timbers in the kitchen and felt so sorry for Rose and her family. 

Vina went to her mother and sobbed,  “I saved my wedding dress, because I put it in the hope chest. I don’t know how 

I did it, but I managed to push my hope chest outside and saved most all my presents and pne of your neighbors saw 

the smoke and came running t ohelp me  get your sewing machine and pump organ out, and we  put them under the 

maple tree.“ Only then did Rose’s face light up and she thanked Vina for what she had done and told her, “I thought 

they were  ruined. ” 

Vina said, “Well, Mr. Miller came along and he helped me push them out the front door.” 

Rose looked at the top of her beautiful maple tree, where all their things were underneath it, and told her, “All the 

leaves on the side of the tree were singed from the fire.  “Probably the fire was so hot, when those mattresses caught 

fire.” Mildred agreed and then Rose  asked her, . “Did anyone think to go tell David?”  

 

Mildred said, “Well, I don’t  know, but I am sure someone must have told him, I saw him earlier, with the boys,   just 

up the road at  old man’s Wesfield’s place, fixing a fence..”  

 

Vina nodded..“ I am  soworried about my hope chest being under the tree, because  my wedding dress is in it, and I 

don’t want anything to happen to it or to the things that’s inside it.”  

“What am I going to do with my hope chest and  all my wedding presents, we’ve no place to go and my mother’s 

sewing machine and pump organ can’t stay there. I wish my father would come home and tell us what to do. I don’t 
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even know where we’re going to sleep tonight? If we were in Hornell, we have family there, but, we don’t’ have no 

family here., except my fahter’ cousins, and my mothr said, they don’t like us too much.”  

Mildred told Rose, “Here comes David and the boys now. Old man Wesfied’s bringing them in his  wagon. Then  

Mildred turned to Vina seeing how she was crying, and she smoothed down her hair and tried to comfort her. “Don’t 

worry, I will have my husbandl put everything in our barn. They  will be safe there.”  Vina  nodded and thanked her, 

and wiped her eyes and she noticed that Mildred was looking at her face and was laughing, and she figured she must 

have smeared some the soot over her face.   

While Rose waited for David to get down off the wagon, she thanked Mildred for being there for  her and sighed 

pathetically,. “Will it ever end? When we lived in Hornell, two of our houses burned to the ground from passing trains, 

and we moved here.and we lived by the railroad tracks again and we had another house burn down. And  nowthis 

house burns down because of a broken chimney that David meant to fix. No wonder I have such a terrible headache 

and there’s nothing I can do about it, because all my headache powder burned up in the fire. I don’t know what we are 

ever going to do, we seem to have the worst luck of any family I ever knew.”  

Rose walked over to David, and saw the expression on his face, as he stood there  staring at the charred remains of 

thieir house, and didn’t want to look at.i anymore, because it was just too painful to see another one of their homes 

burned to the ground.  

Seeing Vine with hermother, he was relieved to see she was alright, except for the soot on her face, when. he hugged 

her to him.  Mr. Westfield, wad standing beside him, knowing what he was going through ,and they heard Leo and 

Ervin saying. angrily, “Ourt guns and fishing rods were burned up in the damn fire, and we worked so hard to buy 

them, and now they’re gone.” Leo spun around and hit the tree full force with his fist, then he was moaning and 

groaning, holding his hand because of the excruciating pain he had to contend with. 

David let out a long tired sigh and looked at Rose, “There’s nothing left, and if Mildred didn’t insist on taking my 

mother’s bible home with her last night, to glue that loose page back in, it would be gone too. We don’t live by the 

railroad tracks, so how did it start, doyou know, Rose?” She knew but she didn’t want to tell David, seeing how upset 

he was. All she said was, “Well, we managed to  live through all the other fires, so I guess we’ll just have to start over 

again.” 

 

The women were still at the church, sewing and  sittting under the trees. Seeing Mr. Miller pull in with Rose and her 

family, the women  all looked up, and were waiting to hear how bad the fire was. When they asked Rose, that was 

when she broke down and cried, “There’s nothing left. Everything we had is gone.”  They crowded around her and 

sympathized with her,  wanting to know what they could do to help her, knowing what an anwful thing it was, not to 

have a home.  

The minister came and raised his hand to get eveyone’s attention and asked for volunteers to take some of the 

Squires’children home for a few weeks .One lady who was used to Lily and Aaron, spoke up for them, another lady 

said she’d take  Leo and Ervin, but no one wanted Myrtle or Vina. They would take Vina, but not Myrtle and she 

wouldn’t go unless Myrtle could go too!  Mrs.Eggeleston was listening to what was going on, and he raised her hand 

and told the minister, “I’ll take Myrtle and Vina home with me.”  

The  women glanced at one another and with that ‘all-knowing’ look, one of them whispered to her,”Mrs. Eggleston, 

Vina is a lovely girl, but you are going to very sorry if you take Myrtle in your home.”  She igored their well meaning 

advise and packed u her things and  told the girls to get  in her carriage andthey went home with her for a few weeks.  

The day after the fire Rose asked Mildred  would she please take her back to see if their root cellar survived the fire. 

She was greatly relieved to see nothing happened to any of the jars ofon the shelves, because she worriedthe heat from 

the fire might have cracked some of them  She inspected  row upon row of vegetables and fruit she had canned, and 

they were all just fine. 

 

Rose thanked the women for the chairs and furniture for the parlor, the big table and six chairs for the kitchen, so they 

would have some place to sit and eat. She was so happy to see  

 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1048 

 

Putting her arm around Myrtle, she laughed, :”What in the world would I ever do with you? That was very sweet of 

you to say that, but, you know we already have nine in help.  Besides, you are so young, you should be enjoying your 

life, not wanting to leave home and go to work!’  

 

THE YEARS THAT FOLLOWED … 1913-1924  

To her surprise,  she found Myrtle did so well that she gave her a titlem, she was to be Mrs. Eggleston’s personal maid 

and that is what she did  from 1913-1923. Then she married Thomas Francis Mc Arow, against Mrs. Eggleston’s 

wishes. It broke her heart to think Myrtle would marry a man like that, when she heard from some of the maids, how 

Thomas drank and gambled. 

Myrtle was never so happy as when she was working for Mr. Eggleston. She  was very good to her, and she traveled 

with them back and forth in their private railroad cars to their summer homes, and because of  Mrs. Eggelston, 

Myrtle’s life was turned around.She never dreamed she would have the chance to live in New York City every winter 

and be back in Wysox every summer. But, it took time for her to learn, that she had to behave herself if she was going 

to continue working for Mr. Eggleston, especially after what she did to her guest’s expensive hats, at a the 1914 New 

Year’s Eve party.    

A time whent by, Myrtle  became a very sophisticated young lady, and dressed very fashionably, and had learned to 

choose the outfits Mrs. Eggleston would wear each day, even her shoes and jewelry.. When their chauffeur took Mrs. 

Eggleston over to Fifth Avenue to go shoppig, she took Myrtle with her,  and  buy her clothes and shoes just like she 

did for her daughter Helen..  

When she was going to the one room school house, Earl Pipher was the only boy she ever went with, and when she 

went to work for Mrs. Eggleston, they would only got to see one another in the summer. Then Myrtle was engaged to 

Earl for almost four years, and around 1923, Earl married someone else in town, and never told her and  she was 

devastated by what he did to her.  

That same year, was when she  met Thomas,  at an Irish dance. Soon after she told Mrs. Eggleston she was going to 

marry him, an she  pleaded with her not to, that she was only doing it on the rebound, that she would be so sorry if she 

did  that she was only doing it to get back at Earl. knowing how he drank and gambled. Myrtle argued with her that 

Thomas had promised her, once they got married, he would stop his drinking. Mrs. Eggleston laughed out loud,  “Oh, 

no he won’t!  I guarantee you he won’t! I know his kind!” After they were married he didn’t stop his drinking. In fact, 

he had no intention of stopping and would get mad at her, if she reminded him of what he had promised her. 

From the day they got  married, it was one arugment after the other.  

Myrtle used some of the money Mrs. Eggleston gave them for their wedding to have the baby at the Women’s 

Hospital, because she did not want to have her baby at home, like some of women did, and I was born there on 

September 5, 1925.  Four months after I was born,  she was pregnant again, and she told Thomas they had to look for 

an apartment. He grumbled at her ‘I can’t afford to pay for no apartment, I have to pay my bookies off.. Besides, I 

have enough money problems without you nagging at me, to get an apartment?” She was so hurt that he couldn’t 

understand this was not how she wanted to live,he was working and making more money  than his brother.  

Momma knew they had at least seven hundred dollars or more, left in the bank, between the money Mrs. Eggleston 

gave them and the money they received  at their wedding. When she was going for her check up at the hospital, being 

she was due in two months, she was going to give the hoopital some money to pay for the delivery of her second 

baby.When she went to the bank to take some of the money out for the hospital, they told her her husband had closed 

the account and withdrew the money, months ago...She couldn’t believe, he would do such a thing, and she realized it 

meant they have no money left in the bank?  

When Thomas came home. she  confronted him with what he had done, and he walked away and told her, ”That 

money was just as much mine as it was yours aneI needed it to pay off my bookie.  and there’s not a thing you can do 

about it?” 

 

Myrtle finally realized what she had done,  by marrying a man that drank and gambled, like he did. Mrs. Eggleston had 

warned her, and she knew her life was never going to be any different being married to him, and he was never going 
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change. She  would hear Mrs. Eggleston words in her mind an dhow he had warned her,  “If you marry him. Myrtle, 

believe me when I tell you, he will ruin your life, and that of your children,  should your ever have any by him.”  

Night after night, while he had passed out, she would  cry herself to sleep, wondering what was going to become of her 

and her babies, we can’t keep living in this one little room. A few nghts later, when Daddy came home he told her, 

“Well, I found an apartment uptown, and we can move right in. We are going to be janitors. We  won’t have to pay 

any rent and we will live downstairs in an apartment in the cellar. And all we have to do is keep the two elevator 

apartments clean, shine the brass mailboxes, and do odd jobs for the tenants. It’s uptown on my milk route, near 

Brigetta. That should make you happy because she lives around the corner. Now that she is married, you two can keep 

each other company!”   

Momma was furious that he would expect her to be a janitor after living with the Egglestons for ten years where she 

was used to the very best, and she is going to be the one who is going  to  clean the two big elevator apartment houses, 

not him..  She was seven months pregnant and she  wanted to have their own apartment to bring up her children in, and 

she was going to have to live in a cellar apartment, and have to work to keep two big apartment houses clean, when 

she has two small babies to take care of?  It broke her heart to think, he didn’t care. 

When they moved in,  just like she thought, she was the one that had to do all the work, because Daddy refused to do 

any of it. She didn’t want her babies to have to live in a cellar apartment, but there wasn’t a thing she could do about it. 

Daddy finished work  around noon every day, and sneak into the nearest speak-easy, and go home drunk, while every 

morning she had to  mop the floors in the foyer of both buildings, and keep an eye on me  because she had me in the 

carriage near where she was working,  I was nine months old, and the tenants loved to stop and talk to me and bring 

me cookies, since most of the women were elderly and had lots of time on their hands. 

It didn’t take Myrtle long to figure out how to fix small electrical work for the tenants, or if they needed a lamp 

rewired, and she soon learned to fix broken eletrical outlets, the  jobs Daddy should have been doing. And she had to 

learn how to take are of most of the plumbing problems that came ujp, and henever she asked him to help her, he 

would pretend he was sleeping.  

The women that lived there, liked Momma, and they were wise to  Daddy and knew he was an alcoholic. They would 

tip her and tell her, ‘You hide this, because one day you might need it’ The only thing Daddy did, was every night he 

put the cans of ashes and garbage out at the curb. Becuase the garbage trucks came around in the middle of the night, 

and in the morning, Momma carried  them back downstairs, and there were six and seven cans for each apartment 

house 

 

Momma saved all the tips the women gave her and would hide it in the back of the china closet, in a covered sugar 

bowl, so Daddy wouldn’t find it, because she needed it to pay  the Woman’s Hospital with, before she had her second 

baby there.. She managed to pay off half the bill and one morning when she was going for her  nine month check-up, 

she reached in the sugar bowl to get the money to pay the hospital, the rest of the bill and and it was gone.  She 

panicked and felt all around in the back of the china closet, but it wasn’t there. She knew Daddy took it and she had to 

sit down because she could hardly breathe, she was upsetto think he would do such a thing to her!  

It was Halloween morning, October 31, 1926. and I  was a year an done month old and asleep in my crib, when 

Momma went into hard labor. She was all alone but one the older tenants upstairs had her kitchen window open and 

she heard Momma screaming ,everytime she had another contraction.. Knowing she was pregnant, Mrs. Rosenbaum 

took the elevator down to cellar, and knocked and not getting any answer she opened the door and went inside to see if 

she was alright. She found her on the kitchen floor writhing in pain, and knowing she didn’t have a phone, she  hurried 

back up to her apartment and sh ecalled for an ambulance.  

By the time they arrived, Momma had passed out on the kitchen floor, and the baby was coming They could see she 

was having a hard time, and when she came around they told her she was having some serious complications, and 

needed to get her to the hospital, but before they knw it, Sonny was being born on the kitchen floor. When they cut the 

umbilical cord, they noticed how blue he was, and they wrapped him up in a towel and rushed him to the hospital, 

telling Momma needed a blood transfusion, and left her on the floor with a nurse. She washed her then helped her into 

bed and put a clean nightgown on her, and she asked the nurse to check on me..  
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It was a few days before they let Sonny go home, and somehow she managed to drag herself on the trolley and go to 

the hospital so she could nurse Sonny twice a day. When she brought Sonny home, she was in constant pain and so 

weak she could hardly walk, and she decided she better go to  the clinic for a check up, and left the babies with 

Bridgetta, who just adored them   

She told him. “I have no control over my getting pregnant!.” He raised his eyebrow and let her know , “Mrs. Mc 

Arow, there are ways to prevent a pregnancy, and that is what you need to do.” She was insulted he suggested such a  

thing. ”I’d be committing a sin if I did that.. I’m a Catholic Catholic. I’m not allowed to use  birth control.” The doctor 

threw his hands up, “Oh! I see, you would rather die, and what will happen to your children wuth no mother to take 

care of them?”  

On her way home, she stopped in and had a cup of tea with her friend  Bridgetta, and let her fuss and hug her babies, 

and told her what the doctor had said to her.  She stood up and reminded her, ‘that she  could not practice birth control, 

that it would be a mortal sin if she did!.’ Then she confided in her ‘how unhappy she  was, that her husband was 

always drunk and sometimes, he didn’t come home for a day or two, that drinking was such a ‘curse’.’   

One Sunday when Uncle Mick went to see them,  Daddy told him annoyed, “Well, Myrtle’s pregnant again.” Mick 

scratched his head and suggested, ”Tom, suppose I look for a nice big apartment,  near 125th Street,  and we could 

share the rent and expenses, because I would really like to move in with you, it ‘s very lonely in that apartment since 

you and Myrle moved out?”  

He found them an apartment at 500 West 131st Street, and they moved in and they were back together again, and 

Daddy was borrowing money from Michael again. When Momma’s time grew near, she told Daddy she was going to 

Pennsylvania, because she wanted to be with her sister Vina, if she was going to die. He didn’t care, he told her, ‘go’.. 

What he didn’t know, was she had already written Aunt Vina, that she was worried what would happen to the children, 

if she should die andVina promised her, she would take her children and love them for her.  

She packed  a suitcase and said her ‘good-byes, and  was going to call a cab to take us to Pennsylvania Station. She  

had Sonny by the hand, and the suitcase in her other hand with her pocketbook and   was walking beside her. When 

Michael  how drunk Daddy was and he sat there and wasn’t helping her, he called a cab and took  us to the train 

station, seeing how she was eight months pregnant and was struggling with a suitcase and  two small children, and he 

let Thomas know, she should be ashamed of himself.   He knew how frightened she was, because of what the doctor 

had told her, he assured her, she was  going to be alright, that God would take care of her.  

 

                                                 .  

 

Before the train pulled out, Myrlte felt she had to thank Mick and tell him, she didn’t know what they would have 

done,  had it not been for him always helping them out financially. That it made her angry how Tom took advantage of 

him, knowing he was trying to saving his money.to go back to Ireland, while Daddy was spending his money on  

whiskey, beer and playing the numbers! Mick  just shook his head and he waved and left and told her to take care of 
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herself..  

It was while she was at Aunt Vina’s, Daddy started making his own whiskey and beer in the 

 

It digusted Mick to see what he was doing tnot only to himself but to his family, because the only time  

 

One day Mick was taking a walk along Riverside Drive, and he met Mary, a lovely girl from Ireland. He found out. 

she was saving her money to go back to Ireland too, and they hit it off and they were married soon after, and they lived 

with us, while they continued to save their money to so they could  buy a house and a farm.  

Before they left, Mich decided he wanted to do something to help Momma, because once they were gone, she would 

not have no more money coming in from their room and board. He decided to give her the money to go to a cooking 

school, and become a Certified French Chef, so she could make enough money to support herself and the children, 

because he knew she was not going to get much help from Thomas.. 

 

At night when Momma was alone, she realized what a terrible mistake she made by marrying Daddy and the thought 

of being married to him the rest of her life, made her cry all the more.a She would wonder why, when none of his 

sisters or brothers drank or gambled? His isster Rose was the oldest, and when she came to America, she worked and 

paid the way for her sister Florrie and her three brothers, Michael, Thomas and Bernie, to come to America. 

Thomas  joined the U. S. Navy, even though he was a British subject, andhe served on the U.S.S. Black Hawk for 4 

years during WW1, Mick worked for the Fifth Avenue Bus Company ,[  

In 1919 he became an American citizen, and with his experience with groceries, while he was in thenavy, he got a job 

with the James Butler stores, as a manager,and was sent to New Rochelle, New York, their stores were very similar to 

the A & P stores. He was with them a few years, then he moved in with his brother Mick and got a job with Sheffield 

Farms and delivered milk. 

Uncle Mick was my God-father, and he was extremely good to all of us. He opened a bank account for me on 125th 

Street and each year, instead of buying me presents for Christmas or on my birthday, he would put the money in the 

bank for me. After he went to Ireland, Daddy took the money and gambled it away.and I never got to see any of it.  

Daddy and Uncle Mick were twins, they were  born, May 17,1896.andtheir mother and father died that same year. The 

parish priest had to separate, in order to find them homes when their mother died after giving birth to the twins, 

Michael and Thomas, and shortly after, their father died  from blood poisoning, when he stepped on a rusty nail in the 

barn. The eight children had to be seaparted and the  twins were separated too, Michael was taken in by a family in 

town, and had a completely different life, he was kept well dressed and never had to work, while Thomas was raised 

on a farm by his cousins, the Mc Aleer’s, and had to work very hard on their farm, so the twins grew up and rarely 

ever saw one another, until they came to America.  

When Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary left for Ireland, Momma still had the big box of old lace curtains in the corner of the 

room, and to disguise the 3’ X 3’ box, she kept a lace doily  over it, and a lamp.I was only six, when Uncle Mick left, 

and I remember .e was tall and thin and Daddy was short and stocky, and they were so different. Uncle Mick was 

pleasant to be around, and was always laughing, and so neat and clean. He wore a clean starched white shirt everyday 

and a black bow-tie, his pants always had a sharp crease in them. He had but two pairs, but while one was in the dry 

cleaners, he wore the other pair. He had his laundry done by the Chinese man around the corner, where the entire 

family lived in the back of the store. laundry, around th corner, and his shoes were always shined..  

Daddy didn’t care how he looked or dressed. Momma had to argue with him to change his clothes, because he would 

have spots on his ties and on his trousers, but, for some reason  he made ssure his shoes were shined, but we were the 

ones that had to shine them so he could his face in them, and he demanded we still do it for him, even when we were 

older and working. 

When Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary was sailing to Ireland. On the Cunard Line, so many Irish relatives were there to see 

them off and to say ‘good-bye’. Their state room was filled with “Bon Voague’ streamers, baskets of fruit and they 
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sneaked in lots of whiskey, and it was the older people that were toasting drinks and it was wonderful to see them 

laughing and saying they were wishing it was themthat was going back to Ireland.  We had to leave when horn 

sounded, then there  were lots of tears as everyone one hugged and kissesd, and we left and walked up so many flights 

of stairs before we got to the top deck  and could walk down the gang-plank..  

There were crowds of people, and we stood in with them, and everyone was looking up, and there were just as many 

faces looking down at us, and we kept waving and the passengers were leaning over throwing down confetti as the big 

ship was slowly being towed by several tug boats, and they pulled that huge big ship away from the pier and out into 

the middle of the Hudson River, and turned it around so it could  head south. We stayed and watched it until we 

couldn’t see it anymore, but Momma trold us it would  turn left and go past Staten Island and the Statue of Liberty, 

then they’d be out in the ocean. When we started walking along the long pier to go home,  all the aunts and uncles that 

came from Ireland, were crying and  wiping their eyes.  

Momma knew once Uncle Mick left, she would no longer be getting money for their room and board, and they were so 

generous helping her out with a bit of money here and there.. They were thrilled to see her become a Certified French 

Chef, just before they left. .After they were gone the school began to send her out to do luncheons, but it was part-time 

work but she now had a certificate with her name on it that stated she had graduated from the Scientific School of 

Cooking, in New York City, as a Certified Chef, with a white hat and all..  

 

Stunned by such terrible news, she insisted she get a second opinion, but the second doctor only confirmed what the 

doctor at Knicerbocker Hospital told her, t it was cancer and Mary Jane was going to need two years of radium 

treatments.  

Momma went home,crying and when she told Daddy,  he got annoyed that she was interuping him and told her, “What 

the matter with you, can’t you see I am busy reading the newspaper! Besides.I’m not interested in hearing anything 

about what the doctor said was wrong with Mary Jane.” His lack of concern made Momma realize all the more, what a 

horrible mistake she had made. He didn’t care about his own child or how upset she was over the devastating news. It 

was then she made up her mind, seeing how his drinking and gambling was getting worse, .she had no choice but work 

full time.  

And for the rest of her married life, Momma had to work to pay the rent, electric, and the food bills, while Daddy did 

whatever he wanted with his pay every week. When she would ask him to pleae help her out with some of the bills, he 

refused and would tell her, “I  need my money to make my whiskey and, beer and I have to pay  my bookie off every 

week”.  

In 1930, the Depression had just started, and times were hard, but the women did not leave their children and go to 

work. Of course,  there were exceptions, if a father died or disappeared. The school was still sending her out to do 

part-time work, to do a luncheon or a dinner. She had been sent to the home of Mr. and Mrs. Henry Hardon several 

times, and they liked her so much, they always asked that they send ‘Myrtle’.  

One day Mrs.Hardon approached her and asked if she would consider working for them full time? Momma was very 

flattered, and said. she would but. she would have to find a woman to take care of the children. That it couldn’t be just 

anyone,  it had to be someone, that she knew would be good to them, and sje knew they would have to live and stay in 

the house. The thought of having to work full time, frightened her. It meant she would no longer be living at home, 

and would be working seven days a week with only Sunday afternoons and evenings off. I honestly believe, she took 

that kind of job, just so she could get away from Daddy.. 

The end of August, 1930,  it was almost  a year since the stock market crashed and the entire country was in a 

Depression that would last for the next eleven years.. By a twist of fate Momma happened to find Anna  at Catholic 

Charities. As she was asking them to help her find a good woman to care for her children, Anna was sitting at the next 

desk, asking the lady, if she could find her a job, where she could have three meals and a bed to sleep in, that she was 

destitute, because the family she had been with for years had to let her go, along with several others.  Due to the 

Depression, there were no jobs and she had no place to go. So many women came from Europe and Ireland, and were 

working in rich homes, and now they were all looking for any kind of work, after they had been working for years in 

some of the wealthy homes, where they had nine and ten in help. But, after the Crash of ’29, the bottom dropped out of 
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the stock market and so many companies and people had lost everything, they had no choice but to let most of their 

help go, in order to survive.  

ANNA AND MY SIXTH BIRTHDAY 

On September 5, 1930,  Momma invited Anna to come  and meet us, after she had said, she did not want to take care 

of three children. Momma was hoping it would change her mind. 

It was my sixth birthday, that day Anna first came to our house. She definitely liked us and Momma invited her to stay 

for dinnr and the birthday party.  The three of us sat at the table and never stopped staring at Anna, we could not 

undertand why she was going to be living in our house with us.  After dinner was over, Anna helped Momma clear the 

table and we could hear them in the kitchen whispering,  and Momma would keep walking in, and look up at the big 

Westminster clock that was on top of the china closet. Then Momma came walking in with a big smile and a birthday 

cake she made me, with candles on it, and she was singing  “Happy Birthday to you!” Anna was all smiles and Sonny 

and Mary Jane started clapping, when Momma  set the cake on the table. I was six and was very proud I could count 

out loud that there were six candles and one to ‘grow on’.on my cake.  

The candles were flickering and the hot wax was running down on the icing and on the pink roses Momma had made. 

They were so pretty, I didn’t want her to cut into them, and she kept nudging me and insisintg, , ”Hurry up and make 

your wish, and blow the candles out before they cause a fire!” I saw Anna smiling at me, as I inhaled enough breath so 

I could blow out all the candles at once, and I did, and evryone clapped again!  Momma kept watching the clock, and 

when it bonged six oclock, she held her hand up and announced, ”Shh …ssh … no more talking! Everyone has to be 

very quiet and listen!” I wasn’t interested,  I wanted a piece of my cake, and Momma was standing over by the radio 

and was turning up the volume on the big wooden radio, that stood on four fat legs saying, “Please … be quite! Uncle 

Don is going to make a very important announcement, and I want everyone to hear what he is going to say!”  

We sat there waiting and looking at one another, and then we heard,  “And a very Happy Birthday to Rose Mc Arow, 

up there on Amsterdam Avenue. Today, Rose is six years old, and I bet you, she can’t guess where her birthday 

present is?  Do you think she should look up on top of the china closet?” I sat there and  I was amazed that I was 

hearing my name coming from the radio and Uncle Don knew it was my birthday!  

I looked at Momma and felt so proud when I told her, “Uncle Don was talking to me.”   Suddenly, Momma jumped up  

telling Anna all excited, ”I forgot where I told him I was putting her gift, it’s in the wrong place.”  

 

Momma ran over to the sideboard, and grabbed the box sittingunerneath it, behind the vase of and as fast as she could,  

stuck it up in back of the big wooden clock sitting on top of the china closet. She laughing so hard, when she lifted me 

up and we stood in front of the china closet and everyone was giggling when they saw he reach up and get my gift. 

Momma put me down. and I sat on the linoleum floor, all exited because I was sure it was the big doll I saw in 

Woolworth 5 & 10 cent store, when I was with her and she said, “If you like that doll, I will get it for your birthday. I 

showed it to her  because I was facinated how it said, “Momma.” when I mopved it back and forth and it even opened 

and closed it’s eyes. I was so happy ripping the crepep pape she had wrapped the box in,   and when I opened it, it was 

a navy blue oil cloth raincoat and hat.  

 

I burst out crying, and looked at Momma so disappointed and put the cover back on the box.and Momma came over 

and knelt down beside me,  “What’s wrong? I thought you would love to have a nice raincoat, now that you are going 

to school, You will need lone when it rains. The sun’s not going to shine everyday..” I sobbed, “But, Momma, you 

promised me you were getting me that big Momma doll!” Then she remembered, and she felt so bad she forgot The 

following Sunday,when she came home, she had the doll all wrapped up so pretty and I was so happy that I hugged 

and kissed her and she msiled when I let her listen to how it cried, “Mamma,Momma!.”  

 

We lived on the corner of 131st Street and Amsterdam Avenue, and being up on the fifth floor, we could see up the hill 

on 131st where our church was on the north side,  and on the southside was the Knickerbocker Hospital,  and we could 

see the wall that went for five black, because it went around the entire grounds of Manhattanville College, and the girls 

school was in on their grounds. But, the boy’s school  and the Domincian nuns convent was in the middle of 131st 
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Street, and it was connected to the church that was on Convent Avenue. And across the street, on the uptown corner 

was Cushman’s Funeral parlor, with a long navy blue awning that went from their front door out to the street.  That 

was one place the kids avoided, they’d rather walk on the other side of the street than go past that funereal parlor, 

when they went to school or to church. 

 

That first week in September, there was a lot going on in our house. Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary had sailed back to 

Ireland,and  Momma was starting a new job and working full time. She was busy telling Anna  the things she should 

remember,  and I was thrilled to think I was going to start first grade up the hill in the Annunciation Girls’ 

School..September 5th t was my sixth birthday and  Momma told me, since I was a big girl now, I had to learn to go to 

school by myself, because she was not going to be home any more.  She brought me downstairs and explained that I 

had to wait at the corner for a red light, and to look to my left, and to the right, before I stepped down off the curb. 

Sometime later  they assigned policemen to stand at certain corners, during school hours, and take the children 

across,.when the light turned red. 

 

We lived on the southwest corner  of 131st Street, and across the street on the northeast corner,was Cushman’s Funeral 

Parlor,and the Knicerbocker Hospital went from 131st to 130th where the Emergency Room was, and down the block 

was O’Leary’s Funeral Parlor. We we were kids, we used to laugh, because there was a funeral parlor on each side of 

the hospital. 

From our apartment,  we could down and see whatever was going on over at Cushman’s Funeral parlor, butonly for 

the people who could afford to pay for a funeral went there, because most families had their loved ones laid out in their 

living rooms. We would watch how the pall bearers walked along, in their gray stripe suits and black ties, carrying the 

casket out to the waitng hearse and see the mourners walkint under the awning out to the black limos or cars,  and the 

women would be crying under the long black veils that covered their faces as they were being helped into the waiting 

limousines. One after the other, the cars were lined up and they drove up the hill very slow, and turned at 133rd and 

went down Convent Avenue, and stopped at the church,  and the coffin was carried in and set up between the pews up 

by the altar, and mass was said and the while the priest prayed over the dead body, as he walked with the altar boys 

with their hair plastered down, went around the coffin swinging the brass insense holders on long chainsm si 

unconcerned what was really going on..    

 

Being it was my first day of school, I was excited and happy, but Momma looked worried and nervous, because she 

was leaving us with Anna, and she didn’t know her that well and kept going back to the pad and  writing things down  

for Anna to remember, She explained to her what we liked and didn’t like, because she was  gone seven days a week, 

and worked way downtown at 137 East 66th Street. We had no phone, but neither did anyone else in the neighborhood, 

so she couldn’t call us. Momma tried to make us undertand,  she would be home us every Sunday afternoon and 

evening  but.we were so confused, why she was leave us and let Anna take care of us?  

 

The night before I wa to  start school, Momma stayed up half the night, to finish my nvy blue school uniform she was 

making and she still didn’t have the pleats pressed in. I stood in front of the ironing board in my petticoat and the tan 

middy she had made me, while she put a wet cloth on the navy blue wool skirt, and pressed the pleats in that she had 

loosely sewed with white thread, to hold them in place., and she handed it to me to put on, still hot.. It was a crazy 

house by the time we left, and Momma was in such a hurry walking me to school, because she had so many things she 

had to get done. Going down the stairs, she sternly reminded me, to be careful when I crossed Amsterdam and to make 

sure I looked both ways, because  I was going to be on my own every day. That morning was the only morning she 

could walk me to school, because the next day she was starting her new job way downtown.  

 

 Momma held my hand and we walked up the 131st  hill with the other mothers and children, and we passed the boys 

school, and the main entrance of the hospital, and turned down Convent Avenue, I went to pull my hand away from 

Momma, because I saw that  none of the other girls had to hold their mother’s hand, but she wouldn’t let my hand go, 
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she insisted I hold her hand.  

 

When we walked through the gates, she stood outside watching me, and when I saw the way the nun for the first grade 

wdemanded  I get in there and get on line,  I panicked. I looked back at Momma and wanted to go back home with her 

and begged her not to leave me there. Momma got all choked up, and leaned down and quick kissed me good by and 

as she left, eshe warned me, “Don’t talk to anyone on the way home, and be sure you call up to the window, and wait 

till I come to cross you,when you come home for lunch.” I tearfully nodded, I would and reluctantly waved as we were  

marched into the school, two by two, and all I wanted to do was go back home with Momma..We were assigned seats, 

according to our height, and I sat in back of the room, and I thought I was being punished because I was taller than 

some of the other girls.  

 The nun  explained  what she expected of us, and told us we were to bring a pencil and a hard cover black and white 

compostion book. I had one and I  knew my numbers and how to print my name. The nun told us we had to go to the 

children’s mass every Sunday and we would soon be learning to read our catechism, and how to add and subtract. She 

called our names, and we had to say, ‘here’, and by then, I had made up my  mind I did not like school. Later on, I was 

startled when I heard a loud bell go off. I thought the school was on fire, but the nun announced it was time for us to 

go home for lunch. She warned us, as we lined up again, two by tow, we better be back on time, or we would be 

punished!  

 

All of us, seemed  so glad to get out of there, and I walked with the girls and their mothers,  past the hospital and down 

131st Street and we all waited at the corner of Amsteram Avenue for the red light. I noticd the girls in my class were 

with  their mothers or a big sister, and I watched them cross over while I kept calling up to our window on the 5th 

floor, “Momma! Momma!”   

Some of the mothers insited I cross with them, and I shook my head and told them, “I can’t. My mother said I had to 

wait until she looked out the wnodw and she would tell me when to cross.” 

 

Soon I stood there all alone, all the mothers and their children had gone home for lunch.  I was hoarse from calling, 

Momma. And I didn’t like being there all alone, with Cushman’s Funeral jon the other corner next to me.  I couldn’t 

call any louder, and got tired of  watching the light turn red and then green, and I worried I was going to be late getting 

back  know the nun would punish me. I leaned on one foot then the other waiting, but I knew Momma was so busy 

that morning, telling Anna to do this and that, I figured she forgot all about me I would have to cross Amsterdam by 

myself. 

 

 I looked to my left and to my right and stepped out between two cars, and never saw the taxi down at the other corner, 

on 130th Street, it just started up the hill,  and his taxi hit me so hard I  went flying through the air andlanded on the 

other corner, right in front of Cushman’s Funeral Parlor, undr the long  awning! When I rrealized where I was, I could 

hardly breathe and my head was throbbing it hurt so bad, and I was so scared because I couldn’t move. I began to 

wonder if I was dead. I heard a door open. and one of the undertakers walked out in a gray pin-stripe suit and black tie, 

andhe bent down and went to pick me up, and  I kept my eyes closed then opened them  fast, in case he thought I ‘was’ 

dead, and my head was going round and round. 

 

 I was so afraid he was going to bring me inside and put me in one of the coffins and I was shaking and trembling, and 

I felt him take my hand and I just kept staring up at him and he asked me something, but he sounded so far away.  I 

couldn’t hear him. He asked me again but a little louder, “Where do you hurt the most? Tell me, but don’t move.” He 

waited and I couldn’t speak…and he kept patted my hand, “You are going to be alright little girl, I just called the 

ambulance, I hear thm coming  right now.“ I kept going in an out of consciousness and I’d wake up and I saw all these 

faces  looking down at me. ane I kept falling asleep and he kept patting my cheek and telling me, “Stay awake! Don’t 

go to sleep.” But, I couldn’t stay awake!  
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Momma looked out the window to see if I was waiting on the corner, and she noticed a crowd of people standing in 

front of Cushman’s Funeral Parlor. She hollered down to one of the neighbors who was headed over there, “What 

happened?”  

 

She hollered back, “A little girl just got hit by a taxi cab.”  

 

Then she suddenly remembered hearing the screeching of brakes. and she.screamed at Anna “Oh! my God, I know that 

was Rose that just got hit by the taxi.”  She left Anna in a daze and  ran out of the house and down the five flights of 

stairs and hurried across Amsterdam.  

 

Seeing a taxi cab driver handing his license  to the policeman, and he wrote it down and the number of his cab on a 

pad., Momma barged telling the officer, “I think that little girl they just took away in the ambulance was my little 

girl… do you know what her name was?.” He told her, “Well, one of the women said it was, Rose Mc Arow. Is she 

your daughter?” Momma cried out, “Yes! Is she alright?” There were two policeman questioning the cabbie, and they 

told her. “Mrs. Mc Arow, we really don’t know. You will have to go around the corner to Emergency, and ask them.. 

We’ll be there in a few minutes.”  The cabbie came over and explained, “Mrs. Mc Arow, is your name, I believe,  it 

wasn’t my fault! That little girl ran out from between two cars,  right in front of my cab.  I had just turned the corner in 

130th,  and started up the hill. When I saw her, I braked to stop, but it was too late. I heard the thump and saw her 

going through the air, and closed my eyes and prayed to God, I didn’t kill her!”  

 

Seeing how upset Momma was, the cab driver asked the officers, “Can I  take Mrs. Mc Arow over to the hospital?” 

They nodded and told him know, we’ll meet you there, because we have a few more questions to ask.. The 

cabbie.helped Momma up the long flight of metal stairs thst led into the Emergency Room.and Momma went to the 

front desk and told them, her little cgirl was just brought in she had bee it by a taxi cab.”  They told her where to do 

and she hurrieddown the hall crying with the cab driver right in back of her. They had to wait until the doctor finished 

examining me, then he told her, ”Calm down, mother! She’s alright. She’s is just a very lucky little girl that she is 

alive. She has ia concussion and a few scrapes,  but she has no broken bones!” Momma sat down in the nearest chair, 

because she was shaking so while. he explained to her, “When she goes home, she has to stay quiet for a couple of 

days, and no school.” 

 “I want to see her back here in a week.”  It felt like the nurse never stopped winding a bandag around my head and I 

complained, that my head hurt and the doctor told me, “You probably don’t remember it,  but you were hit by a taxi 

and  thrown up in the air, and when you came down,you hit your head on the sidewalk. And that is why your head 

hurts and it will hurt for a while .”  He warned me , “I’m letting you go home if you promise to stay quiet, and that 

means no running around or playing ball. Understand? ” I shook my head very carefully and whenIfelt my head, it felt 

like I  had a huge white turban on my head..  

 

I never forgot the look on that poor taxi cab man’s face that day in the hospital when he looked at me. He cried he felt 

so bad that he hit me with his cab. He told Momma, ”I have two little girls around her age, and I knew how I’d feel if 

that happened to one of my girls” There were two cops waiting for the doctor to finish with me, then they asked me to 

explain to them how it happened.  I told them, ” I was going home for lunch and standing on the corner, waiting for 

my mother to look out the window so she could cross me. and I was afraid I was going to be late getting back to school 

because the nun warned us, we were going to get unished it we were, so 

I crossed the street by myself. I waited for the red light, but I didn’t see the taxi coming up the hill, and I ran out 

between 2 parked cars..” He wrote down  everything I said and was eyeing the cabbie, because he could see he was 

extremely upset seeing how he kept blessing himself, and he told him in his Irish brogue,, “Sure and you heard what 

the little girl said, it was her fault, not your fault..”  

 

Leaving the hospital the cabbie insisted he drive us home, even though it was only a block and a half away. Then he 
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insisted hecarried me upstaris to our apartment and Momma assured him, “She can walk up,  you don’t have to carry 

her.” He wouldn’t hear of it and he carried me up the five flights of stairs, and Anna had the door open waiting for us. 

He went in and set me in the big soft chair, and kept asking me,  “You alright?” 

 

 Momma assured him, “She’ll be fine.” I knew I wasn’t going to get any sympathy from Momma, because I didn’t’ do 

what I was told. She went in the kitchen and made a pot of coffee and set out three cups and three small plates and 

served Anna and the taxi driver a piece of her lemon pie, and gave ne a ham sandwhich, because I had no lunch yet.  I 

ate it and wanted to go to sleep and Momma wouldn’t’ let me. She said  because I injured my head I had to stay 

awake. And had me get in her big bed and put a lot of pillows behind me. Anna stood there wringing her hands and 

told her, “Oh dear, I feel it was a;; my fault, because I should have been looking out the window for her, then this 

wouldn’t have happened.”  Anna rolled her eyes up saying, :”Thanks be to God, you are alright. I will pray to St. 

Theresa for you when I go to church tonight, and I’ll be sure to light a candle for you.” 

 

When the cabbie was leaving, he  slipped some money in Momma’s hand,  and kept apologizing for what happened.  

Momma insisted, “Thanks, but no, you keep it, you have your own family to worry about. It wasn’t your fault! Rose 

didn’t do what she was told. I told her to wait on that corner until I came to the window, and she didn’t. Well, I hope 

she learned her lesson..”  

 

Looking down at the floor,  he  told her, “But, Mrs. she’s only a little girl. She doesn’t know how to cross the street 

yet!”  

 

He came back later that day with his two little girls and brought some ice cream, and a card. He told Momma. ”I can’t 

tell you how this has upset me. Is it alright I brought my girls to cheer up your little girl?”  Momma smiled at the girls 

and nodded. He gave her a big grin and told her, “And  I  have three big boys at home !” He blessed himself saying, 

“Thank God, your little girl is alright . You don’t know what I felt in my heart, when I saw her laying there, and she 

wasn’t moving, I cried out … and got down on my knee beside her dsaying, “Oh my God, I killed her.”  

 

A few days later, he was back again with his girls and they gave me a couple of pretty paper cards they had made with 

crayons.  Momma was touched how concerned he was and that he really cared,  She complimented him on what pretty  

girls he had, and how well behaved  they were. They gave her a big smile as she  smoothed her hand over their long 

black shiny curls, and patted their pink cheeks. When she offered them some cookies, they were too shy to take them.  

They didn’t stay long and as they were leaving, Momma gave the girls a small bag with some of her cookies in it. 

They didn’t know whether they should take them and they hid behind their father, and he pushed them forward and 

told them to say ‘thank you’. They smiled and took the cookies, giggling between themselves. For weeks after, their 

mother kept mailing me cards thier little girls. made meand Momma made sure that I wrote them back and thanked 

them.                                                                

 

 The day Anna agreed tos tay, Momma hurried downstairs to the drug store and called Mrs. Hardon, and let her know 

she could start working for them the following week.. Anna let Momma know, she had to go to a friend’s house and 

get her suitcase and a couple of hours later, we watched Anna gett off the trolley with the suitcase and she rang the 

downstairs bell and we buzzed her in for Momma .  

 

My brother and me stood up at the top of the staircase because we could look down as wwe waited forAnna to climb 

the five flights of stairs. We wanted to carry her suitcase for her and when she got there,  I went to take it and Sonny 

insisted he would carry it in the house for her. We showed Anna her room, and let her know that room was our Uncle 

Mick and Aunt Mary’s room, but they went  Ireland to buy a house and a farm, and weren’t coming back anymore. 

 

Anna smiled, and then we showed her the big box, 3’X3’ Momma had sitting in the corner and snickered,  “It got big 
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old lace curtains in it that a lady gave Momma along time ago.” Little did Anna realize how many more boxes 

Momma would be putting in her room over the years.  

 

 We were so fortunate to have had someone like Anna with us, and we loved her from the first day we met herm and 

the way she smiled at us, we could tell she liked us too. But, Momma would find out, she was scared to death of 

Daddy, and she made sure she had as little to do with him as possible,  seeing how he was always drunk and wanting 

to argue with her.  Every Sunday night, Momma and Daddy always argued.over the same thing,  his drinking and 

gambling. 

 

By 1933, Prohibition was over, but Daddy still made whiskey and beer in our bathroom. One night Momma got so 

mad she took everything he made whiskey and beer with, and threw it out. down the dumb waiter. He was ranting and 

raving like a crazy man, and was so mad that she dare do that to his things. Our house reeked from the horrible smell 

of  mash, because he continued making whiskey and beer in our house for years after!.  

 

Only after we moved to 136th Street, in 1935, did Daddy decide not to make any more whiskey and beer. He made sure 

he gave Anna the money to buy his whiskey and beer. Now she had to go shopping twice a day with her black oil cloth 

shopping bag,  in the morning she would t get the groceries, fresh vegetables and meat, and in the afternoon after 

lunch, she’d take her black shopping back and go back downstairs and get  Daddy two packs of Camels, a quart of 

whiskey and nine bottles of Jacob Rupert’s beer. On Saturdays,  she had to go get everything twice, because it would 

be too heavy for her to carry upstairs, because th  stores were closed on Sunday, only the drug store, saloon, and candy 

store was open . 

 

We had to move to a cheaper apartment, because Momma could no longer keep pay $25 a month for the rent, and buy 

our food.  Mrs. Eggleston was a remarkable woman, that she insisted on paying for Mary Jane’s radium treatments and 

medical bills. No matter how hard Momma worked, it seemed she  could never get caught up with  the bills.  Every 

winter, after the radium treatments, Mary Jane would get pneumonia and sometimes, double pneumonia, and she 

would be in the Knickerbocker Hospital.in an oxygen tent for two weeks or more, and Momma had those hospital bills 

to pay for too. 

 

 It was no wonder  Momma had such a hard time trying to scrape enough money together, to pay the rent so we 

wouldn’t be dispossessed and put on the street, Daddy lived there and  he refused to help with the bills, and we she had 

no choice find cheaper rooms,  at 492 West 136th., because they were seven dollars less. It was five blocks up, on the 

other side of Amsterdam and Convent Avenues,  The rooms were smaller, and we were living  in the back on the fifth 

floor. We hated living there. We were used to hanging out the front windows and look up and down the avenue, but  

there was nothing for us to see except back alleys, clothes lines, and fire escapes. and we often peeked into other 

peoples’ windows, when we sat outside on the fire escape in the dark, because  most of the window shades were open, 

and of course, we saw some very interesting things that we didn’t dare tell Anna or Momma about. 

 

Anna kept in touch with the Irish women she used to work with and went to see them every Sunday. For 11 years, she 

work for a wealthy family out in the Hamptons, on Long Island. After the Crash on Wall Street in 1929, they were let 

go, like so many others 

Anna Furlong was with us thirty-three years, and we knew so little about her, but we never asked either. As young as 

we were, we did wonder why we got mail and Anna didn’t, not even a birthday or a Christmas card while she  lived 

with us. We knew  Anna sent a money order once a month for a trunk she had in storage in Brooklyn, ever since 1925, 

she told us.. We did tell us how  she grew up in an orphanage, in Wexford, Ireland, .and that she had cousins in 

Morristown, New Jersey.   

 

Every year around Christmas, Ana went to Blumstein’s to buy her self a navy blue crepe dress and a plain navy blue 
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unadorned felt cloche hat with a narrow ribbon around it, but no feathers, no veil and no flowers. She’d go to the 

barber to get her hair trimmed, she wore it parted on the side and straight, no bobby pins no nothing.  

 

We could never understand why Anna always wore her hair the same way, bought same color dresses, hats and coats 

and always carried a big black pocketbook. and this she did  for as long as she was with us, and that was from 1914 

until 1960.  

 

The day Anna was getting ready to go visit her cousins, she seemed so happy and would remind us she was taking the 

train to Morristown, New Jersey . Yet,  the rest of the year she never mentioned them and they never got in touch with 

her or ever sent her a Christmas card, but she never got anymail for as long as she lived with us..  Momma said, ‘she 

doubted   that such people existed, being Anna had no family of her own, she just made them up and we kind of 

agreed..’ 

 

The strange thing was the story did not end when Anna died in 1960.  

 

In 1985, I was working for Corham Flower Company. My job was  going to different department stores and I make 

flower arrangements. While I was in A & S Department store in Hempstead, Long Island, my boss from White Plains 

was there,  Jim Laudiscio,  and we were going over the flowers that needed to be re ordered. Jim noticed there were  

two men from the  A & S main store in Brooklyn,  walking around and looking at the different departments. He knew 

them well, and whispered, “They’re the big shots from Brooklyn,” and he continued writing down the flowers we 

needed and we were low on. .    

 

They spotted Jim and they came over and shook hands and stood there talking about the flower business. Then Jim 

introduced me to the older man, and he shook my hand and said he was going to continue looking around the Gift 

Department, and he left and Jim introduced him to me to.the other man, saying ‘This is Mr. Furlong’.A very 

handsome, tall, thin man with grey-hair and he was charming. He smiled and shook my hand, and I looked at him a 

minute because when I heard his name was ‘Furlong’,  out of the blue I just asked him, “You just said your name is 

Furlong. Would you happen to live in Morristown, New Jersey?”   

 

He looked so surprised and he stared at Jim. Jim looked at me as if tosay, you  should not have asked him such a 

personal question  Mr. Furlong scratched his forehead and hesitated before he said,, “Yes, I do, but how do you know 

that?” 

 

I smiled and asked him,, “Would you happen to have a cousin by the name of Anna Furlong, that came from Wexford, 

Ireland?”  

 

He was stunned. Then a big smile come over his face, and I knew this man was Anna’s cousin.  

 

He put his hand on my shoulder and was sort of bewildered when he asked,. “I certainly do know her, but how do you 

know Johanna, that is what we always called her? Where is she?  She must be nearly ninety by now.  We haven’t 

heard from her in almost twenty years. We don’t know what happened to her. We couldn’t get in touch with her 

because she never wanted us to know where she lived. If you have her address, I would appreciate it if you gave it to 

me..”  

Where is she? I would love to see her again. we were very fond of Johana.”. 

 

Seeing he was so much younger than Anna was, I assumed he had to be the son of the Furlong cousin.  I hated  to tell 

him, “Well, Anna died in January of 1960, very suddenly, from stinach cancer, she was sixty-five. She had lived with 

us for thirty-three years, and we loved Anna, she was the kindest and sweetest person that ever lived,.” His smile let 
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me know he agreed with me.. 

 

Knowing he was going to ask me why she had been living with us, I did not want to answer his questions about Anna 

or why she never wanted him to know where she lived. I didn’t know what her reason was, or why she was always so 

secretive about her life. As it was we knew very little about Anna’s life, and if that is the way Anna wanted it,  I felt 

that is the way it should stay. So, I changed the subject and told him, “I have a very nice little picture of Anna when 

she was 16 taken in a studio in Wexford, Ireland.   Would you like it?”   

 

He seemed very pleased  “Why  yes I would.  I mean if you don’t mind giving it to me.” He stood there thinking, “You 

know for years and years, every Christmas, without fail, Johanna came to see us  and it was around 1960, that she 

stopped coming. You did say it was 1960, that she died..so that is what happened to her. We always wondered what 

could have happened to her, but like I told you, becaue she never missed coming to see us every Chirstmas, and we felt 

terrible becaue we had no way of reaching her to find out if something did happen to her.. ” 

 

I don’t know why she never told them where she lived or what she did, but maybe she just didn’t want them to know, 

because the were well-off and she had nothing and she was an orphan.Who kows, but who  would believe, after twenty 

three years I would meet someone that was related to Anna, and it turned out that she really did have cousins in 

Morristown like she said... 

 

 When I went home I.searched for that picture/ I knew I had it, yet I could not find it. I told Momma how I met Mr. 

Furlong, and she was helping me to looking for the picture of Anna. Then Mr. Furlong spoke to Jim when he was in 

Brooklyn and asked him  what day was o gpomg to be at A & S in Hempstead?  He got hold of me and asked, “Did 

you ever find that picture of Johanna?”  I was embarrassed to have to tell  him, “No, I didn’t but  I haven’t given up 

looking for it. I  know I will find it and I will see thatyou get it..”  But, I never found it. We retired and moved to 

Florida, and then in 1989, I had my mother come live with us, and in 1991, Momma died.The folliwng year, 1992,I 

was going through a box of her  papers, she had been saving, and in there with some other  pictures, was the picture of 

Anna I had been looking for? When I called to find out if Mr. Furlong was there, he had retired and that was al  the 

information ty wold give me. We looked in the Morristown phone book, and his name was not in there.and I felt 

terrible that he never did get that picture of Anna, and I still have it to this day. Since she was born in 1896, and she 

was 16 in that picture, then that picture was taken 115 years ago?  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

LIFE DURING WWII, IN NEW YORK CITY                               

 

 

When Japan bombed  Pearl Harbor on Decebmer 7, 1941,  I was 16. When we heard our country had been bombed, it 
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was a very frightening thing to try and comprehend, because we didn’t know what was going to happen. It happene  on 

a Sunday. I had spent the day with my girlfriends, Ritta and Ellen and we had gone to see President U. S.Grant’s Tomb 

on Riverside Drive, after mass, like we had done so many times before. e were busy talking to the tourists, and no one 

had heard that the Japanese had bombed Pearl lHarbor.  

 

We left Ellen at her house and whehn we walked into Rita’s house,her mother, and sisters and brothers were all 

standing in front of the big wooden radio crying and listening to what happened.because  Rita’s twin David was on the 

U.S.S. LEXINGTON, somewhere in the Pacific and since serval ship were bombed and sunk,  they didn’t know if his 

ship was one of them. We kept listening and no one said a word, and we finally heard that David’s ship was not 

involved. 

  

Nomatter where you went, that was all you heard, naturally everyone one was scared, because no one knew what was 

going to happen, because  when Pres. Franklin. D. Roosevelt declared war, we were not only at war with Japan, we 

were at war with Germany tpp. We became England’s Ally and joined in their fight against Hitler. He had been 

bombing the major cities of England night after night, and the Germans were was in Northern Africa and Hitler friends 

with the King of Italy  and Mussolini and he visited them and was their guest.. Then Mussolini lost control of Italy, 

and Italy joined Hitler and became their ally  Hitler took over  France Poland, Sweden, Norway and Finland and was 

trying to invade Russia.. .. 

 

Gradually,  a lot of changes began to take place. We were at war.and we learned what the word ‘rationed’  meant, 

when we got  ration books for food. We were allowed just so much meat for each family. Butter got scarce and we had 

to learn to get used to oleo,  sugar was hard to find and for gas they had ration cards for the pleasure drivers and  for 

the people who worked for certain jobs that connected to the war they were allotted just enough gas to go to work and 

back...  

 

Getting gas didn’t effect us. We lived in the city and we had no problem getting around, and  going to work since we 

had the bus and the subway. But for those who depended on their cars to get to work, it was a challenge to have to use 

a ration card. to get gas. People who worked in defense plants and any thing connected to the war, they got a card  with 

certain restrictions, they were allotted enough gas to get to work and back. the people who had cars just for pleasure, 

got a card  but they were entitle to very little gas, and they only got just so much each month  and if they used it up, 

they had to wait until the following month...  

 

Everyone had black shades on their windows and they had to be pulled down immediately, and not show the slightest 

bit of light when we heard the air raid sirens go off, or the air raid warden would knock on your door and make you 

cover up your windows so no light could be seen...  

 

So many fathers, sons and husbands in our neighbor were drafted or joined up so they could go left  fight the war, a 

war that would last four years and nine months.  It would ultimately, change a lot of lives.because women started 

working and doing jobs only men used to do. 

 They were building airplanes and  riveting battleships together. Many marriages ended in divorce, because some of 

the women were lonely. and they would send what they called, ‘Dear John” letters to their boyfriends and 

husbands.who were fogjtomg a war amd under enough stress as it was. A lot of women were pregnant when their 

husbands went overseas, and those men never got to see their children, until they were five years old, and the ones that 

were 10 were teen agers when they got back, and they were strangers to one another.  

 

Life continued likei it was before,at least, it did  for us. Saturday afternoons, I’d meet Rita, Ellen and Kathleen, we still 

went skating down around Grant’s Tomb, and Riverside Church, built by the Rockefellers and being we were 

Catholics, we admired it from the outside, but we were not allowed to go in any Protestant Church, not even Aunt 
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Vina’s Baptist Church. We always had to sit outside in the hot car  while they went inside to the service, and that 

always bothered her, .  . 

 

One day Aunt Vina decided, she was going  to have a  talk with Momma  and let her know what she thought about it 

and she wasm’t bashful telling her. ”I think it is a terrible that the Catholic Church teaches children. that their religion 

is better any other religion.”  

The nuns in our school taught us that.  Mother Mc Carthy used to tell us we should never buy anything in a store, that 

was owned by Jewish people, because they crucified Christ. We believed what we were told. What they didn’t know 

was the pain and the confusion it caused me growing up, because. I loved my Aunt Vina and it broke my heart that she 

was a Baptist, because according to the nuns in school,  she was doomed, because only Catholics could go to heaven!  

 

It was the Fourth of July and Momma was packing to go back to the city with Daddy, but we always stayed the entire 

summer. Aunt Vina sat on the end of the bed, and said, ”Myrtle, before you leave, there’s something I’’ve been 

wanting to talk to you about,  because it has been bothering me for a long time. You don’t know how it hurts me to 

think you are allowing your children, to grow up thinking there is only one true religion and that it the Catholic 

religion and  they  forbid them to go in a Protestant church.  That is not right and you know it?” 

 

“You know this bothers me, because I love them, and I think it is terrible that I have to leave them outside in a hot car, 

because they are Catholics and they can’t come in my church . For heaven’s sakes, Myrtle, you were brought up a 

Baptistt and the only reason you became a Catholic, was so you could marry Tom. And Aunt Vina raised me as a 

Catholic but when I married Henry, I went back to being a Baptist, like Ma raised me and I went back to being a 

Baptist when I married Henry. How dare those nuns  teach your children that there is only one religion, the Catholic 

religion?”    

 

Momma bit her lip and told her, “Vina, it’s the last thing I want to do is for us to argue about religion. I know you are 

right, they should be allowed to go in your church or any other Protestant church. God is God and I’ve been thinking 

about this for some time. I will tell them them before I leave, they can go in your church with you, from now on..”   

 

When Momma told us the good news we were so happy, but she pulled us to the side and whispered  ”But, you must 

understand, you are not to tell the priest in confession or the nuns in school, I let you go in a Protestant church, 

because they just wouldn’tunderstand. It’s bad enugh,  you miss going to mass every Sunday, that’s all they’d need to 

find out.”  

The following Sunday, we were thrilled we were going to go in  the little white church. We wore our pink organdy 

dresses and Aunt Vina tied a big bow in the back of our dresses and we put on our shiny patent leather shoes and white 

socks. We felt so important, walkomg up the steps to the church with Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry and their family, 

seeing everyonegawking at us and whispering. The minister and his wife were standing outside and  shook our hands 

and welcomed us.in. They asked us if we would we like to sit with the children at the table in back of the church or 

with Aunt Vine? She let us decide and we sat with the children that were eyeing us up and down.and we shared the 

crayons and colored copies of Bible pictures. While we sat there, we  kept looking around and were so surprised how 

small the church was inside, compared to our church at home, and after services, they had long tables with cake and 

ice tea for everyone...  

 

It took years, before the Catholic church changed  what they preached about not going in a Protestant church, because 

it was a terrible thing to teach children and members of the congregation, that they cannot enter a Protestant church , 

and the nuns in our school to tell us, we should not buy anything in a store that was owned by a Jew because they 

killed Jesus. When it was the Romans that crucified him, not the Jews... and for them to teach that the Catholic religion 

is the one and only true religion, when every relgion has their own gods they pray to.    
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It’s wonderful to know that some things do change.  In the 1990’s, at St.Joan of Arc, in Boca Raton, Florida,  there is 

an Annual Religious exchange.between the Synagogue across the street and the Catholic Church. The Rabbi and the 

Cantor from the Synagogue are invited to come to St. Joan of Arc’s Catholic Church, to sing and give a sermon to the 

congregation. and on  Saturday the priest walks across the street and gives a semon to the members of the Synagogue. 

And, they share their parking lots, when there is an over-flow of cars on their holy days, when more members than 

usual go to services, they use St. Joan of Arc’s parking lots, and when the Catholic Church parking lots fills up at 

Easter and Christmas, they are invited to use the Synagogue’s parking lot. 

                  

We       We lived on Amsterdam Avenue, we lived near so many interesting places. We enjoyed skating down toGrant’s 

Tomb, and we’d skate around the Riverside Church, Columbia University, the International House for Foreign 

Students and Juilliard School of Music was there then, and we would stop so we could  listen to the singing or the  

music that would be coming from inside the building, because only the very talented students went there to learn to 

sing or  play different instruments. A few blocks up from our house,  was the home of Alexander Hamilton on Convent 

Avenue.and it was a very small house, and thee was City College and its beautiful buildings and lawns that hd huge 

shade trees and so many birds singing, and happy to be there..  

 

When we were older and working, Rita and I still liked to walk up there on a Sunday afternoon during the war. We 

would bring a small blanket we could sit on the grass and we talk about the war and she’d tell me how worried her 

mother was about her twin brother, David, because he was aboard the U.S. LEXINGTON, somwhere out in the 

Pacific, in the middle of all the fighting tat was going on...Sometimes  we’d watch the mothers and fathers strolling 

along with their children and we would sit on the low wide walls that went on and on that separated the paths from the 

grass, that made from the same sparkling black and white stones as the buildings.  

.  
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.            

            CITY COLLEGE OF THE CITY OF NEW YORK 

“In 1897, George Post, Architect  won the commission to design a new campus  for City College  a  Collegiate Gothic 

design. Post planned a campus consisting of a single, large, fan- shaped building … enclosing three courts separated 

by passage like the  ‘cloisters’  with  curved sides conforming to the contour of St. Nicholas  Terrace.  The Main 

Building Shepard Hall was designed in an anchor shape with a Great Hall to seat 2,400  people for  civic as well as 

academic functions.  It was built with heavy buttresses, large-tracerie windows, twin  towers containing organ lofts. 

Gothic beamed ceilings that simulated  great halls of the late Tudor era.” 

 

 

Lewisohn Stadium was part of City College,  and it was huge,  It went from 136th  to 138th  Street, and it was between 

Amsterdam and Convent Avenues.That was where they held their football games  in the fall and winter. and across the 

street on Convent Avenue, on the east side of Convent Avenue, they had a huge baseball field where the men in the 

neighborhood liked to go and watch them play.  

The front of Lewisohn Stadium was on Amsterdam Avenue, and across the street, on the westside was the Jewish 

Orphan’s Home, that was built in the late 1800’s. It had so many old red brick  buildings and beautiful lawns and huge 

sprawling shade trees. We used to stand there and  look through the big wrought iron gate to watch the children 

running around playing and they always seemed to be very happy.  
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When the weather was warm enough, we were allowed in but only when the WPA  put on such wonderful plays for  

the children in the neighborhood, with real actresses and actors. The gates were opened wide, and the children in the 

neighborhood were allowed in,  but any other time, it was off-limits. The WPA had many different programs going on 

in the city,during the , and those plays they put on, brought a lot of joy to all those children that were sitting there/ We 

were taken to a magical world, as we sat there and watched, “Jack in the Beanstalk”, “The Princess and the Pea”, King 

Midas, the King who wore no clothes. They put on some of the most memorable and wonderful  plays, that to this day 

I have never forgotten sitting there with all the kids from the neighborhoodwith the all the children from the 

orphanage, while we waited anxiously for them to raise up the long side of the big long truck, and see how it became a 

big beautiful stage, with such unbelievable scenery and lights all set up inside it,  

 

We’d sit there, and be lost in the world of make-believe as we watched the story unfold. And at intermission, we’d 

clap and clap, wishing it would never end.  Every Saturday they came back and would perform another fabulous fairy 

story for us. and we loved it.. 

 

During the summer the Lewisohn Stadium, where the college students played football in the winter,  was transformed 

into a stage, and it became a big open-air theater. It was during the Depression yet night after night, it was packed with  

people, wanting to hear beautiful music. They came by subway, trolley and taxi cabs, and some of them owned cars, 

and we had empty streets, but when they had a concert, they were crowded with cars on both sides of the streets.  

 

The  tickets were 25 cents each and we could hear  some of the most talented artists in the world, performed on the 

stage there. It was always advertised in the paper, who was performing, they had.. famous operas, piano recitals, 

violinists, artists, celloists, as well as leading soloists thatsang arias from the better known operas.  

 

It was probably the only time cars were parked on every block.that they had not problem finding a spot to park, even 

though no one in our neighborhood owned a car. The people really enjoyed those open-air concerts and it must  have 

been wonderfulto sit there under the stars, and hear a favorite opera or favorite violinist or pianist play.  

 

We lived across the street, but our house faced the south end of the stadium.It had a concrete wall about 35 feet high. 

We never went to the concerts because it cost 25 cents to get in, and Momma could’t afford that.and she’d try to 

explain to us, twe wouldn’t understand  the operas because were sung in French, Italian or German, and we agreed, but 

what did we know. Besides, we could hear everything just by sitting on our stoop. We were not allowed to go up on 

the roof, and we’d argue with Momma, if we could  we would be able see the stage and hear the music better, but. 

Momma would still forbid us to go up there at night, for obvious reasons.  

 

Boys around fourteen and fifteen, would be hanging around and waiting for a car to park, hoping to make ten cents. 

Some people worried about their cars being parked in ‘such a neighborhood’ and tjeywould ask one of the boys, after 

they locked their car up, “Hey kid, I’ll give you ten cents, if you see no one goes near my car while we’re  at the 

concert.” Leaving they’d flip him a nickel and say,,”When I come back, you’ll get the other nickel, but you make sure 

no one goes near my car.“ It looked so funny,  seeing the cars with  boys sitting on the fenders, guarding them, because 

they felt responsible for them and they would sit there most of evening ,and when their rear ends got tired, they’d sit  

on the stoop awhile, and watch it, and when the owner came back, they’d get the other nickel. For them, a dime was a 

lot of money.  

 

When we moved to  1508 Amsterdam, almost every Saturday mornings, I think every kid in the neighborhood walked 

down 135th Street and go up Broadway to  the Del Mar movie theater. They’ bring their lunch and stay all day. We’d  

meet other kids, walking down the 135th Street hill and walk with them and when we’d turn up Broadway and go past 

the White Towers we drooled smelling the hamburgers cooking inside.  When we got to the theatre, we had to line up 
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and wait until the doors opened at 10 o’clock. We’d hand the lady in the booth our dime, and watch her tear off a 

ticket for us. We’d look at her and think how funny she looked, with her too-tight permanent and bright red lipstick on 

her lips, chewing gum. Yet, she’d  warn us,”If any of you kids are chewing any gum, spit out or you can’t go inside.” 

We’d open our mouths and show her we didn’t have any, and open our paper bag and show her our lunch, beause we 

stayed until five oclock, and we’d get  hungry, was why we had to bring something to eat with us...   

 

Sometimes, when I would help one of the elderly ladies in our building, and carry her groceries upstairs, she’d give me 

a penny and pat me on the head and tell me, ‘how kind I was.’ I’d thank her and run downstairs, thinking about what I 

was going to buy in the candy store with my penny. This was before we owned it. When I was in the candy store, I’d 

walk back and forinfront of the glass candy display,  trying to decide what to get and  be looking at the candy lined up 

in glass trays. I’d decided to get  a lollipop, then ot pwi;d be a gum ball, while I’d be eyeing a NESTLE’S chocolate 

bar with nuts, and but  it cost two cents,amd  I’d  settle for the lollipop, and I’d leave happy ripping the wax paper off 

and throwing it in the trash can, enjoying every lick of my orange lollipop... 

 

One day while I was in the candy store, I overheard some of the boys laughing and talking about a really scary movie 

that was going to be playing at the Del-Mar on  Saturday. Just the way they said “FRANKENTEIN”. made me raise 

my eye brows.and I didn’t like the sound of it. Had I known, how scarey it was, I would never had gone o see it, I kept 

my eyes closed through most of it..Nothing in my young life ever scared me the way that movie did,  By the time we 

left, my girlfriends and I were shaking. and to make matters wore, when we walked otside, it was dark and we were so 

afraid to walk home. It is hard to believe what that movie did to all of us.  

 

When we left movies that night, and started home, when we were going up the 135th Street hill, we didn’t walk, we ran 

and we kept running and looking back because we were sure Frankenstien was in back of us, we knew he was 

following us home/ We were sobbing and couldn’t get up that hill fast enough and I know I kept looking around, 

because I was so araid he was gping to grab a hold of me or  grab one of us, before we got home because we were 

convinced he was hiding in every doorway we went by. 

 becaise we were sure, we could hear hi dragging his foot behind us. By the time we got to the top of the hill, we were 

exhausted and a;ll out of breath from trying to get away from Frankenstein. Since I lived in the middle of the block, I 

was the first one home, but Rta and Kathleen had 3 more blocks to go. 

 

I waved good-bye to them and I ran. in the vestibule.  I panicked being there alone and kept ringing the bell over and 

over. Finally Anna buzzed me in and I flew up the stairs two at a time and when I reached my floor, the first floor, my 

legs gave out and felt like JELLO. I was so glad to see Anna standing there with the door open and couldn’t get in fast 

enough. She stepped back surprised and I hollered at her, “Hurry up and close the door,  he’s coming up the stairs after 

me.”   

Poor Anna eye got as big as saucers, she had no idea what I was talking about, She walked over and looked down the 

stairs somewhat concerned and asked me, “Who did ye say was comin’ after ye?  Sure and I knew somethin’ was 

terribly wrong,  ye never ring the bell like that!”  

I leaned against the wall by the kitchen, trying to catch my breath, and  let myself slide dow to the floor and sat there/ 

Anna bent down and was shaking me, “Rose, will ye tell me, what in the name of God is goin’ on? ” I tried to explain 

to her who Frankenstien was, but the more I told her the more confused she got and sighesn, shenever heard of 

“Frankenstein!” I don’t think Anna ever went to a movie on all they years she was with us, but she kept shaking her 

head while I was telling her the gory details about the horrible monster that was as big as a giant, walking around 

holding a dead little girl in her Communion dress. Anna reeled back horrified and gasped, “Why in the name of 

Heavens, would ye go see such a terrible thing, sure and ye’ be havein’’ nightmares all night now.?”  

 

When Momma came home on Sunday Anna told her how frightened I got when I saw, “Frankenstien.” Momma 

scolded me,  “Well, you had to go see it, and you told me yourself,  how it frightened everyone that had seen it?” I 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1067 

 

whined pathetically,  “I didn’t know it was going to be that bad.”  I was so scared s I would not walk in the long hall 

downstairs alone. Anna had to send down either Sonny or Mary Jane down to be with me, I was so sure Frankenstein 

was hiding under the staircase.tuat  I’d keep ringing the bell,  and she usually sent Sonny down.  and I’d get so mad at 

him, because he thought he was beomg funny, by walking behind me, laughing and moaning and dragging his foot, 

and going upstairs he grabbed  my leg , pretending to be “FRANKENSTEIN.”  I screamed and I told Anna what 

Spnny did, and she snapped the kitchen towel at him, and that made me feel better.but it took a long time to get 

over,”Frankenstien.”. 

When I was in high school, my friends Rita and Ellen walked along Riverside Drive and go uptown or downtown. 

Sometimes we walked up as far as the George Washington Bridge on 180th Street. Once we even walked across it, but 

then we could hardly make it home, we were so t ired. When we were older and working, we liked to take the 125th 

Street ferry over to New Jersey and go to Palisades Park. What a wonderful  place it was, and people really enjoyed 

themelves when they went there..We’d go swimming in the afternoon in a big beautiful pool with artificial waves with 

sand at one end and people would lay in the sun. Being it was way up on top of the Palisades Cliffs, we could look 

across the Hudson River and see the skyline of New York City, and we’d get sunburned and spend the rest of the 

evening going on rides,  
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You could go anywhere on the trolley for a nickel, if you got a paper transfer when you got on. It could be used  over 

and over the same day, and get on and off as many times as you wanted and ride to all four boroughs in New York 

City, the Bronx, Queens, Brooklyn and Manhattan, and e go across-town with it, but not to Staten Island. You had to 

pay to get on the ferry. Sometimes,Momma took us on the Fifth Avenue bus, andthat was a treat to climb on board the 

green and yellow, double-decker  especially, when it was warm out and they had the open top buses. We’d hop on 

board and hirry up the spiral narrow, metal staircase in the back of the bus, hoping to find seats up in the first row.  

While we loved sitting up front, where we could look around while the bus was going down Riverside Drive, Momma 

preferred to sit in the middle where she could watch us, because she didn’ tlike the wind to mess up her hair..  

We used to be fascinated, that the conductor knew who just got on the bus. He would collect the fares downstairs first, 

then go upstairs. We each had our own dime Momma would give us, and he stand there and be so patient, holding the 

spring-loaded chrome change holder and wait while we’d push our dime in, then he’d smile at us and move on to the 

next person that came on.  

How we loved to sit there in that front row of the bus and feel the wind blowing on our faces and f our hair blowing up 

and down and all over our faces, and Momma would tap us to let us know we were getting off at 59th Street and we’d 

go to the Central Park zoo or go two more blocks to  57th  Street and go window-shopping along Fifth Avenue. We 

liked looking in the store windows along there, and admire all the pretty dresses and clothes on the mannequins, 

especially around Easter and Christmas, when the windows were decorated so beautifully. 

Rarely did Daddy ever take us anywhere, but during the 1930’s, he took us to see the U. S. Navy fleet came to New 

York City. They were anchored in the middle of the Hudson River, and it was in all the papers, the hours the public 

could go aboard certain ships. It was amazing how many people went to see them and they  lined up and waited their 

turn to get into the launch boats, that were ferrying everyone back and forth out to the big ships. Daddy was telling 

everyone on line,  he served for four years in the navy, on  the U.S.S. BLACK HAWK, during WW1. 

When it was our turn to get in the launch boat, we were afraid to step down into them, the way it was bobbing up and 

down because the water was so rough and choppy. The sailors were assisting those who needed help and got them in. 

We saw how some  people took one look at the water, and seeing how the boat was going up and down, they turned 

around and left. When it was our turn to get in, we froze and just stood there and the sailor held out his hand and 

helped us in the open boat. As soon as they filled up, another launch boat pulled in, because so many people wanted to 

see the battleships and cruisers that were out  in the middle of the river.  
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The three of us were so nervous sitting in that boat, and the ride scared us,  because the water was so rough but that 

boat cut through the water so fast. The wind was blowing hard, when we pulled along side of the big ship, and when 

we looked up and saw the size of it and how far up the deck was, we didn’t know how we were going to get all the 

way up there!  

We were getting wet from the water was splashing all over us, because the waves were causing the boat we were in, to 

go up and down and we  kept bumping against the side of the ship. When they told to step out onto the wooden gang 

plank, hanging down from the ship’s deck on ropes. That was when we  panicked, and the sailors didn’t waste any 

time, tey pulled us onto the gangplank and we had to climb all the way up to the top deck, and we were so scared, that 

we were wishing we never came. Daddy was in back of us laughing and so were the sailors, and we were so glad when 

we were able to put both our feet on the top deck.    

There were sailors stationed all around on the ship, and we didn’t like how the ship was moving up and down. Daddy 

told us to hold on to the railings, and we did. We smiled at the handsome sailors standing around in sparkling white 

uniforms, but they didn’t smile back at us. Their eyes were going in every direction, making sure no one touched 

anything on the ship. while other sailors were reminding the crowds, not to touch anything as they walked by admiring 

how clean and shiny everything was.. There were sailors stationed at different sections of the ship, that were 

explaining what their duties were aboard the ship and they kept the people moving. I had to go looking for Sonny, and 

he’d be where he shouldn’t be. 

Daddy had a lot to drink before we got there and everytime he’d see another sailor go by, that was not on duty,  he had 

to tell them, “I was in the navy for four years and was stationed off the Azores, from 1914-18.”  They’d listen and nod 

politely, having heard the same thing again and again from the men that were there, that had served in the U.S. Navy, 

during WWI.  

When we were getting back in the launch boat to go ashore, we were just as scared we did no tlike how the boat was 

going way up and down, and the water was hitting us in the face. We we pulled in,  the sailor’s held my sister’s and 

my hand, but Sonny refused any help getting out of the boat. As much as we liked seeing the big ship, we were very 

glad to get back.  

We were headed towards Broadway, and Daddy dragged us into a saloon that had sawdust on the floor, and the whole 

place smelled of beer. We sat in a booth while Daddy stood at the bar, and e wanted to go home and have our dinner, 

we were hungry. The bartender cameover and gave us a basket of pretzels, and we sat there and was glad to have them, 

because we were sitting there almost two hours. When Daddy finally had his fill, he could hardly stand up, and he 

announced, “Since this is a special occasion, ‘we’ are taking a taxi cab home.” It wasn’t because it was ‘such a special 

occasion,’ he was so drunk he couldn’t stand up was why we went home in a taxi. 

It was Saturday night, and Anna was waiting for us to come home, because she usually made a big roast chicken, 

mashed potatoes, canned corn and gravy, and we’d have half of it for supper, and Sunday when Momma was home, all 

she had to do, was heat up the other half for dinner.  

Anna served Daddy his dinner first, then we got ours. All the years Anna was with us, she never lost her Irish brogue 

and she was known to be the biggest gossiper in the neighborhood, and yet all the women liked Anna., because Anna, 

never repeated an unkind story about anyone, she kept those kind of things to herself.  Coming from Wexford, Ireland, 

she told us, gossiping was what the women did every morning, they’d hang over fences and gossip first, then go to the 

market. 

The winters back then, seemed to be a lot colder than they are today in the city. Snow was piled at the curb four and 

five feet high for weeks, because it didn’t melt because it was so cold. Everytime it snowed the Sanitation Department 

trucks went around during the night and the snow plows pushed all the new snow up against the curb, on top of all the 

other snow that was there, and it kept piling up and up, so that you could hardly see across the street. The janitors had 

dug  tunnels, so people could go across Amsterdam Avenue, or get on the trolley to go to work.  

Everyday, the women went shopping and all stores they needed to go to, were on our block. They would come down 

early in the morning, carrying a worn black oil cloth shopping bag and have their pocketbook hanging over their arms, 

and stop to hear the latest gossip.  

It didn’t matter if it was freezing out, or it was the middle of summer, they stood on the stoop or on the corner and 
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gossiped about who’s husband came home drunk in the middle of the night, or whisper they had seen someone who 

was married, out with you know who, and they’d raise their eyes up and say,  ‘guess who’  is in the ‘family way again’ 

and be so glad it wasn’t one of them..  

 

Life as we  knew it, changed dramatically after WWII. We were almost 5 years older. The boys started coming home 

and they got married and wanted a house out in the suburbs, to raise their children there. They did not want them 

growing up in the city and gradually, everyone we knew moved away. Fred and I got married in 1948, and we moved 

to Long Island,  Sonny and Pat were married in 1950,  and they  moved to Ridgefield Park, New Jersey and they 

rented an apartment, and  then Mary Jane and John got married in 1951, and they bought a house, and moved to 

Ridgefield Park too. Bu 1952, all the children we used to play with had moved out of the city..  

 

 

They were married, or getting married amd they moved out of the city.and dfferent families moved in the apartments 

where we lived and it was no longer an Irish-German neighborhood, it slowly evolved into a Puerto Rican 

neighborhood. There were different stores, different kinds of fruits and vegetables, and they spoke a different 

language,. The stores we knew all our lives were gone, but Anna continued living there, and so did some of the older 

neighbors, they just didn’t want to move, after living there all those years. Then Anna passed away in 1960, and 

Daddy died in 1961, and Momma closed the apartment.  

 

THE BOYS FROM VINEGAR HILL…. 

 

Starting at 136th Street, Amsterdam Avenue was known for it’s long and dangerous hill, especially in tye winter, when 

the cobblestones had snow and ice on them  The crest of the hill was right  at 134-135th Street, and the hill continued 

down to 129th Street before it leveled off.  where the Third Avenue trolley car barn was, where they repaired the 

wheels on the bottom of the trolley cars and they kept the maintenence trollies that had  with the big 3 foot brushes in 

front of them , that cleaned the snow off the tracks.  

 

And, next to the car barn, was the Brewery, that  had a big bottling plant there and a big tall red brick chimney that 

was so tall, it could be seen for blocks around. One day the plant blew up and the chimney blew up in the air, and 

several men  were killed and injured in the blast...  

 

In the mid 1930’s, the older boys got together that used to hang out in the candy store,, and they  formed a basketball 

team and called it “The Boys fromVinegar Hill.” They became very popular and before they knew, they were doing so 

well,  they wereompeting with teams throughout the city. When someone would ask, why they called tje basketball 

team, Vinegar Hill, they didn’t know. We knew the Dutch named  Amsterdam Avenue when they settled in New York, 

so we grew up thinking Vinegar Hill was called that because the Dutch had a factory on that hill where they made 

sauerkraut there. 

 

 Few people knew it had nothing to do with the Dutch, that it was named Vinegar Hill  by the Irish, many years ago.I t 

was to hone all the Irishmen that  were killed in a  bloody battle  the Irish fought whem the English came tand killed so 

many of their men.. They didn’t want the Irish to forget the bloody battle that was fought so they could  be free of 

English rule, when so many pf their men were killed and lay dead on the ground.   

 

Most of the boys that belong to the Vinegar Hill boys basketball team, have since  passed away, what a shame it is 

they didn’t live to see, that in the spring of 2001,  there is now a sign on the northeast corner of 135th Street, and 

Mayor Guillianne was there an dhe, commemorated the event, and made it official that  it was called, Vinegar Hill, 

and the sign was installed on the corner, after so many years, but the people who would hve known what it mean, are 

long gone/ 
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.      

I remember them, because we used to refer to them as the older boys because they always hung around downstairs in 

front of the candy store, and as one group left, another group came by and. they’d stand around and talk and pass 

around the one cigarette between them that they paid a penny for and be discussing where they were going to be 

playing their next basketball game. They’d lean against the newspaper stand, where the cellar stairs separated the 

candy store and our stoop. and the janitor was always chasing them away from the front of the stoop. If he caught them 

sitting on the.steps, he’d take the broom to them, and they’d laugh and move away.    

Those boys seemed so much older than us,  because when I was eleven,  they were around eighteen toand twenty-one. 

We had kneow all of them becausen them for years, they were hanging around in frontof the candy store, long before 

my father owned the candy store, there were the Guy brothers, Buddy Mc Carthy, Paddy Clifford, Knorby Woods and 

so many, many others. I may have forgotten a lot their names, but not their faces. They were the boys who looked after 

the younger kids on the block and were willling to help them, if they came to them with a problem  

The Depression lasted a long time. There were no jobs to be had in the city or anywhere else and some of the boys 

decided, when they graduated high school, they were joining the new program, that President Roosevelt started, called 

the CCC.  

WAnd when they did, everyone was so surprised ho happy they were, and they would send  back letters back, telling 

how they were surprised to find that they really liked working in the forests and planting trees, it gave them an 

opportunity to travel and see parts of the country they would never have seen. This was 1938,  a few years before 

1941, when World War II broke out. 

Whenever I look back on those days,, I realize how fortunate we were to have lived in such a  neighborhood, where all 

the mothers looked after all the younger children, not just theirs, and  

And  people of all nationalities were so good to us and to one another.  

The bigger boys that hung out in front of the candy store, were constantly looking after the  kids on our block and they 

never tried to take advantage of us because, we were ‘little girls’   

They were like big brothers because we knew we could ask any of  them, to borrow a penny if we were short a penny 

in the candy store, and we’d make sure to giveit back. When one of our skates would come apart, and we couldn’t fix 

it ,. they’d stop talking to their friendsand bend down and fix it for us, while they continue talking to the guys.  

They never got in trouble like the teen-age boys do today,  and they didn’t belong to gangs to prove who they were, or 

go looking to see who they could beat up!   When they went in  the candy store, where they always hung out, they  

would stand around out front andshare their cigarette with the other guys. It cost a penny, and they kept passing it 

around, until there was nothing left of it and would be bruign the end oftheir fingers before thy threw it down an 

stepped on it, then and they’d all run across Amsterdam to the park and play basketball. Weliked to watch them from 

our window and see how they teased one another, bouncing the ball, and spinning around with it, laughing. They never 

had drugs, knives or guns on them!!. 

World War II  lasted four and a half years, and didn’t end until August 15, 1945, and so many  sons, fathers, and 

husbands died and never came home. Nothing was ever the same again in our neighborhood.   

Those of us who grew up on Amsterdam during  the thirties, forties and early fifties, are in our seventies and eighties, 

and many of the ‘boys’ that used to hang out in front of the candy store  are gone, but the ones that are still around, 

have remained the best of friends and after all these years, they still meet and hold a dinner and dance, for the boys of 

Vinegar Hill.  But of course. each year,  less and less people can attend the annual dinner where they liked to sit and 

talk about, ‘the good old days and so many of them have passed away. 

 

                                                             *            *            * 

  

We had bitter cold winters and lots of snow in New York then, and people that would be driving south on Amsterdam, 

were not be aware that 136th Street, was the beginning of a steep and treacherous hill, Especially when it rained and 

then froze, and it snowed on top of the ice, the cars couldn’t stop. We’d see them slipping and sliding half way down 

the hill. We had witnessed so many horrendous accidents and the all happend in front of our house,  because they 
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would have no conrol and smashed into cars that were trying to come up hill.  

In the middle of the night, we would hear them, and get up and looking out the window, and see the cars sliding down, 

out of control. We would cover our mouths and hold our breath, seeing them going down backwards, knowing they 

were going to slam into the other cars, like billiard balls, while they were all over the road trying to get some traction..  

And the cars that were going too fast, when they came over the crest of the hill at 136th Street, there was no way they 

could stop,  they weren’t aware that hill continued down for seven blocks, all the way down to 129t Street, before it 

straightened out it was 125th Street. 

The winters were cold and every time we had a bad snow storm, we had bad accidents on that hill. We would hear the 

clanking of the Knickerbocker Hospital ambulance trying to get up the hill, coming from 130th Street, but they 

couldn’t get up that hill,  and we could hear their tires spinning on the ice. The doctor would grab his bag, and try to 

get up the hill on foot, to reach the injured people, and the driver was right behind him, carrying the stretcher and they 

kept helping one accident victim after the other, all covered with blood and laying in the snowm moaing.  

 

                                                               *            *            *   

 

 

Amsterdam Avenue, happened to be one of the few streets in the city, that was still paved with cobblestones, and it 

was because the cobblestones there were so many accidents on that hill..  

If it snowed heavy during the day, we knew what was going to happen that night. We would be jolted awake by the 

sound of ear-piercing metal crunching against metal, and we’d jump out of bed so fast, and see the two cars with steam 

pouring out of front of them, all banged in, nose to nose, because one car came flying down at the top of the hill, not 

realizing how slippery the road was, or that it was a steep hilland it would and we’d see another head-on crash head-on 

into a car trying to get up the hill, the other cars would go careening into the other cars, as a result of the impact. We’d  

hear people crying and screaming for someome tot help them, and we had no phone, nor did any one else, but there 

was nothing we could do but wait for help to arrive. Every winter, my sister and I would witness such horrible 

accidents,that we woud have nightmares afterwards and keep hearing  those people crying out in the dark,while we 

pulled our blankets tighter around to ourselves, and be hoping the ambulance would get there soon.,  

Daddy never heard any thing and Anna would be snoring  in her room, Off in the distance, we c the street lights looked 

soso eerie with a little bit of light shining through the thick snow as it continued to fall, and the roads would become 

all the more dangerous. We could hear someone moaning and see people lying in the snow, moaning crying for some 

to come help them. Sometimes they were able to crawl away, and leave a trail of blood, where they dragged 

themselves over to a snow bank, afriad another car would come barreling down the hill again.  

Someone, somewhere would find a way to call the police because we’d hear the clanging bell of the ambulance  and 

see it trying to make it up the slippery hill, and they couldn’t Then a doctor would get out and come running with his 

bag and we’d see him bending over the accident victiums and we’d shiver when we’d hear him tell the policemen ‘It’s 

too late! They’re dead.”  We’d move closer to one another, and be haning ourt that window, shivering in our flannel 

night gowns and pull the quilt up over our heads, afraid we might miss something. 

.Then the WPA trucks would arrive at the corner of 135th Street, and they’d start dumping sand at the top of the hill 

and then another truck came with WPA workers that put wooden barriers across part of the downtown side of 

Amsterdam, to slow them down and hang red kerosene lamps on them, as a warning to people coming down that hill 

that it was very dangerous  

With all the snow we had every winter, we never got a day off from school. If we dared to be late, because we had to 

trudge through the snow in our galoshes, we got punished and had to stand under the clock in the hall, so all the kids 

could see us when they went by. 

At the bottom of the hill at 128th  Street, was wher the trolley barn was . They maintained the trolley cars and had 

special utility trolley cars, that were sent out whenever it snowed, to keep the tracks clean. Sometimes, they couldn’t 

get up that hill, even with the huge spinning brush that was in front of it, that was suppose to clean out the ice and 

snow from the tracks. Many a time,  a trolley car loaded with passengers, would slip off the tracks right at 134th Street, 
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just as it was getting to the top the hill. Everyone got off and all the men put their shoulders to the trolley and kept 

rocking it until they got it back on the track, then everyone got back on and off it went. 

At the Turn of the Century, when the city planners decided to pave Amsterdam Avenue with  all the cobblestones, they 

had collected from all the sailing ships, since they used them for ballast atr thebottom of the ship, when they came 

from Europe empty, and go back full of merchandise,  the city had accumulated so many of them, since they dumped 

at whatever pier they were moored at, they city using them on the roads, and  Amsterdam Avenue was paved with the 

cobblestones from one end of Manhattan, to the other.  

They used them because were very strong, never needed maintenance, and never had to be replaced.  But, then they 

had horses and buggie and horse drawn wagons, there were no cars and trucks with rubber tires. They never took into 

account  how slippery those cobblestones would be, when it snowed.  Then when the automobile became so popular, 

they had all kinds of  problems when they traveled on those slippery hills.                                                                     

THE DAY JACOB RUPPERT’S BREWERY EXPLODED…1938  

I was in the Seventh Grade  in 1938. We sat in alphabetical order, and I was happened to sitting in the back row. Our 

classroom was on the second floor, and iwe had big tall windows on all three sides of the building. except the wall 

where the blackboards were, and Mother Mc Carthy’s desk was there too. Several times a day we would hear the 

ambulance siren going, as it pulled out andwhen it came back, since he Emergency Room, was just down the hill from 

our school, but we didn’t dare get up and look. Our school was ib the same block with the hospital and on the corner 

was O’Leary’s Funeral Parlor, and across from that was Ruppert’s Brewery, and the trolley car barn.  

Our school was on the grounds of Manhattanville College, on the corner of 130th Street and Convent Avenue, The 

college grounds were five square blocks big, and went from 135th  to 130th Street. We had eight class rooms with big 

tall windows and grades one to four were on the first floor, grades five to eight were on the second floor. 

One afternoon, Mother Mc Carthy was standing at the black board  talking to us, when suddenly, there was a huge 

explosion outside that shook our school, and we  heard the windows rattle hen glass was falling all over the floor.  

Mother Mc Carthy wa the first one to runout of the room, and  everyone was hysterical, and no one knew what to do, 

until she came back to the class 

Being I was sitting in the last row, my back was to the windows, and our class was on the second floor on the SE 

corner, and we had big tall windows on three sides of the room, several windows imploded, and glass was al over the 

floor. 

I jumped up and looked out, as the class was runningout the door with Mother Mc Carthy, I stood there and saw the 

Jacob Rupert’s 60 foot chimney going straight up in the air, and it kept going up and up in one piece, and then I saw so 

many men that wr blown up into the air, and I saw arms and legs going up, with all kinds of debris. 

I couldn’t speak, and I stood there ad started sobbing, because when the big tall chimney had reached it’s peak, it 

started to lean over and was coming back down, but it had completely disintegrated in mid-air; and there was a huge 

shower of bricks coming down down, down down, with men and parts of  bodies falling through the air, along with 

what was left of the chimney, and all the bricks landed in one big pile, in the same place where it had stood all those 

years. 

I could hardly breathe, seeing so many bodies fallin dow on top of all the debris and collapsed buildings and the 

sidewalks were littered with bodies and blood was everywhere. fFI could hear men screaming and saw people running 

from every direction.it didn’t seem real. It was horrible for any 12 year old to have to see,  I was shaking.seeing how 

many men were hitting the ground, and landing  on top of all the debris and rubble, amidst  fire and clouds of steam, 

that was still coming from the ruins of the  brewery. I saw firemen running around and  checking to see if anyone was 

still alive, and they’d shake their heads, and move on to the next one, and again and again, they’d shake their heads as 

they went along.  The sound of so many sirens going… was mind bongling. They were coming from all over. 

I felt Mother Mc Carthy tugging at my arn, telling me, ”Come, you have to get out here  The Japanese bombed us. Go 

downstairs and stay with the other girls.” She didn’t even look out the window, she was so convinced we had been 

bombed!  

I was so traumatized by what I had seen,  I yanked my arm away from her, and ran screaming, “I got to find my sister,  

Mary Jane?” I ran in her classroom, since it was on the same floor as mine  and bumped into Mother Reed, She took a 
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hold of me and  put her arm around me. “Calm down, I was just looking for you, to tell you Mary Jane is alright, I sent 

her home, but she was so worried where you were.”  Mother Reed was my teacher in the fourth and fifth grade, and 

she was so kind and sweet to everyone, but I could not understand how she could let Mary Jane go home without me, 

after what just happened.  

I           The story was in all the newspapers the next day, how many men were killed in the Jacob Ruppert’s Brewery 

explosition. I have never forgot what I saw that day. Going hime,  I stood on the corner watching men running up the 

hill, carrying limp and bloodied bodies that had no legs or arms, and one after the other they were running  running 

into the Emergency Entrance, in the middle of the block on 131st Street,  across the street from our school and the 

brewery was close to the hospital, and some of  the men didn’t  want to wait for the ambulances to come, they carried 

their buddies to the hospital themselves,   

 

            Some of them  were scalded so bad, their flesh was falling off their arms and legs, and so many of them had been 

crushed by the giant boilers and heavy equipment used to process and bottle the beer. When it blew, everything 

collapsed and fell on the men working in that area, and they were killed instantly and so were the men that were blown 

up into the air with the chimney.  

           . I stood there, amid all the noise and confusion, watching wives and mothers running into the hospital, wanting to 

know if their sons or husbands were alive or dead,  but it was too early to know, I walked away and went home, 

thinking about that horrible,gruesome sight.  

  

            I would wake up in the night sweating and crying, thinking it was happening all over again, and be afraid to go to 

sleep, and hide under my pillow, but nothing helped  When we went back to school, all the windows had been 

replaced. Then we heard Mary Jane’s girl friend, Irene Barry’s, father was killed in the explosion and the story was in 

all the papers, with  pictures of the smoldering ruins, and lists of names of the men that were killed and hurt. So many 

of them were in the hospital, that had been scolded, or burned, and others were so badly hurt, they died from the 

impact of the explosion, And everyday, we would hear about another girl’s father that had been killed or had just died. 

  

THE BOYS FROM VINEGAR HILL 

The Winters seemed a lot colder than they are today, in New York City. We had snow piled at the curb, four and five 

feet high and it couldn’t and didn’t melt because it was so cold. Everytime it snowed, , the Sanitation Department 

came during the night ant heir snow plows pushed the new snow up against the curb, with all the other snow and it 

kept piling up and up, so you could hardly see across the street. The janitors had to dig a tunnel, so people could get 

across Amsterdam Avenue, or get on the trolley and go to work.  

The women went shopping everyday except Sunday, and whatever they needed, they could buy downstairs in one of 

the stores on our block.  They would come down early in the morning, carrying their worn black oil cloth shopping 

bag and their pocketbooks hanging over their arm, and the first thing they did, was to stop and hear the latest gossip. It 

could be freezing out, or be hot, in the middle of summer, they were on the stoop gossiping about, who’s husband 

came home drunk in the middle of the night, and whisper about how they had seen someone who was married out with 

‘you know who’, and ‘guess who’ in the neighborhood is in the ‘family way again?’ and they’d all raise their eyes up 

to the heavens and be so glad it wasn’t one of them..  

Life as we knew it, whem we were growing up on Amsterdam Avenue, changed after WWII.  The boys wanted to get 

married and  have a house out  in the suburbs and raise their children there.. And, little by little everyone began to 

move away. After Fred and I were married n 1948, we moved to Long Island, Sonny and Pat got married in 1950,  and 

they  moved to Ridgefield New Jersey and Mary Jane and John got married in 1951, and they moved to Ridgefield, 

New Jersey too. By 1952, the three of us were married and all the children that once played in the park were getting 

married, and were moving out of the city.  

Gradually, dfferent families moved into the apartments where we lived and it was no longer an Irish-German 

neighborhood, it slowly evolved into a Puerto Rican neighborhood. There were different stores, different kinds of 

fruits and vegetables, and they spoke a different language,. The stores we knew all our lives were gone, but Anna 
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continued living there, and some of the older neighbors didn’t want to move, they were so used to living there all those 

years. Then Anna passed away in 1960, and Daddy died in 1961, and Momma closed the apartment.  

Amsterdam Avenue was known for it’s long, dangerous hill, especially in winter, especially when the cobblestones 

had snow and ice on them  The crest of the hill started at 136th Street, and went down to 129th Street then leveled off. 

The Third Avenue trolley car barn was there, and they repaired the wheels on the bottom of the trolley cars and kept 

the maintenence trolley in there. It had wa big 3 foot brush in front of it, to clean all the snow off the tracks.   

In the mid 1930’s, the older boys got together and formed a basketball team and called it “The Boys fromVinegar 

Hill.” They became very popular and before they knew, they were doing so well,  they were competing with teams 

throughout the city.  

Whenever someone would ask them, why they called a basketball team, ?Vinegar Hill>, they didn’t know. But when 

w wr groingup, we heard the Dutch named Amsterdam Avenue, when they settled in New York, and they had a 

factory on that hill whre they and made sauerkraut. 

 

Few people knew the true story, that it was named in honor of a battle when the Irish fought the English on Vinegar 

Hill, Ireland, and so many men were killed they didn’t want the Irish to ever forget the bloody battle they fought to be 

free of English rule, and so many Irishmen were killed.. 

So many of the boys that lived on Amsterdam, have since passed away, what a shame it is they didn’t live to see, that 

in the spring of 2001,  there is now a sign on the northeast corner of 135th Street,  by the park, and Mayor Guillianne, 

commemorated the event, when they made it official and the sign was installed on the corner, after so many years, it 

now known as,’Vinegar Hill’.      

 

                                                         *         *          *                                                                                 

                

The older boys used to hang around downstairs in front of the candy store, and as one group left, another group came 

by and stand around and talked and passed around a cigarette between themselves, discussing where they were going 

to be playing their next basketball game.. They would lean up against the newspaper stand, where the cellar stairs 

separated the candy store from our stoop and  the janitor would was forever chasing them off, if he caught them sitting 

on the stoop steps. To us, those boys seemed much older. I was eleven, and they were around eighteen and twenty-one, 

but we had knew them  long before my father owned the candy store, there were the Guy brothers, Buddy Mc Carthy, 

Paddy Clifford, Knorby Woods and so many, many others. I may have forgotten a lot their names, but not their faces. 

They were the boys who looked after the younger kids on the block and were so willling to helpif they came to them 

with a problem  

The Depression lasted a long time. There were no jobs to be had in the city or anywhere else and some of the boys 

decided, when they graduated high school, they were joining the new program, that President Roosevelt started, called 

the CCC.  

When they did, everyone was surprised to hear how happy they were, and they would send  back letters back, telling 

how they were surprised to find that they really liked working in the forests and planting trees, it gave them an 

opportunity to travel and see parts of the country they would never have seen. This was 1938,  a few years before 

1941, when World War II broke out. 

When I look back, I realize how fortunate we were to have lived in such a wonderful neighborhood, where people 

were so good to one another and all the mothers looked after all the younger children.  

And even the boys that hung out in front of the candy store, were constantly looking after the  kids on our block and 

they never tried to take advantage of us because, we were ‘little girls’   

They were like big brothers because we knew we could ask any of  them, to borrow a penny if we were short a penny 

in the candy store, and we’d make sure to giveit back. And when one of our skates would come apart, and we couldn’t 

fix it , they’d stop talking to their friends and bend down and fix it for us, while they continued talking to the other 

guys.  

They never got in trouble like the teen-age boys do today,  and they didn’t belong to gangs to prove who they were, or 
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go looking to see who they could beat up!   When they went in  the candy store, where they hung out, and shared their 

only cigarette with the other guys, that cost them a penny. We’d see how they would keepassing it around until there 

was nothing left of it.   

It would be burning the end of their fingers before they threw it down and stepped on it, Then they’d all run  to the 

park and play basketball. We liked watching them from our window and see how they teased one another, bouncing 

the ball  and spinning around with it, laughing at one another. They never had drugs, knives or guns on them!!. 

World War II  lasted four and a half years, and didn’t end until August 15, 1945, and so many  sons, fathers, and 

husbands died and never came home. Nothing was ever the same again in our neighborhood.  Those of us who grew 

up on Amsterdam during  the thirties, forties and early fifties, are in our seventies and eighties, and many of the ‘boys’ 

that used to hang out in front of the candy store  are gone, but the ones that are still around, have remained the best of 

friends and after all these years, they still meet and hold a dinner and dance, for the boys of Vinegar Hill.  But of 

course. each year,  less and less people can attend the annual dinner where they liked to sit and talk about, ‘the good 

old days and so many of them have passed away. 

 

                                                             *            *            * 

  

We had bitter cold winters and lots of snow, and most people driving south on Amsterdam, were not be aware that 

136th Street was the beginning of a steep and treacherous hill, especially when it rained and then froze, or when it 

snowed on top of the ice, then the cars couldn’t stop and they would end up slipping and sliding half way down the 

hill. 

We had witness so many horrendous accidents that woukd happem right in front of our house,  because they would 

have no conrol and smashed into cars that were trying to come up hill.  

In the middle of the night, we would hear them, and get up and looking out the window, and see the cars sliding down, 

out of control. We would cover our mouths and hold our breath, seeing them going down backwards, knowing they 

were going to slam into the other cars, like billiard balls, while they were all over the road trying to get some traction..  

And the cars that were going too fast, when they came over the crest of the hill at 136th Street, they couldn’t stop,  they 

weren’t aware that hill continued down for seven blocks It seemed with every snow storm, there was another bad 

accident on that hill and we would hear the clanking of the ambulance trying to get up the hill from 130th Street  and 

they couldn’t make it up that hill,  We could hear their tires spinning on the ice abd the doctor would grab his bag, and 

try to get up the hill on foot, to reach the injured people, and he’d have the drivers with him, carrying the stretcher. On 

really bad nights, the ambulance was going back and forth all night, trying to help one accident victim after the other, 

and they’d be  covered with blood and laying  in the snow. 

 

                                                               *            *            *   

Amsterdam Avenue, was one of the few streets in the city, that were still paved with cobblestones, and the 

cobblestones was why there were so many accidents on that hill.. If it snowed heavy during the day, we knew exactly 

what was going to happen that night. We would be jolted awak by the sound of ear-piercing metal crunching against 

metal, and we’d jump out of bed so fast, and see the two cars with steam pouring out of front of them, all banged in, 

nose to nose, because one car came flying down at the top of the hill, not realizing how slippery the road was, or that it 

was a steep hill And we’d see another head-on crash as another car was trying to get up the hill, and it would go 

careening into the other cars on the other side.We’d hear the people crying and beggng for some one to  help them, but 

no one had a phone.  

We had blankets over our heads watching, because very winter we would hear them, and the sound of  metal against 

metal, it issomething you never forget. It was strang that Daddy never heard a thing and neither did Anna, she would 

be snoring away in her room,  

Off in the distance, we c the street lights looked soso eerie with a little bit of light shining through the thick snow as it 

continued to fall, relentlessly, whileand it continuedwas gettingting higher and higher. W on  yet walked upon 

sidewalks, and the roads were becoming all the more dangerouse would hear someone moaning and. We would see 
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outlines of them people lying in the snow, and, and they’d be crying and moaning low. sSome were able to  slowly 

crawl away, and leaveing a trail of blood behind, as they dragged themselves over to the snow bank, before another car 

would come barreling down the hill and hitrun over them again..  

Someone would find a way to call the police. and we’d hear and see the clanging bell of the ambulance  and it would 

be trying to make it up the slippery hill, and couldn’t Then a doctor would come running iwth his bag and bewhen he’d 

bending over the wounded and hurt, and we’d hear him tell the policemen ‘It’s too late! They’re dead.”  We’d feel so 

bad, and move closer to one another, shivering in our flannel night gowns and pulling the quilt overour heads, afraid 

we might miss something. and not the least bit tired. We watched the WPA trucks up at 135th Street, dumping sand at 

the top of the hill arrive and some men would beand the men putting out wooden barriers across the downtown side of 

Amsterdam and and hanging red kerosene lamps on them, to  prevent cars from going down that dangerous hill.. 

With all the snow we had, we never got a day off from school  and we didn’t dare be late, because we had to trudge 

through the snow in our galoshes,  We got punished and had to stand under the clock in the hall, so all the kids could 

see us, and wed close our eyes, when they walked by. 

The trolley barn would send out it’s utility trolley car when it snowed, to keep the tracks clean. Sometimes, it could 

not make it up that hill, and it had a huge spinning three foot brush in front of it, to clean out the tracks, because many 

a time, we would see a trolley car slip off the tracks and always at 134th Street, as the trolley was getting to the top the 

hill. Everyone had to get off while all the men put their shoulders to the side of the trolley and kept rocking it until 

they got it back on the track, then everyone got back on. 

Amsterdam Avenue was paved with cobble stone,  from the beginning to the end, since thecity had so many of them. 

The cobblestones were used as ballast in the bottom of the sailing ships, becausewhen they came from Europe they 

were empty, but going back they were filled with lots of merchandise. The city accumulated so many of them, since 

they were dumped out at whatever pier they were anchored, that the city started paving the roads with them. They 

were so strong, they never needed any maintenance,  so they never had to be replaced.   

But, when they did this,  they had horses and buggies and wagons, there were no cars and trucks with rubber tires. 

They never took into account  how slippery the road would be, when it snowed. When the automobile became so 

popular, they ran into all kinds of  problems when they travel on some of the slippery hills throughout 

Manhattan.Amsterdamis one of the few streets that still have cobblestones in New3 York City.                                                                     

GROWING-UP … 1931-48  

In 1931, a lot of changes were going on in our lives. Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary sailed back to Ireland, I started school 

because I turned six on September 5th, Anna came to live with us and Momma started working for Mr.and Mrs. 

Hardon full time.  

 

My first day of school Momma walked me to school in the morning and when she went back, she dressed Mary Jane 

and Sonny, and took them with her,, so she couldshow Anna where the butcher and grocer was around the corner. She 

introduced her to the Manager of James Butler’s where we got our groceries and Momma gave her the little note book 

where he entered what we bought, and the Momma paid the bill once a month 

 

With all that going on that morning,  they forgot I was coming home for lunch. When I went to cross Amsterdam, I 

looked up and down, but didn’t see the taxi coming up the hill, and I ran out between two cars,  the taxi hit me and sent 

me flying through the air and I landed in the hospital.  

As good as Anna treated us, we could not get used to Momma not being home at night, and we’d climb in bed, and cry 

and cry  for her. We wanted Momma to say our prayers with us, and kiss us ‘good night’,not Anna she was a stranger 

to us. Even though she was would sit on our bed and rub our backs and let us know she understood,  and that  ‘it was 

alright if we cried for Momma,’  Anna was such an unusal good person to us allthoseyearsshe wawithus,  she never 

hollered at us or hit us. I could never understand why she never let us hug or kiss her, and she never hugged or kissed 

us  either.  

We thought Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary were coming back, and we couldn’t undertand why Momma let Anna stay in 

their room. We really missed Uncle Mick because he always lived with us, He’d take Mary Jane and my hand, and 
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Sonny would be trailing behind, and he walked up the hill on Amsterdam Avenue and we’d go to 136th and Convent 

Avenue some afternoons and watch the baseball games going on at City College. When we came back, he always 

treated each of us to a vanilla ice cream cone, he’d but downstairs in the corner Rexall Drug store. He loved to surprise 

us with big coloring books and crayons and  he would sit on the floor with us and show us how to color and write our 

names and numbers in the black and white composition books that we had  Then Momma was gone and Uncle Mick 

and Aunt Mary were gone, and we had no one home to fuss over us anymore.  Daddy drank more than ever, after 

Uncle Mick left. He was making his own whiskey in our bathtub,  and the hal closet was filled with bottles of whiskey. 

We couldn’t use the bathtub on Saturday night, with all the paraphernalia he had in it.  

Anna had to give us our baths in the stationary tub in the kitchen. Momma worked, but sheafter two years, she could 

no longer keep paying the rent in that apartment house, because Uncle Mick was gone, and he always gave her half the 

rent. We had to move, and it was in an apartment in the back, on the fifth floor, five blocks up the hill at 492 West 

136th Streeton the other side of Amsterdam Avenue. Oh! We hated it there because there was nothing for us to look at, 

because we had been so used to looking out the windows down at 131st. It was a corner apartment and we could see up 

and down Amsterdam Avenue  and there was aways so much traffic going up and down the avenue,  there was always 

something for us to see.   

Living in that back apartment, we sat out on the fire escape when the weather was nice, and when it was dark, no one 

would see us sneaking looks in their windows because nobdy bothered to pull their shades down. We sure got an 

eyeful. We didn’t dare mention what we saw  to Momma or Anna, they would have had a fit if they knew. 

Evenings we sat  in front of the big wooden radio on legs and did our our homework, and when we finished  if Daddy 

was listening to a baseball game, we couldn’t listen to our favorite radio programs, and we sat there and played 

checkers or got out the cards and played Old Maid, We were not allowed to sit at the dining room table, only Daddy. 

There was linoleum on all the floors in our house,no rugs. Most nights Daddy listened to The Lone Ranger, Jack 

Armstrong, Jack Benny,Charlie Mc Carthy, Bob Hope and Kate Smith, and we were glad  he liked those programs, so 

we could listen to them too. We never had to be told, it was time to go to bed, When it was 8:30, we brushed our teeth 

and got in our pajamas and climbed in bed.. 

On nice days we went up on the roof, only if one the mothers was up there. They liked to hang their clothes on the 

lines that were up there , and sit on a striped folding canvas chair and sun themselves, and we’d play with their 

children, We’d bring our dolls and doll clothes and would dressthem u and play house. Momma forbid Mary Jane and 

me, to ever be up there alone and she’d open her eyes real wide and scare us, ‘Strange men like to hang out up on the 

roof, and they wait so they can grab little girl and do terrible things to them..’ Very innocently we’d argue back, ‘ We 

never seen any strange men up there.’ 

In June, we were still in school, but it would get so hot the tar on the roof would bubble and melt and get very shiny in 

certain areas. The boys loved when that happened, they’d  peel chunks of it off and roll it into  little balls and throw 

them at us girls, then we had to do the same thing to them and we had tar ball fights.The mothers would get off their 

chairs and yell at us, “You kids betterstay  away from those clean sheets with those tar balls, or I will tell your 

mothers.” 

The backyards were made of cement and had tall wooden fences running down the middle that separated the apartment 

houses on one side of the street from the other side. Because all the apartment houses were like a gigantic frame on 

every block and the backs of them, all faced one common courtyard. There were hundreds clotheslines, that criss-

crossed back there and went  from one widow to the another,  that it used to remind me of a giant spider web. 

It was a place boys liked to play stickball, instead of being out in the middle of the street.  

There were imes they hit the ball so hard, we would hit someone’s window and we hear the glass break  and they’d run 

for their lives. One of the women would stick her head out and scream at them for running away. They’d confess to 

their parents what they did and they woud march them back and  they would pay the neighbor for the window because, 

that was the right thing to.  

 

But, their son had to work and pay them back the two dollars,  even if he had to stand on the corner and shine shoes, 

which a lot of boys did, and they’d give their parents back the money. 
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Growing up, we didn’t have a living room, or a couch and soft chairs to sit on, we had a dining room. When we had 

company, they sat in the dining room chairs and had coffee.. Not until we were old enough to be working, did we 

finally have a couch to sit on,  it was a very nice one a friend of Momma’s gave us.  

THE BOX WITH THE LACE CURTAINS 

In 1937, I was twelve and Mary Jane was nine, when we moved from 136th Street to the apartment on first floor, in the 

front on Amsterdam Avenue. After all the years that went by, we never got used to not having Momma home with us, 

weloved being 3with herbecuse eventhough she 3was strict,she w3as somuch fun to be with.  I know she had no idea 

how we missed her, and looked forward to bingwith her on Sunday afternoons. 

If it was raining on a Sunday afternoon, we were very unhappy because it meant we weren’t going to go anywhere. 

Momma would walk in the door, and we knew she was going to say. “Since it’s raining out, girls, we can’t go 

anywhere today. It’s a good time for me to go in Anna’s room and straighten out some of those boxes.” We’d moan 

and groan, because that was the last thing that we wanted to do.   

We hated when she said. We knew it would take all afternoon. Because when she went through those boxes, she would 

look at what she had and tell us where she got it, and who gave it to her.  Sometimes, she threw out the ones that were 

ripped and torn and replaced them with clean boxes She would send Sonny down to the janitor, to see if he had any in 

the cellar.  

Seeing how disappointed we were, she’d smile and say, “I know you girls don’t like doing this, but, I need you to help 

me pass the boxes back and forth,.When we’re finished, I’ll give you some money and one of you can run down to the 

drug store and buy some ice cream and ginger ale, and we’ll make ice cream sodas. Alright?” She let Sonny go to park 

with his friends, and we when we complained about that she didn’t make him help, she’d tell us, ‘because he’s a boy’. 

Momma passed the boxes out to us, and we had to line them up on the dining room floor. When she got dow to the big  

box on the bottom, she’d  push that big 3’ X 3’ box into the dining room and the top of it was covered with coal dust, 

from sitting under the window in Anna’s room that afacedtheack alley. Momma insisted the only window in there be 

left open a couple of inches at the top, regrless whether it was in the summer and in the winter. 

The chimneys  spewed black dirty smoke day in and day out, throughout the city and the waso much  coat dust was 

everywhere in the air, and  it would find it’s way back down and land on the laundry and all the window sills, and all 

that coal dust had been sifting down into that box of curtains for years Whenever Momma opened that box up, we 

knew to step way back because once she opened up those curtains, the entire room would fill up with hundreds of tiny 

sparkling little specks of coal dust that were flickering and shining in the light from the accumulation of coat dust 

filtering down on them for years.  

It didn’t matter to Momma .it went up our noses and in our throats and that is what was causing us to cough and 

choke/Momma didn’t believe us, and she would grumble, “How come it doesn’t bother rme?” Then she’d  scold, “Will 

you girls stop acting so silly, there’s no reason  it his world for you to be carrying on like that, over that little bit of 

coal dust!” 

While Momma loved those curtains, we hated them. She was so happy whenever she took one them curtains out of the 

box. She’d stand there amd hold it and sigh as she stared at it, remembering how they looked, hanging in Mrs. 

Eggleton‘s parlor/ They were as beautiful as ever to her, she didn’t see they had yellowed with age or were so dirty 

looking because they were covered with coat dust that had been filtering down on them for years while they sat in the 

box/ a They were her pride and joy, since Mrs. Eggleston gave them to her that day in 1919. My sister and me used to 

giggle and imitate Momma saying, “Aren’t these lace curtains just beautiful?” 

So many times she wuld  tell us, “Now I want you girls to take a close look at these curtains, so you can see they were 

handmade by nuns in France.  I want you to grow up and learn to appreciate the finer things in life, like I have. I 

happened to be very lucky that Mrs. Eggleston decided to give them to me, because she knew I’d appreciate them, 

because of  how I always admired them when they were hanging in her parlor in the city” 

We’d turn our heads so Momma wouldn’t catch us giggling, because she would tell us the same thing again, and again,  

”I hope you girls realize all those roses and sprays of wheat were crocheted  by nuns in a convent, that’s why they 

were so unusual and very expensive.”      

I groaned to Mary Jane,“Why is she saving them for, no one will ever want them dirty old things! She should have 
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thrown them down the dumb waiter a long time ago. They’re probably all rotten from sitting in that box since 1919.” 

I can still see Momma when we were going to have company, she’d get the ladder, and climb up it with a pair of those 

curtains hanging over her arm,  and she’d be  pushing  and shoving the valance behind the curtain rod, and before she 

got down, they were laying on the floor in a pile, because they were so heavy they’d slide down as fast as she tucked  

them in.. She be so disappointed and mad, she’d fold them up fast, and stick them back in the box and close it.                                                   

Sometimes Momma liked to sotamd  reminisce and telll us what her life when she was working for Mrs.Eggleston. 

She would get a far away look in her eyes and sigh, “You know, I worked for Mrs. Eggleston since I was thirteen until 

I was twenty-twp..then I married your father, against  here wishes. She begged me not to marry him. When I worked 

for her, they were the happiest days of my life, she was so good to me, and bought me the best of clothes and shoes, I 

had my hair done in the beauty parlor every week. She was the kindest woman I ever knew/ and you know to this day I 

never forget to light a candle amd say a prayer for her. That is why those curtains mean so much to me, it reminds me 

of those days. Itwa sch a different life, I was free to come and go as I pleased, I wasn’t’ married and I didn’t have three 

children toworry about.” 

 

We were so surprised to hear Momma tell us, ”Mrs. Eggleston’s words has haunted me,. because she tried so hard to 

talk her out of  marrying Daddy/ She knew he drank and gambled and she warned me,  “If you marry him, I guarantee 

you,  he will ruin your life and the lives of your children, if you should ever have any by him. You are only tweny-

three. You certaonly can wait a year and see if he stops his drinking and gambling, like he promised you. What’s one  

year, when you have your whole life before you.once you are married, it‘s for the rest of your life.” 

                                                      

                                                              *             *           *  

 

Anna’s  room was such a mess all the time, because of all the boxes Momma had piled in there, and we called it the 

‘junk room’. It made Momma mad when we did called it that, and eventually she was referring to it as the ‘junk room’ 

too.  The only time it got straightned out, was when things got so bad, she had to go in there and rearrange things, and 

did it on a rainy day and spend the entire afternoon going through them, and of course, we were not a bit happy about 

t, but we did it, and it made Momma very happy.    

That day Momma smiled at Mary Jane and said, “You girls have never seen how beautiful these curtains really are, 

when they are opened up al; the way out. Now that you are older. you can appreciate how gorgeous they are.” We 

looked at one and just wilted, We didn’t want to see it opened up, We hated those old curtains.  

How little we realized then, what a big role those curtains would play in our lives, ten years later.    

It seemed to us, Momma always lecturing us about the same thing. “When you get older ///  you will be glad I took the 

time to show you these beautiful cuartains, because you will appreciate them later on in life.”  We’d hang our heads, 

thinking, maybe Momma likes them, but we don’t.  

She expected us to be jumping up and down with joy, that she was going to open them allthe way, so we could see 

them. We watched her take that heavy lace curtain and she shook it out, so it would open up all the way out, and the 

coal dust was flying all around the room and we started coughing and gagging and she was so annoyed at us, that she 

pursed her lips tight, then sighed. 

I mumbled to Mary Jane, “Why does she keep showing us those old curtains for? I don’t want to see them, do you?” 

She shrugged, and Momma heard what I said and she stood in front of me and snapped at me. “Well, I can see you 

girls are not interested in seeing thos curtain opened up all the way.  Well, I do. because it’s been a long time since I 

did, and I’d like to see it again.”  

Momma walked towards us and shoved one end of the curtain in my hand, and pushed the other end in Mary Jane’s 

hand, and we stood there nd didn’t saya word.. She had a hold of the bottom of it, and walked backwards, stretching 

the curtain out as she went, and yelled at us, “Will you please move back further, so you can see the work that went 

into these curtains?”  

The air was filled with so much coal dust and glints of dust were shimmering everywhere in the  but it didn’t bother 

Momma. We tried not to cough, but we couldn’t help it, the coal dust kept tickling our throats and cuased us to cough. 
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Momma would give us that look nd take a deep breath, and reminded  us, ”Did I not ask you girls to please move back 

futher, so I can pull thiscurtain real tight and get all the wrinkles out, so you can see these beautiful roses and sprays of 

wheat the nuns in France crocheted on these curtains.  I think it is very important that you see and appreciate all the 

work the nuns put into these curtains.”  

Now our dining room was 9’X10’ and Momma was standing almost in her bedroom, yelling at us, “Well! Don’t just 

stand there, move all the way back like I told you to.” 

And I whined, “But, Momma, how can we? Our backs are up against the wall now.” That one panel swallowed up the 

9’ X 10’ dining room.  

Momma’s head flew up so fast, her glasses slid down her nose and shoved them back up, and  yanked the curtain out 

of our hands and folded it up and pushed it back down in the box.  

Then she had a mad face and told us,  “I just don’t understand you girls, when all I wanted was for you girls to see that 

curtain opened up all the way, but you girls don’t care.”  We stood there confused and wondered, why was she mad at 

us for? Because the dining room wasn’t big enough so she could open that old curtain all the way? 

 

There were times Momma was very unhappy, but it didn’t last too long andshe eitherint a citure andmakesomeaper 

flowesto get hermind off Daddy and his drinking. But, it had to have been a  horrible life being married to a man like 

him, he didn’t care about her or us. When her friends would ask her, “Why do you put up with a man like that ,,,leave 

him?” She would tell them what she told Father Costello, “I took a vow for better or for worse, and I got the worse.” 

She did the only thing she could do, distance herself from him and ‘their bed’. and this she did tfor thirteen years. It 

was a good thing we had Anna, but it didn’t make up for Momma not being with us.  

I was lucky we have  friends from school. Rita O’Shaughnessy, Ellen Young and Kathleen Buckley, and we went to 

high school together and they were at my wedding. Rita and I still write one another, and stay in touch with what is 

going on in our lives and talk about the old days. 

Some of the mothers in the neighborhood had old wooden trunks, plastered with colorful labels showing the country 

they came from, They stored winter coats, hats and scarves in them, with plenty of moth balls, because most 

apartments only had two little closets.  

When I would be in one of my friend’s house, I’d notice their mother and other mothers, had their wedding gifts sitting 

around on shelves, and on top of the big wooden radio and on little tables with crochet lace doilies underneath them. 

Momma’s wedding gifts were still in boxes in Anna’s room because she was hoping one day she was going to have a 

house in the country, and she then she would display and put them around.  

We were so ashamed of that room, that it was no wonder Momma insisted we keep the door closed.  few times we let 

our friends peek in, they were amazed at all the boxes she had in there,they actually touched the ceiling, yet, not one of 

them ever fell down. 

We grew up, and never realized our mother was ‘the only’ mother on our block that was born in America. All the other 

mothers came from Ireland, Germany, Greece, Russia and Italy, and,  she was the only mother that had to work and 

lived away from home. Yet, those women thought the world of Momma, and the admired what sh could do. When 

they saw my sister or me on the street with something new on, that Momma made, they would turn us aroud and be 

looking us over telling us, “Sure and neither of you girls appreciate what a talented mother ye have. And to think how 

hard the poor soul works and she still finds time to make you girls such lovely clothes!” We’d  run off  laughing 

becausethey thought Momma was ‘so talented’. What did we know, to us, Momma was Momma?  

We’d be so disappointed when it rained, after we had been waiting since Monday for Sunday. But, it was Momma 

greatest joy going in Anna’s room and rumaging through her boxes, but only after Anna left with her umbrella and go 

downtown to visit her lady friends very Sunday.  

Momma had so many boxes of material,remnants she find on sale. Before  she’d put it in the box, she tucked a piece of 

paper between the folds, telling how many yards and a sketch of what she wanted to make with it. When she’d see her 

looking at the sketch,, she’d laugh,”One day, yI will get around to making it.” Momma had so many boxes,  some had 

out-dated high heels with pointed toes and flashy rhinestone buckles and beaded evening bags. We’d put on the high 

heels over our shoes, and take a fancy evening bag and prance around in the dining room, and look at ourselves in the 
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mirror, giggling to think  women used to wear such old fiashioned shoes.  

One box had long white kid gloves wrapped in white tissue paper and I loved how they felt, so  silky-soft when I’d put 

them on. My sister and I took turns wearing them and they were so long, they went up over our elbows, and we 

struggled to close the tiny little Mother of Pearl buttons at the wrist. Momma always checked we put them back in the 

box the way she had them in, and reminded us, “Be careful how you handle them. A lot of people like to borrow these 

things once in a while.” We thought it was funny anyone would to want to wear any of those things.  

But, neighbors, friends and cousins would borrow them, especially the fancy royal blue beaded gown and blue velvet 

wrap that went with it. Mrs. Eggleston sent them to Momma from a Fifth Avenue store in 1926, so Momma looked 

nice for her daughter Helen’s wedding and reception that was held in a big fancy hotel, in downtown in New York 

City.Momma liked t liked to tell the story about the dress, everyimesoneone  borrowed that dress. 

There were boxes with the old fur coats and fur scarfs, and we’d  run away from the smell of the moth balls and hold 

our noses, because it was such an awful smell  Most of the furs were so old, athat the hair was falling off them.  and 

we’d be whispering to one another, “Who would want to wear those smelly old smelly old things?” Momma would 

give us the eye, and we’d be quiet.  

But. there was one fur piece that I liked. Momma kept it in a pillow case in the same box. It had three skins, glass eyes, 

tiny little ears and feet, and when Momma threw it over her shoulder and let the tails hang down, she looked like a 

movie star to me. She only wore it in the spring and fall, over a wool suit or a pretty silk dress.     

The tall boxes had Daddy’s old wool suits, overcoats and sweaters in it. and theyreeked from mothballs too. Momma 

didn’t put in just a few, she’d dump the entire box in.  That was why Anna’s room reeked from the smell of moth balls. 

Momma knew Daddy would never part with anything he had. What fit him years ago, he could no longer get into, 

because all the beer and whiskey he drank. He warned Momma,“Don’t you ever give away any of my clothes!”  

Momma never let on, a couple of years ago, she gave away most of his old clothes to the tramps that lived over on the 

dumps, when we used to bring food to them.. In the winter when we went there, it upset Momma seeing them 

shivering in the cold. Knowing Daddy 

s old clothes were home in a box, she gave them his overcoats and sweaters and some wool suits that were much too 

small for him. She didn’t worry about it, she’d just say, “He’ll never ever miss them, they’ve been in Anna’s room for 

years.” And he she was right, henever did. 

When Momma came to the boxes with our baby clothes, she’d be smiling, and looking over at us, and take out  the 

little hats, leggings, mittens and button-up sweaters she had crocheted in ivory white and shiny mother-of -pearl 

buttons up the front of them.  Then  lift out a heavy carriage blanket she crocheted in ivory white and with it were two 

big satin bows and tell us.. “This big pink satin bow  was for you girls and the blue one, was for Sonny”  She’d sigh 

put the white tissue paper over them and close the box, and sigh as she remembered those days. 

After Momma went through the boxes with our baby clothes, knowing how much they meant to her. I often wonder 

whatever became of them?  I don’t know what what she did with them, when sh eclosd down the apartment, when 

Anna died suddenly in 1960.                                                                     

The tall, narrow box she kept near the door, was for  boots and galoshes. The medium size boxes held her art supplies, 

bottles of linseed oil, camel hair brushes, full tubes and half used tubes of oil paints, and some were all dried-up. In 

another box she had pieces of canvas, and several pieces of oilcloth rolled up, because she painted on the back of it, 

because it was less expensive to buy a yard or two of oilcloth, and saved the canvas for special pictures. Momma loved 

to paint pictures, and buy the frames in thrift shops, and give them away as gifts, when she was going to go see 

someone, and she never went without a bouquet of her paper flowers.   

Momma had so many boxes of paper flower supplies, but, it was her favorite hobby. She could cut and shape the 

velvet rose petals so fast,  in no time she had a dozen of pink or red sweetheart roses. The nuns in schoolloved getting 

them, especially in the winter. I think everyone Momma knew had her sweetheart roses, because she could make them 

look so real.  

Her mother got her interested in making paper flowers when she was a little girl. She told us, whn she waes alittle girl, 

she  loved watching her mother make colorful paper zinnias in orange, gold and marigold. She always had them sitting 

in the kitchen window in the winter 
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                                                          *              *               *  

 

The apartments along  Amsterdam were all the same or very similar  being they were built aroud the Turn of the 

Century. the kitchens had a stationary washtubs, for women to wash clothes on a washboard, and it was an all day 

project, so unlike today.no one could afford a washing machine or a wringer. The winters were much colder, and the 

clothes on the line often froze stiff  and the women had to strugggle to bring them back in, and let them thaw on a 

small clothesline inside the house.  

All those years, no one was aware Daddy was beginning to lose his mind, what man wouldmake his children stand in 

the dining room, for long periods of time, at full attention, bcause he wanted to feel, he was in control over us. He’d sit 

on a dining room chair holding the stick, he kept in the corner, and threaten to ‘wallop’ us with it, if we dared to talk or 

move, until he said so.  

If he said, ‘kneel’, we woud kneel  in front of him, and he wouldn’t let us up, until he said we could. He gave us 

commands like we were dogs,  kneel, get up, sit down, don’t move,  and we were too afraid not to do what he said!  

Momma’s life was a lonely one, with no one to talk to, ;iving in one small room seven days a week,  while we were 

home wishing she was with us, to hug and kiss us ‘good night’and be there when we fell and scraped knees. Anna 

would put iodine on our cuts forus  and it would sting, but she was not Momma. 

I remember so many times, wishing Momma was home when I came home from school, like the other mothers were, 

so I could tell her what went wrong in school that day, or when I cried because I had an argument with one of my 

friends, andshecodln’t be with us, because she had to work, because of Daddy, he wouldn’t give her any money to run 

the house. We always hid behind our bedroom door, and peek out in the dining room, as soon as we heard them 

fighting/ We’d hear Momma sobbing and we hated how they always fought over the same thing, money. 

When we were older, the fighting got much worse. They’d end up saying such  

horrible things to one another, and they end up hittingand and punching one another. Once I tried to get in between 

them, and I was pleading with Daddy, “Stop hitting Momma, Stop it! Stop it!” He ran after me and I ran and opened 

the outside door and stood out in the hall, and he didn’t come after me, in case one of the neighbors saw him.  

 

So many times we would see  Momma curl up on our bed and be crying so hard,  that she’d pass out. I will never 

forget, how frightened we would get thinking she was going to die, but she was hyper-ventilating/ When she came too,  

she’d still be sobbing and the three of us would get on the bed with her and get as close as we could to her and put and 

our arms around her, thinking we were protecting her from Daddy. We grew up always hearing Momma arging with 

Daddy, and pleading with him, to help her pay some of the bills, but he wouldn’t. 

In 1937, in September I was twelve, Sonny was eleven and Mary Jane was nine, and we were fascinated by the big 

radio Momma got on sale,and Daddy would bring in broadcasts from London and different cities in Europe and he 

always referred to the radio  as ‘his’ radio, and Momma paid for it, so we could hear our favorite programs.  

Tothink, we had never seen Daddt sober in all our lives, he just staggered around the house with eyes all red and 

bleary, looking for someone to fight and argue with.  because he liked tp argue about themost ridiculous thing,  Like 

the politics in America or the politics in England and he;d be shouting that he didn’t like what was going on with the 

Protestants in Belfast, Ireland, where he was from. He and Anna used to go round an round about politics. Anna was 

from Wexford, Ireland, in the south and Daddy was from Northern Ireland, that was still under British rule. 

First thing in the morning, Daddy drank a half a quart of whiskey, that was his breakfast, and for his lunch, a more 

drinks at a bar near where he worked and when he’d come home, the first plae went, was in the bar downstaris for a 

few more drinks. When he came upstairs, he’d finish off the quart of whiskey, then sit down and drink nine bottles of 

Knickerbocker beer, during and after his dinner and fall asleep at the table with his face in the newspaper. We were 

careful, not to wake him up and tiptoe past him, and get into our pajamas, and get in bed, and pull the covers up over 

our heads, so he woudthink we wer asleep and not want to fight with us.. 
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With all the drinking he did, it is hard to believe, Daddy never missed a day of work?  He got up without an alarm 

clock,  every morning at 4:30 A.M., no matter how drunk he was the night before. Well, except the night Momma gave 

him two black eyes. when  

He hit her, she hit him in the face with a black iron frying pan ad he was too embarrassed to go to work. Daddy 

worked for Sheffield Farms delivering milk, if he wasn’t in the bar, he was home by noon. When we came home for 

lunch, we’d know if he was hp,e, because aswe were climbing up the stairs, we ould hear the same program he listened 

to everyday. “The National Farm and Home Hour” He loved hearing  Souza’s marching band playing “The Stars and 

Stripes Forever.” But, later on in the afternoon, if he was home, all he’d listen to was Irish music.   

One day Anna told us, that she was born in Wexford, Ireland, and was brought up in an orphanage, and she came to 

America when she was sixteen. Her first job was working with about nine other girls for a very wealthy family for 

eleven years,,out in the Hamptons, on the far end of  Long Island. But, after the crash on Wall Street, they let most of 

their help go 

Anna was with us for thrity years, and she died, in 1960. The worst punishment Anna could give us, was a “Tsh,Tsh, 

Tsh” when we did something wrong. And somehow it worked. For some reason, Momma did not get along with Anna. 

It was sounlike her, but she would find more ways to hurt her feelings, and tell  her she did not like how she washed 

the clothes, or ironed them or the way she hung them out on the line. Momma did not appreciate what Anna did for her 

and us.  She never answered her back, and would retreat to her room and close the door. We would hear her crying. 

and it upset us when we heard Anna cry, we liked her so much. Anna was never in a bad mood or cranky, and always 

had a sweet smile for us, we became very attached to her. Maybe Momma didn’t like that Anna could be with us, and 

she couldn’t?  

One Sunday when it rained, we couldn’t go anywhere, and we hated when Momma said, “I think I’ll go through some 

of those boxes in Anna room, and see what I can throw out.” Shehad Sonny go get her some clean boxes again from 

the janitor. <p,,addm’twastamu to,t at day, and she thre out a lot of thigns and what was in theold boxes, we had to 

putin the cleanboxes.and she  threw the torn and broken ones down the dumbwaiter.  

When Momma got down to the box on the bottom, with the oldlace curtgains, we’d be so relieved she didn’t drag that 

box out in the dining room. I went to  her and suggested, “Momma, Why don’t you throw those old curtains down the 

dumb waiter, they’re  so old and dirty, they stink. No one is going to want them old things hanging up at their 

windows!” Momma gave me a look that went right through me, that I dare say such a thing about her beloved curtains. 

I thought she was going to hit me, because she was so insulted that I said such a thing. She scolded “I hope when you 

grow up, you will have learned to appreciate what beautiful and expensive curtains they are. Why do you think I’ve 

kept them all these years? To make sure nothing happens to them.” I rolled my eyes up at Mary Jane, and the two of us 

stood there, because we just hated those dirty old curtains. I had no idea the problems those curtains would cause, 

between Momma and me, ten years later.  

THE DEPRESSION YEARS 1930-41 

When we lived on Amstedam Avenue, everyone was poor. The  Depression evetually affected everyone’s life, and 

there no signs that things were going to get any better. It didn’t matter what city you lived in,  men lost their jobs and 

businesses continued to close and it only got worse with each passing year.  

Momma would argue with Daddy, that he didn’t know how lucky he was, that he still had his job. Not that it did her 

any good because she worked and supported our family, not Daddy. We dreaded Sunday nights because Momma and 

Daddy always ended up having a fight,some were worse than others, but it was always over money.  

One night Daddy happen to mention that he owed his bookies a lot of money and let it slip that he had used about a 

hundred dollars of the company’s money he collected on his milk route, to pay off his bookie, and he had to find a way 

to pay it  back.  When Momma heard what he done, she got so mad she told him, “I hope to God they arrest you and 

put you in jail where you belong .How could you use the money you collected on your route, and give it to your 

bookie?” He sniffed, ”Don’t worry. It happened a couple of times and they let me pay it back a little at a time.” What 

she didn’t know,they had warned him, if he did it again. they would fire him.  

It was a common sight during the Depression, to see families evicted and everything they owned on the street. It 

happened so often that people would just walk by and glanced at the furniture piled at the curb, with their clothes, pots 
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and pans, mattresses and beds, and cribs, mattresses, and bureaus, while the mothers would stand guarding their 

belongings, sobbing, while their children played nearby, unconcerned about what was going to happen to them.    

Momma had no choice but work full time, in 1930,  seeing how her life was spiraling down. She was working so hard 

to make ends meet but Daddy didn’t care. All that mattered to him, was he had his whiskey, and he had plenty of it, 

since he learned to make it in our bathtub. Saturday nights, he would invite his ‘so called’ friends up to the house to 

play cards, because they all got paid on Saturday. They were glad to come because they could have all the whiskey 

they wanted while they sat there and played cards intothe wee hours of the morning. Our dining room was filled with 

smoke from all their cigars and cigarettes.  

In the beginning, Momma worked part-time, and had to ask and pay a neighbor to watch us. She couldn’t trust Daddy, 

after he fisnihed deliveringthemilk up inWashton Heights, he’d bring his horse and wagon back to Sheffield Farms on 

125th S treet. Sometimes he came straight home and sometimes he didn’t.  

He’d slip in the back door of the speakeasy, and have a few drinks with the boys when he had plenty of whiskey in the 

hall closet. When the cooking school sent Momma to do luncheons, she was home by two or three o’clock, but when 

she cooked a dinner, she would leave us with Daddy, and our supper was ready and all Daddy had to do was heat it up 

and give it to us, n dour pjamas were laidout on the bed. He’d be drinking and fall asleep at the table, and we’d be 

playing on the floor, fall asleep with no supper and Momma would come home and have to feed us and put us to bed. 

When Anna came to us, I was five, Sonny was four and Mary Jane was two. When Momma realizd, she had work full 

time, she was so thankful when Mr. and Mrs. Hardon offered her a permanent with them. Butm she needed to find a 

woman she could trust, and would live with us. in the room Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary had before they went back to 

Ireland to live. She was getting worried, because she didn’t care for the women she had talked to. Then a neighbor 

suggested she go to Catholic Charities.  She did and  while she was filling out the necessary papers. the lady at the 

front office was interviewing Anna. She told her,she was thrity years old and had worked or one family for eleven 

years in a big house in the Hamptons, on Long Island, and after the Crash on Wall Street, most of the help was0 let go. 

and she was looking for work in someone’s home. The lady told her,  “Well, a woman just came in and she’s looking 

for a woman to take care of her three young children, and needs someone to live in her home, while she works.” Anna 

told her, ‘No…I don’t want the responsiblitly of having to take care of three small children.’  

The lady decided to introduce Anna to Momma and they sat and talked awhile andtried to convince Anna the children 

were very good and would be no problem  Anna said, “I have to think about it, on child I would consider, but not 

three?” 

Momma said, “Why don’t’ you come to my house and meet them.” Anna hesitated and Momma wrote down what 

trolley she should take and get off at the corner of 131st Street and Amsterdam.  

Avenue, but she didn’t mention, we lived up on the fifth floor 

My brother and I hung out the front window and looked for Anna, Mary Jane was sitting in a high chair. We wouldn’t 

fall out, because Uncle Mick had put up real strong steel guards for us. We watched every trolley that stopped at the 

corner because Momma said, to look for a lady that seemed lost. We saw Anna across the street, looking at a piece of 

paper and glancing around confused.  Momma called down to her, and she looked up and smiled and crossed over 

Amsterdam Avnue. We ran out in the hall and waited at the top of the marble staircase, where we could look straight 

down to the first floor and saw her coming up and rest between each floor, By the time she got to the fifth floor, she 

was really huffing and puffing and out of breath.  

We shyly looked at her and she gave us a big smile and said, “Hello!” We just looked at her, and didn’t say a word and 

sort of backed away. She was wearing a navy blue crepe dress, and navy blue felt cloche hat, she had pulled down over 

her left eye. We watched her open the big black pocketbook she had and put the directions back in it, then we said, 

“Hello!”. She slipped the handles of her pocketbook over her arm and patted us on top of the our heads and seemed 

pleased to see us. We brought her inside to Momma and whn she saw how flushed her face was, Momm had her sit 

down and offered her a cup of tea, but Anna told her, “I’d  prefer a glass of water, if you wouldn’t mind. I’m not used 

to climbing so many flights of stairs.”  

Momma opened the top door of the ice box, hoping it didn’t mean Anna wouldn’t want to work for her because  she 

would have to climb all those stairs. Using an ice pick she chipped off some ice and put it in a tall glass and filled it 
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with water. and handed it to Anna.  She thanked her and. Momma sat down beside her and explained some of the 

things she felt she should know about us, and had me come over and told Anna my name, then Sonny and Mary Jane’s 

names, saying, “ Should you decide to take the job, I am suppose to work this week, for Mr. and Mrs. Hardon, and 

Momma showed her a piece of paper she had written down their name,  phone number and address on and hung it on a 

nail in the kitchen so she woud know where it was.  

Anna sat there holding her big pocketbook, and appeared to be more relaxed, and Momma asked her, “Would you like 

to stay for dinner, and have a piece of birthday cake with us? 

 

Anna’s face lit up and she was delighted that Momma invited her to stay for dinner and she said,”Yes, that would be 

lovely, thank you. What can I do to help you?” Anna asked, as she took off her hat and stuck the long hat pin back in 

it, and laid it on the sideboard.  

Momma told her everything was ready, that she had made a big casseole with chicken pas and rice and a pie crust over 

it.   had her sit down. I went over and asked her,  “I bet you didn’t know today is my birthday. I am  six years old and  

I can go to school now.. Momma made me my uniform. A navy blue skirt and a white blouse, and I have to wear it to 

school every day.” Anna sat there listening to us and kept nodding and Momma was pleased to see how well we were 

getting along with Anna.   

She picked Mary Jane up and held her on her lap and retied the satin bow on her blonde curly hair that had come loose, 

and Momma was hoping Anna would stay. Oguess Anna fell in love with us because she told Momma, “I decided, I 

would like to stay. But after dinner, I have to get my suitcase, it’s at my girlfriend’s house where/ve been staying. I 

promisie tocome right back.”  

Later that night Anna was back with her suitcase, andMomma was very happy she came back. Sonny took Anna by the 

hand and brought her to Uncle Mick’s  room. She put the suitcase on the chair and opened it and took out a 

brush,comb and a mirror and put them on top of the bureau and the one  pair of shoes and Soony rn and put them in the 

closet for her. She told him,.he slippers went by the bed, while she put her  night gowns in the middle draw, along with 

her bloomers and two petticoats. The one good crepe dress she had, went in the closet, along with two cotton house 

dresses. Taking out a wooden crucifix and a picture of St. Theresa, she held them up and asked Momma.”Would you 

mind, if I hung these over my bed?  I cam hang them on the nails that are already there?” Momma nodded then 

showed her where the bathroom was. 

It didn’t take long for Momma to tell her, not ask,  “You wouldn’t mind if I leave this box in here. It was the’3X3’ box 

of lace curtains Mrs. Egglesotn had given her back in 1919,  she smiled and told her, “It won’t take up too much room, 

there’s only curtains in it.” And before Momma just put a clean starched  lace doily on the top of the box, but as time 

went by, Momma kept adding more and more boxes in there, but Anna never complained. 

Momma was very fortunate to have found Anna that day. She was in her early thirties, and we likekd her right away. 

In all the years Anna she was with us, I don’t remember her ever yeling oat us, an she nevr hit us, and we never knew 

Anna to be in a bad mood, We loved her and she helped made ourives easier, having to live with father thatwas always 

drunk. . 

In the beginning, we had a hard time trying to understand what Anna said when she would tell us to do something. 

Daddy was from Ireland but he didn’t have the Irish brogue like Anna did, and  after all the years she was with us, she 

never lost it.  

The one thing we could not understand was why Anna never let us hug or kiss her, and she never hugged or kissed us 

either. It wasnt’ that she wasn’t fond of us, she was. She took the time to sit and listen to our childish problems, and 

go, “Tsk, Tsk, Tsk,” that was her way of scolding us or sympathizing with us. In all the years Anna was taking care of 

us, she never hit or yelled at us.  

Anna did the cooking, the washing and ironing and very morning, when she went downstairs to do the shopping. The 

firs thing she did was gossip with the ladies standing on the stoop, holding their black oilcloth shopping bags. Then 

she’d go in and out the stores, and they were all on our block. The German butcher, an Irish grocer, an Irish bar and an 

Irish liquor store on the corner of 135th , the Italian vegetable man, the Russian tailor, and the Candy store had many 

different owners, and we had a Jewish pharmacist and drug store on the corner of 134th.  
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When I think how everyone got along, and cared about one another. Especially if they heard you had a problem, it 

didn’t matter what religion you were or where you were born.  It was a close knit groupof people from different parts 

of the world, and they all lived on the one block and got along. It makes you wonder what is wrong with the rest of the 

world?   

We used wonder how Momma knew which box to stick her hand into, when there wr so many boxes, and she’d be 

looking something she wanted and  so many of them they were jammed up against the ceiling. Tey blocked the only 

window  in the middle of Anna’s room and made it so dark, you had to put the light on. W had to put our hand up and 

feel around for a heavy metal nut. that Momma had tied to the end of a string that was attached to a fixture on the 

ceiling, and we had pull it and turn on the naked bulb that was hanging down on a long chain 

The apartment houses along Amsterdam Avenue, were built at the Turn of the Century, and were basically all the 

same. Five stories high, four apartments on each floor, two in the front and two in back with fire escapes, three 

bedrooms one bathroom, living room and kitchen. In the vesticule were shiny brass mailboxes and a buzzer to get in, 

and marble steps were on every floor, steam heat radiators, and a hot pipe in the bathroom, a stationary tub in the 

kitchen to wash cothes, a dumb-waiter off the kitchen, and two narrow ‘tiny’ closets to hang clothes.    

Aunt Rose had three girls a little older and one my sister’s age when they outgrew their clothes, we were thrilled that 

she gave them to us they wre so pretty and nice. What was too big, went in a box in Anna’s room, until we grew into 

them. What we didn’t want or couldn’t use, was put in another box to go to Pennsylvania, with us, because we went 

every year for the Fourth of July. 

Daddy and Mommma always took their vacations the first week of July. When Momma was getting everything ready 

to go, there were so many boxes lined up and she packed them in the borrowed car, and didn’t care where we sat, those 

boxes were more important than we were. 

In the early Thirties, cars didn’t have trunks, so what she could’t fit on the back seat,  she tied ton the outside and on 

the roof of the car.  

Going to Pennyslvania was Momma’s greatest joy! She looked forward to it all year and she never went that she didn’t 

bring everyone ‘some little thing.  So those boxes were filled with all kinds of things she had saved for her family, 

during the  year, It was during the Depression, and farmers were having a hard time like everyone else, and they were 

thankful for anything and everything she would bring. What they couldn’t use, was passed to someone who could use 

it.  

Daddy never owned a car, but he hda a chauffeur’s license, and borrowed a friend’s car. Not many people in the city 

had a car back then, ana Momma would always pay the man for letting Daddy take us to Pennsylvania in it every year.   

We’d take off our shoes and run around in the grass in our bare feet, while our cousins, Dorothy and Shirley who were 

a couple of years older than us, stood shaking their heads, laughing and asking their mother,  ‘Why do they to do that?’  

My sister and I couldn’t wait to get up mornings, and help Aunt Vina feed the chickens, ducks,  pigs, and hold a big 

heavy pail of milk for the calves and they’d slurp and drink the whole thing. We’d feel so important going with her to 

the chicken coop but, she would make sure we had our shoes on, before she handed us the baskets to put the eggs in. 

We followed behind her and go up the wooden ramp into the messy ‘poop coop’ We would slip our hands under the 

chickens that were nervously eyeing us, and take the warm eggs out from under them, and put them in the basket, and 

Aunt Vine would warn us, “Be careful how you carry them baskets, so those eggs don’t roll around and break,” while 

we carried them back to the house.  

Before we knew it it was Laobr Day,  and Momma and Daddy came back to take us home because we had to go 

school, and we’d cry, ‘we didn’t want to go home to the city’, we loved  being up there on the farm with Aunt Vina 

and Uncle Henry. 

When I think of all  those boxes in Anna’s room, we never realized they were filled with Momma’s dreams or that she 

had plan for every thing she had stored away for theday she would have  house out in the country, and she knew 

exactly which box to stick her hand into, whenever she was looking  something. But, she never was able to have her 

house, and everything she had in that room, that meant so much to her, as time went by, it all disappearedm except tofr 

th bos with the lace curtains.   Little by little, she would make us clothes from the remnants she had in the boxes, and 

she kept  buying more, and more and she would laugh and say, ‘the material was so pretty, I just had to buy it.”.  
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When we ‘had to’ move to 136th Street, in 1934, we hated living in that back apartment on the fifth floor, because there 

was nothing to see except kitchen and bathroom windows or we could look down at the court yard.  

After coming from an apartment where we could look out the windows and see so much, because there was something 

always going on on Amsterdam Avenue. The trolley cars were constantly going up and down, the Knickerbcker 

Hospital was up the block, and there were ambulances sirens would be going and they’d  rushing up or down the 

avenue to get to someone’s house.  

Cushman’s funeral parlor was across the street on the corner, and everyday but Sunday, we saw a funeral leaving from 

there. And up the block on 131st Street, was our church, the convent, the boys school, all on 131st Street, between 

Amsterdam and Convent Avenue.  

Then to move where we had nothing to seem we were very lonely and felt lost. Daddy was always drunk or asleep at 

the dining room table and we were not allowed to touch ‘his’ radio. Anna went to church every night and we only saw 

Momma Sunday afternoons and evenings.  

We would climb out on the fire escape in nice weather and watch th boys play stick ball down in the courtyard.  We 

would never tell Momma when we sat out there in the dark,  we looked in everyone’s windows, and would see and 

hear things, we didn’t dare tell her or Anna about. Then there were times we went up on the roof to play, because there 

was usually one of the mothers up there sitting in the sun, and we played with their children  

All roofs in the city had brick chimneys spewing dirty smoke and coal dust filling the air, day and night. It was worse 

in the winter because the apartments needed steam heat, and had to burn more coal. The coal dust  fell on the wash on 

the  lines filled with clothes, that stretched from one kitchen window to the other.  

That black soot found it’s way into everyone’s windows and would be on the window sills.The women had to scrub 

clothes up anddown on washboards and wring them out by hand and hang them out on the lines, and at times, that 

block soot would be all over them.  

In the winter, they clothes freeze and be stiff as boards and they had to wrestle with the wash to bring it in, to let them 

melt and dry on an inside line. There were hundreds of clothes lines coming from all the apartment houses in the back, 

that me they looked like giant spider webs, criss-crossing back and forth, from window to window.  

The apartment houses were like a frame, that went around the entire block, and they faced the north, south, east, and 

west, and the backs of  the apartment houses all faced a big courtyard, separated by a high wooden fence that went 

down the middle.  

It was a place where the boys liked to play stickball, and not worry about getting hit by a car. They often hit someone’s 

sheets with the ball, and it would leave a black mark on the sheet and they’d run for their lives before one of the 

women would open their window and give them a good ‘tongue lashing’ for what they had done. But they’d be back 

the next day and janitor would chase them before the tenants would have complained to him.  

THE SUNDAY NIGHT FIGHTS     

No one realized back then, there were obvious signs that Daddy’s mind was going from his drinking;  The way he 

punished us was so cruel and how he would made us stand for long periods of time in the dining room, with our hands 

to our sides … for no reason than he wanted to be boss and in command. We didn’t dare move. He would sit in front 

of us holding that stick and he wouldn’t hesitate to whack us hard with it, if we did move, and we’d be so tired.   

As many times as we told Momma how Daddy treated us, she never did anything about it. 

I don’t think she had any idea what he put us through. because he woud never do it to us,  if she was home.  Her life 

was different, it was so peaceful where she worked, compared to what we had to go through with Daddy. Every 

Sunday, they fought over money. We’d hide behind our bedroom door, and hear Daddy shouting at Momma, and 

she’d be crying, and come in our room and lay down on our bed and sob into a pillow. Momma would get so upset, 

that we got to hate Sunday nights.  

As we got older, the fighting only got worse and they’d ended up hitting and socking one another. We’d be hysterical 

watching what they were doingto one another.. Once, I got brave enough to go out and stand between them, and I was 

crying and pleading telling Daddy! “Stop it, stop it.”  He walked away, grumbling to himself, and Momma went in on 

our bed and was sobbing and be trembling so hard,  we got so fightened when she passed out. We didn’t know what to 
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do, except wait until she came too and she’d still be sobbing. We climbed on the bed beside her and snuggle close to 

her and the three of us would have our arms around her, thinking we were protecting her. 

What kind of a life was that for children, nine, eleven, and twelve years old? 

That is the kind of envoirment we grew up in, being scared of our father, and never seeing him sober!   Night after 

night, we see him sitting at the table drinking beer from a bottle and his head going from side to side, and he’d fall 

forwardand his face would be in the newspaper and we’d be so glad he fell asleep and tiptoe past him, and get into our 

pajamas and jump in bed. 

He’d wake us up out of our sleep and have us go in the dining room and we’d walk out like zombies, half asleep, 

because he wanted to argue with someone. What did we know about politics in America and politics in England and 

Ireland and not getting anywhere wih us, he’d start on Anna, because she was from Wexford, Southern Ireland, and he 

was pro-British, from Belfast, Northern Ireland, they had some  heated arguments over Ireland wanting to become to 

be free of  England, And we sat there listening to them and all we wanted was to go back to bed.  

One time we were going to go to bed, Momma had just left, and he was ranting and raving and pacing back forth in the 

dining room about something Momma said to himbefore she left.. He’d lined th three of us up ino the dining room and 

wedidn’t know what he was yelling at us for “You had better obey me and do what I say, and not what your mother 

says. I am boss in this house, and I make all the rules, NOT HER!“  

We were scared because Daddy was in a horrible mood, and we tried to dee[,pvomg move towards our room to get 

away from him. He’d drag my sister and me  by our hair, back int eh dining room and it hurt and we’d be crying and 

he’d made us stand at attention, before he let go of our hair We had to stand there and he sat there eyeing us holding n 

to that famous stick of his.  

It didn’t matter that he had to et up so early, because as soon as the alarm  went off at 4:30 A.M., he got shaved and 

dressed.  He never ate breakfast, he drank half a quart of whiskey and finished the other half when he came home. He 

got the trolley at the corner  that turned at west at 125th Street, and it took him to Shefield Farm Milk Co, and he 

delivered milk to the elevator apartment houses up around 180th Street and Washington Heights, near the bridge 

After we finished dinner, Anna couldn’t get out the door fast enough, she was such a coward. She was more afraid of 

him than we were. She went to church almost every night, in snow or rain, it wasn’tuntil after Anna died, we learned 

she was engaged and her boyfriend was killed in WWI, and she never went with another man. Anna grieved over him 

for the rest of her life. 

When we were a little older, Momma insisted my sister and I take turns doing dishes to help Anna, then we could do 

our homework. We were always so relieved whenever we saw Daddy fall asleep,while we were listening to one of our 

programs, and luckily he liked The Lone Ranger, Jack Benny, and Jack Armstrong …the all American boy.   

The three of us always sats on the linoleum floor in the dining room,  Indian style. We did our homework sitting in 

front of the big radio and sometimes floor was cold, andwe’d get our pillows to sit on. Daddy referred to it as ‘his’ 

radio, but Momma bought and paid for it, so we could hear our favorite programs. He loved when he could bring in 

broadcasts from London and different cities in Europe. 

Sometimes, Daddy would come straight home from work.We came home from school for lunch around noon and 

while we were climbing up the five fights of stairs, if we could hear Souza’s marching band playing “The Stars and 

Stripes Forever.” we knew Daddy was home/ It was the intro for the National Farm and Home Hour and why he 

listened to it. I don’t know, unless it was because he grew up on a farm in Ireland. 

During the Depression, there were thousand and thousands of men oout of work, and year after year, it didn’t any 

better. It lasted from 1929 to 1941 and was the longest Depression our country ever had and there wasn’t a town or a 

city that wasn’t affected by it  

Momma would tell Daddy, ”You don’t know how lucky you are, you have a job, because, one of these days they ar 

going to fire you, if you don’t stop drinking and gambling.” He never gave her any money anyhow, so why was she 

worried he would lose his job,  I could not figure out.                                                               

We were so naïve to think ‘ none of the kids on the block knew our mother and father fought almost every Sunday 

night.’ Like in most families, it was an unwritten law you never discuss what goes ton in your house, not even with 

your best friends. 
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We foolishly thought it a big secret that Daddy drank and gambled. I guess we weren’t smart enough to figure out, the 

whole building heard them fighting almost every Sunday night.  

We knew some fathers, they drank and hung out downstairs in the bar, but they didn’t get drunk like Daddy did, at 

least they knew when to quit. The men worked six and a half days a week, and were paid on Saturdays and being they 

didn’t have to get up for work on Sunday, they liked to  spend the night drinking with their buddies in the bar. They 

didn’t fight or abuse their wives and children, they liked to talk with the men in the neighborhood. They gave their 

wives money to pay the rent and buy groceries, and they bet a few pennies on the numbers in the candy store or up at 

the barber shop, but that was it. 

Directly under our apartment there used to be a German butcher, but he moved  further up on Amsterdan and 

O’Rouke’s grocery store moved in, and next to him was the bar and grill and it took up two stores. One side they had 

booths where they served hot food and it had a nickleodian, and through a wide opening on the other side was where 

the men sat at the bar.  

Every Saturday night the men would drink too much and start fighting and punching one another. When the bartender 

would see them rolling around on the floor, he’d pick them up by the scruff of their necks and throw them outside on 

the sidewalk, and they’dcontinue rolling around on the  and it didn’t matter what the weather was like, and the 

bartender went in and called the police. 

The curisng and angry voices downstairs would wake us up, and we knew right away there was a fight going on 

downstairs. My sister and I would take our pillows and blanket and hang out the window, I had the window in our 

room, and she had the window in Daddy’s room. Hodking the blanket around ourselves, we watched  them, rolling all 

over the dirty sidewalk and over newspapers laying around, and their shirts and clothes covered with blood and blood 

coming from their noses and mouths  but it didn’t bother us, we were used to seeing, we had  front row seats on 

Saturday nights  

We’d heard the sirens and in no time two police cars pulled in, then the paddy wagon ame along andpulled in front of 

the saloon. Since no one in our neighborhood owned a car, there was plenty of room to park. Even with the police 

there, it didn’t stop them fighting, and a couple guys from the bar came out and would jump on top of them, and all we 

could were the fists flying and the cops trying to separate them, and they couldn’t. They’d hit them with their billie 

sticks, and they’d get up and start swinging at the cops, but the cops ducked were a lot faster than the drunks and 

they’d drag them over to the Paddy wagon and toss them in the back and close the door.  

They would bring them up to the 151st Street Police Station on Amsterdam and stick them in a cell and let them sleep 

it off. Since most of the cops were Irish,  they’d release them in the morning so they could go wash up and go to 

Sunday mass.. The men would apologize to the cops for giving them a hard time,  and go home and wash up and put 

on their only suit and walk down the hill to church with two big black eyes and swollen lips, acting as though nothing 

happened. 

Momma was always reminding Daddy, he better be careful, because one day he just might lose his job because of his 

drinking and gambling. He would laugh at her and boast, “They would never fire me, I have never missed a day’s 

work and I’ve  been with them since 1921.” He kept drinking and gambling and threw caution to the wind, not that it 

mattered because he didn’t give Momma any of his money. Why Momma let him get away with it, is what I have nevr 

stopped asking myself, this was a man who demanded and got steak everynight, but we didn’t, he lived in that 

apartment and never gave Momma any money towards the rent or food. All he paid for was his beer, whiskey and 

cigarettes and everdayAnna had to go downstairs and get it for him. 

We found out all our neighbors heard Daddy fighting with Momma, his voice carried up through the dumbwaiter. 

When I think of the fights they had.and how he made Momma’s life, ka ‘living hell’. They were so unhappy together 

and whenever she argued with him about his drinking,  he put his brown felt hat on, and slammed the door behind him 

and go downstairs and stay in the bar, until he saw Momma get on the trolley, then he’d come up and start fighting 

with us. 

Sunday afternoons Momma walked us down the 135th Street hill to Broadway,and we go up to 137th Street, and get on 

the subway and go downtown. We would visit one of her friends. or she’d call Aunt Mary and ask if was alright we 

come visit? She’d be happy to hear we were coming and we’d take the Broadway/Seventh Avenue train to Borough 
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Hall, Brooklyn.  

Aunt Mary made so much food, and  we liked being there, because we could sit at the big table that had a big white 

starched tablecloth on it, with her six children and the grownups. Aunt Rose did the same thing for us, and she made 

such wonderful meals, and we were allowed to sit at her table too, with everyone talking to one another. For us it was 

wonderful, because we rarely sat at our dining room table, maybe once a year./ Daddy sat there every night and we 

were not allowed. 

Momma’s relatives lived in Pennsylvania,  and we went there every summer and stayed with Aunt Vina. And Daddy’s 

relatives lived in the Bronx, Brooklyn and Manhattan, and Ireland. Momma was close to Aunt Rose, Daddy’s oldest 

sister. She was the first one to come to America, and she worked and paid for her brothers, Bernard, Michael and 

Thomas, and her sister Florie to come and live in America 

When we went home, after having such a good time, as soon as she walked in Daddy was looking for  fight and 

Momma would tell him off.  

They couldn’t see what it was doing to us It tore us up inside, hearing Momma cry as though her heart would break, 

because she knew he wasnever going to change and there was nothing she could do about it. 

I remember onenight seeing her body wet with sweat fromcrying and she when she was on our bed, sobbing and 

saying,  “Oh! God! What did I ever do that I have to spend the rest of my life with such a  man? I’ve lead a good life. I 

go to church every Sunday. Why can’t I have a happier life like other women do?”  

We would get as close as we could to Momma, and the thereof us would put our arms around her, thinking we were 

protecting her from Daddy. She’d look at us and get up and go wash her face and take her pocket book, and kiss us and 

go back to work, sniffling.  

When I think how many times, she came all the way home and go all the way back down town , jto take us ice skating 

in Central Park  or she would come home during a snow storm, after working all day, so she could take us sleigh 

riding, late at night, down a great big long hill, because she wanted us to have as much fun as we could. As far as we 

were concerned, Daddy didn’t exist, we wanted nothing to do with him, he was never included in anything we did,  

hiking or getting on the Staten Island ferry, to  Palisades Amusement Park or Coney Island.   

We were happy to be as far away from him/ When we were with Momma, we were always laughing, and happy, but 

once we walked in that door, we knew there was going to be another fight and there was.. and it continued for fifteen 

more years. 

Even when we were teen-agers, they used to fight, and we felt so helpless standing beside Momma , and so many 

timesd, she would just  pass out from sobbing so hard. It frightened us because we thought she was going to die, and 

we’d panic and be so scared.  

We didn’t know, she was hyper-ventilating, from all the frustration and anger she was feeling inside, but for us, it was 

a very frightening time, not knowing what was happening to Momma. We would try to revive her, and rub her head 

and neck, until she finally opened her eyes and looked at us. Daddy was so drunk, he didn’t even know Momma had 

passed out, not that he would have cared.. He’d stumble by, bleary eyed and go to bed and never check to see  if 

Momma was alright, while we were rubbng her and shaking her. trying to make her wake up, and because she didn’t 

respond right away when that did happen, but it was the most awful feeling to stand there, looking at her nd hoping she 

would open her eyes.   

When she did come to, she’d whisper to Sonny, “Go make me a cup of  tea, please,  and bring me a piece of toast.” 

He’d run out and put the kettle on, and put a piece of bread in the toaster, and butter it, and throw some tea in the 

teapot and pour boilng water over it. Asyoung as he was, he’d fix a tray and put a doily on it for Momma, then put the 

toast on a plate andputsugar and milk in the tea and be so happy carrying the tray in for Momma.  

Who would have thought, Sonny’s  life would turn out the way it did, when he was young, he was  so good to Momma. 

Even when he was in the army as a paratroope , he adored her and wrote  the nicest letters and cards to her. 

Something happened that totally changed him, ..and his life started spiraling down and down and he hit rock bottom 

and died at sixty, on January 4th 1987.  

The hot tea refreshed Momma, and she sat there awhile thinking and sighinglooking at the three ofus. Then she smiled 

and silently hugged us to her. And she askedme to go to her drawer and get her a  hanky. She took her glasses offand 
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wiped her eyes and blew her nose a few times, and and told us, “I don’t know what happened to me, but I’m alright 

now. I have to get up and go back to work.” We followed her to the bathroom, and stood with our backs up against the 

wall watching her wash her face and dry it, then powdered her nose, and rubbed some lipstick on.  

No matter how old I got to be, I got a pain in the pit of my stomach everytime I’d see Momma pick up her pocketbook 

to leave. She looked so sad when she kissed us again, and hurried out the door. We always ran to the window to see 

her get on the trolley, and we’d wave and she’d wave and the trolley disappeared down the hill. The house felt so 

empty when she’d leave, there was no more laughing until Momma came back the following Sunday. 

One Sunday night, they were having a terrible fight while Momma was in the kitchen, getting ready to fry a steak for 

Daddy. She was all upset and crying, but we didn’t know what they were arguing about, until we heard her say, “I’m 

going to Sheffield Farms tomorrow and having a talk with your boss and demand they give me your pay every week, 

before you get a hold of it and gamble it away. I’m letting them know, how you have lived here all these years and 

never gave me a penny towards the rent or food or money for the childrens shoes and clothes. You have three children 

here, that didn’t ask to be brought into this world, and it is your duty to take care of them and you don’t. You’ll see, 

they’ll give me your money.” 

The expression on Daddy’s face changed, and face got red a a beet and his eyes were almost  bulgng out of his head 

when  he walked over to Momma and began shaking his finger in her face and put his fis  under her nose, and warned 

her,  “You dare do something like that, I’m telling you right now, I’’ll knock your block off.  You hear me?’ Then he 

snarled, ”Hmmph! What makes you think, they’d give you my money. I’m the one that works and earns it, not you. 

There’s no way you’re gonna get my money, it’s mine, not yours.” 

She defied him saying, “Oh! but I will. I can’t wait to tell them how you are always drunk and you use the money you 

should be taking care of your family with and gamble it, and you use the money you collect from their customers on 

your route and gamble with that too.”  

Well, it turned out to be one of the worst fights they ever had.  A fight that to this day, my sister and I still talk about. 

The three of us ran and hid in our room, and kept the door ajar so we could look out through the crack so we could 

hear what they were saying, out in the kitchen,  I was trying to finish my homework and.stopped, because I could 

heard their voices were getting louder, hearing how the argument was escalating, I was worried what he might do to 

her.  

I tip-toed out to the dining room and stood in the hall looking in the kitchen, but he couldn’t see me. I got a little 

braver and moved in a little closer and I saw Momma standing at the stove, sniffling and holding a steak she was going 

to cook for Daddy’s supper. She put the black iron frying pan on the gas stove and she was so angry at him, she yelled, 

“How you can you go to mass every Sunday, and not feel ashamed of yourself?  What kind of a father are you 

anyhow,  you are suppose to be a Catholic and you don’t go to confession, because you wouldn’t dare tell the priest 

how you drink and beat these children.”  

I went out into the dining, and from where I was standing I could Momma cutting the fat off on the steak, and when I 

saw Daddy sneaking towards her,I panicked.I  knew he was going to hit her. Momma was about to turn the gas on 

under the pan, and she screamed when she sw him coming at her. He took his fist and hit her in the jaw, and she 

started crying and was trying to push him away and she warned him, in an eerie  tone of voice, “Tom, I’m telling you, 

don’t you hit me like that again, you’re drunk, just stay away from me or I will hit you across your face with this pan 

and you’ll see stars.  Go to bed, you’r so drunk you can’t stand up!”  

I was shaking and Sonny came out and stood beside me and  whispered , “You want me to go out there and sock him 

in the nose? I can do it, if you want me to!” I shook my head, and told him, “NO, go back a stay inside.” I could hear 

Daddy mumbling something and Momma was telling him. “ I told you, don’t come near me because I swear Tom, I 

will hit you with this frying pan.”   

He kept moving towards her and Momma and Daddy was so fast, that he pushed her so hard, that her head hit the wall 

and she slid to the floor, dazed. She sat there and couldn’t move, she was wedged between the wall and gas stove. I 

covered my mouth, so I wouldn’t scream. I didn’t know whether to run in and help her up, because I didn’t know what 

he might do to her next. 

I couldn’t believe he stood there looking at her, and was smiling, as if he was so proud of what he had done to her. 
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while Momma was trying to get her bearing, and she did manage to get up, and she was breathing very hard, because 

she was so upset. Seeing him standing there looking so smug…tI wanted to sock him myself, but he was so much 

stronger than me,, if he ever hit me, he’d knock me out with one blow. 

Daddy was reeling from side to side, while Momma was putting her hand on the edge of the stove she groaned because 

she hurt, but she got back up on her feet, and he stood there grinning at her. All of a sudden, I saw Momma went to hit 

Daddy across the face with the frying pan and she missed, but she gave him such a shove, he went flying backwards 

and his arms were flailing in the air as we was trying to save himself from falling, and he landed up against the wall 

and as he started to slide down, he was able to right himself andwent after Momma like a raging bull.  

Whn she saw him coming at her, she put both hands around the handle of the black iron frying pan, like a baseball bat, 

and she hit him as hard as she could, racross the face again and he went staggering back and back until hehit his head 

hit against the wall, and downhe went. I wanted to clap when I saw him sliding down to the floor. He sat there trying 

to collect his thoughts, amd shook his head a few times, and kept glaring at Momma.. As stunned as he was, he 

reached up to feel the bump on the back of his head, and checked see if there was any blood, but there wasn’t any. 

Sitting there, he touched his eyes and the side of his face,  where Momma clobbered him, and he seemed disappointed 

there was no blood there either. 

He put his arm in back of him and leaned against the wall for support and he got up. He went in the bathroom to look 

at himself in the mirror and saw his face was a bright red and so were both of his eyes and they were beginning to 

swell. I held my breath not knowing what he might do. He went in his room and I heard his one shoe drop to the floor 

and the next one and I heard the springs of the bed moving and knew he went to bed, and forgot about all his supper.  

Momma wrapped up the steak and put it on top of the block of ice, and made us sandwiches with some cheese and 

cold meat and gave us some milk with a couple of spoons of ovaltine in it, but she didn’t say a word to us. We watched 

her run  the hot water in the bathroom sink, and she washed her eyes and face and put on some lipstick. Taking her 

pocketbook, she looked at us, and said, “I’ m so sorry you children had to see that, but it makes me so mad, that he 

refuses to give me any money tohelp me pay these bills, that sometimes I  think he’s sick in the head.” The tears were 

running down her face when she kissed us and heard her footsteps going downstairs and watched her get on the trolley 

and we waved. We were so afriad to be there with Daddy, that we got in our pajamas and went to bed and hid under 

the bankets, hoping he wouldn’t wake up.. 

The following morning when I wss getting ready to go to school,  I couldn’t believe when I was Daddy was still in 

bed. He always boasted he never missed a day of work . Daddy told me, “Wait, before you leave, I need you to do 

something for me.” He handed me a piece of paper with a telephone number on it and gave me a nickel. ”Go to the 

candy store and call Sheffield Farms, and tell them I’m sick and couldn’t make it in this morning.” When I saw his 

face I was shocked, he had two of the biggest black and blue eyes I ever saw, and so was the side of his face . 

I pretended not to notice and took the paper nad called=, When I hung up I thought, I would like to be there when he 

goes to work, and tries to explain how he got those two black eyes. When I came home from school  the whole 

neighborhood knew what happened because some of the women saw Daddy  in the drug store buying ‘MAX FACTOR 

make-up’ and heard the druggist telling him, to wet the sponge and pat the make-up around his eyes and side of his 

face, so he could go to work the next morning.. 

The shame of it was, when  we came home on Sunday afternoons, after having such a nice time with Momma, walking 

around in the Metropolitan Museum of Art, or the museum of Natural History, and we ha somuchto say to Momma 

while we were walking  over to Broadway and down to Horn & Hardart’s, and Momma would make change of a 

dollar and give us nickels to buy a cup cocoa each and Mary Jane and I shared a piece of delicious moist pound cake, 

just before we went home.  

As soon as we walked in , Daddy started arguing with Momma over the money Mrs. Hardown had left Momma inher 

will. He slammed the paper down on the table and shoved the chair back and walked over to Momma, showing her his 

fist, and we were shaking because we knew he was going to hit her. Then skinny Sonny was twelve and hewalked up 

to Daddy, and stuck his bony little chest out, and told him “Don’t you dare hit Momma again, or I will beat you up,” 

And he stood there trying to look real tough and menacing.  

Daddy looked at him and thought he was hearing things, he rubbed his nose a couple of times. and he actually backed 
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away from Momma, and she quick grabbed Sonny and pulled him to her and put her arm him, because she knew 

Daddy could really hurt him..Grumbling under his breath, Daddy slammed his hat on his head and went downstairs to 

the bar.    

Another Sunday Momma came home and said, “I don’t feel like going anywhere today, I wourld rather stay home and 

rest.” We were disappointed, but we were smart enough to see Momma was upset over something, and we werent’ 

going anywhere. She made herself a cup of coffee, and my sister started cutting out paper dolls, sitting on the floor in 

our room. 

Then we heard Momma screaming at Daddy. “I don’t care! I want you out. Take your belongings out of that drawer 

and put them in a suitcase and leave.  I’ve had itwith you. I want you to leave now.  I don’t care where you go. I am 

sick and tired of supporting you, and I refuse do it anymore. You’re a drunk, and you will always be a drunk. You 

have been livinged off me long enough, eating the food I pay for. When I think, all these years, you’ve never helped 

me  and I work so hard to make ends meet, while you drink and gamble your money away, week after week! No. I’m 

not taking it anymore?” 

We were both thrilled and scared,  hearing Momma tell Daddy he had to get out. Andwe sat there afraid to move.  I 

sneaked out and I could hear her and she was hysterical crying  and yelling at him,. “Do you hear me, Tom. I want you 

out of this house today, not tomorrow or the next day, , but right now, today!!”   

Daddy shrugged his shoulder and looked at her to let her know,  he didn’t care what she said and  and he told her. “No 

woman is going to tell me what to do!.”  He leaned towards her and told her.  “You try and make me move out.” And 

he stood in front of her t seewhat shewas going tosay about that.  

When Momma heard him say that, she was furious, She went to his bureau and opened the middle drawer, and it was 

big and wide, and she had to struggle to lift it out, but she did. It had Daddy’s long johns, underclothes, white starched 

shirts and important papers in a black tin box.   

She managed to get a good hold of it and waddled over to the open window and shoved it way out then turned the 

draw upside down and everything fell down on the sidewalk.  

Then she pushed the empty drawer back in, and I could see Momma was so disappointed at his reaction because he 

was yelling at her, “What did you do with my piece of turf I had in the corner of the drawer? You didn’t throw it 

downstairs. I brought that with me from Ireland.”  

He pushed Momma aside and ran out the door and downstairs as fast as he could. We looked out the window and saw 

him bending over and going through his things, franticallysearching for the piece of turf and he found it. Then he 

looked up at Momma and slipped it in his pants pocket and walked over his shirts and underwear and went in the 

saloon. 

Momma let out a long disgusted sigh and turned to me, “Do you believe it? He didn’t bother to pick up one thing?  He 

even left his Discharge Papers from the Navy and his Naturalization Papers laying there on the sidewalk?” When 

Momma  saw how people were walking around the clothes and staring at them, before they picked anything up, she 

called down and told them, “We’re coming down to get them … they fell out the window on us!” But, no one took 

anything. 

Daddy knew she would come down and  pick everything up, and we helped her carry everything back upstairs. She as 

so mad at him, she  put everything back in the drawer, dirt and all.  Daddy stayed and continued to eat steak and every 

Sunday they had another fight and there was never another word about throwing Daddy out.  

Whenever they had a fight, as soon as Momma left, he’d take it out on us, It was always poor Sonny, that Daddy 

picked on. It was as though he enjoyed using the strap on him, for no reason My sister and I would cringe and cry 

everytime Daddy hit him across his back again, with his belt, and Sonny would stand  there and take it and he never 

cried. 

When Mary Jane and I were married and had children, when we were having dinner together, w we would go over 

what our life was life when we wer growing up, and we had a lot of unkind things to say about Daddy  but not Sonny. 

He never said an unkind word about Daddy. but, he always  kept everything to himself, and that was how he was all 

his life. 

I was the only one that dared to defy Daddy.  I was twenty two and when night I came home from work, and saw how 
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he was hurting Mary Jane,  I don’t know where I got the strength, but I put him to the floor and I finally put him in his 

place and he never hit any of us again. 

Little did any of us know, Daddy’s brain was slowly deteriorating from his drinking. We found out years later, the 

damage he had done to himself, , was irreversible.  

When His mind went suddenly in 1954,  he had to be restrained to take him to a Veteran’s Mental Hospital, and he 

thought then,  it was 1919. And for the next seven years he went on thinking  it was 1919, until he died at 65, in May 

of 1961.   

Yet,  his twin brother Michael, that back to live in Ireland, had no health problems, except he was a little hard of 

hearing  He walked two miles a day and chopped wood for the wood stove,  and lived to be 102. He caught the flu, and 

died shortly after. 

AMSTERDAM AVENUE  

When Momma found the rooms on Amstrdam, we wee so excited they were on the first floor in the front.We had to 

learn to cross Amsterdam, to go to school and to the park. We had so many friends there and went.roller-skating with, 

and when we made money baby-sitting, we rented bikes and would ride down along Riverside Drive..   

We loved to hang out the window on Saturday mornings, and watch people walk up and down and see the mothers go 

in and out of the stores, withtheir black sshopping bags. They had to buy food everyday because no one had a 

refrigerator, we had ice boxes and in the winter they used te galvanized metal boxes that hung outside the kitchen 

windows. 

Intheevenings we would see young couples strolling down the avenue, and we got to know who was going steady with 

who, and we checked who got on and off the trolley, and if we saw a taxi pull up in front of the stooop, we wondered 

who could afford to go come home in a taxi? 

Gradually, we recognized the relatives that came to visit people on our block We even noticed the husbands that 

frequented the bar downstairs on Saturday nights, like most of the men did. We could spot who didn’t belong in our 

neighborhood, and we would keep an eye on them to see where they were going, but they usually were friends visiting 

friends, somewhere on the block.  

Nobody we knew owned a car, so there were hardly any cars parked along Amsterdam, only delivery trucks now and 

then. When the peddlers came by with their horse and wagon, they could go straight down Amsterdam Avenue, block 

after block, being there were cars in their way. They they sold vegetables one day, fruit another day, and we had rag 

men and the iceman. The iceman came around everyday, around noon and his horse was so smart he knew the way and 

would and stop in front of each house and wait. In the back of the wagon he had several big blocks of  ice, about 

2’X4’, covered with old quilts, sawdust and burlap bags, and his old horse would stand there, eyeing us while he 

would munch on his oats that was in a long canvas bag hanging around his neck. We liked to pet him and the horse 

liked it too because he would whinny when he saw us and show his big ugly teeth, like he was smiling at us, because 

he liked us to rub his soft velvety nose and didn’t like it, when we stopped.  

When iceman retired his old horse, he bought a truck and he’d drive by and yell up at  the windows, “Ice. Iceman! Ice, 

Iceman”  The windows would fly up and women would be yelling down, “Ten cent piece” and  another lady would 

yell, “Ten cent piece”.and he’d remembered what everyone wanted, but in the summer they asked for a fifteen or 

twenty cent piece. On Saturdays, we would stand on the sidewalk and watch him take his ice pick, and draw a line 

across the block of ice that was about 4’X 2‘ and score it, then he’d whack it and have the size he wanted.. He’d chip 

off a few pieces and give them to us, and we‘d say, “Thank you, ” and run off licking the sliver of ice like an ice cream 

cone. Going up to the apartments, he’d had a piece  burlap hanging off his shoulder, with a piece of ice and he’d knock 

and put the ice in the ice box for the women, and remind them,. ‘to cover it with some newspapers so it wouldn’t melt 

so fast. I cannot imagine what it must have been like, to climb up and down those stairs, hour after hour, six days a 

week and he appeared to be tired. He was always singing Italian opera songs,agoing up the stairs and we’d tell him,  

‘what a nice voice you have,’ and he did.  

We had a  little old Italian man, that came around wotj  his horse and wagon, late in the afternoon, and he’d have just 

potatoes, or just corn, or tomatoes and nothing else. Somettiems he come and his wagon filled only oranges, or apples 

or just bananas. He had two old horses pulling the wagon, and he would sit t up on a padded worn board, holding the 
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reigns, and yelling as loud as he could up to the houses, “Come gettra your nice-a oranges, a penny a piece.” If he had 

d vegetables, he’d sing out, ‘Come get you rfresh corn.or lettruce, or it could be tomatoes,  whatever he was selling  

that day.  

Those horses were so smart, they knew how far to move ahead each time, and they’d wait for him. He’d talk wo sweet 

to them in Italian, like they were a person and we’d be shocked to see him give his horses a big kiss each. The women 

would come flying down from the apartments and walk around his wagon,  picking and pinching the fruit and 

examining what he had. He’d stick a big sign with the price on both sides, in the middle of the pile,, so the price could 

be seen on both sides and he shouting up at the windows as he went by …, “Come get your oranges, ten for ten cents, 

a penny a piece!” and go to the next block, repeating the same thing over and over, that.it was a wonder he had any 

voice left.  

When he had tomatoes, he’d be eyeing the women and ask them not to squeeze his tomatoes, and he stood there 

watcing them while he ‘d be giving his horses some carrots.  The women would take what they wanted and hand it to 

him, and he’d write down on a brown paper bag what they had and add it up and put everything in the paper bag for 

them. He always wore a big white apron, that had  one big continuous  pocket sewed across the front, and he had so 

much change in it, and he’d stand there jingling the money, while he’d be waiting for the women to make up their 

minds, and they go back and get a few more things tand he’d add that on what they owed him. When we’d hear all that 

money jiggling in his apron pocket, we knew he must be very rich.  

When the rag man came by, the kids would crowd around his horse. There was something  about his horse we liked, 

and he’d whinnie when he’d see us, because he liked us and we took turns and gently rubbed his soft velvety nose. 

Every time he moved, the jingle bells he had wired to his harness would ring. He always wore the same old brown felt 

hat with two holes cut  in it, and his ears would stick out and a long feather was stuck in the band of the hat. It made 

him look so funny and we hated to see his horse leave, but the old man continued down the hill,  hollering up to the 

windows, “Old rags! Old rags…today?” Holding the reins in his hand, he’d same the same thing over and over, “Rags, 

any old rags,”  hoping to make a few dollars. 

The only entertainment we had was looking out the window. When we heard the siren of a police car racing the the 

hill, we had to see where it was going. The same thing happened when we heard the clang, clang, clang of an 

ambulance from Knickerbocker Hospital coming up the hill. We’d tell Anna why, and run out the door, and join the 

other kids running to the apartment house, where the ambulance pulled in. And many a time a child or an old lady or  

man died,. It was quite common for  people to die from tuberculosis then, it didn’t matter  how old they were. All the 

kids would be standing around the stoop, gawking and trying to see the face covered over as they carried the person 

out on a stretcher.Then janitor would hang a black drape on the vestibule door and the family hung a wreath of black 

leaves with long black ribbons, on their apartment door. Most of them were laid out in the front room of their home, 

because they couldn’t afford to go to Cushman’s or O’ Leary’s Funeral Parlor. and we were there with all the kids  

wondering why did peope die?   

I loved parades and never missed the St. Patrick’s Day parade up FifthAvenue. We didn’t go to school that day, I went 

with friends and we took the Fifth Avenue bus downtown,evenif itcost a dim instadof a nickel on the trolley. It was a 

very cold day and we were shivering, along with the hundreds of people atht were lined up and waiting for the parade 

to begin. It seemed they always had bad weather for the parade, it was either snowing or raining or out, and we’d  

stood theref or for hours watching all the different Societies from the Catholic churches go by. 

Men in kilts playing bagpipes, firemen and  policemen walking by in their uniforms. One band after the other went by, 

walking to the beat of the drummer. It went on for hours, and we’d clap for all the pretty girls in their short skirts, 

because it was freezing out, but they were smiling and twirling their batons. There thousands of people at the curb, all 

jammed in tight, we could hardly Even, the viewing stands were packed with V.I.P.’s newspaper men, bishops and 

priests.  And everywhere, you looked, were policemen on horses, making  the crowds stay on the sidewalk. 

One Saturday moring, I was home and I thought I heard a band.  I looked out the window and saw a parade coming up 

Amsterdam. I got so excited and told Anna where I was going and crossed over Amsterdam, and stood with the people 

who were waiting for the band. I pushed my way through so I could see the band coming up and saw there were lots of 

flags blowing in the breeze, and men and women were carrying signs and kept walking to the beat of the drum. I had 
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no idea what the signs were for, I was only inerested in hearing the band.  

I didn’t even realize I was walking with them and keeping in step with the music. I loved the music coming from the 

fifes, trumpets and glockenspiel, and a heavy man was  playing a big drum. I was twelve years old and I kept walking 

with them  for along time, and suddenly the music stopped.t he band broke up and walked away and I didn’t know 

where I was/ 

I started to cry, because I didn’t know which direction to start walking. Two policemen were leaning against their 

squad car, talking, and had their eye on me,k seeingthe bewildered on my face. They came over and one of them was 

laughing and said, “I bet I know what you did. you followed that parade and now you don’t know how to find your 

way home. Right?”  

I nodded my head, but I  was so embarrassed He looked at his partner and they took me over to the squard car and told 

me, “ Okey, climb in the back, and tell us where you live and we’ll take you home. When I was a kid, I did the same 

thing,  I followed a parade but I was lost for hours.”   

I smiled and told them“”I live at 1508 Amsterdam,  between 134th and 135th Street, two blocks past City College..”I 

felt funny sitting in the back of a  police car where they put criminals. and The older officer turned around and asked 

me,  “Do you know, you walked fifty blocks?” I shook my head. When they pulled up in front of my house, all the 

kids came running to see who was in the  police car? When they saw me sitting there, they were shocked. 

They were all trying to look in the window and were saying “What did she do that she got arrested?” I opened the door 

and stepped out and thanked the two officers for bringing me  home, and all the kids were crowding around me asking, 

‘What happened?’ 

I walked past the boys with my nose in the air, and told them  “Nothing!  I got lost … that’s all and the cops drove me 

home!” I walked up the steps past my friends they were whispering and staring at me, like I was a Hollywood 

celebrity. I hurried upstairs, thinking  Anna  was going to be so worried and when I walked in, she was in the kitchen, 

and she didn’t even know I was lost!  

VINEGAR HILL  

We  lived on a long hill, known as Vinegar Hill. It was a section of Amsterdam Avenue that began at 135th Street, at 

the top of the hill,and itwent down to 129th Street, before it leveled off and the trolley car barn was ther, and, Jacob 

Ruppert Brewery a the four story warehouse that used to sell Kosher chickensm until it was sold and became a big fur 

strorge buiding.   

Three years ago, Mayor Giuliani stood there and offically named the corner of 135th Street, VINEGAR HILL, and a 

sign was erected there, but few people know why it is called Vinegar Hill? For years the Irish always was calledtht 

section,  VINEGAR HILL, but mostly by the Irish  but they have all moved away. The sign was put up too late.  

It was named after a terrible war that took place at Vinegar Hill, Ireland, when the Irish were fighting the English to  

be free of English rule. Te lost the war  and so many Irishmen lost their lives they wanted the younger generations to 

remember that terrible battlethat took place on Irish soil, during the Nineteenth Centry. NorthernIreland, is still under 

English rule, andto this day, to this day,the killing and fighting still  goes on between the Protestants and the 

Catholics. in Northern Ireland, where my father and Uncle Mick came from. 

When we growing up there, ‘all the children’ not just, as if they were their own. There were Irish, Scotch, German, 

Italian, Jewish, Greek, and Russian families all living there together.  

Growing up, we knew we knew we could go  to any mother, if some kids were picking on us, or we wanted them to 

help ys tie our shoe. If they saw us fall, they would, they would take us in the park house and get the teacher to look at 

our knew andwip the blood off, it was very comforting for us to know they were there for us. If they saw us picking up 

a piece of bubble gum off the sidewalk, and we put it in our mouth, they would take it out of our mouth and throw it in 

the gutter and tell us ‘don’t do that, that is disgusting, Do you want to get all kinds of germs?’ We had kissed it up to 

God, and that was suppose get rid of all kinds of germs. 

The women were always interested in seeing what Momma made us, and they would turn us around and inspect the 

dress or coat, .and be amazed and we’d be annoyed..the mothers in our neighborhood admired Momma, and they loved 

to talk to her when they would see her when she coming home from work. Even though they knew one another for 

years, they would always address one another by their married names, ‘Good day, Mrs. Connelly’, or ‘Hello Mrs.Mc 
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Arow’, they never called one another by their first names! that we did not have to be afraid of perverts or strange men 

lurking in the hallways, and no one at night.  

The  women  wore starched ‘starched cotton house dresses , laced up black nurse’s shoes and heavy cotton stockings, 

no bras.They wore heavy boned corsets, even in the heat of summer..They went shopping every day and found time to 

spend time gossiping, wanting to , so they could hear the latest news. in the neighborhood,  which was always 

important to them., as it if were the uniform of the day.   Tbecause that was the way it was. the only time they put on a 

good dress, was when thet went to church on Sunday, then go visiting their relatives. As soon as they camechome, off 

it came and it went back  on a hanger to air, then it was put back in the closet. or chifferobe.   

WHO’S THE BOSS? 

Daddy used to line us up in the dining room, and have us stand in front of him. He’d sit there and ask us, while he was 

shaking the stick at us “Who’s boss in this house?”  He would be reeling back and forth, trying to see through his 

blood shot eyes, and wait for our answer?  

I”d say, “Momma is.” That was not what he wanted to hear, and he’d get so mad and I’d sand there waiting for him to 

hit me, Mary Jane and Sonny were so scared, they wee shaking and he walloped me across my arms with the stick and 

asked me again, “Who is boss in this house?” 

I stood my ground and told him, “Momma is the boss, not you!.” His face turned beet red, and I though he was going 

tohit me, but he could not make me say he was. He knew he couldn’t intimidate me and he went after Mary Jane and 

Sonny, and they were only too glad to tell him e what he wanted to hear .“You Daddy, you’re the boss, not Momma!”  

Then they were allowed them to go to bed, but  I had to be punished. He made me stand with ny hands at my side, for 

what he called …‘full attention’ and he sat there glaring at me.  Being in control of us,  was very important to him. 

When I’d see him falling asleep, I’d waitfor his head tp go down, then I’d sneak inside and get in my pajamas and 

climb in bed.   

                                                  “ 

In 193,  Sheffield Farms finally had to fire Daddy, and he had been with them since 1921. They discovered he was 

using company money again, to pay off his debts. He gradually paid them back what he owed, but they warned him, if 

he did it again,  they had no choice but to fire him he But he was lucky they didn’t have him arrested and put in jail.    

He never told Momma he was fired and when she found out  it caused a terrible fight. Momma was so ashamed that he 

could do such a thing. Momma decided to talk to Mrs. Hardon, and see she would hire Daddy, until their chauffeur, 

Chris and his wife,came back from England. They too off time and were spendubg  a year with their friends and family 

they hadn’t seen in years.. Mrs. Hardon was looking for someone and was delighted to hire Daddy, while Chris was 

gone. Momma was tooembarraswed to mention that Daddy had a drinking and a gambling problem, or nor did she tell 

her why he got fired. But, Momma warned Daddy, if he was going to work for Mrs. Hardon, he could not drink or 

gamble on the job and he was to stay out of  saloons. He assured her he wouldn’t drink, and she believed him.  

Little did she know the embarrassment he would cause her. Mrs. Hardon outfitted Daddy in a dark grey wool 

chauffeur’s uniform, black leather leggings, grey hat to match and leather driving gloves, and he was  proud he worked 

for Mrs. Hardon, in Connecticut.  

It was af Friday afternoon in the fall of 1937. I just turned twelve, Sonny was eleven and Mary Jane was nine. 

Ms.Hardon had Daddy drive down from Connecticut to pick up the three of us up after school so we could spend the 

week-end with Momma, like Chris used to do. We brought a suticase with our clothes in it and kept on our school 

uniforms, and Momma would wash and iron our middies and press our jumpers, and we’d be dressed and ready for 

school when we cacl t home on Monday mornings.  

Daddy appeared to be proud, wearing a chauffeur’s uniform and would strut around like a rooster and go in the bars, 

after he promised Momma he wouldn’t.  

He knew where every saloon was, from Wilton to New York City We would see Mrs Hardon’s  car parked in front of 

our house, and we had to wait for Daddy, while he was in the bar. downstairs, but Momma never knew that was what 

he did. ...  

Mrs.Hardon was not aware of Daddy’s drinking problem or that Daddy kept a flat stainless steel flask of whiskey 

hidden in his back pants pocket and he had it with him all the time. He was so clever, he would chew on dried cloves 
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knowing it would hide the smell of whiskey on his breath, and say he had a toothache, and he fooled Momma and 

Mrs.Hardon and everyone else.  

One Friday afternoon, Mrs. Hardon sent Daddy to the city to pick us up when we came home from school Daddy was 

in the bar drinking with his friends, while we waited in the back of the car, until he came out. Then we would sit there 

quietly, and wait and wait.We loved the ride up t to Wilton, Connecticut, and the trees were turning  red and gold and 

looked so  beautiful. We sat there and knew better than to say a word, or Daddy would yell at us. 

Wilton was an hour from the city and we were in Connecticut and were almost there. Daddy  was driving along on the 

parkway.We were going along, and since I was directlyin back of Daddy, I noticed him,looking into the rear-view 

mirror, so he could  us. And he asked real loud. “Who’s boss in the house?”  We groaned, between ourselves, knowing 

he was going to start that again. He was stretching his neck up, and was waiting for us to answer him..I wouldn’t tell 

him what he wanted to hear, but Mary Jane and Sonny were scared, andtold him,  ”You are Daddy!” .  

 He caught my eye and said. ”Well ,,, you heard what I  just asked?” I refused to answer him and and looked out the 

window.  He  got so angry that I dared to ignore him, he turned aroundwhil he was still holding onto the steering wheel 

and he screamed at me, at me. ”Do you want me to put you want me to put you out of this car because I will leave you 

right here  on Merritt  Parkway alby yourself, so you better answer me. I will ask you one more time,  

Who isthe boss in our house? ” I refused to say it and he fast pulled over on the grass, turned off the engine and 

jumped out of the car. He went to the passenger side and yanked m ouit thedoor andontothe grass. .. It was getting 

dark, bt I could see his lips were white, he was so mad at me.. He reached in his back pockt and took out his flask of 

whiskey and drank quite a bit of it. Then hegot back in the car and and  left me laying there on the grass and  pulled 

away and left without me., I got i[ amd stood there in my school uniform, watching him and I could see Mary Jane and 

Sonnylooking out the back window at me, bawling their eyes out and he was gone.   

 

While I was standing there, I began to get cold, because the sun was going down. I was shivering because I only had 

on my school uniform, and sat on sat on a low  wooden guard rail. I didn’t know what to do.  I was so glad to tp a 

Connecticut State Troopers car pull in/ One of the troopers hopped out and asked me “What are you here doing here 

all by yourself? Where are your parents?” Seeing I was in my school uniform he asked, “Are you from one of the 

schools around here?” Then  the other trooper came over and they were both two asking me questions. I told them 

exactly what happened and whatDaddy said and why he put me out of the car. They were writing down everything I 

said, and seeing how I was shaking so,  t. they opened the back doorand had me to sit in there and they sat up in front. 

They radioed  headquarters and they repeated everything I said. When headquarters psoke to Mrs. Hardon, to verify 

what I said, thewere told to take me to Mrs. Hardon’s house.  

When we got there, they waited for Daddy for an hours, before he finally showed up with Sonny and Mary Jane. They 

ran in crying, and telling Momma what Daddy did to me. They took him to the side and smelled his breath and could 

tell he had been drinking and  had a serious talk with him.  After the troopers left, . Momma was standing beside Mrs. 

Hardon when she walked overto Daddy and said, “Tom, you are fired. Now hand me the keys to the car!. What you 

did to your daughter, is unforgivable!”   

He couldn’t understand why he was fired him just because he was drinking.. 

Mrs. Hardon was extremely upset that he dared to drink while he was behind the wheel of a car with his children in it.. 

She closed her eyes, she was so repulsed by the smell of whiskey coming from his breath, when he handed her back 

the keys, and she saw howhe was teeter-totting while he stood there, She walked away and went back to the library.  

Momma was shaking her head, wondering what was wrong with him that he would do something like that, to his own 

daughter?. 

She was so embarrassed, when Mrs. Hardon left, she started started to cry, yelling at him.  

”“How could you do such a thing? Are you out of your mind, leaving Rose all alone on the side of the parkway when 

it was getting dark out.?”  

 

Daddy didn’t care, he didn’t care what Mrs. Hardon or Momma had to say he walked away from her and took the 

chrome flask out and gulped down the rest of whiskey that was it int, whileMomma stood there gasping,at wht 
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hewasdoing after what just happened ..  

When Daddy was fired, he went home on the bus,and Momma was so upset that he wasn’t looking for a job, because 

Anna told hr,  he was pestering her for money so he could go downstairs to the bar. Momma forbid her to give him a 

penny of her money, because it was for food.  He’d go off in a huff and his drinking friends would treat  him to a drink 

while they stood around at the bar, but they didn’t’ have much money either and he was getting desperate to have his 

whiskey and beer, and started borrowing money from them, and he promised them he would them  back as soon as he 

got a job. 

One Sunday, when Ms.Hardon was back in the city, Momma came homand noiced a sign in in the  luncheonette-candy 

store window downstairs, was for sale. Momma happened to mention it to . Mrs. Hardon, and she decided to buy it for 

Momma but she made it was in Momma’s  name. She figured Daddy could run it and be home with the children, being 

Momma was in Connecticut, six months of the year.. Mrs.Hadon gave  the money to buy athe luncheonette/candy 

store downstairs, and the lease was put in Momma’s name, so she would control the money and not Daddy. She was 

convinced, if he had the store to take care of, he would become more responsible andhe woudln’tdruik so much. Sshe 

didn’t know the bar was two doors down and he had no intention of being stuck in that store. it was my brother and me 

that had to be there most of the time,while he’d go in the bar and act like a big shot, buying drinks for his friends.. 

There was not another father in the neighborhood, that was as irresponsible as he was, or drank like he did. We envied 

how other families had such nice fathers.. We would see them take their children to the park on Sundays , and 

sometimes they would all get on the trolley and visit their relatives.  Daddy never went wit us,whenMomma visied 

‘his’ relatives. He never did anything with us,except,  he did take the three of us to see the fleet when it came to New 

York City and anchored in the Hudson River. 

Poor, dear Anna she would disappear, wheneve Daddy started fighting with us,she would run and hide behind her door 

and peek out because she was so afraid of him, and he knew it. She would never confront him, or argue with him. no 

matter what he did. Shwodlnvr stick up foruswhn he was beating or hitting us  

When I think how he used to wake us and demand we go in the dining room and play  Irish music for him. We were 

only beginners, we were just learning to read music and he knew ot/. When he heard Mrs. Hardon, was  paying for our 

music lessons every Wednesday afternoon,  he  assumed we were accomplished musicians in a month and insisted we  

play for him.. Mary Jane was 9, and I was 12, when we started taking music lessons downtown at the Domincan 

convent. 

Every Wednesday afternoon aftershcool, we got on the trolley and went to the Convent at St. Vincent’s, Church at 

East 66th and Lexington Avenue, and the Dominican nuns were teaching me to play the piano  and Mary Jane was 

learning to play the violin, and we were terrible students Momma enrolled us there, while she worked for Mrs.Hardon, 

across the street on 66th Street. We’d have supper with Momma, then take the trolley back home.   

LATE NIGHT MUSIC 

 Daddy would order Mary Jane, s who would be half- asleep, to get her violin and play Irish songs for him. We were 

familiar with some of them, but we didn’t know how to play Irish music. IShe ’d stand there with her long blonde 

curls, and look at me and we would try to explain to Daddy, we didn’t know how to play any songs yet, we didn’t 

learn how to read music yet. That was not what he wanted to hear, and he demand we play his Irish music, but we 

couldn’t make him understand we didn’t know how. 

!  

He would push me down on the piano bench hard and order me,. “You sit there and play me some Irish songs, only the 

ones I like” He would start naming them and we knew only a few, because we had heard them so many times on the 

radio.Daddy listen to Irish music every day.. We tried to play them by ear, so he wouldn’t hit us. Mary Jane’s violin 

sounded just a bunch of cats yowling  in the back alley and he would sit there with his eyes closed listening, and we 

were so tired, we kept falling asleep.  

We didn’t dare stop until she said we could, an hour later. We’d be so tired that we kept falling asleep and we would 

tell him,we were so tired, he would say, “Never mind how tired you are, you do what you are told and keep  playing 

that Irish Music for me.” It would be in themiddle of thenight, and at times, we thought we were going to collapse, and 

he would be sitting there with the stick clenched in his fist ready to whack us if we stopped.  
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We were bleary eyes and we would think he had fallen asleep, we were going to make a run for it and get in bed,  he’d 

open his eyes and grab a hold of us, “Who told you, you could stop playing? Keep going.”  We’’d hear the 

Westminster clock chime, that it was two in the morning, He didn’t need his sleep, but I did.  

Sonny andI that opened the candy store at 6:30 in the morning, Daddy didn’t. He slept until a8:30, the he came down 

so we could go to school. Anna woke us up at  6:30 and we put our school uniforms on andshe’d have hot oat meal 

waiting in the bowls for us.  I’d carry the bag of money, and I had the key to unlock the door.  

All the newspaper were thrown in front of the door during the night and Sonny lined thme up the newspapers, and cut 

the strings with his pocket knife. While I put the money back in the cash register, the singles, fives and tens went in 

first, then the pennies, nickels and dimes and quarters went in certain sections of the draw. While Sonny was busy 

counting the papers to make sure they didn’t short us and together put them outside on the red newpaper stand. The 

Daily News, Daily Mirror,  New York Times, and the Herald Tribune, were themorning papers and in the afternoon th 

Journal and the World Telegarm were delivered and added to the stand. 

I set up the Silex automatic glass coffee makers and got them going, because a lot men stopped for a quick cup of 

coffee and a doughnut or Danish. They’d sit at the counter and leave me a couple of pennies for a tip, but I wasn’t 

allowed to keep it, it had to go in the cash register. 

People back then, were so honest, especially when you think how poor everyone was during the Depression. They 

would take their newspapers, and leave two cents there, and a penny more for the the NY Times. and they’dmake their 

own chnge if eough money was there. and we went out and collected  it every so often.  

they always needed nickles so they wouldn’t have to stand in line on the trolley or subway ang get them, so we kept a 

bowl of nickels on the counter, and they’d leave a dime in a glass dish and take two nickels. We had ‘loosies’ lined up 

(cigarettes) on the the counter,  nearest the door, ataa penny a piece, they’d take three and some matches, and leave 

three cents, because most of them couldn’t afford a whole pack.   

I remember as young as I was, I resented that Daddy made that store our responsibility when it was his. Momma knew 

what he was going on, and how we put so much over on us,but she never said anything to him.. I rather think she liked 

the idea of having the store, because she would bake cookies cakes and pies, even Virgina ham, and turkeys and slice 

them for sandwiches,and wrap it wax paper to have it ready when people came in for lunch.  

The men that had stores in the area came in and had lunch there and would sit at the counter, or at one of the tables in 

the back and read their newspaper. It was in the back  a big open airy room with six black bistro tables and bent wood 

black chairs with red pads on them, that Momma put on them.made. When people came in for a sandwich, or a bowl 

soup and crackers or hard roll at lunch time, Daddy opened a can of Campbell’s soup and would heat it in a special 

appliance  that was only for canned soup, and he’d pour it in a thick bowl and give them some oyster crackers.  

The telephone booth was in back there and off to one side were  pinball machines the bigger boys were always 

playing, thinking they were going to beat the odds and win. The telephone booth was back there too,  and it was like 

Grand Central Station is was so busy, since no one had a phone, and the bookies hogged it in the afternoon.  

It wasn’t bad enough we had to open the store in the morning, after supper evry night after we did our homework, we 

had to go downstairs and watch the store while Daddy went in the bar and stayed there, and Sonny and I always had to 

mop the floors and do the dishes. Daddy was in the bar even after ‘we’ closed up for the night..  

They were doing very well, until Daddy’s started gambling. It didn’t take him long before he owed the bookies a lot of 

money/ They dropped in every day for their money, and would be so well dressed, wearing good-looking tailored 

suits. A lot of men and women came in and put down 2 or 5 cents on a certain number, since it was only the candy 

store and barber shop that took bets. It was illegal. Daddy kept a book under the counter with the names and what 

numbers they bet on, and how much they put down. When Momma found out Daddy was betting 5 and 10 dollars with 

the money from the store, she almost fainted. What a fight they had over that.. 

We had two glass Silex coffee makers eady and I kept them filled with coffee, and often had to make a third pot, 

before Daddy came down  While I liked coffee, Sonny preferred hot chocolate with plenty of whipped cream, We had 

agadget that made whipped cream, and we kept it in the freezer with the ice cream, It had a small cylinder attached on 

the side and we filled it with a pint of heavy cream and a pressed the button and we had instant delicious cold whipped 

cream.   
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When I think of about those days, and how young we were, and what a big responsibility that was for us to have 

toclose that store at night, count the money and write the amount and date,  down on a piece of paper, and after we 

locked the door, we. Then we walked out with the a bag of money and carried it upstairs, at eleven o’clock at night? It 

was a wonder we weren’t robbed. 

 

     
 

Left… 1508 Amsterdam, our stoop, the cellar and our candy store. 

Rose, 12, Sonny 11, Mary Jane 9 and Daddy 42 

( On  the window, to the right, you can barely see Daddy’s name, THOMAS MC AROW) 

We were ony eleven and twelve years old, and, to this day I still find it hard to understand why Momma let Daddy 

keep us up so late, knowing we had to go to school and we’d be so tired.get  

They had the store for almost two years, and lost it, because of the money Daddy owed the bookies. By then Mrs. 

Hardon was going to be 86, that January and was having a lot of seious problems with her heart .That  had Momma all 

upset, because she was very fond of her. And in December of 1939, she passed away in her beloved home in Wilton, 

and neitherher dautr Ann or her son,  were there and she died peacefully, while Momma held her in her arms. 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1103 

 

I graduated from the eight grade at Annunciation Girls School in Juneof 1939. I walked with my friends to Wadleigh 

Girls’ High School. We couldn’t afford to go to a Catholic High School like  a lot of the girls in our class did, it cost 

too much money. Our parents couldn’t even afford to give us a nickel each way for the bus so we walked to Seventh 

Avenue and 114th Street, in the middle of Harlem, in all kinds of weather because we had no choice. 

It was a quite new experience for the four of us, after being used to walking only two or three blocks toschool. I had 

three girlfriends, and we had all graduated together,  Rita O’Shaughnessy 

she lived at 548 West 132nd Street,  Kathleen Buckley , lived on the corner of 133rd, and Ritaand Ellen Young, lived at 

525 West 131st Street. We felt so grown up  when we first started walking to school, but we found out, we didn’t like it 

when it snowed or we had freezng rain  

 

After school, we called for one another and go roller skating along Riverside Drive to 125th,  where Grant’s Tomb 

overlooked the Hudson River. We would slip off our skates and carry them, and go up the big wide steps to where 

tourists would be snapping pictures of the beautiful monument, with the high dome, andwhen you went inside, it was 

shiny granite and marble, but a cold and gloomy room . 

In the middle of the room was a large opening about 20’ X 30’, with a highly polished brass railing that went all th 

way around it, where you could stand and look at the two shiny caskets down below, with soft spot lights shining on 

them. It was so quiet in there and no one said a word, everyone just kept staring at the two caskets down below. It 

seemedlike such a lonely place for themto be, and I remember asking myself, why weren’t they buried in a cemetery 

where he was born instead of in the midde of New York City, it was so far away from their family and relatives?  

                            

PRESIDENT ULYSSES SIMPSON GRANT  

(Simpson … mother’s maiden name)    

BORN APRIL 27, 1822 … DIED JULY 23, 1885 

in Sarasota, New York 

WIFE JUILA T. DENT …  DIED 1901 

 

As many time as we had gone there,we knew very little about President Grant, or why there was  monument built there  

for him. We knew he was once  president of our country after theCivil War. We didn’t know what an important role he 

played in the Civil War, it, or that both General Lee and General Grant both attended West Point; and fought side by 

side, in the Mexican war but ten years later, they would find themselves on opposite sides in another war, the North 

against the South.  

General Grant defeated General Lee, and when he surrendered, he treated him with the utmost respect and dignity. He 

didn’t take him or his men prisoners. He allowed General Lee to tell his men they could keep their own guns, and to go 

back to their families and farms, but all the guns that were given to them to fight the war,must be turned in. Then, 

General Grant announced to the men on both sides, “Now go home! The war is over. Go back to your wives and 

families and your farms.” It took years before all the men returned to their families, farms and homes.  

When they were planning to build the monument for Grant inNew ork City,  it turned out to be the biggest campaign in 

history, and 90,000 people donated money for it from all around the world and they collected $600,000 which was the 

most money ever donated for any caus. And the dedication in 1897, there were 1,000,000 peop;e there, and a hundred 

years later to the day, only about a thousand people came to the dedication of the newly refurbished monument.     

 

 

       OLD POST CARD SHOWING MONUMENT DEDICATED TO GRANT IN 1897   
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Ellen  Young,  Rita O’Shaughnessy, and  Rose Mc Arow 

DECEMBER 7, 1941 …GRANT’S TOMB   

 

 

It was a Sunday afternoon, and we were all dressed up and after th 12 o’clock, we decided to go for a walk  The three 

of us ha gone went for a walk down along Riverside Drive, and for some reason we always ended up at Grant’s Tomb. 

Rita was wearing a U.S. Navy coat and hat, because her twin brother David was u the navy, and he was on the famous 

U.S,S LEXINGTON Aircraft Carrier, somehere in the Pacific.  

We walked around taking pictures, little did we realize that Sunday would go down in history. THE JAPANESE 

BOMBED PEARL HARBOR. WAR WAS DECLARED, December 7, 1941.  

It was cold, but a lot of families were out walking and we asked one of the tourists, to take our picture. Like so many 

others, we were totally unaware the Japanese had bombed  Pearl Harbor that morning or war had been declared. 

Later that day, when we walked in her house, we saw her mother and sisters were crying, and her two older brothers 

were glued to front of the big wooden radio. Her mother waved her hand frantically waving at us going ”Shhh… Shhh  

and we heard theman on the radio talking about how theJapanese had bombed Pearl Harbor, at dawn and we stood 

there looking at on anothrin disbelief and they had their ears glued to the radio, waiting to hear the names of the ships 

that were bombed, and show  thousands of navy men had been killed and drowned.’ They were nervously waiting to 

hear if David’s ship had been hit, because his ship was somewhere in the Pacific and they were all so relieved when 

they heard the U.S.S. Lexington was not one of them.  

LIFE DURING WWII  

I was 16, and it was a very frightening to hear war  had been declared. We gradually saw a lot of changes taking place, 

meat, butter and sugar and gas was rationed, and new and different restrtictions were made, as to where you could and 

couldn’t go, we had to have black shades at our windows and they had to be pulled down immediately,and not a bit of 
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light could show, or theair raid warden would come up after you,/ For most people life continued on like before.  

Saturday afternoons, we still skated down around Grant’s Tomb, and cross the street and skate  past the Riverside 

Church It was built by the Rockefellers and being the three of us were Catholics, we admired the outside of ofit, butwe 

were not allowed inside any Protestant Church,  

Not even Aunt Vina’s Baptist Church, but one day she changed all that,after she had a long talk with Momma about it 

and told her. ”What a terrible thing to teach any child. that one religion is better than the other.” That was what the 

nuns were teaching us in school. Mother Mc Carthy used to tell us we should never to buy in a store that was owned 

by Jewish people, because they crucified Christ. We were young and gullible and believed what we were told and it 

caused me a lot of pain and confusion when I was growing up. I loved my Aunt Vina and to me, because she was a 

Baptists, it meant she was doomed, because only Catholics could go to heaven!  

Until one dat, it was just after the Fourth of July, and Momma was packing her things to go back to the city with 

Daddy. Aunt  Vina sat on the end of the bed and said, ”Now, Myrtle, I want to talk to you about something that really 

bothers me.  It hurts me deeply to think you are allowing your children, and you know how much I love them, andthey 

are growing up, thinking there is only one true religion,  the Catholic religion. That is not right and you know it?” 

“You don’t know how it breaks my heart, they have to sit outside in a hot car, bcause they can’t come in my church. 

Forheaven’s sakes, you were brought up a Baptist. The only reason you are a Catholic, is so you could marry Tom. 

Aunt Vine decided to raised me as a Catholic. when she adopted me when I was nine. But, I was raised a Baptist and I 

went back to being a Baptist when I married Henry. What kind of a religion tells children it is a sin to go in a 

Protestant church, because they think God is only in the Catholic Church?”    

Momma bit her lip and told her,  said.. “Well, I don’t want to argue about religion. I know you are right and I have 

been doing a lot of thinking about it, and yes, it does seem  unfair. I will tell them before I leave, from now on, it is 

alright for them to go in your church with you .”  When Momma told us, we were so happy, and she whipered , ”But, 

you can’t tell the priest in confession or the nuns in school, I let you go in a Protestant church, they wouldn’t 

understand..”  

Momma left and the following Sunday, thethree of us  were so tickled we could go in the little white Baptist Church 

on Sacco Hill. We put on our good pink organdy dresses and AuntVina tied the wide bow in the back, and we wore 

our shiny patent leather shoes and white socks and we walked down the aisle with Aunt Vine, looking around. We 

next to her and Uncle Henry and her family and we kept looking around at the people and wondering why they were 

staring at us. We were surprisedthe church  was so little, compared to the big church we had in the city.  

Thefollowing Sunday we were greeted by the minister and his wife and they shook our hands and welcombed us, and 

asked us if we would we like to sit with the other children at the big table in the back of the church? We left Aunt Vine 

and went with them, and they made a big fuss they over us and sat us down with the other children, and told them we 

were from New York City, and  gave us crayons and a couple of Bible pictures to color. 

It would take years, before the Catholic church changed what they preached,  what a terrible thing to forbid members 

of the congregation to enter a Protestant church , and tell children they shouldn’t buy anything in a store owned by a 

Jew … because they killed Jesus. And they stopped teaching that the Catholic religion was the one and only true 

religion. 

How wonderful it is to know  how things have changed.   In the 1990’s, my daughter told methat in  her church in 

Boca Raton, Florida,  there is an Annual Religious exchange. The Synagogue is across the street from the Catholic 

Church. Every year the Rabbi and the Cantor from the Synagogue are invited to come to St. Joan of Arc’s Catholic 

Church, to sing and give a sermon to the congregation. And on a Saturday the priest walks across the street and he 

gives a semon to the members of the Synagogue. And,  they willingly share their parking lots, when there is an over-

flow of cars on their holy days, when more members than usual come to services, they are use St. Joan of Arc’s 

parking lots, and when the Catholic Church parking lots fills up on Sunday, at Eastr and Christmas, they use the 

Synagogue’s empty parking lots. This is how it should be?. 

 

                                                                    *            *            * 
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There were so many interesting places we could go to, of course,  Grant’s “Tomb, the Riverside Church, Alexander 

Hamilton’s house was a few blocks up on Convent Avenue, Columbia University, and the International House for 

Foreign Students and Juilliard School of Music  and two blocks up was City College, on 137th . When we used to skate 

by Julliard we would stop and  listen to the beautiful music. City College had beautiful grounds up on 137th Street. The 

buildings were very unusual,  made with sparkling and white black stones and  the corners were outlined the with the 

white stones. We enjoyed going there and we would bring our lunch and sit on the grass, they had big green lawns.  

And paths tgoing from one building to the next aand benches everywherhe for students to sit and read. We would bring 

a small blanket, and sit in the sun and talk and et our lunch under the trees,  It made us  feel we were out in the country 

being surrounded by flowering bushes and hearing birds singing,  in the middle of New York City. 

The Lewisohn Stadium was part of City College,  was huge,  it went from 136th  to 138th  Street, between Amsterdam 

and Convent Avenues. They held their football games there in the fall and winter. Across the street from the stadium, 

was Convent Avenue, where they had a huge baseball field and the men in the neighborhood liked to stand around and 

watch them play.  

Across from the street from Lewisohn Stadium on Amsterdam Avenue was the  Jewish Orphan’s Home, built in the 

late 1800’s. It had many buildings and beautiful lawns with huge sprawling shade trees. We would often see the 

children running around playing and they seemed happy.  

When the weather got warm enough, the WPA put on plays with actresses and actors, and we were allowed to go in on 

the proerty, and walk through a big wrought iron gate, and go inside on the grounds, which was off-limitsany othr 

time.  

Every on Saturday mornings the WPA would bring in actors and put on the most wonderful plays for the children, as 

weall as all the children in the including the neighborhood. The WPA had different programs going on and they used 

big long trucks to travel around the city and put these beautiful plays on for the children.  

Everyone would sit on the grass, all the kids from the neighborhhood would sit with the all the children from the 

orphanage, and they  wait for them to raise one side of this big long truck that would magically become the stage with 

betufl senry in the back.  And we’d sit there, and be lost in a world of make-believe of fantasy, watching ‘Jack in the 

Beanstalk’, King Midas’,’ The Princess and the Pea.’ and  every week, they would present us with a different fairy 

story. And we’d clap and clap, because we loved  

Every summer, the Lewisohn stadium, where the college played football in the winter, was transformed into a stage, 

an an open-air theater. It was during the Depression and et it was hard so many people flocked there, to hear the music. 

They came by subway, trolley and taxi cabs, and some of them owned a cars, and he empty streets were crowded with 

cars on both sides of the streets. They stood on line and bought tickets for 25 cents each to hear, some of the most 

popular artists in the world perform there..  

They had operas, piano recitals, violinists, artists, celloists, as well as leading soloists that sang arias from different 

operas. It was probably the only time we had cars parked on every block, because thy had not problem to find a spot to 

park, because no one in our neighborhood owned a car and people really enjoyed those open-air concerts, and to be 

able to sit under the stars, listening to their favorite opera being performed, or hear their favorite violinist or pianist. 

 

We lived at 492 West l36th Street, and our house faced a huge solid wall of concrete about 35 feet high, at the south 

end of the stadium. We never went to the concerts because it cost 25 cents to get in, and that was too much money for 

Momma to give us  

We could hear the music by sitting on the stoop. We couldn’t afford to go, but our house faced the two story wall of 

the stadium, so we could hear everything going on, and the people inside clapping. We were amazed how many people 

stood in line to buy tickets that cost 25 cents.  

We could sit on our stoop and listen,or go up on the roof and watch it, but Momma didn’t want us up there at night and 

te young boys, around 12 and 13 would hang around and wait for one of the cars to park, so they could  watch it and 

make ten cents .  There were quite a few  people that worried about their cars being in our neighborhood and asked one 

of the boys to watch their cars, and say, “Hey kid, you watch my car while I ‘m at the concert and I’ll give you ten 

cents.”  
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Having seen the neighborhood, they were afraid someone might steal it. We’d see several boys sitting on the fenders 

of the cars guarding them and be delighted they wer going to make ten cents.  The man would flip them a nickel 

leaving and tell them. “When I come back, You’ll get the other nickle, when I come back so you be sure you keep 

your eye on it.”  

They felt responsible for that car, and they would sit on the fender most of time or on the stoop,, and wait for  the men 

to comeback, and get the other nickel, and go home so happy they made ten cents, which was a lot of money for a 

twelve or thirteen year old boy.  

After we moved down to 1508 Amterdam, every Saturday mornings, I think every kid in the neighborhood went to the 

Del Mar theater to see a movie We’d  meet other kids, as we walked s. down the 135th Street hill, then turned up 

Broadway to 137th Street, past the White Towr and drool smelling the hamburgers cooking inside.  We had to linee up 

and wait outside for the doors to open at 10 o’clock. when the Del-Mar movie house  opened.  

We’d hand give the lady in the booth our dime and while she was tearing off a ticket for us,  and we’d look at her hair 

and too tight permanent and her bright red lipsticl. she’d  warn us,”No chewing gum inside,”  We had no gum, we had 

our lunch in a brown paper bag, because we were there until five o’clock.  

In the winter, it was dark when we got out, and we walked home in groups, and the boys tried to scare the girls and the 

girls teased the boys, so there was lots of giggling going on when we climbed the hill on 135th Street. but it was a long, 

tiring climb up that hill on 135th Street. 

Sometimes, when we helpeded one of the elderly women in our neighborhood, to carry her groceries upstairs for her, 

she’d give me a penny for being so kind. I’d thank her and run down thbe stairs, picturing what I would buy in the 

candy store downstairs, (before we owned it ).   

I’d go in and stand ther packing back and forth trying to decide whether to buy a lollypop, or a stick of gum looking at 

the candy lined up in glass trays. First it would be the lollipop, then a piece of gum, all the while I’d eyeing the 

NESTLE’S chocolate bar with nuts, and but it cost two cents, and I’d  settle for the lollipop, and leave happy ripping 

the paper off it, and thwoingit in the trash can outside.   

One day I was standing on the stoop, and heard some of the younger boys laughing and talking about a real scary 

movie that was going to be playing at the Del-Mar Saturday, and just the way they said ,“FRANKENTEIN”. made me 

raise my eye brows/ I already didn’t like the sound of it. Had I known, how scarey it was, I would never had gone to 

see it. Nothing in my young live ever  scared me the way that movie did, I think I had closed my eyes through most of 

it, I couldn’t look at him and hadmy eyes closed most of the time.  

By the time we left, my two girlfriends and me were shaking, it is hard to believe what that movie did to the three of 

us. What made matters worse, was it was dark outside and wso it was not just me. We still had tpand walk up that 

longe hill, and on 135th Street and it was dark out. ran up it We started running and kept looking back because we 

knowwere so sure Frankenstien was right in back of us and following us home. We’d scream and we were sobbing and 

we  couldn’t get up that hill fast enough/ W, and we kept looking around to see where he was, and sobbing thinking he 

was going to reach out grab one of us, before we got home, because we were convinced he was hiding in every 

doorway we went by and that made us run all the faster, because we could hear him dragging his foot behind us.  

When we got to the top of the hill, we were out of breath and hysterical, from running away from Frankenstein. I lived 

in the middle of the block, and was the first one home, but my girlfriends still had a couple of blocks to go. I nervously 

waved good-bye and ran in the vestibule. hen panicked because I was all alone. I  kept ringing the bell wanting Anna 

to hurry up and buzz me in. When she finally did, I ran down the hall and went up the stairs two at a time, When I 

reached my floor, my legs felt like JELLO, and was never so glad to see Anna. She was standing there with the door 

open and I couldn’t get past her fast enough. She looked so puzzled, when I hollered at her “Hurry up and close the 

door, before he comes up the stairs.”   

Poor Anna had no idea what I was talking about, and looked down the stairs concerned, asking me, “Who did ye say 

was comin’ after ye? Sure and I knew somethin’ was wrong, the way ye kept ringing the bell!” I hurried inside and 

leaned against the wall, trying to catch my breath, and  let myself slide to the floor and just sat there, while Anna bent 

down and was shaking me, “Rose, what is goin’ on?” The more I tried to explain to her, who Frankenstien was, the 

more confused she became,  because she had never heard of “Frankenstein!” I don’t think Anna ever went to a movie 
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all her life. She kept shaking her head when I told her the gory details about what a horrible monster he was, as big as 

a giant and he waswalking around holding a little girl that was dead, in her Communion dress. Anna reeled back  

horrified and gasped, “Why in the name of Heavens, did ye go see such a terrible thing as that for?”  

When Momma came home Sunday, Anna told her, how frightened I got, when I saw “Frankenstien.” Momma just told 

me,  “Well, you had to go see it, and you told me ypurself,  how it frightened everyone else that saw it?.”. I whined,  “I 

didn’t know it was going to be that bad. My friends wanted to see it, and I went with them.” It got to be that I refused 

to walk alone in the long hall downstairs, I had to have someone with me because I knew Frankenstein was hiding in 

the stairwell in our house, under the staircase. When I’d keep ringing the bell, and Anna would Sonny down, and he 

thought he was funny by getting in back of me, and start moaning and dragging his foot, and grab my leg , pretending 

to be “FRANKENSTEIN.”  I’d get so mad at him and tell Anna and she would snap the kitchen towel at him, and that 

made me feel better. It took a long time before I realized Frankenstien was not waiting for me in the hallway. 

 

                                                                   *            *             *  

                                                                

.           When I was in high school, my friends Rita and Ellen called for me, and we’d  take long walks 

along Riverside Drive, either uptown or downtown. Sometimes we walked allthe way up to the George Washington 

Bridge on 180th Street and once we walked across it, and weculdhardly make it home, we were sotired we had to drag 

ourselves up the hill, Early in June, the three of us would get on the 125th Street ferry, and go to Palisades Park andgo 

swimming in a beautiful pool that was on top of the Palisades Cliffs, and spend the evening going on some of the 

rides. 

Ellen Young, Eris, David’s wife, Rita  front,  

Rose, Rita H and Betty O’Shaughnessy 

 

            
 

ROSE  AT 14 …  PALISADES INTERSTATE PARK 1939 
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For a nickel you could get on  the trolley and go anywhere in New York City,  if you got a paper transfer, when you 

got on. You could get on and off  as many times as you wanted to and ride for hours to four boroughs, the Bronx, 

Queens, Brooklyn and Manhattan, and even go cross-town with it, but to go et to Staten Island, you had to pay a dime 

to take the ferry. 

Sometimes,  Momma would let us get on the Fifth Avenue bus. For us, thatit was bigreal treat. We would climb up on 

to board the green and yellow,  double-decker bus, especially when they hadwere running the open tops running, once 

when the weather was warm enoguhg. We’d hop on and hurry up the narrow noisy metal spiral staircases n the back , 

hoping we were going to find a seat in the first row, because we loved sitting up front, where we could look around as 

the bus went down Riverside Drive and stopped to pick up and let passengers off.  Momma preferred to sit in the 

middle, because she didn’t like the wind messing up her hair.  

The conductor could pick out, who came on, and collected the fares downstairs, then he upstairs. Momma would give 

us each a dime, and he would be so patiient and hold the shiny springloaded chrome change holder down in front of 

us, and wait for us to push our dime in, and we’d smile at him, and he’d go the next person.  

We loved to sit in the first row of seats, and feel of the wind on our faces and our hair  blowing up and down and all 

around our faces. Momma would tap us and we’d get off at 59th Street and walk over to the Central Park Zoo. 

Sometimes, she preferred to get off at  57th  Street and we’d go window-shopping along Fifth Avenue. We’d be so 

busy looking in all the store windows, and admiring the pretty dresses and clothes they had on the mannequins around 

Easter and we liked going therethe best at Christmastime. 

 

                                                                        *         *         *  

  

During the 1930’s, the U. S. Navy fleet would come to New York City and anchor in the middle of the Hudson River. 

All the newspapers had the hours the public could go aboard certain ships. People came by the thousands. Everyone 

lined and waited their turn to get in one of the launch boats that would take them out to the ships.  

It was one of the few times that Daddy ever took us anywhere and we couldn’t wait to go on board. Daddy went 

because he had served four years in the navy, on  the U.S.S. Black Hawk, during WW1, and he was always very proud 

of that.  

When we first saw the launch boats,  we were afraid to get in them, seeing how rough the water was, because we could 
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see it was making the boat go up and down, while they were taking on passengers on.  Some people took one look at 

the water, and got so nervous they turned around and left. When it was our turn Daddy nudged us on and we 

reluctantly took a hold of the sailor’s hand and he helped us down into the open boat. They filled up one boat after the 

other and  kept moving so many people out to the battleships and cruisers that were anchored out in the middle of the 

river. The ride out was real scary being the water was so choppy, the boat cutthrough the water and it take aslong s we 

though it would.  

The wind was blowing hard, when we pulled along side of the big ship, and when we looked up and saw the size of it, 

we panicked and wondered how we were we going to get all the way up there to board it? We were holding our 

breaths because the water was splashing all over on us, and slamming against the side of the ship, causing the boat to 

keep moving up and down and  bumping and against the ship.  

When we were trying to step out and onto the wooden gang plank hanging down from the ship’s deck, we were so 

relieved when the sailors pulled us on and we still had to climb up to the top deck scared out of our wits. Daddy was 

right in back of us. They sailors sort of laughed at us, when we finally had both our feet on board.    

There were sailors stationed everywhere. We walked around with Daddy, but I didn’t like how the big ship kept 

moving up and down. Daddy kept reminding us to hold on to the railings, and we did. We stared and smiled at all the 

handsome sailors standing around in sparkling white uniforms, and we noticed how their eyes were going in every 

direction, watching everyone. They made sure no one touched a thing on the ship  and they kept repeating it, as crowds 

of people kept walking by, admiring how clean and shiny everything was.  

There were sailors stationed at different sections of the ship, and they explained what they did and what certains things 

were for, and it wa their job to keep everyone moving and we kept losing Sonny somehow, and I had to run around 

and try and find him.  

Before we even got there, Daddy had a lot to drink and everytime he’d see one of the sailors gp by, that was not on 

duty,  he’d have to tell them  ‘he was in the navy for four years and was stationed off the Azores, from 1914-18.’  

They’d listen and nod politely, and having heard the same thing from the other men that served in the U.S. Navy, 

during WWI.  

Getting into the launch boat to go back, we were scared because the water was so choppy, and the boat was going way 

up and down, but, it was not as scary as when we firstwent out to the ship.  The sailor’s held my sister’s and my hand, 

and helped us out of theboat ndonto the land.but Daddy and Sonny didn’t want any help. As much as we liked seeing 

the battleship,we were glad we had our feet back on solid ground again.  

Daddy walked us to Broadway, and instead of gettingon the bus and going home, he dragged us into a saloon. We had 

to sit in a booth while he stood at the bar drinking. We were so hungry, we wanted to go home and have supper. There 

was sawdust on the floor, and the bartender gave us a basket of pretzels to eat, but the smell of beer was awful having 

to sit there for almost two hours. By then, Daddy could hardly stand up, when he walked over to us, he was really 

drunk and he announced, “Since this is a special occasion, ‘we’ are going to take a taxi home.” It wasn’t because it 

was ‘such a special occasion,’ he was he couldn’t stand up, we went home in a taxi. 

It was Saturday night, and Anna had been waiting for us to come home, because she usually roasted a big chicken, 

made mashed potatoes, corn and gravy, and we could have the other half ofchicken for supper, when  Momma came 

home on Sunday. Anna  heated up our dinner,and served Daddy first, then we got our dinner, and we ate everything 

she put on our plates,an we usually had the same dessert every night, strawberry JELLO, with some milk on it. 

The winters back then, seemed a lot colder than they are today in New York City. We had so much snow piled at the 

curb, it was four and five feet high and it couldn’t melt because it was so cold. When it snowed, they just piled it on 

top of all the other snow in front of the apartment houses for weeks at a time. After the plow went by, the janitors had 

to dig a tunnel, so people could get across Amsterdam Avenue, or and get on the trolley and go to work.  

When it snowed, the Sanitation Department came by with  plows during the night, and cleaned the streets by pushing 

the new snow up against the curb, on top of all the other snow and the piles of snow just kept getting bigger and 

bigger, so you could hardly see across the street.. 

All stores the women needed to do their shopping in, was on our block. The women went  shopping everyday. They 

would come down early in the morning, carrying their well-worn black oil cloth shopping bag and their pocketbooks 
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hanging over their arms, and the first thing they did, was to stop and hear the latest gossip. Anna told us that the 

women in Wexford, Ireland, where she camefrom, hung over thetr fences and gossiped everu morning before they left 

to go to the market. It could be freezing out, or be the middle of summer, the women were on the stoop gossiping,  

about who’s husband came home drunk in the middle of the night, or they’d whisper about, they had seen someone 

who was very married out with you know who again, and ‘guess who’ in the neighborhood was in the ‘family way 

again’ and raise their eyes up to the heavens and be so glad it wasn’t one of them..  

Life as we knew it, growing up on Amsterdam Avenue, changed when the boys came home after WWII. They got 

married,  and wanted a house of their own, out in the suburbs so they could raise their families there. Little by little 

they started moving away. Fred and I were married n 1948, and we moved to Long Island, then Sonny and Pat got 

married in 1950, and they  moved to Ridgefield New Jersey and when Mary Jane and John got married 1951, and had 

children, they moved to Ridgefield, New Jersey too. 

By 1952, the three of us were married and almost everyone in the neighborhood had left or were was leaving. All the 

children that once played in the park, were grown, and the boys had come back from fighting the war, and through the 

G.I.  Loan, they were able to go to college, and received money to live on. 

Many of them wanted to get married and have families and move out of the city into brand new homes, and they could 

do this, through the G. I. Loan, with no money down and a low interest rate for their mortgage. They got good jobs and 

had new cars, sittingin their driveways,and  a brand new washer and dryer in the kitchen, and then came televisionin 

the homes.   

Gradually, dfferent families moved  into the apartments where we used to live and it was no longer an Irish-German 

neighborhood, it slowly evolved into a Puerto Rican neighborhood. There were different stores, different kinds of 

fruits and vegetables, and they spoke a different language,. The stores we knew were gone, but. Anna continued  living 

there, until she passed away in 1960.  

 

                                                            *             *             * 

 

 

THE BOYS FROM VINEGAR HILL…. 

The ‘old neighborhood that was called VINEGAR HILL,  isn’t does not thereexist anymore, but every year, the people 

that used to lived there,, have THE VINEGAR HILL DINNER AND DANCE, but, as each year passes, fewer people 

are able to attend, and many of them have passed away.. 

Amsterdam Avenue is known, for its long and dangerous hill that, it starts at 136th Street, and goes al the way down to 

129th Street to where the trolley car barn used to be and. it was called, ‘Vinegar Hill.” Bu no one knew why. Jacob 

Ruppert’s Bbrewery had had a big bottling plant there, and a  a big tall brick chimney about, that was around 680 feet 

tall, that , and it could be seen for blocks around, and one day the entire plant blew up and hundreds of men were 

injured and killed.next to  the trolley car barn where they repaired the wheels on the bottom of the trolleys.  

In theearly 1930’s,When the older boys got together and formed a basketball team, and they called themselves, ‘THE 

VINEGAR HILL” boys. T, and they became very popular and before they knew, they were doig so well,  they were 

playing games and competing with other teams in the city. throughout the city.  

When anyone would ask, why they would call a basketball team, Vinegar Hill. They explained it was in honor of a 

battle that was fought on Vinegar Hill, in Ireland, so the Irish would never forget the bloody battle that between the 

English and the Irish and so many Irishmen died on Irish soil, so they could be free. . Although, many of those boys 

that lived on Amsterdam, have since passed away, what a shame it is that they didn’t live to see, that inthe spring of 

2001, they  a sign was erected on the northeast corner of 135th Street, across he street by the park, and Mayor 

Guillianne,  was there to commemorate the event, when they placed the official sign at the corner, and after all those 

years, it was officially declared to be,’ Vinegar Hill’.      

 

                                                         *         *          *                                                                                 

                



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1112 

 

The older boys were always hung around downstairs by the candy store, and as one group left, another group came by 

and stand around and talk and pass around a cigarette between themselves, discussing where they were going to be 

playing their next basketball game.. They would lean up against the newspaper stand, where the cellar stairs separated 

the candy store from our stoop and  the janitor would was forever chaseing them off, ifif he caught them sitting on the 

stoop.steps of  1508, you couldn’t see them because the sides were about five feet high.    

To me, those boys seemed much older,  when I was eleven, and they were around eighteen toand twenty-one. We had 

kneow all of them becausen them for years, they were hanging around in frontof the candy store, long before my father 

owned it.the Tcandy store, the Guy brothers, Buddy Mc Carthy, Paddy Clifford, Knorby Woods and so many, many 

others. I may have forgotten a lot their names, but not their faces. They were the onesboys who who helped and looked 

after all the younger kids on the block and were willling to help them,if they had a problem with their skates, or some 

bigger kids were fighting with them,they were  like big brothers to all the kids..  

The Depression lasted a long time, and there were still no jobs to be had in the city.. Some of the boys decided, when 

they graduated high school, they were going to join a new program, that President Roosevelt started, the CCC.  

WAnd when they did, everyone was so surprised ho happy they were, and they would send  back letters back, telling 

how they were surprised to find that they really liked working in the forests and planting trees, it gave them an 

opportunity to travel and see parts of the country they would never have seen. This was 1938,  a few years before 

1941, when World War II broke out. 

As I look back, I realize now, how fortunate we were to have lived in such a wonderful neighborhood, when people 

were so good to us and to one another. The way all the mothers looked after all the younger children.  

And even the boys that hung out in front of the candy store, were constantly looking after the  kids on our block. We 

were young and innocent, and not one of them ever tried to take advantage of us because, we were ‘little girls’   

They were like big brothers. We knew we could ask any one of  them, for a penny if we were short a penny in the 

candy store, or when one of our skates broke and we couldn’t fix it ,. they’d stop talking and fix it for us, and continue 

talking to the guys. They never got in trouble like teen-0age boys do today,  and they certainly didn’t belong to gangs 

to prove who they were, or go looking to see who they could beat up! They were all young, gentlemen, because that 

was how they were brought up.  

When they came by the candy store and  would stand around, they would share their cigarette with the other guys, it 

cost a penny, and they kept passing it around, until there was nothing left of it...the lean and go across Amsterdam to 

the park and play basketball, and they would tease one another, bouncing the ball, and running around with it, 

laughing. They never had drugs, knives or guns on them!!. 

World War II shocked everyone. War was declared on December 7th. 1941,  it lasted four and a half years, and ended 

on August 15, 1945. So many  sons, fathers, and husbands died and never came home,  and nothing was ever the same 

again.  

Those of us who grew up on Amsterdam during  the thirties, forties and early fifties, are now in our seventies and 

eighties, and most of the boys that used to hang out in front of the candy store on Vinegar Hill are gone, but they 

remained the best of friends. And  down through the years,  every year they  still hold a dinner and dance,  for the boys 

of Vinegar Hill.  Naturally, as each comes along, they know there will be less and less people that will  attend  the 

annual, but that was where they liked to meet and talk about, ‘the good old days.’   

 

                                                              *            *            * 

  

With the long bitter winters we had then, a lot of  people would be driving south on Amsterdam, and not aware that 

136th Street,  that was the beginning of  Vinegar Hill, a steep and treacherous hill. When it rained and then froze, and 

sometimes, it snowed on top of it, the cars couldn’t stop,  they would be slipping and sliding all the way down. We’d 

witness some of the most horrendous accidents, in front of our house, when they smashed into cars trying to come up 

hill.  

In the middle of the night, we would hear them, and get up and looking out the window, and see the cars sliding down, 

out of control. We would cover our mouths and hold our breath, seeing them going down backwards, knowing they 
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were going to slam into the other cars, like billiard balls, while they were all over the road trying to get some traction..  

And the cars that were going too fast, when they came over the crest of the hill at 136th Street, there was no way they 

could stop,  they weren’t aware that hill continued down for seven blocks, all the way down to 129t Street, before it 

straightened out. 

It seemed with every snow storm, there were bad accidents on that hill. We would hear the clanking of the 

Knickerbocker Hospital ambulance trying to get up the hill. It would come from 130th Street and Convent Avenue, and  

they couldn’t get up that hill,  they would get stuck, and we could hear their tires spinning on the ice. The doctor 

would have to grab his bag, and try to get up the hill on foot, so he could  reach the injured parties, and the driver was 

right behind him, carrying the stretcher. On really bad nights, they were going back and forth all night, trying to help 

one accident victim after the other, all covered with blood and laying there in the snow..  

 

                                                               *            *            *   

Amsterdam Avenue, was one of the few roads in the city, still paved with cobblestones, and the cobblestones happens 

to be why there were so many accidents on that hill.. If it snowed heavy during the day, we knew exactly what was 

going to happen that night. We would be jolted awak by the sound of ear-piercing metal crunching against metal, and 

we’d jump out of bed so fast, and see the two cars with steam pouring out of front of them, all banged in, nose to nose, 

because one car came flying down at the top of the hill, not realizing how slippery the road was, or that it was a steep 

hilland it would and we’d see another head-on crash head-on into a car trying to get up the hill, thenother cars would 

go careening into the other cars as a result of the impact.  

We’d tremble when we’d heard people crying and screaming for someone to come help them. We had no phone, nor 

did any one else. We’d hang out the window with the heavy quilt over our heads, knowing there was nothing we could 

do for them. Every winter when it snowed, we heard and witnessed  horrible accidents on that hill going down 

Amsterdam Avenue, and there would be the sound of the the screeching of metal against metal, and people somewhere 

in the dark, people crying for help and all we could do, was pull our blankets a little tighter around ourselves. .  

Daddy never heard any thing and Anna would be snoring  in her room, Off in the distance, we c the street lights looked 

soso eerie with a little bit of light shining through the thick snow as it continued to fall, relentlessly, whileand it 

continuedwas gettingting higher and higher. W on  yet walked upon sidewalks, and the roads were becoming all the 

more dangerouse would hear someone moaning and. We would see outlines of them people lying in the snow, and, 

and they’d be crying and moaning low. Some were able to slowly crawl away, leaving a trail of blood behind as they 

dragged themselves over to the snow bank. They realized they had to or another car would come barreling down the 

hill and couldn’t stop and run over them.  

Someone would find a way to call the police. and we’d hear and see the clanging bell of the ambulance  and it would 

be trying to make it up the slippery hill, and couldn’t Then a doctor would come running iwth his bag and bewhen he’d 

bending over the wounded and hurt, and we’d hear him tell the policemen ‘It’s too late! They’re dead.”  We’d feel so 

bad, and move closer to one another, shivering in our flannel night gowns and pullwith the quilt pulled up over both 

our heads, afraid we might miss something. , and not be the least bit tired. ThenAnd we would see the WPA trucks up 

at 135th Street, dumping sand at the top of the hillarrive and some men would beand the men putting out wooden 

barriers across the downtown side of Amsterdam and and hanging red kerosene lamps on them, to to preventwarn cars 

from going downpeople of the dangerous hill.. 

With all the snow we had, we never got a day off from school because of it, and if we dared to be late, because we had 

to trudge through snow in our galoshes,  we got punished and had to stand under the clock in the hall, so all the kids 

could see us, as they walked by. 

At the bottom of the hill, at 128 th Street, was the trolley barn where they maintained all the trolley cars, and they had 

special utility trolley cars, that were sent out when it snowed to keep the tracks clean. Sometimes, even they could not 

make it up that hill, and it was designed with a huge spinning three foot brush in front of it, to clean out the tracks, 

because many a time, we would see the trolley car slip off the tracks and it was always at 134th Street, just as it was 

getting to the top the hill. Everyone had to get off and the men put their shoulders to the trolley and they’d keep 

rocking it until they got it back on the track, and everyone got back on. 
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At the Turn of the Century, when the city planners decided to pave Amsterdam Avenue with  all the cobblestones, they 

had collected from all the sailing ships, since they used them for ballast atr thebottom of the ship, when they came 

from Europe empty, and go back full of merchandise,  the city had accumulated so many of them, since they dumped 

at whatever pier they were moored at, they city using them on the roads, and  Amsterdam Avenue was paved with the 

cobblestones from one end of Manhattan, to the other. They liked them because were very strong, never needed 

maintenance, and never had to be replaced.  But, when they done it,  they had horses and buggies and wagons, not cars 

and trucks with rubber tires. They never took into account  how slippery the roads would be, when it snowed,  and 

when the automobile became so popular, they ran into all kinds of  problems when they travel on some of those 

slippery hills.                                                                     

THE DAY JACOB RUPPERT’SBREWERY EXPLODED…1938  

I was in the 7th Grade,  in 1938. . and we sat in alphabetical order, and I was happened to sitting in the back row, 

because I was tall.. Our classroom was on the second floor, and itwe had big tall windows, all three walls, around the 

room except theone wall withwhere the blackboards was, and that was in back and in front of it Mother Mc Carthy’s  

had her desk. We  liked to sneak looks down the 130th Street hill, and see who was going in the Emergeny Room 

because it went down to Amsterdam, and across the street was the  at the Knickerbocker Hospital and 

sonConventAvenueand it faced our school. Several times a day we would hear the ambulance siren when it pulleding 

in, or when they were on their  to the Emergency Room,or onits way out, but we didn’t dare get up and look. Further 

There was our shcool, and down the the block  on the corner was O’Leary’s Funeral Parlor, and across fromtat was 

Ruppert’s Brewery was on 129th  Street, and then camr the trolley car barn and where they sold wholesale Kosher 

chickens., and the next block was the barn for the trolley cars, across from our school  was the hospital, then our 

church, and down 131st Street was the boys’school and convent, and on that corner was Cushman’s Funeral Parlor, all 

within two blocks of each other.. 

Our school was on the grounds of Manhattanville College, that ran from 135th  to 130th Street, at the very end of the 

property, on 130th Street. Manhattanville college was in the middle, and the buildings were made of dark red brick, 

while our school was made with the same brown, black and beige stones used to build the high wall that went all 

around the property.  

Our school had eight nice big class rooms with,  big tall windows, and four classes from 1-4 were downstairs and a big 

wide wooden starcase led up to the where classes from 5-8 were.on the seond floor.up and four down, and big tall 

windows  

One afternoon, while Mother Mc Carthy was standing at the black board,in front of the class talking to us, when 

suddenly, there was a huge explosion outside ande,  itthat shook our school, and we heard d the windows  rattlinged, 

and  and glass was falling all overon the floor., and several windows were broken. Everyone was screaming and crying 

and Mother Mc Carthy ran out of the room and left us there, and no one knew what to do, until she came back. 

screaming. and crying.. 

WBeing in last row, my back was to the windowse were on the second floor on a corner, and we had windows all 

around us, when  and I gotstood up afast, and when I looked out, I, I saw the Jacob Rupert’s 60 foot chimney going 

straight up in the air, and it kept going up and it was still up  in one piece, and  I saw so many men were going up 

through the air, and I saw arms and legs going up along and all kinds of debris, thatand I stood there, and I couldn’t 

speak.I was speechless, while Eeveryone in the class was standing there screaming, we were not little children, we 

were 12 and 13 years old. .And I stood at the window and sawI was sobbing because when the big tall chimney 

reached it’s peak, it stopped in mid-air and then it started to lean over and it wasstarted coming back coming back 

down, but but  it had completely disintegrated in mid-air; and  became there waas this huge shower of bricks falling  

down down, down down and there wereand  men and parts of men falling with it and what was left of the chimney, it 

landed in aone huge big pile, almost  in the same place where it once  had stood all those years. I couldn’t move. I 

couldn’t believe what I was could hardly breathe, seeing, somanying so m any bodies coming down,  and were landing 

on top of the debris and collapsed buildings and they were on all over the sidewalks ,were bodies and and  blood was 

everywhere. By then, I heardpeople screaming and it seemed to be coming from all over. 

. It was a terrible thing for any 12 year old to have to see. Then it was all over but I couldn’t stop shaking.I had seen, 
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having seen so many men hit the ground, and land  on top of all the debris and rubble, amidstnd th ere was a fire and 

clouds of steam that was still coming from the brewery. I kept looking and I could see nNot onet one of the men 

moved. , Tthey were all dead, and they laid there and theallthe firemen came running and werewere checking to see if 

anyone was still alive, and they kept shaking their heads, as they went along. It was an so unbelievable sigh, and what 

I sawjust it happen.ed.  

The sound of so many sirens going… was mind was goingin circles, hering them coming from every direction/ I stood 

there, watching the ambulances comin and going and felt Mother Mc Carthy tugging at my sleeve/ ”Come, you have to 

get out here, I believe the Japanese have bombed us. Go downstairs an stay with the other girls.”  

She didn’t even look out the windowk to see what really happened,  she was so convinced we had been bombed!  I 

was so traumatized by what I had seen/ I yanked my arm away from her, and ran screaming, “I got to find my sister.  

Mary Jane? Where is she?” I ran in her classroom it was on the sameloor as mine  and I bumped into Mother Reed, 

and she put her arm around me. “Calm down, I was just looking for you, to tell you Mary Jane is alright. I sent her 

home, becaue we couldn’t find you..”  Mother Reed was my teacher in the fourth and fifth grade, and she was  kind 

and sweet to everyone, andI could not understandhow she could let Mary Jane go home, without me, after what just 

happened.  

I            The story was in all the newspapers the next day, and it told how many men were killed in theJacob Ruppert’s 

Brewery exsplosition. I have never forgotten what I saw that day, when I went to go hime, I saw I left school, and I 

stood on the corner watching men running up the hill, carrying limp and bloodied bodies wthat ith had no legs or arms, 

and one after the other they were running  running into the Emergency Entrance, in the middle of the block.  

            The brewery was so close to the hospital, that many of the men didn’t  want to wait for the ambulances, they carried 

their buddies to the hospital themselves. I could see how some were scalded so bad, their flesh was falling off them, 

their skin was allwhiteand was hanging off their arms and legs, , and so many of them hd beenwere crushed by the 

giant boilers and heavy equipment that wasthey used to process and bottle the beer. When it blew, eEverything 

collapsed and fell on them when it blew up, and all the men working in that area, and they were killed instantly and 

there were those men that were blown up into the air aong with the chimney.  

           . I stood there, amid all the noise and confusion, watching wives and mothers running into the hospital, wanting to 

know if their sons or husbands were alive or dead only to be told, but it was too early to know,  with all that was ging 

on, no knew who lived and who died.  They were still picking up pieces of them, they were finding on sidewalks and 

buildings, and no one knewwas who .was who, and I walked away. 

 

Walking up Amserdam, there  police cars still rushing to what was left of the Jacob Ruppert’s brewery/, and I took 

home with me As I walked home, pictures of what happened that day, and to this day I can still see that himeny and all 

those men…were still before me. I kept seeing the chimney going up, up, up, and to see themall come those men 

tumbling down, f and falling through the air. For weeks after, I would wake up in the night sweating and crying, I 

would seeing it what happening all over again. n. I was afraid to go to sleep, and I would hide under my pillow, but 

nothing helped/ The nighmares wouldn’t go away. and it was along time before I could go to bed and sleep through the 

night,  peacefully.  

The windows that were broken were replaced and we went back to school. We found out that Mary Jane’s girl friend, 

Irene Barry’s, father was  one of the men that was killed in the explosion. I hated to see the .. In all the papers, were 

pictures of the smoldering ruins, and the names of the men that died. So many men were in the hospital tbecause they 

had been badly scalded, and some were burned, and others were so badly burned they died in the explosion, and so , 

and so many of them fell to their deaths,. fathers of the girls in our school and I coudn’t help wonder if they were they 

some of the men  I had seen fall to the ground? 

 

                                                              *             *               *  
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THE INVITATION TO A WEDDING …. 1926 

Momma loved to tell the story about what she did when.  Mrs. Eggleston’s daughter,  Helen’s was getting married. , It 

was in the spring of 1926, and  Momma was pregnant with Sonny, and.  I was about six months old and she brought 

me with her in the limo that Mrs. Eggleston had sent to pick Momma up and take her to the wedding. She wanted 

show me off to Mrs. Egglelston and her friends, because she knew most of them for years, when she used to work 

there. She had no idea what a big fancy wedding it was going to be, or what a big social affair the reception was in a 

big hotel on Fifth Avenue.  

Momma didn’t realize, you don’t bring a baby to such an important affair like that was. 

The day came, and Momma was a few months pregnant with Sonny, and was glad, she could sfit in the beautiful gown 

of navy blue beads, Mrs. Eggleston bought her in a shop on Fifth Avenue, and had it sent to her house,with a matching 

evening purse and shoes, and a velvet cape. Momma felt so proud how she lovely she looked and  Momma said she 

had made me  a beautiful dress for the occasion, with row upon row of white lace on the delicte pink dress and she 

made a bonnet to match, and I had on tiny black patent leather button–up little shoes. Against my blonde hair, Momma 

said I looked so pretty.  

The limousine pick her up, but Mrs Eggleston didn’t know she was bringing me to the wedding At the time Momma 

and Daddy were living with Uncle Mick on 125th and Old Broadway. The wedding was not what Mrs. Eggleston 

intended for her daughter, Helen, in fact,. she was very unhappy that her only daughter fell in love and got involved 

with a married man.  Helen loved him but she had to wait a couple of years before he was able to get a divorce, since it 

turned out to be a bitter divorce over money. Then she was free to marry her, and marrying a divorced man, was 

frowned upon by high-society.  

As the wedding guest arrived for reception, when Mrs. Eggleston noticed Myrtle walking in with a baby in her arms, 

she took a deep breath and never said a word to embarasss her  and went to her with her arms stretched out and took 

me and started kissing me, and passed me around to all the ladies, sitting at the tables. They loved me and I was passed 

around from table to table, and Momma was still unaware of what she had done. Mrs.Eggleston breathed a sigh of 

relief when she noticed how the women were enjoying holding me  because they all knew Momma  because she had 

been with Mrs. Eggleston, for thirteen years. 

As the night dwindled down, the music continued to play,  the newly weds quietly disappeared and got dressed and 

was leaving to board a ship, and spend their honeymoon in Europe  They left happy and under a shower of rice, and 

ran to the waiting limousine that took them across town to the pier on the west side, and boarded the ship that was 

taking them to England.  

While they were out at sea,  hearing the band  playing, they joined the other couples and were romantically dancing 

cheek to cheek, when Helen felt her husband slip out of her arms and she saw him lying on the floor. She quickly knelt 

beside him and was screaming and crying for someone to get him some help, and she held him in her arms, he died. 

Helen was so devastated, that she didn’t want to see anyone, and her mother was. heart-broken, because Helen was her 

only daughter, and she knew the pain she was going through. She could not console her, but she knew only time would 

heal the pain,and years later Helen did remarry. 

As the years went by, Mrs. Egglston loved having Momma come to the brownstone houe on Riverside Drive, with the 

children and she always paid the cab fare. They’d have lunch together, and we had lunch in the kitchen with the maids 

and we played in the parlor with wooden blocks. While Momma sat there, it brought back a lot of happy memories, 

thinking how those lace curtains she had given her, used to hang in that room that overlooked the Hudson River. 

As many times as Momma visited Mr. Eggleston, they talked and  had lunch, and she would assure her she was very 

happy. She did not want to tell her the truth, that she was so miserable being married to Tom that she was sorry she 

ever married him.  

For years she let her think her life was wonderful but there were times she wanted to tell her, she was so right, when 

she told her, ‘ Tom is going to ruin your life with his drinking and gambling, and the lives of your children., should 

you ever have any by him! He is a drinker and he will always be a drinker because men like that don’t change!’  

When Momma went home,  Daddy was drunk and they had another terrible fight, and she finally got the courage to 
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tell Mrs. Eggleston, what she had been hiding from her, for years.  

And when she did, Mrs. Eggleston looked her in the eye, then turned away and all she said was, Well, it doesn’t 

surprise me, of course! I thought as much.” Shaking her head she said sadly. “Personally, I’ve always felt you only did 

it to get even with Earl Pipher. Didn’t you? ” Momma sat back in the chair, and shook her head and sighed,, “I don’t 

know, but,  I have often wondered that myself.”  

Mrs. Eggleston was holding Mary Jane on her lap, and put her finger on her inner leg and asked  Momma, “What is 

this red mark on her leg? It almost looks like a raspberry.“   

Momma nodded that she had noticed it too, “I  don’t know what it is, but I took her to the Knickerbocker clinic, and 

the doctor thought she might need radium treatments on it.  

Mrs. Eggleston sat up straight in her chair and insisted,  “Oh! Myrtle, you mustn’t let them do something as dangerous 

as that is, without getting another opinion,  Please, don’t let them start radiation treatments on this poor child, she’s 

only a  year old. It is new and very powerful! Let me call my doctor, he will tell me where you can go get another 

opinion, and I will pay for whatever needs to be done...”  Mrs. Eggleston called and he told her, who she should go to. 

Momma brought Mary Jane to the specialist, and he was a German doctor, with a heavy accent. She liked him and 

watched how he carefully studied it from all  angles, while she held Mary Jane on the table for him.. He shook his 

head,  “I don’t like the looks of this. It is a very strange red spot, on her inner thigh. Hmm. It is very suspicious 

looking, I am afraid.”  

He was making Momma very nervous because he kept going back and examining the spot, and  he stood up, straight 

and put his hands behind his back, and told her, “The spot appears to be cancerous, in fact, I am sure it is.  Your little 

girl,  will need at least two years of radium treatments, and I would like it to be done, here at this hospital, so you 

know, it can only be done, a little at a time, and it will leave sdome scarring. And, it is going to be very expensive but I 

was advised that Mrs. Eggleston is going to pay for this consultation and all the hospital bills.” Momma thanked him, 

and left.  

Walking to the bus, holding Mry Jane in her arms, she was so heart-broken to think her beautiful little girl had cancer, 

and the doctor at the clinic was right afterall and she had refused to believe him when he told her what should be done.   

As she was leaving,  she told the doctor, she would have to think about it, because she heard it was a very dangerous 

treatment.!” He warned, “I understand, but, please don’t wait too long.” 

Going home on the trolley, Momma hugged Mary Jane to her and sobbed quietly, as she looked at her and brushed 

back her pretty blonde curls…it was such devastating news for any mother to hear. When she got home, house, she 

was so choked up when she told telling Daddy what the doctor said. H, .he walked away, because he didn’t  care, and 

unconcerned and sat down toand read his newspaper, while Momma cried. 

That night she couldn’t sleep, her mind was going round and round, wondering what was going to happen to her and 

the children, now that Mary Jane was going to need radium treatments. She didn’t want Mrs. Eggleston to pay the 

doctor and hospital bills, she had to find some kind of work, especially with Mick leaving, she would no longer have 

any more money coming in. Mrs. Eggleston, had made it perfectly clear to her, she would help herout, but she refused 

to pay any household expenses, that was Thomas’s responsibility and he had to take care of those matters.” 

 Momma never stopped saying prayers for Mrs. Eggleston and Mrs. Hardon for, the rest of her life. I was with her so 

many tiemes, when she would stop towould light a candle for them in church, in her memory, and Momma continued 

to light candles and praying for themher, right up until the timeday she passed away, because. she really loved them 

both Mrs. Egglestn, and neve fogotremembered all the wonderful things tshey had done for her, and had tiredto hide 

from herm hwat a terrible life she had with Tom. Momma would tell me, again and again, when she was thirteen , it 

was Mrs. Eggleston that took her in, when no one else wanted her. 

    

THE PARK ACROSS THE STREET..1935 

That apartment we had on the first floor in the front, opened up a new world for us, when Momma found those rooms 

and moved us in. My sister and I spent hours looking out the front window. After living in a back apartment on the 

fifth floor, the only thing we saw were allthe windows in the back,andwe’d peek in and watch what the people 

wereould be doing, or we’d look down at the back alley, where drunks slept undisturbed, hugging an emptytheir wine 
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bottle in a brown paper bag, where there were row upon row of fire escapes and so many clothes lines andwith clothes 

blowing in the wind. In that front apartment we could look across Amsterdam, at the park, and there were two teachers 

in a uniform in charge of the playground, one sectiosection nwas for the smaller children, and the lower half way for 

the boys, We would sit on the big swings and scuff our feet back and forth, telling the lady teacher where Momma 

took us, and while she listened, she wouldand be blowing her whistle,cautioning the boys to  on the monkey bars, “I 

told you before … stop fooling around.”  

On rainy days we wentshe taught us to play different games on rainy days in the brick park house, it was small and 

shaped like a shoe box, and there wer bathrooms on the side.offtothe side of  the play ground. Inside they had tables 

where we could checkers and pick-up jacks, and everyhone liked to she’d play bingo, and we’d get  with us, and an 

orange if we won.was the prize. There was an upright  piano the teacherin there and she played it for us and we sat on 

th floor and sang songs from the books she would hand out, and we always had a good time.When. sand she held 

contests for running the fastest, and juming rope without touchig it, an th best player with the ball andjacks, and, 

weand someone always got nice a prizes, lie, a new pencil, or a big eraser, sometimes a box of crayons., if we won at 

certain games, like who could run the fastest, jump-rope the quickest, and the best player with a ball and jacks. 

Sometimes we were awarded certificates with our name of them, to take home to our mother. Best of all, we had so 

much fun there, Wwe hated to go home.   

The park had twoa sections, the one for the younger children had, with small swings, a sliding pond, asand box, see-

saws and monkey bars and a water fountain easby ther park house.. There were benches all around on the upper park, 

where the were filled with mothers tcould sit, and rock the and their baby carriages nand to them, have lunch while 

they sat there, watcheding their children playing in the warm sun. In the summer the y had  sprinklers going, and we’d 

run under them too, and our hair and clothes and hair would get all wet, but by the time we went home,they we were 

dry.  

When Anna would start dinner in themorning and it wouldcook all day, sohad supper was always ready/ , allWhen 

ever she wanted us, all  she had to do was stand at the window, and we would see her, and come d we would run 

home. But not, and tell, Sonny, . hHe hated to leave, he loved to stay and playing basketball orand baseball with his 

friends.  and Wwe could always spot where Sonny was, he would be him, he was the only boy with his shirt hanging 

out. TThis was when all boys wore starched white shirts, and a tie, and their pants or knickers were pressed, whether 

they were playing ball or on their way to school or church. 

 

As we got older, we had a lot of friends, and we played basketball in the park and in school, and we got good enough 

to be on a team, and compete with other Catholic schools. At thefarend of thebaseball filed, was where the big swings 

were, and the boys always hogged them, and were always swinging much too high. That was where my brother was 

swinging so high, he flew off ainto mid –air, and he got hurt and had to be taken to the hospital, and he was there for 

several days. The basketball courts sectioned off, up from the baseball field and swings, but the older boys usually 

played there, and we didn’t interfere because we knew they were the VINEGAR HILL BOYS, and they were well-

known and competed in games throughout the city. 

We liked looking over at the convent grounds,  it was always so peaceful and beautiful to see. In the .i In winter, to see 

the the snow would be clinging to the branches and birds flitting all around trying to find a few crumbs, and it the 

spring the The grounds were well manicured,and there  in the warmer months there were gardeners kneeling here and 

there, busy constanly weeding and replacing flowers that had died. The grounds wereIt was enormous, with lawns and 

paths that had flowers on both side, that wentgoing in every direction and they had, with bighe statues withwith a place 

for the nuns to to kneel and pray,  before it, , and benches everywhere.  and flowers, from 130th to 135th Street, five 

city blocks. And Iit was well hidden behind a seven foot  brown and black stone wall, with tall high iron spikes jutting 

up on top of the wall,  along the entire the wall that went around all four sides of the grounds, to protect the girls that 

went to the college there. . 

Manhattanville College of the Sacred Heart was built in 1841,  with dark red bricks. Then it was considered to be way 

out in the country, and hidden far from the hustle and bustle of life in New York City, It was still secluded with 

ominous looking buildings. You could not see  in, except for the trees and more trees. From our widow, we could see 
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nuns walking along the paths, with their heads bent in prayer, clasping their rosary beads and they’d kneel and pray 

some more, in front of the many religious statues, and nearby would be gardeners with wheelbarrows, wih more 

gorgeous flowers to plant. It was hard to believe such a place existed, right in the middle of the city when you looked 

over there, tucked away from the busy everyday life in the city. 

There were two entrances; and a very impressive main gate of fancy wrought iron, only at 133rd Street on Convent 

Avenue, and three blocks down was a smaller gate for the girl’s grammar school on 130th Street, far away from the 

college, and we were never allowed to go there, unless we were accompanied by one of the nuns. The gate to our 

school was pad-locked, and  many a time in the winter, the lock would freeze and the nuns couldn’t open it with a pot 

of hot water. It made it worse. The nuns were not allowed off the grounds, and they would be trying to get the lock to 

open and have to send for the janitor, while hundreds of girls from the first to theeight grade, were jumping up an 

down to keep warm, and secretly hoping  he couldn’t, and he couldn’t and the nuns didn’t like us cheering, when they 

announced, we had to go home!” 

Normally, we went through the gates, lined up, two by two, according to he grade we were in, and the nuns stood there 

eyeing us, with stern faces,making sure no one talked. A nod for the first grade to go in, then the second grade and so 

on up and wewent to the cloak room to hang our hats and coats on brass hooks, and were marched down the hall  to 

our room 

With so many wealthy girls being at Manhattanville College, and so many of them from all around the world,  they 

were well protected. Many lived in the city, and went home weekends, and the chauffeurs would pick them up, and 

had to enter and leave through the big black wrought iron gate, on 133rd Street. where there was always a guard on 

duty, in the a brick house.  

On Monday mornings, we walked to school along Convent Avenue, and we would see the limousines lined up,  

waiting to show their I.D.’s, and get in. We’d peek in the windows at the girls and wave to them, and they’d wave 

back.. When we were in seventh and eighth grades, if we very good, the nuns would pick us out, to go to the main 

building and serve the college girls their  lunch or dinner in the main dining hall,  And, we were lead us to believe, it 

was an honor  we were picked to be ther waitresses, not that we got paid for it. I guess the nuns thought we were well 

paid, because we got a hot lunch and sent back to our class. 

Years later, when we heard the Hebrew Orphan’s Home was being sold during the war, and the city was taking it over, 

it left me feeling very sad, because we had so many happy memories of going there. In the early Fforties, wbeing e 

were at war and, the city decided they needed property so they couldt. Theyanted to expand City College and in no 

time, new buildings going up and we hated to see them knocking down the old buildings, and being it was right there, 

the wanted that land, since it was t. 

It was old and it had so many brick buildings that were built on two city blocks, with  and such beautiful lawns and 

trees,. It was between Broadway Amsterdam between at 136th and 138th Street. It had been there for so long, and to see 

it gone, it just didn’t seem right Then w  

The next thing we heard , was thatthe army was  had taking it over some of part ofthe buildings, to house   grounds, 

and were sending students for training, ROTC (Reserved Officer Training Corp) so they could be sent overseas.  there 

for   ROTC. (Reserved Officer Training Corp) 

In 1944, at mass I.  heard the priest announceIn our church they our church was sponsoring USO dances, every 

Wednesday night and Sunday afternoons, up at the old Jewish Home, and theyannounced  would like the women in the 

parish to attend these in church the would be having dances,there twice week  forforthe members of the Armed Forces, 

and the Red Cross, would be serving doughnuts and coffee, but only to the members of the Armed Forces...  

 

 

My sister and I couldn’t wait to go, but we were warned, we could dance with the boys, but the rule was, the girls were 

not allowed to leave the building with any of the boys, and that the rule was strictly enforced. TWith he war was going 

on four years, so there were hardly any boys left to date, so we were glad we could . And we went and we to go, we 

would danced the Lindy all night. W, and e’d be as exhausted and  as we were, the boys kept, we asking us back on the 

floor, and wr and we’d keep  never missed a onedancinge , butand t, buthe next morning,  we had so much fun 
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dancing. we could hardlyn’t move.  

The rules at the Off the school grounds, we could We had dance were, we coudate the boysld not leave the gounds 

with the boys, but we could date them on week-ends if we wanted to, so, and my sister and I had more dates than we 

couldcoulde knew how to handle, but. wW, and we met so manya lot of nice of the boys. They, that were so lonesome 

and, who far fromwere lonesome and so far  away from home, they were 18 and 19, and so were we. We, and we made 

a lot friends and would oftenwould invite bring them to come for our house, for dinner at our house,  and being 

Momma was home again, she loved to cooked home and Momma would  make them such a nice dinner for them and 

give them some ofserved her famous lemon pie that they loved  She wantedas glad to help the boys in service, because 

Sonny was in the army and training to be a paratrooper in Georgia, training to be a paratrooper, andso she knew for 

most of those boys, it was their first time away from home. . 

Once the war was over in August of 1945,  the city was offering more and more courses at City College, and it was 

expanding faster than they had expected, with so many GI’s coming home.  

In 1944, President Roosevelt signed  the G.I. bill, that stated the , when tgovernment would provide all made it 

possible for veterans with an to have opportunity to buy a house and go to college and  pay for the housing, and the 

majority of them, yenrolled for college. took advantage of the program,how   

By 1950, City College  needed more buildings, and to build, they needed more land. They offered todecided to buy 

Manhattanville College, knowing it had . It gave themfive  additionalblocks of beautiful grounds thy couldthey could 

build on  In 1950, it was obvious the  way theneighborhood was changing, fast, and being , then, I think 

Manhattanville College, was  had always been known to beas  a prestigious college, where only the very rich cwould 

afford to send their daughters, t, they gladly accepted their offer and cManhattanville College was they had an 

opportunity to sell it, and relocated inmoved to Purchase N.Y, in Westchester County., away from the city. 

 

                                                                            *              *             * 
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MOMMA’S GIFT TO LOUISE …1937 

 

For us, Sunday was the best day of the week, because Momma would come home. She already mad plans where she 

was  taking us. She  tried to take us where she thought we would enjoy it the most,  but we usually wound up going 

hiking, because we liked doing that better than anything else.  It meant we could and cook over an open fireing in an 

emptyout in som eemply field somewhere. In New Jersey or out on Staten Island.  

When we were growing up, , thewe best.and she did try not take us to the same place, too often.  We grew knowing 

knew were very aware thatour mother wa was verys different from all the other anh of mothers in the neighborhood. I 

don’t know what there Mexactlyaybe what it was, maybe, was about her, that all the womenthe way she walked, andor 

spoke to the women in the neighbor hodd, what ever itwas about her, they liked and admired her. Momma, but she did 

haveSe wheomen, had but we knew she a certain charm about her that people liked  her.  the first time they met her P.  

Perhaps it was the stylish . Perhapsit wasclothes she wore, or the pretty beads and earrings. that matched the outfits, 

and she always wore or that high heels and had a matching bag./ We had never seen her wear anever wore a 

housedress, because she refused to wear one, . just wouldn’t weat them, but all the likeother mothers on the block did.. 

I think knowing all the Momma  Still the women likedliked to wear nice clothes.and she always nde sure her hair 

looked nice. She had a lot of pride about herself, and she cared how she looked, not some of the time but all the time. 

Momma, meant a lot to us, when we were growing up, but what they din’t know was the heart ahesshe had being 

married to Daddy, or maybe they did. , they  to her   she’d get involve on kind of    

 

It was inn the spring of 1938, and Momma camecame home thaton a FridaySaturday night, becauseif Mrs.Hardonthe 

Hardon’s had gone went away for the to their country home that weekends.  It wasn’t too often Having Momma was 

home on a Saturdayon a Sunday morning, and she madeg us  was not something we were used to, but we still  had to 

go to the children’s  she’d be getting read for mass. When we came home, she would have a ig platter of hot pancakes 

and kept them warmwaiting in the oven, along with the plates,  and she had big fat juicy sausages  frying in the pan, 

and she made her own  hot syrup she had made with butter and brown sugar. Everything smelled so good and she said 

. And, we could go sit inside at the dining table,  from table, and that was special, to have breakfast  in there with 

Momma with her 

 

Later, whe we were putting everything away,  she mentioned that Mrs.Nak’s little girl was very sick. . That was how 

she was able to keep it on But  to go to mass,and Daddy usually went by himself to bu bothattended the same mass … 

but they did walk home together? We had to go to the children’s mass, we were not allowed to go with our parents..  

often rememberMrs. Nak, was the German lady that lived on the ground floor, she and her husband  downstairs, who 

was the supers, or they were sometimes called, the our janitor. H We knew her little girl, was 5 and had been was sick, 

ever since we moved into our apartment.  Mrs. Nak happened togot to be very fond of Momma, and her sad face 

would always light up, whenever she saw Momma, because she  always took the time to stop and ask how her little  

girl, Louise was doing.  

 

Momma  said I could go with her and as weWeI were going downstairs, to go  coming down the stairs, to to 

Blumsteins, on 125th Street to go shopping,  take the trolley, because Momma was taking me withher to gogo shopping 

over at to 125th Street. to go shopping. When we were coming down the stairs, Mrs. Nak’s door opened, ,  our janitor 

from Germany, and Mrs. Nak, flungand she ran out over to Momma sobbing and she thre her arms around her and was 

sobbing so loud, she couldn’t talk. Momma was almost afraid to ask her, didn’t know what had happened, seeing how 
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she trembling and shaking. Then she sttod there and sobbedmanaged to and she could she she could barely speak and 

say“Oh!! Mrs. McArow, my sweet little Louise just died.” Momma put her arms around a’s face turned white, andher 

and she kept repeating..” She was my baby! SSshe was only five years old. anduch She stopped breathing little girl, 

and hand died in my arms a few minutes ago...”  

e was only five years . Seeing howhe hysterically, sheMomma held her and let her cry. knowing because how it must 

have hurt her, because she lovedshe was her little so overwhelmed by girl so much.her death..   

 

 

People could not afford to go a funeral parlor, when someone died, so we went to their house for the viewing,, and 

they would be laid out in the front room, and you knelt downin fornt of the coffin  and you said a prayer and  paid your 

respects to the grieving family.   

  

While Momma was  trying to comfort hoelding Mrs. Nak, I heard Momma in her arms, she tried to comfort her and 

whispered.tried to comfort “Don’t I don’t want you to worry about it, I am’ll going to back upstairs and make Louse, a 

pretty dress for Louise,  with lots of lace and ribbons,  andso she will look beautiuful..” Mrs. Nak looked at her and 

started to cryy all the harder, and. Momma told her to go back in the house, “I will haveill the dress finished before the 

undertaker gets here.”y come.there when MommaAnd she grabbed my hand and turned me around and pulled me back 

upstairs and  ss, and she. Momma ran in Anna’s room and started rummaging through hhertheer boxe and s. It didtn’t 

take long before she came back out with a piece of pink organdy material draped across her arm,some lace, and she put 

them on the table and took out her sewing machine and set it on the table, while I stood there watching her. 

 

, and took out her sewing machine.She laid the e folded yards of pink organdy material and bundles of lace on the 

table, and studied how much she had, and i up her portable sewing machine on the dining room table. In less than two 

hours, Momma cut and sewed a beautiful pink organdy dress withand added lace around the neckline and  and on the 

bottom of the dress, and on the puffed-sleeves, but its. The dress was not finished from the waist down She tookhad 

some wide soft pink ribbon for a sash and cut off a piece some ribbon for her hair, and she putshed the sash through 

the loops she had made aat the waistline.. And before I knew, she wanted me to she wanted me to go with her. / I 

stammered,pleaded  with her that I doidn’t want to go, and Momma pulled me out the door and down the stairs with 

her. Ionly to find myself going down the stairs was shakings, in with the lace,  She widesatin  just shivering from my 

head to my toes, thinking about her trying to put what she was planning to do with that dress on Louise!. from the 

spool and tied it around the w 

 

She was yelling at me, aist. While I shiveredwatching her cut another piece of wide pink ribbon off, telling me that it 

was for Louise’s hair. 

   

 “Will you hurry up, weI need to be get there, before the undertakers comes, and you will have top help me get this 

dress on Louise.” I was hHorrified that she thought I would do that, andsuch a thought, I I started to with a frightened 

look, but  was crying, “No “No! Momma, No! Please, I don’t make me do that, Please, don’t.” Momma had the went 

in the bathroom and took my curling iron with her and I asked her why and all she said, was “I need it to curl Louise’s 

hair.”   I did not want her using my curling ironn on Louse and ttat is when I said, “Momma, please don’t make me go 

down there with you. I don’t want to go.,.” Surprised by what I said,. she looked at and said,  “I understand why you 

feel that way. being this is the first time you will see someone that has died dead!  But Rose, think how God will 

reward you, if you help me make Louise look pretty. Don’t you think she deserves that much, after the way she has 

had to suffer all her life.. , I want her mother and father to feel proud of how she looks. Remember, this is going to be 

last time they will see her and I want them to remember her looking beautiful in a pretty new dress.” The least you 

could do, is help me put this dress on her.  I certainly can’t ask her mother, she is so upset as it is.”  Momma make me 

feel so guilty,  I reluctantly went downstairs with her, not that I wanted to. Momma knocked and and walked in and 

checked to see if I was still with her. She found Mr. and Mrs. Nak were sitting inside, sobbing and theywent to get up, 
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Momma insisted, “No, stay there, Rose will help me take care of Louise..  I will let you know when I’m finished.”  

Momma noticed Mr Nak ws sitting on the couch with his hand over his eyes closed, it was his way of letting her know, 

he really didn’t not want her to see him crying.  

 

When we went in Louise’s room, and I saw her lying on the bed, my knees went out from under me and I gasped and I 

couldn’t stop shaking. I wanted to run out of that house and go back upstairs, and.Momma was telling me, so 

unconcerned,   “Here, hold Louise up for me, so I can put this petticoat on her first.” At first I panicked, then I did 

what she asked, but I couldn’t look  I kept my eyes closed while she slipped  the petticoat on, and when I felt the dress 

touch my arm.  I thought I was going to pass out.  Momma got annoyed at me and scolded,  “Will you please hold her 

up! How do you expect me to tie this pink satin ribbon around her waist and make a nice bow. I thought, ‘why’, who is 

going to see in back of her?”   

 

I was so relieved when Momma gently eased her back down. but she left me there with her, while sheand, then went 

tohurried to the kitchen andto toturned the gas on toand heat upand set the curling iron. on the flame to get real hot, 

When she came back, she parted her hair with her fingers and started wrapping sections of Louise’s long brown hair 

around the hot iron and made  long curls all around her head, and let them rest around her face and neck. 

I knew I was going to get sick, becausefrom the smell of her hair burning,  was making me sick to my 

stomachbeginning to it really geot to me, because I knew that smell so well because Momma always singed and 

burned my hair when she usedcurled it curled my hair with that iron on me. and she thought nothing of it when 

shewould burned the tips of my ears with that hot iron..with it too When Momma finished her hair,, she tied aa big 

wide pink bow on the top of Louise’son top of her head, and stepped back smiling, whileand she asked me, “Doesn’t 

she look so much prettier now? asked” I gulped and wondered how she could ask me to do such a thing, and she  she 

smiled saying, “Now her mother will always remember Louise looking beautiful.”  

I said,”Now that you’re  finished, Momma, can I please go back upstairs? I don’t want to stay here.”. Momma said,  

“No, not yet,  I still need you to help me.”  

Taking a tube of Cashmere Bouquet lipstick she had in her pocket, and the small jar of Pond’s cold cream, she opened 

it and watched how she rubbed some of the lipstick in the palm of her hand, and added a bit of cold cream, and she 

blended them together. She dabbed a bit of it on Louise’s lips and on her cheeks and she rubbed it in, an  I wondered,’ 

why is she doing all these things to Louise, when she is dead?’ All I could think,  was I wanted was to get out of there 

and go back upstairs.. 

I went with Momma when she went inside to tell Mrs. Nak,  she finished. She was sobbing and and looked so sad, 

sitting in a big over-stuffed chair. Momma bent down and whispered to her, “You can go see Louise now, she looks so  

pretty in the  pink organdy dress and I made long curtls and put a big pink bow in her hair.”   

Mrs. Nak stood up, trying to grasp what Momma was talking about, and ran her hand through her unombed  blonde 

hair, to get it off her face. Her eyes were badly swollen red and red,  and she followed Momma down the hall, 

and.hesitated to go in Louise’s room and stood at the doorway. When she looked in, she rushed over and put her arm s 

around Louise, and she laid on her and she sobbed and she cried, “Oh! Louise, Just look at you,  my sweet little 

Louise, you look so beautiful,” and she kept repeating her name, over and over.  Seeing how grief-stricken she was, 

Momma started to cry, and then I started to cry. 

Hearing the door bell,  Mrs.Nak  asked Momma,, “Would you mind seeing who that is for me?”  Momma opened the 

door and it was the undertakers, and they had a small coffin with them. and Mrs. Nak came and she showed them into 

their living room.  

As we were leaving, Mrs. Nak kept kissing Momma’s hand saying, ”How will I ever repay you for what you’ve done 

for my Louise, and for me,  Mrs. Mc Arow?”  Momma was tooso choked up to say anything, , all she could do was 

shake her head, and we went back upstairs. Momma We put the sewing machine back in Anna’s room and I swept 

upcleaned up all the scraps of pink material and tiny pieces of lace that were scattered all over the floor. Then. I swept 

them into the dustpan, while Momma made some tea and pu t out the cups,  and we sat there and had our tea,  drank 

and neither rof us had anything to say, all we could do was sat there qietly, thinking butabout Louise.  
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Mary Jane came in from next door,  in the dining room and asked Momma, “What wereat you doingdoing down atin 

Mrs. Nak’s house all that time., because I was looking for you beause I wanted to tell you I saw athe funeral car pull in 

downstairs and they took out take took out a little coffin.”.”  Momma stopped her and tried to explain to her, that it 

was for Louise, she had veen verywas so sick andthat she died, and that she made a very prettynice dress for Louise, so 

she could look pretty. Mary Jane looked at Momma and was very confused. She couldn’t understand because she had 

never seen anyone dead, and she went back to looking out the window.  

Momma felt so bad for Mrs. Nak, because almost every winter Mary Jane was in the hospital so and she almost died 

from double pneumonia, twice, when she was younger. While she   some as though  I wereMomma was there having 

another cup of  tea and a piece of cake,  she told me, “Rose, yYou must never be afraid of anyone that is dead.  Believe 

me,  it’s the ones that are alive, you have tohave to worry about.” I didn’t want to argue with her, all I knew was  I 

didn’t want to be around anyone that was dead, I had seen too many movies and I knew what some of those dead 

people could do.                                                                        

THE BOX OF LACE CURTAINS … 1919-1948 

Many aSome Sunday afternoons, we took the trolley with we would get on the trolley withMomma and go Momma 

toand we’d visit one of her Momma’s friend’s./.s.While they sat and talked, we would play with cards , and sit on the 

floor and be bored, wondering when we werewe were going to leave and go home. Mrs. Gormely They lived with her 

daughter, Mary there,  inhad was a brownstone house  too, it was on Morningside Drive, near Columbia University. 

We just assumed Mrs. Gormely was old because she had pure white hair, but she wasn’t. It seemed we always went to 

see them, but they never came to see us in our house and Mary  It was the home of Mrs. Gormley, a lady with white 

hair and her daughter was Mary, they had never beenin our house, but she was my Ggod-mother, and Uncle Mick in 

Ireland, was my God-father,. , but I never I never heard from her, but Uncle MIck never forgot me... 

One day, whene heard Momma was having tea with them, she was telling them.  “Do you know,  I still have most allof 

my wedding presents, all wrappe up in boxes, they are in my spare room?” We started snickering ,because because we 

didn’t have a ‘spare room’ and   and Momma would glare at us and gave us the evil eye, tomeaning we should be 

quiet. Then she keep our mouths shut, but when she reminded them, asked them, “Did I ever t”You know ell you… I 

still have those most beautiful handmade lace curtains,  you ever saw, theyr’e in the samea big box,  in that spare room 

too. Did I ever tell you tThey were all hand-crocheted by nuns in a convent,t … in France?.”  I leaned over and went to 

whispered to Mary Jane,.’there she goes again aboutthose curtains, but I didn’t get a chance because, and “Oh! No! 

She’s not going to tell them that story about those curtains! ” Momma cleared her throat and looked at metold them, as 

kind of a warning..  “You remember when I use to used to work for Mrs. Eggleston, she lived in a brownstone house 

over on Riverside Drive?. I was only nineteen, when when she gave them to me Those curtainshey, they used to hang 

in her parlor, and every once in a while.I take them out just to look at them.”. They are still beautiful, and sometimes I 

take them out  just to look at them again!”   

We never could understand why didn’t like Momma bragged telling people she had spare room, when it was really 

Anna’s room, and she had all those boxes pile in there an poor anna had hardly any room for herself. We would be 

upset that Momma would tell them,  how beautiful they  were, when they those curtains were so old and dirty, they 

were disgusting not and they believed her, when she would say were still beautiful! We could not understand, how she 

could lie like that, and we would beere punished if we ever lied like she did?   

The box with the lace curtains was in a big strong cardbordcardboard box, that was about  2’ X 3’ and all thethey were 

kept years we were growing up, that box was kept in Anna’s room, and  movedthe box it moved with us from one 

apartment to the next. and on the side, Momma had taken heavy black crayons and scrawled on two sides inin big 

letters, “4  panels/ heavy lace curtains/ from Mrs. Eggleston/ 1919.  Almost every 

On rainy Sunday afternoons, Mommawe liked to rummage through her boxes in that room, and she would usuallydrag 

some of those boxes out inwould end up sitting on the middle of the linoleum floor in the dining room. and be be 

miserable, while Momma was so happy,  going through them. r boxes. When she opened that box of curtains, we 

leanred the hard way ite learned it was best not to say anything about those curtains because Momma would only get 

so mad.and yell at us “I don’t’ want to hear you girls say one word about these curtains, because you don’t understand 

howvaluable they are, but you will one day. , because,  I happen to feel very honored Mrs. Eggleston decided to give 
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them to me.thought enough of me, to give me these curtains.”  I whispered to Mary Jane, “Why can’t she see they are 

so old and dirtyfrom all that coal dust, she should , why doesn’t she  throw them down the dumb- waiter with all the 

other junk, because no one would ever want them things..” Mary Jane didn’t want to get in any trouble with Momma, 

so, and she just sat there andsmiled shurgged her shoulders. 

ThatFor years the box had been sittingsat under the window in Anna’s room, for so many years that coal dust the soot  

kept creeping in and would finding it’s way inside down into the box, and the curtains got dirtier and blacker., because 

because Momma insisted that window bebe open a few inches from the top,  summer and winter.  

We would beere so tired of hearing Momma telling us the gusd  same thing, over and overagain and again that we 

knew it by heart. “These are very expensive curtains and one day you are going to be old enough to appreciate the 

work the nuns put into them. They crocheteded on top of the fine netting, and made all these roses and sprays of wheat 

and that fancy border that goes around each panel. it really is such a work of art.!”  One day Anna caught us  

mimicking Momma, a, we were imitating the way she talked and moved her arms around in the air, preaching to us 

about those lace curtains. Anna came in and told us, that it was not nice to do that, because those curtains meant a lot 

to Momma, and we should respect that she liked them, and we complained to her, “even if we didn’t. We But, listened 

and didn’t do it again, but it didn’t change how we felt about them, everytime Momma would drags that box out to 

look at them, she tells us the same thing!” 

MRS. HARDON’S COUNTRY HOME ,.1931-39 

. 

 

Momma wasstarted working for Mr. and Mrs. Henry Hardon, sincein 1931, and she was with Mrs. Hardon until died 

in her beloved home in Wilton,  the frist week of December of 1939 and on January 9th, she would have beenat 86,  in 

December of  1939. She Momma first met her, themwhen after she became a Certififed French Chef, when/ tThe 

school started sent was sending her to their apartment at East 66th Street, to do luncheons orand dinners, and she, and 

they liked Mommaher very much.  Being they entertained so quite often. they always asked that they send ‘Myrtle’. 

And as time went by,  Mrs. Hardon asked her if she would consider working for them  on a permanent basis, but, at the 

time she couldn’t give them an answer, until she found someone to take care of us. 

Mr. Hardon worked for the Emigration Department and was one of the top lawyers in the city then,and since he was 

aways inviting  very important people to their apartment for dinner at 137 East 66th Street. Momma had the 

opportunity to meet the Prime Minister Winston Churchill and President Franklin D. Roosevelt, and done day 

Katharine Hepburn came to one of her luncheons, and read poetry to her guests, and she wore a big red picture hat, 

Momma said.   

They entertained most their guests in the city, rather than in their ountry home, in Wilton, Connecticut. Mrs. Hardon 

loved that house, certain parts of it was built in the 1700’s, and it was moved up on the hill, and they added another 

section. Then in 1911, Mr and Mrs Hardon turnedit into the house that is there today, a beautiful home they called, the 

‘long house;’. They had a lovely English garden and a full-time gardener, Guiseppi, and he lived just up the road, Mrs 

Hardon enjoyed being in her house, six months of the year, because it was only an hour ‘s drive from the city/ They 

had year round help, an English couple that lived in the house year round, Chris Hill, was the chauffeur and his wife 

Mary, was the cook and maid. When Mrs. Hardon went to Wilton she brought Momma to oversee the cooking on the 

days they entertained, but I think she enjoyed her company and liked having Momma there with her. 

Mrs. Hardon was a very kind lady, and we likd her. She often sent their chauffeur Chris, to pick us up in the city on 

certain Friday afternoons after school, and he’d bring us back home Monday morning, dressed and ready for school. If 

they weren’t busy entertaining some guests, in her Wilton home, she would have the three of us sit in the library on a 

thick light blue Oriental rug in front of the fireplace, while she sat in a Queen Anne’s chair, holding her lorgnette, and 

she would read us stories from King Arthur, Aesop’s Fables, Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn. Shelooked like a 

icutre itting thre with pure white hair, so soft and wavy and combed back into a bun.  She always did look elegant, and 

would wear a lavender or soft grey velvet neckband around her neck, to hide the wrinkles. Sometimes at night, when it 

was dark, she would have us sit outside on garden benches and look up at the sky on a clear night, and she would point 

out and name the different stars, and make us repeat the names. 
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She must have enjoyed having us, because she would insist we sleep in the main part of the house, in her 

grandchildren’s  bedrooms.  Momma was surprised Mrs. Hardon would allow us in those rooms! Sonny slept in a 

corner bedroom and my sister and I were in a bedroom that had a screened-in porch, where we played in on rainy days. 

It over looked the beautiful garden that had several bird houses for wrens, up high on poles, and on each side of the 

path were rectangular 4’X8’ fish ponds stocked with the biggest goldfish I ever saw and late at night, we would hear 

the bull frogs croaking and boasting to their lady friends, they had arrived and some times, they were so loud, we 

couldn’t sleep, they’d keep us awake half the night. 

The back of the property was nothing but beautiful orange tiger lilies growing in front of an old stone fence,  Mrs, 

Hardon got permission from the owner, of the property in back of them, so we could play baseball with the two boys 

that lived nearby and attended  her church.  Cookie, is what we called him, Martin Ficke was his name, and Norman 

Legge, was the minister’s son, next they went to school together. Mrs. Hardon knew them from her church, and we  

played with them whenever we were there. We actually grew up with them, because we were there from 1931-1939 

and we remained friends for years after, and when we weren’t there, wewrote lettr bak an forth and stayed in touch 

Cookie lived in town, near the library,  Mrs, Hardon helped to get built Both his mother and father were deaf and 

dumb, but their boys were alright.  

Their church was across the road,  at the end of Mrs. Hardon’s driveway. Mr. Legge was theminister and he and his 

family, lived next door in a big house. Norman was our age, he was tall and had dark blonde hair, and handsome and 

not a bit bashful, while Cookie was the complete opposite, he was short and  shy, and the five of us always got along.. 

When we back to the city,  we would write one another silly letter during the year, and they were always interested and 

curious to know more about New York City and they would ask so many questions, as to what it was like, and about 

how big it was. Then they finally got to see what it was like, when their families went to the World’s Fair, in 1939, and 

they just loved it.. 

One day in 1938,  Mrs. Hardon received terrible news,that  her beloved grandson, Basil had been killed.. He was the 

son of her daughter, Anne Pierce, in East. Palatka, Florida, who had two children, Nancy and Basil. Basil’s submarine 

went down, and all was lost at sea, when they were on maneuvers, it uddenly sank off the coast of Africa in very deep 

waters, and it was a new sub. Apparently, when it dived, it never resurfaced. It said in the papers, that all the men on 

board had perished, and it was where it went down, it was so deep, they couldn’t get to them..  

The first time I met Basil, I never forgot how I kept looking at him. He was so handsome and he had a deep tan and 

such blond hair and when he spoke to me, with that southern drawl, as he kissed me ‘hello’.  I couldn’t get over what a 

lovely person he was, and h was so sweet and kind to his grandmother and everyone else. It was no wonder the family 

was so devastated, when they got the news of what happened, it must have been so hard on everyone in his family.... 

The following year, Mrs.Hardon passed away in Momma’s arms, on the night of December 9, 1939.  Momma cried so 

hard, and so did we. On  January 9, 1940, she would have been 86 years old. We never back to the house in Witon,  

but we had wonderful memories of being with Mrs. Hardon. I remember the day she took me in a taxi and we went up 

to Loew’s72nd Street to see the movie, TOM SAWYER and she took me to see HUCKLEBERRY FINN. She sat with 

me, and explain certain parts of the move, and be whispering what was going on,  and I could hardly hear her. But she 

wanted  to make sure I understood what was going on.  

We were poor, like everyone else was in the neighborhood, but when  I look back on those days, I realize how 

fortunate we were to have had such an opportunity to enjoy the kind of life we had with Mrs. Hardon’s, and we stayed 

in her beautiful home in Wilton, Connecticut, for so many years. We were free to play and enjoy ourselves, and were 

never told ‘be careful’…or ‘watch out’.. except by Momma, becaue we were surrounded by expensive antiques and 

big expensive Oriental rugs, and Mrs. Hardon made sure we were treated like members of the family.  

We were the  luckiest kids on the block, because we had the best of everything there.. When Mrs. Hardon’s chauffeur 

Chris would take her shopping in Norwalk, she would ask us if we would like to go? Of course,  we would be only too 

happy to go with her, and we’d walk with her, and 

Daddy never did anything like that for us,  in fact, I don’t ever remember him buying any of us an ice cream cone.  

Momma did. Not too often, because the cost a nickel each and she would have to buy three of them and  fifteen cents, 

is what she paid the iceman every week 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1127 

 

From 1919-26 Daddy lived with Uncle Mick, then Uncle Mick lived with us from 1927-31. Uncle Mick was always 

helping them out, financially. He paid ‘half the rent’ and gave Momma extra money here and there to pay the electric 

and gas bills. Yet, Daddy was always borrowing money from him to pay off his gambling debts and never paid him 

back.. Momma would be so embarrassed,  and she’d tell him, “You should be ashamed of yourself the way you keep 

borrowing money from Mick, and you never pay him back.”  

Daddy would stick his nose up in the air and go right up to her and shake his finger in her face saying,”You … mind 

your own business? He’s my brother, not yours. I’ll ask him for money anytime I want to. He’s not married. He 

doesn’t need all that money he puts in the bank. I need it to pay off my bookies.”  

They may have been twins, but they were as different as day and night. Uncle Mick was tall and thin. Daddy was short 

and stout and never cared how he looked while Daddy walked around with spots on his tie, vest or sweater, he didn’t 

care, but,  he did keep his shoes shined. 

I remember howUncle Mick dressed like a gentleman. He wore  a fedora or bowler hat, his pants were pressed and his 

shoes shined like they were wet because twice a week he had the shoe shine boy shine them for five cents. Every 

morning he’d unwrap a white starched shirt from the Chinese laundry, and sometimes he gave me a nickel to bring his 

laundry around the corner, if he didn’t have the time.  

When I’d walk in, there was always the smell of bleach and clothes boiling in the back and sometimes I smell food 

cooking.  I’d swing the white cloth bag filled with sheets, shirts and underwear up on the counter and wait. He never 

spoke to me, he would just write down real fast, what was in the bag and hand me a receipt. When I’d go to leave, I 

would see his wife and all their children peeking out from behind the long white curtain. because they all lived in the 

back of the store, but we rarely saw them, they didn’t play on the sidewalk like we did.  

Uncle Mick always brought his trousers to the cleaners himself, he had them pressed once a week and every so often 

had them dry cleaned. He only wore them to work, because he had to wear the Fifth Avenue Bus uiform when he 

drove the bus. He had one good suit he only wore to church and to the Irish dances downtown, on Saturday nights. 

*Eleanor, his daughter in Ireland, wrote Momma that her father still dressed like a gentleman even when he was 102. 

He always wore a felt fedora,or bowler hat, steamed and pressed, a fresh starched white shirt and tie, his pants had to 

be well-pressed, and his shoes were shined, up until the day he caught the  flu and  died suddenly. 

When their mother died in childbirth when the twins were born, that same year, their father stepped on a rusty nail in 

the barn and he died from blood poisoning. The parish priest found Catholic homes for six of the orphaned children, 

but not the twins. He found no one wanted the work that was involved in caring for newborn twins so they had to be 

separated.   

Uncle Mick was fortunate he grew up in a lovely home, in town and they kept him well dressed and sent him to 

school. He had a very good life, compared to the life Thomas had, since he was raised on the Mc Aleer’s farm. They 

were related, and Daddy would tell us how hard they made him work while he was there and he rarely ever saw 

Michael or any of his sisters and brothers.   

When their oldest sister Rose,  was old enough, she went to America to live. And one by one,  she paid to bring over 

her brother Bernard, sister Florie and Michael and Thomas They stayed, but the others went back., they did not like 

fast pace of life in America. The twins were sixteen, when they came over. They lived with Rose and her husband 

Barney. He was the chauffeur for the wealthy Morgan family and he had Michael get a chauffeur’s license, and for a 

short time, he worked as  a chauffeur. Then he got a job with the Fifth Avenue Bus Company and he worked for them 

almost ten years, before he went back to Ireland. 

Thomas got a chauffeur’s license too, but when he turned eighteen in 1914, he enlisted in the U.S. Navy. He was still a 

British citizen, but they still accepted him and he was assigned to the U.S.S. Blackhawk for four years, and it was 

stationed off the Azores. At the time, we were not at war with the Kaiser in Germany,  but England was. In 1916, we 

joined the Allies in Europe and the war ended in November 11, 1918, and we still celebrate it, it is called … Armistice 

Day.  

After the war Thomas became a citizen, and he got a job as manager of a James Butler store,inMount Vernon  a 

popular grocery chain like the A&P. It is a little town close to New York City, but he didn’t like living so far away 

from his family, and got a job with Sheffield Farms Milk Company, and he moved inl with Michael. He had an 
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apartment on 126th and Old Broadway and Thomas walked to work, since the milk plant was on 125th Street and 

Broadway. 

Before Thomas ever met Momma in 1923, Uncle Mick and Father Gaffney tried to get him to stop his drinking and 

gambling and he would promise them faithfully,he would. He never did.  

He was always broke and and  kept borrowing money from Mick, knowing he was put his money in the bank so he 

could go back to Ireland and buy a house and farm. He had to wait a long time before he could, because Daddy never 

paid him back what he borrowed.  Michael was very good to him and he never complained about it and when Momma 

would let him know she was so embarrassed tghat he did that to him, he’d tell her, “He’s my brother? I have to help 

him.”   

By 1931, Mick was thirty-five and had never been married. He enjoyed going to the Irish dances on Saturday nights 

for years, down on 86th Street, the same dancehall where Bridgetta Gaffney  introduced Momma  to the  Mc Arow 

twins in 1923. 

One day in 1930, a friend of Mick’s introduced him to a lovely girl named Mary. Mickliked her right away and took 

her to the Irish dances and was surprised how much they enjoyed one another’s company. He was delighted to find out 

she wanted to go back to live in Ireland too, and she happened to be a good friend of Father Gaffney’s, and his brother 

Thomas Gaffney, because they were Michael’s and Daddy’s friends, being they all came from around Belfast, Ireland.  

It was Bridgetta who brought Momma to a St. Patrick’s dance, and introduced her to the twins,  when they worked for 

Mrs. Eggleston.Then Momma married Thomas on the rebound, when Earl jilted her. Bridgetta was her Bridesmaid and 

Uncle Mick was Best Man. 

Soon after Bridgetta got married to a man, who was also a heavy drinker. One night he went off with the boys 

somewhere and she was home very sick with the flu. The janitor’s wife knew she was sick, and when she couldn’t get 

her to open the door, she called the police. When they went it, they discovered she had been dead for a couple of days. 

Momma never got over it, because she lived around the corner, but she had just had Sonny and she didn’t  know 

Bridgetta was sick. 

Father Gaffney and his brother Thomas were friends of  Michael and Daddy’s for years. Thomas Gaffney used to 

come to our house for dinner, with his wife, Sarah and children. Through the years, they lost touch after they moved 

away and Thomas went into the plumbing business. 

*When Daddy died in May of 1961, Thomas Gaffney happened to read his obituary in the Brooklyn newspaper. He 

came to the funeral and Momma almost fainted when he shook her hand and introduced himself, because they had not 

seen one another in thirty years. She introduced the three of us to him, since he had known us as children.  they sat 

and talked and talked for almost an hour, going over how terrible it was thathis sister Bridgetta died all alone, and he 

told her that  his wife Sara died, and he asked about Mick and his family in Ireland. 

Uncle Mick fell in love with Mary and learned, she was saving her money to go back to Ireland to live, too. They 

decided to get married and lived with us for a year, and continued to work and save their money. By 1931, they had 

more than enough to buy a house and farm and booked passage on the Cunard Line to sail back to the ’old country’ as 

they called it. 

They were aware how Daddy spent his money on drinking and gambling, and felt so bad for Momma. he gave her so 

little to run the house on and were concerned what was going to happen  Momma and the children, once they were 

gone being she would no longer be getting any more money for their room and board. Mommma told them, she was 

going to have to find a job, somewhere.  

Mary decided, they should give her money and let her attend The New York Scientific School of Cooking, and 

become a Certified French Chef and she could make a lot more money if she was a chef. Momma thanked them over 

and over because it was something she had always wanted to do, but she never could afford to do it. 

The week before they sailed, Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary were thrilled they got to see Momma graduate as a Certified 

French Chef, white hat and all, but they were sort of disappointed that Daddy wouldn’t go. Momma was thrilled the 

school already had jobs lined up for her, and were sending her out to do luncheons and dinners in some of the 

wealthiest homes in the city.  

The following week were Uncle Mick and Aunt Mary were leaving. all the relatives and friends were there to see them 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1129 

 

off with lots of confetti and gifts.  It wasn’t too long before were heard from Uncle Mich, they found a lovely little 

house and farm and had moved in, but all the electrical appliances they brought over with them didn’t work there 

because they were all 110 V and in Ireland it was it 220 V,  but the neighbors enjoyed coming in and looking at them, 

because they had never seen anything like them before.’ 

The policy of the school was the clients paid the school, and theey kept half and the chefs were  school paid the other 

half. It didn’t take Momma long before realized the little bit of money she made part-time, wasn’t nearly enough to 

pay the bills, the rent and put food on the table.  

In 1931, it was still the days of Prohibition, not that it mattered to Daddy. He was drinking more than ever.because he 

had learned from a friend, how to make his own whiskey and beer in the bathtub. The shelves in our hall closet were 

filled with empty and full bottles of whiskey and beer, and Daddy gave Momma less and less money, and he stopped 

giving her any money, he told her, “You’re working, you use your own money to run the house. because I owe my 

bookies a lot of money, and I need to pay them off.” 

It took a long time before Momma could admit to herself, what a terrible mistake she made by marrying Daddy. She 

wondered why she believed him, when he promised her, once they were married he would stop drinking and gambling. 

He never stopped, he was drunk every night for the past six years, and he was not going to change. She was going to 

have to go to work, to pay the rent and bills and put food on the table for us. She was working full time for Mr. and 

Mrs. Hardon, and she still couldn’t pay all the bills by herself, because she had Anna to pay, and the hospital and 

doctor bills for the radium treatments were so expensive for Mary Jane, then there wereth montly bills, the gas and 

electric, insurance and the iceman. 

She pleaded with Daddy so many times, to give her some money and he would always refuse. She realized, he didn’t 

care about her or the children, the only thing that that mattered to him was  he had his whiskey and beer and he bet on 

the horses everyday, and played cards for money with his,’so called’ friends that came to the house, and drank his 

whiskey. With Uncle Mick gone, the money situation went from bad to worse. One day the landlord gave her notice, 

he was going to have to evict us. Momma broke down and cried so hard, and sobbed to Daddy, that it was all his fault 

because he wouldn’t help her pay the rent and bills. He only laughed at her, and said he didn’t care, that he could get a 

room anywhere.’ It hurt Momma because Daddy made very good money every week compared to the mot of the 

fathers in the neighborhood and she knew there was no reason she had to go to work, if he didn’t drink and gamble to 

the way he did. But she never thought she would see the day it would get so bad, they were going to be evicted.    

492 WEST 136TH STREET 

Momma searched for abd found a cheaper apartment, five blocks up from where we lived, it was fuve rooms for $20 a 

month, on the other side of Amsterdam, by City College. We moved in and found we had nothing to look at except 

back yards and lots of windows because about seven or eight apartment houses met in the back and they had a high 

wooden fences down the middle to separate them and hundreds of clothes lines going from window to window, and 

the alleyways, were garage littered with garbage. We hated it there, but Momma assured she would soon find better 

rooms 

Coming from 500 West 131st,  where we loved hw we could spend hours looking out the window, because we could 

see up and down Amsterdam Avenue. There was a lot of traffice there,  taxi cabs, trucks, ambulances and police cars 

coming and going all the time. Across Amsterdam we could look down at Cushman’s Funeral Parlor on the corner, 

with the big long navy blue awning. People were always going in and out of there. Up the block  was the boy’s school, 

the church and the Knickerbocker Hospital on 131st. There was always something to see, and it was unusual to have a 

hospital, church, school and a funeral parlor on the same block.” 

We hated living in a back apartment, and we complained to Mommam, we had to walk six blocks thorugh ice and 

snow to get to school, when we were so used to walking up the block to our school. We felt like we were in prison 

with nothing to look at except the red brick walls, and and so many windows and fire escapes. When the weather was 

warm, we would sit on the fire escape, especially  when it was dark, because then we could look in the neighbor’s 

windows and see what was going on, but we didn’t dare tell Momma, or she would have had a fit. 

The back alley was littered with garbage because the women  just opened the windows, and threw their garbage out,  

instead of putting it their cans where it belonged.And the older boys  played stick ball down there,  if the janitor didn’t 
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chase them away. We made Momma feel bad we had to live there, because she kept promising us she was going to 

find us a nice place to live. 

A VISIT FROM THE PARISH PRIEST 

One Sunday afternoon, Momma wasn’t home long, when there was a knock at the door. I ran and opened it and was 

shocked to see Father Costello standing there. He removed his hat, and smiled and asked,  “Is your mother home yet?” 

Momma looked out to see who it was, and invited him to come in.   

He walked in, with his hat in his hand and walked past the kitchen and looked around, then he went in the dining 

room, and noticed Daddy with his head was on the table, with the Sunday paper open and a bottle of whiskey and beer 

sitting in front of him.  

He stepped back and sighed and shook his head, and took a hold of Momma’s arm, and walked her back out in the 

hall, telling her. “I’m here because I need to talk to you, Mrs. Mc Arow. It seems one of your neighbors came to 

rectory, and spoke to Msgr.Quinn,  because she is concerned about how your husband beats these children.You are 

working, so you are not here to see what goes on. Are you not concerned about them being with a father who is always 

drunk?”  

We were crowding around Momma while he continued talking to her, then he gently pushed the three of us in the 

kitchen and told us “Now you stay in there, while I talk to your mother in private.”. We were so disappointed because 

we were dying to hear why he was there?   

We soon found out, because we could hear every  word he said in the kitchen. We were  stunned when he said  in a 

stern voice, “You must leave this man for the sake of your children, because you know as well as I do, he’s always 

drunk, and he beats them. Your neighbors hear what goes on here, don’t you care?  It’s up to you, Mrs. M c Arow to 

protect them from this man .”  

 

Momma said meekly, “Anna is here with them all the time, except on Sunday afternoons that is her time off, and I’m 

here every Sunday afternoon and evening, so they are not alone with him” 

“Well, it must be pretty bad, if your neighbors had to go Msgr.Quinn, and tell him they hear your children crying and 

pleading with him not to hit them.”  

Momma told him said, “Yes, I know he hits them with that stick he keeps in the corner.”  

He questioned her, “Well, then, in the name of God, why don’t you leave him or do something about it? This is no life 

for them, wondering when he is going to hit them with that stick again.”   

Momma quietly explained, “I can’t leave him.” 

“And, why not?” 

“When I got married, I made a vow to God, it was for better or  worse. I guess I got the worst.”  

We heard him clearing his throat. ”Mrs. Mc Arow, for the sake of  your children, either throw him out, or leave him. 

God certainly didn’t intend for you to have children, so your husband could beat and mistreat them.” 

Momma didn’t say a word, and we heard him tell her. ”Did God not preach, ‘Suffer little children, come unto me?’ 

Tell me, why do you  work? I know the man has a good paying job at Sheffield Farms. You shouldn’t be away from 

these children seven days a week. Since you are not here that  you find the time to get to mass on Sunday?” 

Momma let out a long tired sigh. “Of course I do. I go to the six o’clock mass every Sunday at St. Vincent’s church, at 

66th and Lexington. It’s across the street from where I work.”  

Then we heard Momma crying.. “You don’t understand, Father.  I have to work? Tom hasn’t given me any money 

towards the rent and bills for the past six years. I’m the one that has had to pay the rent and pay for all the food,  while 

he gambles and drinks week after week..”  

He groaned. “And why have you allowed this to go on for so long, Mrs. Mc Arow? Surely, these children deserve a 

better life than this.. God help them, having to be here with a man, who is like the one sitting inside drunk?”We were 

waiting for Momma to say ‘yes she would leave him’, and she didn’t, and we were so disappointed she didn’t do what 

he asked.  

Neither of them were talking and we heard  Father Costello say,  “Well, I must be running along, I’ve another call to 

make. But I want you to think about what I told you, and I will pray you will find the strength to throw him out or get 
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these children away from him,” and the door opened and closed.  Momma came in the kitchen and took a hanky out of 

her pocketbook and wiped her eys and questioned us. “Which one of you went and told the neighbors thatDaddy was 

beating you?”  We backed away saying, “Not us. We never told anyone how Daddy beats us.” Momma warned us, “If 

any of you ever repeat what goes on in this house, ‘I’ will beat you. And don’t you dare tell anyone why Father 

Costelo was here this afternoon.”  

We went downstairs to play, because Momma said she was too upset to go anywhere, the kids on the block already 

knew why Father Costello was at our house. We were sure we were going to get blamed, but Anna found out it was the 

neighbor in the next house, that was telling everyone what went on in our house. Momma went over and had a long 

talk with her, and she told Anna how rude she was and she slammed the door in her face.   

Momma never mentioned what Father Costello said, and as far as she was concerned, it never happened. Obviously, 

she had no intention of leaving Daddy, and he continued to hit us with that stick, and she knew it. I often wondered did 

she think it was alright that Daddy beat us like he did, because when she grew up,  her mother beat her black and blue 

with a piece of  ‘firewood’, and that was why she left home at thirteen?                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          

 

                                                        *               *               * 

 

1936…FIRST FLOOR-FRONT APARTMENT  

Momma was coming home on the trolley, and when it stopped at l34th Street,  she started gathering her things 

together, because she was getting off at 136th Street.  While she sat there trying to decide where she was going to take 

us for the afternoon, the trolley stopped at 135th and  let the people off and while he sat there,  she happened to glance 

across the street, and in one of the windows she saw a black and white sign ‘FOR RENT’. He heart started to pound 

because  it was in the front on the first floor. The more she looked at it, the more she wanted that apartment, seeing 

there were three windows facing the park.  She looked away thinking, she could never afford an apartment on the first 

floor in the front, and  tried to put it out of her mind 

Before she realized what she was doing, she stood up and yanked the over-head cord to alert the conductor she wanted 

to get off. Before he closed the door,. she yelled up to him, “Wait, I want to get off. ”  He turned around and looked at 

her annoyed, but he did hold the middle door open. She hurried down the steps and waved to him and thanked him and 

the trolley continued up the hill to 136th Street, where she usually got off. She stood on the corner thinking, ‘what am I 

doing? I better go home, the children are waiting for me.. The light turned green, then red and she stood there, s trying 

to decide whethere she should or shouldn’t looke at them. 

The light turned red again, and she  found herself running across Amsterdam Avenue, and when and she told herself, 

‘I’m only going to look at them. There were three apartment houses, and they all looked alike, and it was the house in 

middle that he the ‘For Rent’ sign in the window. The number over the vestibule door was ‘1508’ , was in black letters 

outlined in gold, and she stood there, and told herself,  I have to be out of my mind doing  this, it’s hard enough to 

make ends meet every month’  

She was about to turn around and go home, and she noticed the park across the street with all the trees  and the convent 

grounds was over on the next block, and she wished with all her heart she could have those rooms, and went back 

down the steps because she figured she was only fooling herself, to think she could.  

For years, Momma dreamed that one day, she would save enough money and buy a house in the country,  because she 

did not want her children growing up in the city, but she realized, it was only a dream, it was never going to happen. If 

she had that apartment, they could look over at the park and the trees, and it would be so wonderful for them to  hear 

the birds singing in the morning, instead of having to look out at dirty back alleys, and clothes lines that went on, as far 

as the eye could see!.  

Suddenly, she changed her mind and went back up the steps and stood into the vestibule, and could see how clean 

everything was, and even the brass mailboxes on both walls, glistened and shined. She leaned over and looked for the 

superintendent’s bell and rang it, and held her breath, thinking she really shouldn’t be doing this.  

A cold shiver ran up and down her spine, as she remembered only eight years ago; she was pregnant with Sonny, and 

Daddy decided they would be janitors for two big elevator apartment houses, and she ended up having to do all the 
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hard work  while he drank and carried on with the boys, night after night and she had to mop and clean the floors and 

shehad to rub and polish row upon row of brass mailboxes in both apartment houses up on Washington Heights.  

The buzzer released the lock on the heavy door, and as she walked in, she admired the pretty starched lace curtains 

hanging over the glass on the top that took up half the door and started down the long narrow hall, listening how her 

high heels echoed through the hall when she walked past the row of baby carriages on her left.  

A door squeaked open at the far end of the hall and she assumed it was the janitor that stepped out.  He was stretching 

his neck to see who rang the bell on a Sunday afternoon when everyone should know, it is the janitor’s day off? He 

looked her up and down and didn’t say anything, and she thought it was strange the way he was glaring at her and was 

grumbling she had disturbed him. She stepped back when she heard him ask her with a heavy German accent,    

”Well? What do you want? We don’t show no rooms on Sunday, it is our day of rest!”  

Surpised how rude he was, she told him. ”Well, you do have a sign in the window, and it does say, not on Sunday.  I 

was going by in the trolley and I would really like to see the apartment that is for rent on the first floor? ”  

Seeing how his dark brown eyes narrowed she could tell he wasn’t going to show them to her, so she apologized, and 

tried to explain to him,  “I really hate to bother you on Sunday. but, Sunday is my only day off too, and it is the only 

day I can look at that apartment.”  

He stood there with his hand on the wall tapping his fingers, trying to decide whether he would show it to her, and she 

noticed the clean white starched shirt he had on, and the nice tie and his pants had a sharp crease in them, which 

unusual for a janitor to be dressed so nice on Sunday, and she figured he had to have a very caring wife.  

Momma heard someone in their apartment coming, and he turned around and it was his wife and while he spoke to her 

in German., Momma could smell pork roasting in their kitchen. She though she had interupted their dinner and 

apologized and told them she would come back later. His wife stepped out from behind her husband, when she saw 

Momma was going to leave, and she  stepped out and begged Momma,  “No, please wait don’t go, dinner won’t be 

ready for an hour.”  

Momma noticed the crisp white starched apron she had over a lovely navy blue crepe dress and around her neck was a 

beautiful heavy gold cross on a chain. Momma admired her pretty blonde hair, smoothed back and twisted in a bun in 

the nape of her neck and there was something about her that she liked, but she did not like her husband. He watched 

how he stuck his hand out and went to pull his wife back inside, and he grumbled at Momma,  “We are sorry Madam, I 

told you before, we do not show apartments on Sunday, it is our day of rest! You come back tomorrow!”  And when 

he went to close the door, his wife stuck her foot out and held it open, and reached over took a key off the rack that 

had a white tag hanging from it that said, ‘APT.23’.  

He growled something in German to her and went back in the apartment. His wife ignored him and motioned to 

Momma, to follow her. They went up the sparkling white marble marble steps to the first floor, and  there was the 

smell of bleach everywhere.Then she said in broken English,  “My name is Mrs. Nak, and, your name is?”  

Momma told her, “Mrs. Mc Arow. ”  

She laughed.  “Ah! Then you are Irish?, No?”   

Momma laughed, “No, my husband was born in Ireland and I was born in Hornell, New York. Mr. Nak unlocked the 

door at apartment 23, telling Momma, “I think you will like these rooms. You will get a lot of sunshine in the 

morning.. I like rooms with lots of sunshine,don’t you?”  

Momma felt she should let her know, “Yes, I like rooms with sunshinem but I’m afraid I have to think about it, before 

I make my mind up…about taking them.”  Feeling a little more comfortable with Momma, Mrs. Nak confided, “Oh! I 

understand. It is good to think first, before you do something. We had to do a lot of thinking to do before we decided 

to leave Germany, andleave everything we had behind, and get our children out of there, last year. We had to escape 

from Hitler because things are not good over there now. We were so scared. They wanted our children, because they 

had health problems. Hitler does not want German children with health problems. He is a mad man. He only wants 

healthy children and they have to be pure Germans, nothing else”  

Momma shrugged her shoulders, “I’m sorry, but I don’t know that much about Hitler or what he is doing, except what 

I read in the papers. He seems to be a very dangerous man, to be the leader of the German people. But, why would he 

want to take your children from you?”  
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Mrs. Nak looked so sad and tried to explain. “Hitler wants to do away with anyone that is sick, young or old, and 

especially if they are mentally sick and all the old people, he has been getting rid of them, because he wants a perfect 

Arian race.  Our little girl, Louise is four and she was born a cripple and bith our son and oldest girl are what you call, 

Albinos. They were born with delicate white skin and white hair and they have to wear dark glasses all the time to 

protect their eyes.”    

Mrs. Nak went on to say, “We had to leave Germany as fast as we could, in order to save our children. It was terrible, 

we cried we had to leave our families and our beautiful house and farm, but we were very lucky, we escaped to 

America, when they were coming to take our children. They told us they were doing it, so they could study and learn 

about their problem, but, they lied tous. We heard what they were doing to children like them, and my husband said, 

‘No! You cannot do that,’ and they said, ‘Yes’!  So we packed what we could fast and got on a boat that took us to 

America, or they would have certainly killed them because they were not perfect Germans.  And here we are,  janitors 

and our nice house and farm is over there without us. I don’t know if we can ever go back.”  

Momma didn’t know what to say, except. “At least your children are safe and you are here, and I am sure, one day you 

and your family can go back to your house. Surely, the German people don’t want a man like Hitler to lead their 

country. Do they?”   

Mrs. Nak shook her head sadly, “Ack! They think he is wonderful. They believe everything he says, and they think he 

is going to do so much for them, when he is nothing but a horrible bad man, but they can’t see that. No,  I don’t think 

we will ever be able to go  back.I hate to admit such a thing, but I pray every night, that something very bad will 

happen to him!”  

Mommawatched her insert the key in the lock and she opened the door. “We put a new lock on every time a tenant 

leaves, and you will get a brand new key, if you take the rooms. We do that because, we don’t know what some people 

might do?”  She stepped aside and let Momma in to walk through the rooms and asked,  “You have children? Yes?”  

Momma smiled, “Three. Two girls and a boy in the middle.”   

Mrs. Nak laughed, “Ah! we have the same, a big girl a middle boy and a little girl!”   

Momma  nodded, and but was more interested to look out the window and  see all trees, that were over in the park, and 

the further over were the convent grounds, that had huge trees and flowering bushes and she could see the gardeners 

on their knees working and weeding. 

 

Mrs. Nak sighed,  “I happen to think this is a very nice apartment. You and your family would be happy here. See, it is 

in the front and a lot of sunshine comes in the windows. We live in the back and it’s always dark and it always makes 

me feel sad, you know what I mean? In Germany, our home was in the country, and  the sun came in all the windows.”  

Momma smiled and let her know she understood.  Mrs. Nak followed Momma through the rooms,  and she couldn’t 

help but  notice, she kept looking at the pretty orange, gold and yellow chiffon dress she was wearing and she smiled 

and told her, “Your dress is very pretty, I like it. I used to have pretty dresses too.  No more, we had to leave 

everything in Germany and run. ” Fingering the gold cross she had on a a chain, she choked up  saying, “ I pray every 

day,  things will change over there because I miss my family, our lovely  home we had to leave behind. Will they ever 

be able to get rid of that mad man,  Hitler, you  hv eno way of knowing, how bad things are for our people over there.”  

Momma nodded, “I am sure I don’t, all I know is what I read in the newspapers, as to what is going on over in 

Germany, and yes, I’ve read about the horrible things he’s been doing.  It’s hard to believe the suffering he has caused 

so many people  I just hope our country doesn’t get in the middle of it and we have to go to war again, like we did in 

1914, because I read they are afraid Hitler will invade Poland and France and even Russia.”  

Mrs.Nak sighed, “ Yes, I know, and that is another reason why we decided to leave Germany.” 

Not wanting to talk about Hitler anymore, Momma changed the subject. ”I‘m glad you like my dress. In fact, I  just 

finished making it the other night. Do you sew?”  Mrs. Nak shook her head and smiled, “No, one day I will learn. 

Right now, .I don’t have the time.. I must be with my Louise. I spend most of the day with her.  She is only four and 

she is very delicate and sickly child. She is crippled and has to sit in the wheelchair all day. She tries to smile, and she 
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never complains, but one of us has to stay with her. We take turns. It upsets my husband to see her like this. He gets 

very angry when he sees the pain she’s in,when she tries to move. He sits and tells her happy stories about when he 

was a  boy, growing up on his father’s farm in Germany, and she likes that.”  Momma felt so sorry for her, but she 

could’t imagine what was wrong with her little girl, and she assumed she had polio, knowing so many children had 

come down with it  ?  

Mrs. Nak smiled, “I must get back to Louise. I will see my husband holds these rooms for you until tomorrow.”  

Momma thanked her. “I will get here about 3 o’clock and I want to bring my girls because they will want to see the 

rooms.” Mrs.Nak locked the door and they left.together 

The apartment was a block and a half down Amsterdam, across the street between 134th and 135th Street,  and we lived 

at 136th Street near Convent Avenue.There was hardly any traffic on the block, because no one owned a car, and there 

were only three apartment houses on the block, and they faced the south  end of Lewisohn’s Stadium’s big blank wall, 

where the yboys loved to play hand ball up against the big wall that all concrete and about 33-40 feet high, and inside 

was where all the seats were 

 

Momma would come home on Sunday afternoons, around  one o’clock and when she didn’t get there by two o’clock. 

Anna decided to leave sine it was her afternoon off too, being Daddy was home. We were vry concerned about 

Momma, and being we lived in the back, on the fifth floor, we couldn’t look out the window to see if she was coming.. 

When we finally heard the door open, we ran to meet her, and we knew something was up, because of the way she was 

smiling at us and she looked so happy when she bent down and kissed each of us. 

The bathroom was by the front door, and we were so surprised that  she fast pulled Mary Jane and me in and closed the 

door, and she putt her finger to her lips, because she didn’t want Daddy to hear her, and she whispered to us,  she had 

found rooms down on Amsterdam on the first floor and in the front. We hugged and kissed her, we were so excited, 

and kept telling us to be quiet, because she did not want Daddy to know and continued to whisper, ”I  can’t believe it, I 

found five beautiful rooms on Amsterdam between 134th and 135th  Street, across the street from the park, now Anna 

can keep her eye on you., but I don’t want you to mention it to anyone. Not yet.” 

We wanted to go see the rooms and Momma shook her head, “Not today. Tomorrow you can go with me. The janitor 

‘s name is Mr. Nak, but he is an old grouch, but his wife is very sweet. The rooms are going to be ‘$25 a month, $5 

more than what I am paying here. I just hope I did right thing because  I gave her five dollars to hold them for me, and 

promised to come back tomorrow and give her a month’s rent in advance, because I want those rooms for you 

children.”    

When Sonny walked in, he kissed Momma and put his baseball bat away, and we couldn’t stop giggling. We wanted to 

tell him the good news but, Momma brought him in the bathroom and she told him. We were so excited but Sonny 

wasn’t, he didn’t want to move and he argued with Momma , he couldn’t play  stickball in the middle of Amsterdam 

Avenue. She laughed at “But, you are going to have that big park across the street to play baseball.”  

All the while this was going on, we thought Daddy was sitting inside, drinking a bottle of beer, but he was pretending 

to be reading the Sunday Journal. He got up and was eyeing my sister and me, and he waited until Momma left to 

hurry back to work,, before he said anything to us. As soon as Momma was gone,  he grabbed me  by my arm so tight, 

he was hurting me, and spun me around so that I was facing him. I turned away because his breath stank from the 

smell of whiskey and beer and suddenly he let go of me  and ordered the three of us to stand in front of him at 

attention. He stood there tottering to the left and to the right, like he was going to fall. 

His eyes were fire red and he too his finger and poked me ieal hard n the shoulder,  “Well? What was that all about 

when your mother closed the bathroom door? Well, I couldn’t hear everything she was saying, because I was standing 

outside the door. What was she telling you, that she did not want me to know?”   

We stood there, and were so scared, eyeing one another and I stuttered,  ”We were only talking to. Momma, she 

wasn’t talking about you.”  

When he walked up to me, crunching his eyebrows together, he yelled, “Don’t you stand there and lie to me? You 

think I am deaf? I know damn well she was talking about me,  so you better tell me what she said.”  He took a deep 

breath, and we didn’t say a word. He finally sat down and said, “Alright, you can stand there all night, because you’re 
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not going to bed until you tell me.”  

He opened up the Sunday paper and started reading it, and tok a few more swigs of whiskey from the bottle and shake 

out the paper, looking  to see if one if one of us was going to relent and tell him.  He sent Sonny out to the ktichen to 

get him another bottle of beer in the icebox and ahe gave it to him, and stood with us. If we moved just a little bit, 

Daddy would look up and scream, “Did I say you could move?”  

Mary Jane started to cry and pleaded with him, “Daddy, I’m so tired, please let me go to bed.”  

He grumbled, “I don’t care of you are tired, , you stand there until you tell me the truth”  and he yelled, “All of you are 

nothing but a bunch of  liars. What kind of a damn fool does your mother think I am? I heard her talking about the 

rooms she got down on Amsterdam.” He got up and shook his finger at us, “ Well,  she’s not going to make me move.  

I’m the boss here in this house, not your mother, and don’t you forget that. Who does she think she is…. coming in 

here and thinking she can tell me what to do!.” He  stepped back , “And she told you kids not to tell me, didn’t she?  

Then he screamed, “Didn’t she?”  We were  trembling we were so scared of him.  He was so drunk, he kept teetering 

back and forth, and it looked like he was going to fall  down any minute but, he managed to steady  himself and he 

shouted, “Well, you tell her if she thinks I am going to move.... she’s as crazy as a bed bug. I ‘m  not moving not for 

her or anyone else! Not, when I have a bar I can go to, right at the corner.”   

He almost fell backwards and only that he grabbed a hold of  the back of chair, he would have. He sat down, and we 

saw his eyes were closing, and opening, and his head went down and he leaned forward on the table and put his head 

on his arms/ We were about to run to our rooms,  and his head flew up and he opened his eyes and  his head went back 

down again, and we waited When we saw he didn’t move, we ran and got in our pajamas and Sonny hurried up; the 

ladder to the top bunk bed and we crawled into into the bottom bed and  quick pulled the covers up over our heads, 

thinking any minute he’d come after us,  but he didn’t.  

When we heard the front door open and close, we knew Anna was home, and we  heard her out in the kitchen running 

water in the teakettle and Daddy woke up. He started yelling at  poor Anna, “And I suppose you are in on this too? As 

long as you are in this house, you better remember, I am boss here. I’d like to know what makes her think she can walk 

in here and tell me I have to move, is she nuts or something?”   

Anna didn’t  know what he was talking about, because she didn’t hear that Momma had found rooms down on 

Amsterdam, being  it was Sunday, she was visiting her lady friends, downtown.  She got so annoyed at Daddy for 

trying to argue with her. we heard her tell  him, “Will ye get away with yourself!  Sure and.ye’re as drunk as the lord. 

Sure and ye don’t know what ye’re talkin’ about. I think ye better get to ye’re bed before ye fall on ye’re face!”   

We heard Daddy grumbling to himself as he walked away, and left Anna in the kitchen, and we breathed a sigh of 

relief, when we heard him in his bedroom, and then the  familiar sound of the springs of his bed squeaked, then one 

shoe hit the floor, then the seond one. We laid there awhile and  finally heard him snoring  I got up and sneaked past 

his bed, to tell Anna about the rooms Momma found on the first floor,. in the front. Anna was delighted  because it 

meant she would no longer had to climb five flights of stairs everyday to go to mass every morning, and do the food 

shopping 

After school the next day, we stood on the corner and waited for Momma to get off the trolley. I didn’ tlike that 

Momma made us lie to Daddy, because we had to go tell the priest in confession Saturday?  The trolley stopped and 

Momma step down. She kissed us and the first thing she asked was, “You didn’t tell Daddy about the rooms … did 

you?”  My sister and I, stared at one another and shrugged and told her, “Well, we didn’t tell him, but  think he knows. 

He said he heard you whispering to us about rooms you found. And we told Anna so she knows we were going to meet 

you. to go see them.” .When we told Momma that Daddy had questioned the three of us after  she left, as we were 

walkidng down the block. We let her know  he called us liars, and that he heard her talking to us about the rooms she 

found.  When we opassed the saloon, Momma spotted Daddy standing at  the bar, but, she didn’t say anything to us 

about it and we kept walking.. At the ecorner of 135th , we acrossed over Amsterdam and continued down the hill and 

we were so  happy to be with Momma, and holding her hands and we were swinging her arms back and forth, so 

happy that we were going to move where the park was across the street. 

Momma stopped in the middle of the block and asked us, “ Do you think Daddy heard the rent was going to be. five 

dollars more a month? Well, I really don’t care, I am getting these rooms for you children. I knew God would take care 
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of me, I was so worried how I going to be able to afford that extra five dollars every month, and would you believe, 

this morning Mrs. Hardon told me, she was giving me five dollars extra every month, so I wouldn’t have to worry 

about getting these rooms.”  

Seeing all  the traffic that was going up and down Amsterdam,  Momma started lecturing us about how we were going 

to have to learn to be very careful when we crossed Amsterdam, because it was a very dangerous wide street  to get 

across, that we had to wait for the red light and look both ways when we went to  the park. During school hours, there 

was always a policeman on every corner, but, afterward we would have to learn when to cross and when not to cross. 

Momma was smiling when she showed us the house that had “1508”.on the top vestibule window She let go of our 

hands and told us,  “Wait. Look up. See the rooms on the first floor, and she sort of gasped when she the ‘for rent’ sign 

was still in the window.”. Momma sighed and appeared worried when she said,  ”Oh dear, I thought Mrs.Nak said, I 

could have that apartment when I gave her five dollars to hold it. . Now I don’t know what to think seeing that sign is 

still there.”   

We walked in the vestibule and Momma rang the janitor’s bell and she seemed so happy when she  told us. “Can you 

imagine what it is going to be like for you children to wake up every  morning and you look out the window and see 

trees, and when it snows it’ll be so pretty over in the park and in the spring, you will see the leaves when they begin to 

sprout  and turn green.” We looked over at the park, but the trees didn’t impress us that much, what we saw wa the 

swings and see-saws and monkey bars, and Momma kept talking about ow wonderful it was to see all the trees.  

Mary Jane nudged me, when she saw Momma ring the janitor’s bell. “Rose, you better tell Momma right now,  what 

Daddy said last night, before she gives the lady the money for these rooms.” Momma glared at me somewhat surprised 

and I stammered, “Ahh … Daddy said to tell you, he heard what you said in the bathroom, and that he was the boss in 

our house, not you. and there’s no way he is going to move. He is staying where he is and you or nobody can make 

him move.”  

We walked up the steps and seeing the expression on Momma’s face I could tell she was so angry and she asked me. 

”What else did he say?” I was nervous telling her,  “Well,  he’s not moving because there is saloon on the corner 

where he gets off the trolley.” Momma took a deep breath and exhaled and I knew when we got home, there was going 

to be another big fight and she was going to end up crying again.  

We heard the buzzer and Momma pushed the door open  and we went in, and I thought we had just been so happy, and 

now she’s all upset because of what Daddy said. She saw Mrs.Nak standing at the end of the hall waiting for us, and 

Momma introduced us to her, and she smiled and admired Mary Jane’s long blonde curls. “OH! What a pretty little 

girl you are. My Louise has long hair like you too, but no curls like you have.” I was waiting for her to notice me, with 

my short mousy brown, straight hair but she did smile at me and say, “And you must be the big sister.and what a pretty 

face you have. Mrs. Mc Arow, you have two beautiful girls.”  

When I heard her say that, it made me feel better, because everyone always mad a big fuss over Mary Jane, because of 

her beautiful blonde hair and curls, and they rarely noticed me.  We followed Momma and Mrs Nak upstairs and she 

unlocked the door. We walked in and looked around and ran to the front windows, and were so excited to see the park 

across the street, like Momma said.  When we went to school, we walked down Convent Avenue from 136th to 130th 

everyday. but we were not allowed to play in the park because it was a block and a half away from where we lived and 

Anna couldn’t see us and we had to stay and play on 136th Street, where Anna could see and check on us.  

Momma showed us where our bedroom would be, a 9’X9’ room with one window that over looked the avenue and  

the park. Momma let us know, she was buying bunk beds and Sonny would sleep on the top and Mary Jane and me 

had to share the bottom bunk bed.  

The big bedroom was for Daddy’s, and it had two windows. I couldn’t understand why Mommalet him have the big 

bedroom, 12 ‘X 12’  and the three of us had to sleep in the smaller bedroom. Anna’s room was smaller yet, and it 

faced the back alley like the kitchen window did. Outside the windows  was a separate little roof that went over the 

grocery store downstairs. We used to climb out the dining room window and play out there, if Anna wasn’t out there 

taking clothes out of the laundry basket and hanging them on the lines that Momma rigged for her on that little roof. 

We  were giggling when we saw Mrs. Nak take down ‘FOR RENT’ sign, and we could see Momma  excited and 

happy too. Mrs Nak handed Momma the receipt for the money, and smiled at her when she told her, “I’m so glad Mrs. 
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Mc Arow, it was you that took these rooms.” 

When Momma was leaving and said good-bye, little did Mrs. Nak realize the following year she would find Mrs..Mc 

Arow, to be a friend when she needed one  the day her litte Louise died. Momma held her in her arms and let her 

weep, and she made Louise a pretty soft pink organgdy dress,and curled her hair. Momma that got her ready for the 

undertaker, knowing they were coming with the coffin and they were going to lay her out in there living room, beause 

that was how they did it back then.. 

Walking up the hill when we were going home, we talked about what it was going to be like when  we moved there, 

and we could see Momma was upset and she mumbled, “It bothers me to think what Daddy said , because he is not the 

one that pays the rent. But, he has never appreciates anything I’ve ever done, all he lives for is that damn whiskey!” 

Momma was mad and when she was mad she walked fast, and we could hardly keep up with her.  

When we turned down our block on 136th Street, she sighed, “I can’t stay long, I have to get back and give Mrs. 

Hardon her dinner. .I made a  pot of chicken soup with dumplings early this morning and all I have to do is heat it up 

when I go back.” When we walked in, Momma started arguing with Daddy.and we went in our room and closed the 

door but kept it ajar, so we could hear what was going on. I could see Momma with her hands on her hips, telling 

Daddy,  “I hear you’re not moving with us. Well, good! I am glad you are going to live by yourself.” 

Daddy sat there, and was pretending to be reading the newspaper and he didn’t say a word. Momma went, ”Hmmph! I 

can just picture you … paying the rent and living here all by yourself!  I wonder how long it will take before the 

landlord throws you out on the street?  Tom you’ve lived off me long enough, you have never helped with any of  the 

bills. You’ve wasted your life, and you wasted every penny you made,  on drinking and gambling. Well, now you will 

find out what it costs to run a house. And don’t think, you can come crawling back to me because you’re not. When 

Father Costello was here a couple of Sundays ago,  he told me to leave you for the sake of the children.’ He knows 

you’ve never given me any money to run this house, or pay  any of the bills. There’s no reason I should be working, 

with the money you make “. Daddy just  kept reading his newspaper and drinking his beer, and ignored her as if she 

wasn’t even there..  

We were in our room climbing over one another, trying to peek through the crack in the door. We saw Momma pick 

up her pocketbook, and she  opened the door so she could kiss each of us good-by, and she left sobbing. Anna came 

out of her room, and had us go in the kitchen and she gave us a bowl of beef stew she had made for dinner.  

After we had dinner, we did our homework laying on the linoleum floor ,listening to the Lone Ranger and luckily 

Daddy liked listening to it too.  Anna always carried Daddy’s dinner into him,  with a folded towel under the plate, and 

the plate had to be very hot or he would send her back  to the kitchen to heat it in the oven.. For a change, when he 

finished eating, he went to his bed, and it was unusual for him to leave the radio on. It was a big wooden radio that 

stood about 36 inches high on four carved wooden legs. Momma bought that radio for us and paid 25 cents a week 

until it was paid for,  so we could hear Jack Armstrong and The Lone Rnger but Daddy only put on what he wanted to 

listen to. We were not allowed to touch the dial on the radio, only he could turn it on or off.  In the afternoon, all he 

ever listened to was Irish music, and if he fell asleep, Anna would turn it off, we didn’t dare touch ‘his radio’ , when 

Momma bought it for us to hear our favorite programs.   

All that week, Daddy never said  word about ‘not’ moving to Amsterdam Avenue,  and for good reason. I believe he  

put one over on Momma, while she was so excited about the rooms she found  she never noticed two doors down was 

a bar, twice the size of the one up on 136th Street 

 

I never forgot how happy Momma looked the day, she was standing at the window, looking over at the convent 

grounds thqt was called Manhattanville College. . She told me to look over the convent walls, and see the gardeners 

down on their knees, weeding in the flowers,, and the nuns walking along the paths praying, or kneeling in front of one 

of the many big, tall statues.   

We were so lucky we lived there, no many apartments had the view we had. We loved living there, and we would look 

out and see the trees in the fall, turn colors and loose their leaves  and in the winter, to see the branches covered with 

snow, and every spring we couldn’t wait to see the trees sprout green and then see the new leaves in the  spring.   
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Manhattanville College was built with dark red bricks, around 1860, and the grounds were five city blocks long that 

went from 130th to 135th, and from east to west it went from St. Nichloas Terrace  to Convent Avenue. It was encloed 

with a tall stone fence and inside the grounds were so beautiful with it’s many paths with flowers, bushes and huge 

trees. It didn’t seem possible there could be such a place,  in the middle of New York Citty. Only the very rich girls 

went to college there, and when he chauffeurs would drive them through the main entrance at 133rd Street, they had to 

stop at the guard house before they were allowed in.  

I remember how Momma used to remind us, ‘I want you to realize that not even the most expensive apartments in the 

city, has the view you  have here, when you look out the window.’ Well, in many ways it was true, because looking 

straight ahead, you could not see any apartment houses or stores,  unless we stuck our head out the window and looked 

up and down Amsterdam. 

As I got older, I used to wonder why we had a father that was so mean and cruel to us and Momma let he get away 

with he did to us, it has weighed heavilyon my mind all my life..  The only things he  paid for, was his whiskey,beer 

and two packs of Camel cigarettes, because Momma refused to let Anna get them for him unless he gave her the 

money first.  Every day Anna had to buy them for him, when she did her shopping.  This was a man who never 

thought of anyone but himself, and never gave us anything,  not a Birthday gift or a Christmas present. Yet Momma 

never forgot him on his birthday and every Christmas, she made sure we got him something…no matter how little it 

was, “because he was our father’ the father that demanded he  have T-bone steaks fordinner almost every night and,  

he got them! We never knew what it was to have steak for our dinner, we had hamburgers, or meat loaf, which we 

liked, or chopped meat mixed with onioins elbow macaroni and a can of tomato soup over it. For  years, that is what 

we called it ‘chop suey’ because Anna always called it “chop suey”.  For Easter we had ham with slices of pineapple 

on it, and Thanksgiving and Christmas we had a big turkey with stuffing.. But, once we were working, since we gave 

almost our entire pay to Momma, you can be sure we got steak for our dinner, once a week.  It is hard to believe when 

we were growing up, Daddy always sat at the dining room table, but we couldn’t. We sat,  one at a time in the kitchen, 

at the stationay tub and had our  breakfast, lunch and supper there, until the day we got married. 

When Momma told Daddy, “I heard you already  know, we are moving down on Amsterdam...”  Daddy put the paper 

down, and never said another word about ‘not moving with us’, because, he realized, he had no choice. Momma 

bought bunk beds for us and  Mary Jane slept with me on the bottom bed  and Sonny climbed the ladder and slept on 

the top bed.  Every morning we would hear the birds singing  in the park. It was such a different life it was for us, 

when we moved into that apartment in the front, on the first floor.. Mary Jane hung out of Daddy’s window and I hung 

out the window in our room, and we leaned on our pillows and talked back and forth. 

We spent hours hanging out those windows and we didn’t miss a thing that was going on in the neighborhood.. We’d 

watch the women walking up and down the block with their children, and it didn’t take long before we knew who 

lived on our block. We’d see girls strolling down the block with their boyfriends, and we got to know who was who, in 

the neighborhood.  

Sunday mornings, when we came home from church, we would be wearing our good dresses Momma made us. We 

were careful not to get any ‘Log Cabin Syrup’ on the front of them, because on Sundays, Anna made pancakes and 

sausages for breakfast, and we’d eat one at a time in the kitchen, then go in our room to read the funnies.  When it was 

near one o’clock, we’d hang out the window and wait for Momma to come home.  We learned to put a pillow under 

our elbows, when we leaned out the window, and check every trolley car that stopped at the corner, hoping Momma 

was on it. If she wasn’t, there was always another one coming up the hill.  When we would see her, we’d throw our 

pillows back on the bed and run downstairs to meet her in the hallway. Anna would buzz her in and we’d  run to her 

with outstretched arms screaming, ”Momma, Momma, Momma,” We’d be so happy to see her again and she’d put her 

bundles down and kneel on one knee and pull us to her and she would hug and kiss us.  We’d be talking to her a mile a 

minute, telling her everything that happened that week, and carry her bundles upstairs for her. What was so wonderful 

about Momma was, that she listened to everything we said,  and she remembered what we told her.  

During the Twenties and the Thirties, women were coming to America from Europe, hoping to find a job and a better 

life, perhaps a husband. The majority of them were uneducated, and the only jobs they could get, was working in 

wealthy homes, as maids and help in the kitchen. They didn’t care as long as they had a roof over their heads and three 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1139 

 

meals a day.  

There were no laws to protect women who were maids then,  like today. Most of them worked from six in the morning 

until late at night, seven days a week, with little or no pay.  

They were glad to have a place to sleep and have three meals a day.. They might get an afternoon off,  but many of 

them didn’t, because they didn’t know any better. That was how it was, in some of the wealthy homes that had ten or 

more in help. People entertained in their homes and hired professsonal opera singers, pianists, violinists. They had 

maids, butlers, a chauffeur, chefs, cooks, kichen help, a seamstress and alaundress and upstairs maids that made the 

beds and downstairs maids to serve  meals. They made $5, $10 or $15 a month, and were thankful to have a job., 

especially after the Crash on Wall Street, in 1929. That was the start of the Depression, when banks and companies 

folded and so many people lost their money and had to let most of their help go. The Depression started in 1930 and 

lasted for the next twelve years. 

Prohibition started in 1919 and ended in 1933, but the men had no problem getting as much liquor as they wanted. 

Everyone knew it was against the law to have liquor but every man knew where they could buy whiskey and beer, 

because on almost every block in the city, had a‘speak-easy’. The men would knock on the door in a certain way,  and 

a man inside would look out a little window to see who it was,  if he recognized him, first he would look up and down 

the block to make sure there were no cops around, then he’d let him in.. Daddy’s learned to make whiskey and beer in 

our bathtub, and he.wasn’t the only one making whiskey, because when you entered any of the apartment houses,  the 

hallways all reeked of the same awful smell, fermenting mash.   

By 1931, Momma became a Certified French Chef and was working part time for the school, doing luncheons and 

dinners, and she had to pay a neighbor to watch us. because  she couldn’t trust Daddy, he was always drunk and would 

fall asleep, and we didn’t get fed or put to bed. .One morning  when Mary Jane was two,e Momma was dressing her 

and she noticed a strange red thing on the inner thigh of her leg, that looked like a red raspberry. It bothered her, so she 

took her to the Knickerbocker Hospital clinic, that was just up the block. The doctor looked at it, and he had another 

doctor look at it. and they ordered tests and told her to come back the following week.  That was when they told her 

the spot was cancerous and Mary Jane was going to  need two years of radium treatments, and that it was going to be 

expensive.  

Momma was shocked to learn Mary Jane had cancer because she was only two years old. Devastated by such terrible 

news, she didn’t know how she was ever going to pay for the radium treatments, because as it was, she had a hard time 

paying the bills. Daddy drank and gambled his pay every week, and gaver her little or no money towards the rent and 

food. She was workiong part time, and the school got half of what she made, so she decided she had to find a full time 

job and make more money. It meant she had to find a reliable woman to stay with us and she woule have to sleep there 

too. It was going to be another aeeed expense, but she had no choice, she had to do to keep a roof over our heads and 

put food on the table.   

A couple of times a week the school sent her to do a special luncheon or dinner for  Mr. and Mrs. Henry W.  Hardon at 

their apartment. Mr. Hardon was head of the Imigration Department,  and they entertained a lot. They liked her so 

much,  that they called the school and asked them to only send Myrtle. One day, Mrs. Hardon asked her,“Would you 

consider working for us on a permanent basis? I would like you to think about it. I will pay the school what they ask, 

being you are under contract to them. But we would really like you to work for us.”  

Momma was very flattered that Mrs. Hardon asked her to work for her, but she hesitated to say she would and she 

explained why, “I would need time to find a responsible woman to take care of my children.” Mrs. Hardon assured 

her. she was in no hurry, she would wait  

Two weeks later, in September of 1931,  Momma found Anna, and Momma was able to start work for Mrs. Hardon  

We were so young then, I was six, Sonny five and Mary Jane three. For the next thirteen years, that how it was, we 

only saw Momma when she came home on Sunday afternoons. I don’t think she had any idea how much we missed 

her being with us.. Of course, her life changed too, being away from us, and having a drunk for a husband and three 

children, and she had to worry about making enough money because of Daddy’s drinking and gambling..    

When Momma left us to work for the Hardons, we could not understand why she was gone all week and only came 

home on Sunday afternoons, Then she would leave us and we didn’t see her for another week. When we used to see  
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Momma pifk up  her pocketbook to leave, w4 used to get hysterical and start crying and hang on to her pleading, 

“Don’t go, Momma, don’t go.”   

When we were a little older, when we would see Momma getting ready to leave, we’d stand at the bathroom door, and 

watchiher wash her face, and lean over the sink brushing her teeth with salt. She’d quick powder her nose with 

‘Coty’s’ face powder that she kept in the bathroom medicine chest, and take a tube of ‘Cashmere Bouquet’  red 

lipstick and rub it back and forth on her lips and blot most all of it off.  We  stood there in our pajamas and we would 

watch her get her pocketbook and take out a nickel for the trolley, we’d start to cry and Momma would bite her lips 

and kiss us and tell us, “Now you be good for Anna and I’ll see you next Sunday!.”   

We’d listen for her high heels click-clacking down the five flights of stairs, then run to the front window. We could see 

her waving up to us as she got on the trolley and watch it go down the hill. Daddy would be passed out at the table and 

when he’d hear the door slam,,he’d wake up. His eyes all red and he’d yell at us, “You kids get to bed, or I’ll come in 

there after you with the stick.”  We’d run like scared rabbits, and jump in bed so fast and  pull the blankets up over our 

heads, waiting for him come after us, knowing when Momma left, we had no one to kiss us ‘good night’ and there was 

no laughing in our house, until she came back the following Sunday.   

When it rained on Sunday, and Momma didn’t get there yet, Anna would take the big black man’s umbrella and go 

downtown to visit her lady friends, because Daddy was downstairs in the saloon, should we need him.  Momma would 

come home soon after, but we couldn’t go anywhere if it wa raining,  but Momma didn’t mind. In fact she’d be glad 

because it gave her an opportunity to go through the boxes she had in Anna’s room.   

We’d be so disappointed, after waiting all week for Sunday, we couldn’t go anywhere. We hated when Momma went 

in Anna’s room, because we knew what we were in for, and we’d stand there and  moan and groan, while she started 

going through the old boxes, and she’d be singing and so happy, and we were miserable we were stuck in the house. 

Anna would leave a roasted chicken, potatoes and vegetables on the stove, knowing we didn’t like Momma’s fancy 

French cooking, and it really annoyed Momma, that we liked Anna’s cooking better than hers, but it gave her less to 

do. 

For years, Anna always went to visit her Irish lady friends every Sunday, they were the women she used to work with 

in the Twenties,  in the Hampton’s. It was at the far end of Long Island, exclusive section, ninety miles east of the city, 

where the wealthy had big houses with ten and twelve in help, and the majority of the maids came from Ireland, like 

Anna did..  

After the Crash of ’29, most of the maids and kitchen help were laid off, and these were the friends she always went to 

see. When Anna came home on Sunday nights, the first thing she did was put the tea kettle on and make herself a pot 

of tea, because she said,  ‘she couldn’t sleep unless she had a cup of tea and a piece of bread before she went to bed.’ 

We never could understand that, because we never had to drink tea to go to sleep. 

 

I remember, when I was old enough to be working, I would think about what Momma said to Father Costello and I 

wondered, why she still allowed Daddy to get away with what he did, when she has to work so hard. Was it really 

because she made a vow before God when she got married  it was,  ‘for better or for worse and she got the worst?’ 

Why didn’t she  put Daddy out a long time ago, because all they ever did was fight, and all our lives that is all we ever 

heard them do, and every year it seemed to get worse. They were hitting and pushing one another and on Sunday 

nights Momma would leave and go back to work in tears. What kind of a life was that? I was convinced she lived 

away from home on purpose, because she wanted to be as far away from Daddy as she could. Not that I blamed her. 

What woman would want to come home to a man who was drunk every night, and wantd to fight and argue all the 

time?  

 

What a horrible life she had being married to him, and he was so cruel to the three of us. I still 

shutter whenever I think how he used to grab Sonny by the hair and bang his head against the iron radiator, for no 

reason. Mary Jane and I  would stand there bawling our eyes out and try to pull Daddy away from Sonny, and I had the 

courage to tell him, ‘Stop hurting him,’ then, he’d come after me. We’d run in our room, and he’d sigh and turn around 
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go back to hurting Sonny. When Daddy hit Mary Jane or me,  we’d scream and cry, but not Sonny, not even when 

Daddy took his belt off  and he would hit him so hard,  he’d have red welts all over him, he didn’t cry. c 

 

How well I remember the nights Daddy would get us out of our beds, and he’d shake us to wake us up, and make us 

stand in the dining room,  at attention in front of him/ We’d be so tired we could hardly stay awake and he would have 

the three of us line up and he’d sit down and be holding that big stick he kept in the corner, in his hand, and ask us, 

like he had done so many times before, “Who‘s boss in this house?  Your mother or me?” He wanted us to say,  “You 

Daddy! You’re the boss in our house, not Momma.”. Then he’d sit there and gloat and make us say it again, because 

he liked hearing it. He couldn’t make me say it, sometimes he’d ignore me and sometimes he would wallop me with 

that big stick, but he still could not make me say it. 

We were living on Amsterdam when Sheffield Farms fired Daddy, because he would use the money he collected on 

his milk route to pay hsis bookies, with the intention of paying it back.  They gave him  several chances to pay back 

what he owed them, and he did,  a little at a time,  but he kept doing the same thing  over and over. When they began 

to get reports of him being drunk on his route, that was when they finally fired/ They really felt bad about it because 

Daddy had worked for them from 1920 to 1938, and only missed one day of work, when Momma gave him two black 

eyes with the small frying pan, he was too ashamed to go to work and let the men see his face.I am sure he never let 

any of them know what really happened.  .   

When Chirs and Mary Hill, her chauffeur and cook, went go back home to England for six month vacation,  it meant 

she needed to hire a chauffeur while Chris was gone..  Momma told her that Daddy had lost his job and he had a 

chauffeur’s license,  but she didn’t let on, why he was fired . Mrs. Hardon assumed he was let go like so many other 

men were,  during the Depression, and she hired him. So we were home without Momma and Daddy, while they were 

working in Wilton. We were very lucky to have Anna, because she was so good to us, and she never yelled or hit us, 

like Daddy did.   

No one in our neighborhood could afford to have a telephone so we didn’t know Daddy was coming from Wilton to 

pick us  up one Friday, like Chris  did,  so we couldspend the week-end with Momma. We came home from school 

Sonny noticed Mrs. Hardon’s was car parked in front of our stoop.  We saw Daddy  in the saloon, wearomg a grey 

chauffeur’s uniform and matching hat and brown leather leggings, talking to the  men standing at the bar with him . 

We went upstairs and Anna gave each of us a glass of milk and some cookies and told us to leave our uniforms on,  

that Daddy was in a hurry and taking us to Wilton, to have dinner with Momma.. 

We got tired of waiting for him , and we went downstairs and  decided to sit in the car. We were in our school 

uniforms, and I was thirteen, Sonny was eleven and Mary Jane was ten. When Daddy came out of the bar, we saw him 

stick a flat leather covered bottle in his back pocket, and knew he kept whiskey in it. There was no hello or anything 

else, he just got behind the wheel and there was that familiar smell of whiskey coming from him. We knew to be quiet 

and we were whispering to one another about him being drunk again,  as we were headed down Amsterdam to get on 

125th  Street ramp that took us up on the Westside Highway. After a while, he turned around and warned us, “I don’t 

want to hear any talking or laughing back there, while I’m driving,” and we sat there and we  didn’t’ say ‘boo’.   

It was late September and we looked  at the trees along the highway that were changing colors, and after about an 

hour, I poked Mary Jane and pointed to the sign that said, “ Wilton … 23 miles’. I noticed Daddy was eyeing the three 

of us in the rear view mirror, while we sottomg tjhere quietly, on the back seat, and I heard him grumble ,  “Who’s 

boss in our house?”  

Sonny and Mary Jane immediately sang out real loud, “You are Daddy.”  

He knew I wouldn’t say it and I could see his face in the rear view mirror, and I  knew he was ripping mad.  He told 

me, “Rose, I am warning you, you had  better say it, or so help me,  I will put you out of this car and leave you on the 

side of the road.” And he demanded,  “When I tell you to do something, you do it do you understand me !” So he 

asked me again. “Who’s boss in the house?” And I saod, “Momma.”   

He pulled off the road so fast and stopped,  that we fell on top of one another.  He got out and slammed the car door 

and stomped around to my side of the car and opened the door and grabbed my arm, and dragged me out and threw me 
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down on the grass/ While I am laying there, looking  he takes the flat bottle of whiskey he had his back pocket and he 

drank some more whiskey.  He hoisted up his panats and walked away and left me there and got back in the car and 

took off and I could see  Sonny and Mary Jane looking out the back window, screaming and crying and I watched him 

pull out into traffic, and I could no longer see the car. 

I got up and noticed there was  low thick wooden fence about a fott high, thatr was all along there, and I sat on it, but I 

was getting scared because it was getting dark and ithe sun was going down, and I was beginning to shiver with the 

cold, because all I had on was my school uni I wasn’t there long, before a Connecticut State Trooper’s car pulled up. 

The officer closest to me,  rolled the window down and. seeing I was in my  school uniform, he asked, “What are you 

doing here all alone on the highway? What school do you go to, because I don’t recognize your uniform. Are you lost, 

or do you live around here?”  

I said, ”No. I live in New York City, and  I go the the Annunciation Girls’ School,. My father was drinking and he put 

me out of the car because he wanted me to say, he was boss in our house, and not my mother.”. I let them know where 

we were on our way to Mrs. Hardon’s house in Wilton.”  They looked at one another and called headquarters and 

reported what Daddy had done. Then they got in touch with Mrs. Hardon and explained what happened, and let her 

know, they were bringing me to her house  Daddy never came back because didn’t care what happened to me,, further 

up the road,  he had  pulled off the highway somewhere, and found a bar and left Sonny and Mary Jane sitting in the 

car, while he had a few more drinks.  

The State Trooper’s car pulled in the driveway, Momma and Mrs. Hardon were waiting at the front door,  and they let 

me out. I ran to Momma and she hugged and kissed me, while the two troopers spoke to  Mrs.Hardon. They advised 

her they were going to wait in their car until Daddy got there, and a half an hour later, he pulled into the garage. He 

was so surprised to see the State Troopers’ car sitting in the driveway and walked past them unconcerened. He was so 

drunk when he went in the kitchen, and when he saw me standing there with Mrs. Hardon and Momma he was 

shocked. Mrs. Hardon glared at him and she walked over and took the keys out of his hand and sternly told him, “You 

are fired, Tom.. Go pack your things and I’ll get Giueseppi to drive you and the children back to the city.” Momma 

was so embarrassed, and she kept apologizing to Mrs. Hardon, because she saw how it had upset her,  that he dared to 

do such a terrible thing. 

She sighed,  “Myrtle, I wish you had told me Tom had a drinking problem..I would ever have hired him. What upsets 

me more is that he would leave his thirteen year old daughter on the side of the road,  in the dark. What was he 

thinking, that he would drive my car with his children in it,  Look at him, he’s so drunk, he can hardly stand up, and he 

dare get behind the wheel of a car?”  

The State Troopers copied Daddy’s name and address from his chauffeur’s license, and had a serious talk with him, 

trying to make him realize what he had done, but it didn’t mean a thing to him. . Leaving they tipped their hats and 

Mrs. Hardon thanked them for what they had done, and she called Giuseppi and asked him to come after dinner that 

she would like him drive Daddy and the three of us home, otherwise, we had no way of getting home, to go to school 

on Monday.   

No one realized then, that Daddy’s mind was going, perhaps that was why hse seemed to enjoy hurting us,  and to 

think how many years, he beat and tortured us. Poor Sonny, was so good. He never got in trouble and he never 

answered Daddy back, when he would accuse him of such ridiculous things, that he only imagined Sonny had done . 

Sonny never comoplained to Momma how Daddy beat and hurt him,  but we told her.  The sad thing was, Momma 

never did anything about it. Did she think,  because he was our ‘father’,he had the right to beat us whenever he felt like 

it. We were innocent victims of his drunken craziness,  all the while we were growing up, and we survived the way he 

treated us , but it didn’t make it right.  

When Mary Jane and I were old enough to be working, we dreaded having to go home at night.. We knew Daddy 

would be drunk and want to argue and if we walked away from him, because we didn’t want to listen to his nonsense, 

he’d come after us and take the back of his hand and whack us across the face. It hurt so bad and it would sting. and 

he’d stand there and yell at us, “Don’t you walk away from me, when I am talking to you.“ He’d be standing there, 

falig over ot the left and to the right, drunk, thinking we would any respect for a father as drunk as he was. But, the 

thig was,  we were always so scared of him, even when we were older, he still hit us. We had ever reason to be scared 
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of him, because he was strong as an ox, and extremely muscular andtht was why we feared him.. And poor dear Anna, 

she was as frightened of him, as we were, and he knew it.  She would start shaking when he started yelling at us, and 

she’d be gone, and be  ahiding in her room, and would sneak peeks out from behind her door. 

I remember one night in particular, in 1946, whenI was twenty-one and Mary Jane was nineteen, She was so proud of 

herself because she had graduated from Business School, and got a very good job for the president of an export 

company,  in the Empire State Building.   

One night, when  came home from work on the bus, and when she crossed the street,  she didn’t know Daddy.was  in 

the bar, watching her. She was wearing a new beige wool suit Momma bought her, and beige high heels, and seeing 

her  girlfriends standing on the corner, she joined them. While they stood there talking and smoking, Daddy left the bar 

and went upstairs, and waited for her to walk in. She had just said ‘hello’ to Anna,  and was taking off her jacket,  

whenhe went over to her and smacked her real hard, across the face with the back of his hand. and she ran in the 

bathroom crying and slammed the door and he pushed it in. He grabbed ahol of her arm and twisted it up behind her, 

and that is when I came home.  

I heard Mary Jane screaming and I ran inside and looked in the bathroom and saw Daddy had her arm up in back of 

her and he was shoving her in  between the wall and a mad hot steam pipe, and he was pushing her in further, with his 

body. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, he was trying to burn her. and she couldn’t move and I could hear how 

shes sobbing and pleading with him,  “ Daddy, please stop …you are burning me. I’m in so much pain, let me go.”  

Seeing his back was to me, I went after him like a tiger, and got my arm locked around his neck and O put him to the 

floor so fast, he never knew what hit him.  I had on a  suit and high heels, and I sat on top of him and I began to hit 

him in the face with my fists, and I asked him, sarcastically,  “How does it feel to have someone beat you up He was 

like a mad man, trying to wriggle out from under me but he couldn’t move. We took up all the room between the tub 

and the wall. The only way Mary Jane could get away, was by stepping in the bathtub, to get around us, and on her 

way out, she  told me she was going to Theresa’s for the night, and she was gone.  

He actually thought he was punishing me, because he wouldn’t speak to me after that.. and, he had the nerve to tell me 

that same night, “You better get yourself to confession, because you just committed a mortal sin. It says in the Ten 

Commandments, ‘ THOU SHALT HONOR THY MOTHER AND THY FATHER!  And you dared to hit your 

father!”  

I know one thing, from that day on, Daddy never hit any of us ever again!. 

When we were teenagers, it was Sonny that worried about Mary Jane and me, and when wer were out, to the movies or 

on a date. When  I look back on those days, I still think about the kind and thoughtful things Sonny did for us, and we 

didn’t realize what a kind and good good brother he was. He knew what time we usually came home from work, and if 

it was raining hard, and he was home, he would meet Mary Jane or me at the bus stop with a big black man’s umbrella.  

If he had the ironing board out and was pressing his pants with a wet cloth, he would press the pleats in our skirts for 

us, if we were getting ready to go on a date, that was how he was back then.. He would want to know where we were 

going and he wanted to meet,  who we were going out with, because he cared that much about us, because Daddy 

certainly didn’t.  

The sad thing was, that all changed when I was going with Fred. Because Momma did not approve of Fred, he listened 

to her and not to me. . It broke my heart to think Sonny would rather listen to Momma , than listen to me. He changed 

his attitude towards me, because he felt I was hurting Momma, and he hardly spoke to me during the weeks and 

months before I got married. . 

Even though he wasn’t talking tome, it was Sonny that pulled my wedding together. He was the one that found the 

reception hall for me, got his friends that had cars, to help carry all the food Momma cooked up to the receptionhall,  

He decorated the hall with Mary Jane and he was the one that had a list of the things that  had to be done and what had 

already been done. He was so organized and saw that everything was done according to schedule, but that was how he 

was when he lived at home with us. I could go on and on about what Sonny did,  he mopped and waxed the linoleum 

floors in our apartment, he washed the windows, and thought nothing of shining Mary Jane or my  shoes, when he was 

doing his own.  

I have often wondered what went wrong, that he changed so much that he ruined his life later on. 
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Fred and I got married in May of 1948, and Sonny married Pat in September of 1950, and Mary Jane married John in 

June of 1951. As close as we were,  after we got married, it was never  the same again. Sonny distanced himself from 

Momma first, then me, and then Mary Jane.  I had five children and Sonny had six children, and Mary Jane had five 

children. .After his wife Pat died,  Sonny  really went down hill, he  became an alcoholic, just like Daddy, and he 

didn’t care about his children, his mother or himself. 

It hurt Momma more than he ever knew, that he was always in a bar somewhere drinking. As many times as she tried 

to talk to him, it only widen the gap that was between them already. Momma would tell him, “Don’t you realize that 

you are doing exactly what your father did to you, drinking the way you are. How could you do this to your children?” 

He’d get so mad at Momma and he decided to stay away from all of us, and he continued to drink more and more.  

He probably couldn’t help himself, he must haver inherited Daddy’s genes, and it was the drinking that ruined both 

their lives. The shame of it was, he had so much going for him because he loved what he was doing. When he first got 

married he was working and designing offices for for Vic Tanney on Fifth Avnue in the city, but the night he walked 

in the house, after being at the Knights of Columbus’s bar, he  stumbled over Pat on the floor, and to his horror, he 

discovered she was dead.  

  

There were no windows in the kitchen, and it was a hot humid night in August,when Pat was spraying with ‘JO  bug 

spray’ underneath the kitchen sink cabinets and she was overcome by the fumes and  choked to death and  Sonny was 

faced with taking care of their six children, from 2 years old to-16 years old, five boys and one girl..  He tried to go to 

work in the city, but he couldn’t, he had  so many problems waiting for him at home. He thought if he left his job ,he 

would be able to take care of them,  but he couldn’t and he didn’t/ Not the way his drinking had escalated, and then  

year after year, it got worse.  

Momma felt sorry for his children, and by  1976,  they were teen agers, and that was when Momma took them in.and 

they lived with her for the next thirteen years. Because… in 1976, Sonny was being evicted and the county was 

coming to take his children, because the neighbors complained to the cops so often, that he was neglecting them and 

was never home.   

Momma had no idea what a job it would be, to try and change six teen-agers,  five of them boys, whenthey were 

already set in their ways. Of course, they gave her a hard time. They resented her telling’ them’ what to do, aftger 

being on their own for such a long time.. Their Nana was seventy-six, when she got a house for them to live in. She 

should have been retiring instead of taking on all those boys, cooking and taking care of them and Sonnny certainly 

didn’t help her. 

Then in 1985, Sonny would discover, he had cancer and it was terminal,  

In 1986, when the hospital discharged him, he realized, he had no place to go, and Mary Jane loved him enough to 

take him home to her house, after he had been operated on for colon, lung, bladder and rectal cancer, knowing they 

said, he only had a few months to live. She got him bak on his fet, and working t his old job, doing drawings for the 

compay he used to work for, and she gave him such wonderful care that he lived with her,  for another year and a half.  

I can’t begin to praise her enough for all did for Sonny, because like she said , she loved him and she wanted him to 

die in her arms, and not all alone in a nursing home or hospital, because that was the kind of person she was, 

compassionate and loving, when he needed it the most.  

 

                                                              *              *              *         

                                                   

It’s funny the things you remember,  I can still see my father standing in the kitchen, and he’d  put his head back and 

drink a half a quart of whiskey right out of the bottle. Anna had to go to the liquaor store every day, and get it for him, 

and  every morning he drank half before he went to work and the other half, when he came home, and he did this,, for 

years and years. He only ate one meal a day, at night and would spent his lunch hour in a bar near where he worked. 

When he came home from work, before he went upstairs, he went in the bar and had a few more drinks. 

We had an icebox, not a refrigerator, and Anna went shopping every day. . She didn’t have to go far because could buy 

everything she needed in the stores that were on our block. The drug store was on the corner of 134the, then the 
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vegetable store, the stoop to 1504,  the saloon ,the meat market, our stoop at 1508, the candy store, the tailor and 

cleaners, the stoop to 1512,  the barber shop, first there was Coyne’s grocery store, then we had O’Rourke’s grocery 

store, and the liquor store was on the corner of 135th. Anna went shopping with her big black pocketbook in one hand, 

and a  black oilcloth shopping bag in her other hand.  

She’d stop to gossip with the women on the stoop,  so she could hear the latest gossip first. Tthen she’d go the candy 

store and get two packs of Camels for Daddy, and up the block to the liquor store, to get a quart of whiskey, and back 

down to O’Rourke’s, to buy nine bottles of beer and what she needed for dinner, and get some meat at the butcher 

shop.   

Saturdays she had to double up, and bring two shopping bags, because all the stores were closed on Sunday. Momma 

always reminded Anna, ‘Don’t you ever use any of my money to buy Tom his whiskey, beer or cigarettes.”  I never 

could figure out, why Daddy never gave Momma any money towards the rent and food. Yet, we had to when we 

worked,  We ‘had to give Momma our entire pay every week, and we only had money for carfare and we brought our 

lunch with us. 

In 1940, Momma bought an electric refrigerator from Sears, with some of  the money Mrs. Hardon left her in her will.  

Daddy had Anna put as many bottles of beer in it as she could get on the shelves, because he wanted ice cold beer, and 

he drank his whiskey and nine bottles of beer, every single night without fail.. It is hard to believe, that he demanded 

and got ‘steak’ almost every night, but we never got steak! Once a week, Anna would make a roasted chicken, and one 

half was for him, and the other half was divided between the three of us, so we each got one piece. We got meat loaf 

with lots of bread and onions in it, while Daddy ate his steak with two boiled peeled potatoes, that Anna peeled and up 

and she would drizzle the fat from the pan over them for him. He would demandthat  his dinner plate be heated in the 

oven, and Anna had to have it so hot, she would put two towels under it so she could carried it in to him and he’d even 

check to see if it was good and hot, before he’d let her set it on the newspaper in front of him  

I don’t remember him ever saying, ‘thank you’ to Anna for what she did, but then,  I never heard him say ’thank you’ 

to anyone. That was what he expected and demanded and he got it, because everyone was so scared of him.  

 

THE EMPTY NEST ON AMSTERDAM 

 

By 1954, the three of us were all married and had children.  Momma had left Judith Garden and had her own flower 

shop in Valley Stream, Long Island, with an apartment in the back, and had no reason to go home.  Daddy lived in the 

apartment and Momma paid the rent and gave Anna money for the food, electric and the telephone. Anna enjoyed 

going around the corner to visit Mary Jane and she would always bring along her own lunch. She loved Mary Jane, 

becase she wa only three years old when Anna came to us, and now that Mary Jane had  her own children, it gave her 

great pleasure to be with them and let Mary Jane do her shopping.  

One morning, the pharmacist was standing outside the corner drug store, smoking a cigarette when he noticed Daddy 

was trying to get on the bus to go work, like he usually did. He could see the people gettingon with him, were 

snickering and  laughing, and he looked and saw he was in his long johns and the back panel was hanging down, and 

ran over to him. 

He knew our family for years, and when he saw he kept arguing with the bus driver, heknew something was wrong 

with him. The bus driver was yelling at him, “Look here mister, you get off my bus and go home and put some clothes 

on. You’re not gettin’ on my bus in your underwear !”  

Daddy refused to get off. By then the pharmacist was leading him down the steps telling the bus driver, “I’ll take care 

of  him.” He managed to coax him to go sit in the drug store, and he had to push their way through the crowd of people 

who were laughing at him. 

He got him sit in a chair, he hurried to the back and called the police. They were there in no time,, and then an 

ambulance pulled up at the corner. The policemen tried to talk Daddy into getting in the ambulance, but he wouldn’t 

go. He started to swing at them and became so enraged and was fist-fighting with the cops, whn they tired to subdue 

him, he was so strong it took three cops and the ambulance driver to get him into a straight-jacket, so they could get 

him in the amublance. 
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The pharmacist expained to the cops , he knew Daddy for years and that he was an alcoholic, and lived up the block. 

He stepped outside and showed them and told them, they should speak to Anna, that she was in apartment 23.”  

They  knocked at the door and when Anna saw the officers standing there, she knew something terrible happened. She 

invited them in and they expained what Daddy did. They took down some information and asked if he was a veteran 

and she told them, “Yes. he was in the Navy four years during WWI” Annd got so nervous, that she told them they 

should speak to the ‘Mrs.’ and told them the number and showed them where the phone was. They called Momma in 

her shop in Valley Stream and let her know what he did and he was taken to the Presbyterian Medical Center. 

Momma thanked them, and she said she would be there, and called Bob Johnson to take her.She knew how to go, but 

he didn’t He was twenty-five then, and she helped him find the hway  to the Medical Center, only to find out, he had 

been transferred to the Veteran’s Hospital over in the Bronx, because he was so out of control. They drove there and 

finally found what section he was in. Bob waited outside, while Momma went in to see Daddy. She was shocked to 

find him with his hands and feet tied to the bed. When she asked, “How are you doing?” He was in a such an agitated 

state  he screamed at her “Who the hell are you? What do you want?”  

Momma laughed, she figured they had given him something to calm him down, and assumed  he’d be going home that 

da7. That was until the doctor walked in with his chart and asked her to sit down. so he could explain to her why  

Daddy could not go home, that he had serious mental problem and they were sending him to the Veteran’s Mental 

Hospital, in Kings Park, Long Isand.   

Momma heard what he was telling her, but she couldn’t believe Daddy was being sent to a mental hospital?  The 

doctor suggested she wait a couple of days before she went to see him, since they were going to be doing a lot tests on 

him, and she’d sit and wait, maybe for hours.  

I never could understand why Momma was upset about Daddy being put in a Mental Hospital, but it certainly 

answered a lot of questions for me. We were living in Wantagh then, and I had two children, and Momma would come 

to our house, and we’d go together,  to see Daddy in  to Kings Park,  near Smithtown, on Route 25A, The first time we 

went there, we were so confused because there were so many  buildings, that we didn’t know how  to find where 

Daddy was. But, there were plenty of signs, and we followed them and they brought us to where we had to go. 

Momma met with the doctors and they explained that Daddy’s long term drinking had done this  his brain, and there 

was nothing that could be done for him, and he had to stay there. 

The Veteran’s Mental Hospital was on acres and acres of beautiful land, with rolling green  lawns and flowers 

everywhere. We were surprised how many veterans lived there, young and old, were walking around. And there were 

so many big old red brick buildings, with paths and huge sprawling shade trees and benches everywere for the 

veterans, or for those who came to visit the patients. And  so many of them just sat there, staring straight ahead, while 

others were looking out at  the spectacular view of Long Island Sound. feeding the gulls. 

In the 1800’s, all that beautiful  property that is on the Long Island Sound thatoverlooks Connecticut, and it was 

purchased by Kings County, in Brooklyn and they bought acres  and acres of the land  It was considered to be ‘way 

out’ on Long Island, and fa r away from Brooklyn, was  originally built by Kings County, they would have a place to 

send their mentally insane. 

They didn’t realize then, how valuble that’ land’  would become in the next hundred years. Now it  was deserted and 

empty and all those old red brick buildings are waiting to be sold and demolished, when the highest bidder comes 

along.. The old bricks will be hauled away and sold and used again,  and all those buildings be will be replaced with 

expensive condominiums and houses, because that is progress and life goes on.    

We noticed how some of the men were allowed to walk around, while others sat on a bench, looking out at the water, 

and some just sat there, staring off into space. I went with Momma when the doctor asked her to step in his office. He 

closed the door and had.Momma sit down, so he could explain what was going on with Daddy. He said, when he asked 

him, if he knew where he was, and what year it was,  Daddy told him, it was 1919, that just got out of the navy last 

year, after and was now manager of the James Butler’s store in New Rochelle New York. When he questioned him if 

he had ever been married or had any children!” H shook his head and tod him. “No, he was still single.” Momma 

started to cry, and asked. “Is he going to get any better?” He shook his head, “No.  I doubt very much  he will ever 
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regain that part of his memory.”  

For the next seven years, Momma went to see him. He still didn’t know who she was. Yet Momma continued to go see 

him. When he got her car and driving license, I didn’t go anymore, why would I want go see him, after the way he 

treated us?  Yet,  Momma would bring  him new pants and shirts, and he’d look at them, and thank her like she was a 

stranger. Sonny wouldgo with Momma, and he would stop off in Kings Park and buy him  ice cream and ginger ale. 

He enjoyed it, but he never liked ice cream or soda when he lived at home.  

Around the end of April in 1961, the doctor called  Momma to let her know, they had discovered an egg-shaped lump 

under Daddy’s jaw. He was going to be operated on in a Brooklyn Hosptial and it iturned out to be cancerous and it 

had metastasized and invaded  his vital organs. In not time, he was up and walking around in the hospital, and seemed 

fine when Sonny went to see him, and the following week,  Daddy died suddenly on May 19, 1961 and  May 25th he 

would have been 65.Yet,  Uncle Mick in Ireland, lived to be a hundred and two and was still healthy, axcept  he was a 

little hard of hearing. 

 

1931 … MOMMA AND MRS. HARDON                                                            

When Momma was working part-time for the Scientific School of Cooking, she was at Mrs. Henry Hardon’s 

apartment,  like she did almost every week, and while she preparing a fancy lunch for her guests, she happened to ask 

her “Would you consider working for us full time?” Momma let her know she cwould consider it, then she explained 

to her,  that they lived six months of the year at their home in Wilton, Connecticut, and it would mean she would have 

to spend the summers away from her family.”     

Momma had to think about it. She didn’t know whether to accept the job or not, if she had to go to their home in 

Connecticut. because it would meant she wouldn’t see us for weeks at a time. Mrs Hardon assured her, it would be a 

very easy job since they had an  English couple that lived in the house year round and that  the Hills had been with 

them for years. Mary was their cook and Chris was their chauffeur and every couple of  years, they liked to go back 

home to England for six months to be with their relatives. 

Momma thought it over and decided maybe she should because she wanted to get a full timejob and she liked Mr. and 

Mrs. Hardon,  since she been doing luncheons and dinners for them, for quite some time,  being  they entertained a lot 

when they were in the city.. She took the job, with the understanding, she had to find a responsible woman to live in 

the house and take care of her three small children.  Mrs. Hardon understood, and she assured her, “If there should 

ever be a family emergency while you are in Wilton, Chris would drive you  home immediately.”   

Two weeks went by and Momma could not find anyone that she wanted to take care of us.  

      A neighbor suggested she  inquire at Catholic Charities, they might help her, because a lot of wealthy people had 

to let most of their help go, after the crash on Wall Street, and especially the maids. Catholic Chairties was trying to 

find jobs to help these women to find a place to live. Momma went to Catholic Charities, and it was there she found 

Anna. 

                                          

Mr. Henry W. Hardon, was a Professor of Law at Harvard, and at Coumbia University, before Momma worked for 

them. He was an older man  and was head of the Immigration Department in the city, when she worked there.   

Both Mr. and Mrs. .Hardon enjoyed spending time in  their home in Connecticut, they stayed as often as they could, 

and on Monday mornings, Chris would drive Mr. Hardon into the city, and instead of staying at their apartment during 

the week, he stayed at a posh gentlemen’s club he belonged to. Then on Friday afternoons, Chris would come and 

drive him back to Wilton.  
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TOP L,  House in Wilton, 1911 R in 1938,  

MIDDLE L, Rose, Norman Legge and Cookie-Martin Ficke R. Momma, Rose and Mary Jane              

MIDDLE.Rose and Mary Jane  standing in the garden.    

BOTTOM L, Momma at Aunt Vina’s  R, Mary Jane, Mary Hill and Rose at Mrs. Hardon’s 

 

 

When Mr.and Mrs. Hardon stayed at their apartment in the city, 137 East 66th Street,  they left their car in Wilton. 

When they were going some place. they would call down to the doorman, and he would have a taxi waiting them.. 

They entertained a lot of important guests, being Mr.Hardon was head of the Immigration Department and Momma 

felt very honored she got to meet so many of them, when she worked there. She was especially proud, during the 

Thirties,  that she got to meet President Franklin Delano Roosevelt and Prime Minister Churchill, when they were 

there for dinner. And Katherine Hepburn came to.a luncheon Mrs.Hardon had one day, and when she walked in, the 

ladies admired the big round red straw hat she was wearing, and she never fogot her charming, smiling face, when she 

read poetry from a book she brought along with her/ Momma said the women were fascinated listening to her  read a 

poem and they clapped and clapped.. 

In their living room was a full size grand piano and Mrs.Hardon often had famous pianists play for her guests,  and she 

also paid musicians to come and play for their guests, whl they wer having lunch.. It was the Depression and a time 

when most performers were having a hard time to find work, and Mrs.Hardon did her best to help them. Being she was 

involved with the Cultural Arts and different charity orgaizations, and she was on the board of several museums, like 

the Hayden Planetarium, the Fifth Avenue Library, Museum of Natural History, and Museum of Art   

Mrs. Cora Burr Hardon, was a very kind and sweet lady, with pure white hair and soft waves and it was combed back 

and twisted into a neat bun at the nape of her neck and she always wore a fine net over her hair. No matter what time 

of the day it was, Mrs. Hardon wore soft pastel colors and always a matching velvet band around her neck, that 

snapped in the back that  Momma would make for her, and she would tell us,  ‘It’s to hide the wrinkles in her neck.”   

When we were in Wilton, Mrs. Hardon liked to take us with her when she went shopping in Norwalk. We went in and 

out of the stores and the5 & 10  with her  and we’d have lunch in a lovely nearby restaurant, while Chris waited in the 

car, he would read a book. 

When Mr. Hardon passed away at 86,  it was a very painful time for Mrs. Hardon because they tenjoyed one another’s 

company so much. While she mourned his passing, she preferred not to see anyone for a long time. especially when 

she was in Wilton. because  he loved spending his days there, and she had to learn to get on with her life, without him. 

Some week-ends she would send Chris to get us, and bring us to Wilton. Then it got to be more often, we’d come 

home from school on a Friday afternoon, and find Chris waiting in the car, ready  to take us to Wilton, and we liked 

going up there, we had made nice friend s and we could be with Momma. 

In the summer, when we were there, Mrs.Hardon would  have us sit in her beautiful library and she would read us 

wonderful stories. And Monday morning, we were up early, and Chris would bring us home, on time for school. Mrs. 

Hardon would  invite us to spend our entire summer there, but we only stayed two weeks. We liked  being there with 

Momma but it was a different kind of life for us when we were there, because Mary the cook would keep reminding 

us, “Don’t laugh so loud, and make sure you walk quietly, when you walk down the hall”, And if Mrs. Hardon was 

taking her afternoon nap, we had to talk in a whisper, but it was the same thing, whether we were having breakfast, 

lunch or dinner, we were always hearing ‘Shh…be quiet.’  

It was no place for children, we needed to play and run around. And as good as Mrs.Hardon was to us, we were always 

glad to go home. In the beginning we liked the idea we could wear our good dresses and put on our patent leather 

shoes everyday.  But. we couldn’t go outside and play with them on, because it seemed  there was always company 

coming amd we ‘had to look nice’.  We resented that we were not allowed to do this or that and all w could do, was sit 

outside at a table in the yard and  play checkers or cards with Chris, or Norman and Cookie when they came over.,  
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and it was no fun to play cards with Chris, because he liked to let us win. 

Sometimes I’d go upstairs and sit in the screened-in porch and write letters to my friends. It was outside the lovely 

bedroom where Mary Jane and I slept and Sonny was in the next room, but Momma, Chris and Mary werein a 

different section of the house..  The rooms we stayed in, used to be  the grandchildren’s, but they were married, and 

living in different states, so they rarely saw their. ‘Dearma’, is what they called her.  Mrs. Hardon liked for  us to sit in 

the library, in front of the fireplace and she would sit in her Queen Anne’s chair and she loved to  read to us. And there 

were times she would open the French doors. And sometimes, we’d go outside with her in the dark, and she’d have us 

sit on the garden benches, by the fishponds and she would test us to see, if we remembered the names of the stars she 

showed us the night before.  

 
Norman Legge, was a good friend of ours,. He was the minister’s son, and he lived next door He often came with his 

good friend, Martin Ficke, and want to play a game of soft ball. Sonny was allowed to play with them, but Mary Jane 

and I could only watch, but they had play away from the house, in a big empty field in back of Mrs. Hardon’s 

property.  Before they could play, Mrs. Hardon would call her neighbor first and ask his permission, if we could go 

back there and play. He would laugh and tell her, “Of course, Cora, let them enjoy themselves.”  

 

Naturally, we were far happier being at Aunt Vina’s, .where we could take off our shoes and socks and run around  in 

our bare feet and we could sing as loud as we wanted to, and not have to hear,  “ Shh, you must learn to be quiet when 

you are here.”     

 

Every year we looked forward to Easter.  It meant, winter was over. It didn’t matter how cold it was,  we wore our new 

white socks and new  patent leather shoes, and put on our organdy dresses on that Momma made us. Best of all,  we 

didn’t have to wear any more heavy sweaters or winter clothes We hated the ugly brown shoes with laces on them, we 

had to wear to  school and the ugly thick coffee-colored cotton stockings. We didn’t have fancy garters to hold them 

up, we used thick rubber bands we bought in the candy store and they would cut off the circulation in our legs, and we 

always had painful red rings around the top of our legs that really hurt. 

 

It could be snowing on Easter morning, and we would rather shiver and shake, than have to wear long white cotton 

stockings. We’d put on our navy blue coats with big pearl buttons, and stand in front of Momma’s three-way mirror in 

her bedroom,  and put on our big round yellow straw hats and with an elastic band under our chin, so it wouldn’t blow 

away. We wore the same hats every year, except we had new wide new French, navy blue velvet ribbons Momma 

would sew on them, and  clip the ends with an upside down ‘V’  On our way to church, while we were walking down 

Amsterdam, we loved the long velvet streamers that hung down our backs, and the navy blue serge coats Momma 

made ys with the big white shiny pearl buttons, and white linen collar and cuffs she had crocheted lace on the edges. 

Momma never saw dressed up on Easter morning, because she always had to work, but she would see us when she 

came home in the afternoon.    

 

We had communion at mass, and look forward to having bacon or sausages snf eggs, eith toast and jam that Anna 

made got ud, only on Sunday, but on school days we had oatmeal every morning,  with brown sugar eih a lump of 

butter in the middle of it. Anna would tied a big long linen towel around our necks, when we had pancakes and syrup, 

because she didn’t want Momma to holler at us, in case we dripped some of the syrup on the front of our dresses. 

When she came home, we went downstairs and she took several pictures of us all dressed up in our new clothes, to  

send to Ireland and to Aunt Vine.. but we always had to go looking for Sonny, then  he had to comb his hair and 

sometimes Momma had to send him back upstairs to put a clean shirt on and warned him make sure he tucked it in 

where it belonged. 

       Every Easter we went to Aunt Rose’s for dinner. We got  on the trolley that went down Third Avenue, and gpt off 

at 82nd Street, and walked over to Second Avenue. We loved having dinner at her house, because they had big platters 
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of food on the table, compared to what we had at home.   Momma liked to show off the pretty dresses she made us, 

and  Aunt Rose would look at them and would compliment her how beautiful they were, and she really meant it, 

because she was facinated by what Momma was able to do.  It was so nice how they got along, because they liked each 

other, and had so much to talk about.  

 Aunt Rose and Uncle Barney had five children, four girls and one boy, and they lived in railroad flat in the front. The 

rooms were like a train, you walked through all the rooms, to get to the front parlor. There was a separate door to go in 

the parlor, in the hall but everyone used the kitchen door at the head of the stairs. The middle rooms had windows, that 

looked into a big open shaft where some sunlight came through, and  the  parlor had a tall narrow window on each side 

of a small gas fireplace.When we sat in the parlor, we could look out the front window sand see the people in the trains 

going by,  because the tracks were on the same level as their apartment. The people would be stretching their necks, 

and looking in the windows as they went by. The trains were so noisy, rattling back and forth on the tracks, that you 

couldn’t hear what anyone was saying, until they were gone . 

When we went to Aunt Mary’s in Brooklyn, and it seemed so long to go there the B’way/Seventh Avenue subway. We 

got off at Borough Hall, and walked several blocks,.that had very narrow street, where one car at a time could go 

through. Aunt Mary and Uncle Barney, (Daddy’s older brother) owned a three story brick house with a big yard with 

flowers and bushes. Most of the yard was concrete, and we played ball there with their children, while Aunt Mary and 

Momma  talked or they would take us for a walk so we could see the Statue of Liberty.  

On Sundays, when Momma came home, we preferred to go hiking than go visiting relatives, and we be sitting there all 

dressed up. We didn’t mind putting on old clothes, even if it was Sunday. We’d hang up our dresses and putaway our 

patent leather shoes back in the box and put on our old shoes so we could go with Momma. We walked down the 135th 

Street hill,  to Broadway, to get to the 137th Street subway station. Being it was Sunday, I’d be hoping no one I knew, 

would see in my old clothes because everyone in the neighborhood was all dressed up.  

 

After Mass, the mothers and fathers were all dressed up, and they take a walk with their children, and before they left, 

the mother put a big roast in the oven and let it cook while they were gone. They’d walk up around around City 

College, and watch a baseball or a football game that was going on at the college, while dinner was cooking.and it 

would be ready by the time they got back home.  And every Sunday, Momma would spend an hour to come home on 

the trolley, and after she made herself a fresh cup of coffee, While Momma relaxed and had her coffee, we would be 

pacing back and forth in the hall, not saying a word, but we’d  be wishing she would hurry up and because we wanted 

to get going. We never stopped to think that Sunday afternoons were Momma’s time off, and she should be resting 

with her feet up, and she was taking us hiking up the Palisades in New Jersey or we were going to get on the ferry and 

go to Staten Island, where there were big open fields where she would make a fire and we could cook our 

meat.Sometimes, then she’d take us on the  subway and we’d go to Van Cortlandt Park, up on 242nd Street and ‘we’d 

bring bags of food and  go hiking. If we went to the Bronx Zoo, Momma she would give us  money to buy a box of 

“CRACKER JACK’  and when we opened it, we were more interested in digging down in the sugar coated popcorn, to 

see what we got as a prize.  

. 

.When we went to Aunt Rose’s house, we took the trolley at the corner, and we went down Third Avenue, and got off 

at 82nd Street, and we walked a block east over  to Second Avenue.  

. ROSE MARY JANE, AND SONNY, DADDY IN FRONT OF OUR CANDY STORE  

Note” on the window, lower right side,  the name … ‘Thomas Mc Arow’. 
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1931 … Rose, Communion Day..top           L .   
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1930 … Mary Jane. Rose and Sonny upper R   

1937 … Bottom .. Rose and Mary Jane in park  

1938 … Daddy in our Candy Store with Buddy McCarthy                        

1934 …  Rose with neighbor’s children on 136th Street, Sonny on little boy’s tricycle 

 

 

 

When we would be walking along a road in Staten Island, swinging the bags the food back and forth, we’d be singing our hearts 

out while Momma looked for an empty field away from any of the houses. When she found a field she liked, she would spread 

the blanket out, and we would run around and collect as many pieces of wood as we could find, so Momma could start a fire. She 

kept matches in her pocketbook and she lit the fire, and in no time we had a roaring fire going. Momma never ceased to amazed 

us how clever she was because she could do so many things that none of the other mothers could do.  

 

 Momma would take out her pocket knife and sharpen the ends of long branches one for each of us and and skin them so she 

could  shove a piece of cut-up  meat on it, and hand it to us so we could have the thrill of cooking our own meat over the open 

fire. We didn’t mind if we burnt  the meat, we would wait our turn while Momma  pushed that sizzling piece of meant onto a soft 

slice of  Silvercup bread, an dit would taste so delicious and good as black as it was, we thought  nothing tasted as good as that 

meat did.cooked over a fire, Those were such happy days, being with Momma and cooking over an open fire.   

 

Monday mornings, we were so popular,when we walked down the block to go to school because our friends would crowd around  

us and want to hear where Momma took us and they wanted to hear what we did, and some of the boys asked,  “Do you think … 

your mother would let me go the next time she takes you hiking?”  

 

Momma let them come, but only if their mothers told her, they could, she did not take their word for it. We didn’t always go 

hiking, sometimes we’d go to a museum or to Central Park, they had a zoo and we’d go to the Bronx Zoo. When we were getting 

ready to get on the trolley. Momma would find out, if their mothers gave them any money for carfare, and if they didn’t.  not to 

embarrass them, she would give all of us a nickel, so we could drop itin the glass box and watch it spin around, and fall down in a 

hole and disappear, then we would all want to sit with Momma. 

 

When we were taking the subway, we walked down to Broaway and up to 137th Street to the downtown side, and we woul try and 

put our nickel into the brass slot and Momma had to push the heavy wooden turn-style, so we could  get on the other side. 

Everytime we went there, Momma would preach to us, “Don’t go near the edge of the platform, in case you fall down on the 

tracks.”  She would hold our hands while we waited for the train, and when we’d hear the loud ‘whosshhhh’ we knew the train 

was coming, because there would be strong gush wind coming in front of it, that caused the dust and dirt to fly all around, so that 

we had to turn around, so it wouldn’t get in our eyes. Then the doors parted in the middle and slid into a pocket, and seeing how 

everyone was pushing and shoving,  trying to get in at the same time, Momma checked to see if Sonny was still with us, and 

would try to find seats. so we could sit together. The seats on the subways and on the trolley cars were made of the same shiny 

yellow cane, that were vry slippery but they wore very well.  

 

The seats on the el and on the subway were one continuous seat on each side of the train and it, was very slippery for children to 

sit on them. The poles in the middle were for people to hang on to, because during rush hour because  everyone was packed in so 

tight and over head were rows of leather straps hanging down, so people to hang on to them. The subways would be so crowded, 

you couldn’t get another person in, there was always someone trying to squeeze in, before the door closed. 

 

We were rarely home on Sunday afternoons, unless it was raining and then we would be so disappointed, having to wait all week 

for Momma to take us somewhere.Momma was real happy. It gave her a chance to go through some of the boxes in Anna’s room, 

the room she liked to refer to as ‘her ’spare room’, and it was in there that poor dear sweet was Anna slept, with boxes, piled so 

high they touched the ceiling and blocked the only window she had there, and Anna never complained.   
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Momma  never threw anything away., dhe would tell us, she needed everything that was in those boxes, her art supplies and  

different colors of crepe paper she.liked to make flowers with, and boxes upon boxes of remnants,  neatly folded with a piece of 

paper stuck in the fold, saying how many yards and what she intended to do with it. She had two boxes of our baby clothes, and 

we knew she would never part with them, because they held so many memories for Momma.   

 

There was one big box, 3’X3’ that sat on the bottom. It had dirty old lace curtains in it and it moved with us every time we 

moved, ever since I was little. Momma had a few boxes she put clothes in to bring her family when we went every summer, and 

clothes we had out-grown, or were too big for either of us, that someone gave us.And she’d collect warm clothes for them, in the 

different thrift shops and being it was during the Depression, Aunt Vina was only too glad to get them, because she knew  

whatever they didn’t want, there were lots of people in their church that could use them. 

 

In the summer wen went for two weeks to Wilton, because Mrs. Hardon insisted we spend time with Momma and she would 

invited us to stay laonger, but we couldn’t wait to go to Aunt Vina’s..  

Mr. Hardon liked staying in  house in the country,  and  spent as much time as he could in Wilton, and on Monday mornings, 

Chris drove him to the city and he’d stay at a gentlemen’s club that he belonged to and Friday afternoons, Chris would be there to 

pick him up.  

 

When the Hardon’s were in the city, they entertained often and had some very important guests come to dinner at their apartment 

at 137 East 66th Street.  President Roosevelt and Prime Minister Churchill, had dinner there and Momma was so excited that she 

got to meet them.  

 

Mrs. Cora Burr Hardon, was a very sweet lady and she was very good to us. When she was in the city, she was involved with 

several charities and was on the Board of the Museum of Natural History, the Planetarium, and the Museum of Art. Mrs. Hardon 

liked to take me with her and she would call the doorman to have a taxi waiting,  when we went downstairs.  It was usually 

always a Saturday morning,  we went to the museum and then they would have a meeting. 

 

I’d sit there listening to them talking,  then we had lunch with several of her lady friends, or she would take a taxi and we’d go to 

a French restaurant nearby. Mrs. Hardon would read the menu to me, and tell me what they had, and she  would order everything 

in French for us..Mrs. Hardon was in her eighties, but we enjoyed being with her. She would take us to the movies in a taxi and 

we’d go to Loew’s  on 72nd Street an Third Avenue. She’d  sit with us, and enjoyed  seing the children’s movies and. I remember  

she took us in a taxi to see”Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn.” Mrs. Hardon  had a library in the city, and one  in Wilton, and it  

had a fireplace, She would have us sit in there and read us fascinating children stories and in the summer she would have us sit in 

the garden in the dark and ask us look up at the stars and tell us their names and we had to remember the names, Sonny  did, but 

Mary Jane and I could never remember the names of the stars.                                                                           

 

                                                                 *              *              * 

 

Aunt Rose was the oldest girl in her family, and she was the first one to come to America, then she worked and paid for her sister 

Flo,and her three brothers, Barney, Mick and Daddy and another brother, to come over, and she  sponsored them when they 

arrived.  Momma was very fond of  Aunt Rose,, and it was amazng how well they always got along, When we went to their 

house, Momma made sure we wore the fancy organdy dresses she made us with rows of lace around the collars and sleeves, and 

our petticoats were stiff with rows of ruffles, that stuck out from underneath the dresses. Momma was so proud of us. Sometimes, 

we felt akward wearing such fancy dresses in our neighborhood, because none of the other girls had dresses like ours. Yet,  the 

mothers always complimented us on how we looked, when we had something new on that Momma made. They would  turn us 

around, and go ‘ooh and aah’ and finger the material  that she made the dresses with and we’d run off,  because it didn’t impress 

us, because Momma always made our clothes since we were little. 

 

New Year’s Day, was when families would visit family and friends to wish them “Happy New Year.” They’d go from house to 

house, stay a while and  moved on so they could meet and greet the next one.  Momma always tried to get hat day off, and we’d 

go with her. There was always someone home that when they opened the door.they would greet you and welcome you in. The 

men were offered a glass of brandy and the women a cup of tea, served in their very best china  along with a slice of rum soaked 

fruitcake. But, fruitcake was something we did not like. We’d smile and politely ask, “Would it be alright if we had some of the 
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Christmas cookies instead of that fruitcake?” They would glad to give us cookies, and save the fruitcake. 

  

A week didn’t go by that Aunt Vina and Momma didn’t write one another. Again and again,  and Momma would aski her to 

come visit us, because  she had  a railroad pass and she could go anywhere she wanted, because Uncle Henry worked for them. 

She would write back that she would like to come, but she was afraid because she reads in the Towanda Daily.about what goes on 

in New York City, that every day people get robbed and murdered and she did not want that to happen to her. Momma tried to 

convince her, those kind of things  never happened where we lived, it only happens downtown where people have a lot of 

money... But, no matter what Momma said, she could not change her mind, and that hurt  Momma there had never been a robbery 

in our neighborhood, but, no matter what she said,  she could not convince her to come.  

Momma usually planned where we would go on Sunday afternoons, but sometimes she would give us a choice to go to a museum 

or the Bronx or Central Park Zoo. And if we wanted to go hiking, we liked going to Staten Island, because we loved hiking up 

and down the hills. 

 

When Momma came home, Anna would leave for her afternoon off.  Somehow, down through the years, Momma only tolerated 

Anna, and she for some reason she was very rude to her. I think maybe Momma was jealous of the affection we had for Anna, but 

why wouldn’t we?  Momma knew we loved amd missed her and  she had to realize Anna was there with us every day, year after 

year. when we were sick and when we cried,  Momma was only home with us a couple of hours on Sundays. Sometimes we 

didn’t see her for weeks at a time when she was working for the Hardon’s she was in  Wilton, Connecticut 6 months of the year,  

from 1931 to 1939. Then she went to work  for Mrs. Kolman,  and then Judith Garden, shewas away the entire summer at  Lake 

Placid, for 11 years, from 1944  til 1954.  

 

Momma would find fault with the way Anna did things and she would holler at her and make Anna cry, because of the unkind 

things she would say to her, instead of appreciating what she did for us. Anna never hollered at us, or hit us. All she had to do 

was, ‘Tssk, Tssk’ and shake her head and that was all she had to do, bit she never bad a problem with any of us.      

As soon as Anna left, Momma went in the kitchen and made a pot of coffee in the glass  SILEX pot she kept on the top shelf, 

because she was the only one that drank coffee. When the water boiled in the bottom of the glass pot, it vacuumed the water up 

into the top glass ball,  and it brewed the coffee, then slowly let it drip back down into the pot on the bottom. Momma never let 

Anna make her coffee, because, she said ……it tasted like dishwater. While Momma enjoyed  her coffee, we’d be pacing back 

and forth, in the hall wishing she would hurry up and  get going. 

We were too young to realize those Sunday afternoons were Momma’s time off and she should be resting, not taking us hiking up 

and down hills. We’d walk down to the 125th Street ferry and go to New Jersey, and hike up the Palisades. Or take the subway 

and get on the  Staten Island ferry We preferred going to  we got off, we walked up a hill and kept walking until we found a big 

open field where the houses were far apart, of course, it was nothing  like it is today.  

Momma would bring raw lamb or beef, cut up in little pieces so we could cook it over the fire. We took turns carrying the bags of 

food, and we would be singing as we walked up and down the hills, while Momma kept her eye out, for a spot where we could 

make a fire. 

 

Before we’d get on the trolley, Momma gave us each a nickel and we’d stand in line with the other people and wait our turn to 

throw our nickle in and we had to wait to see it go round and round in glass hopper and see it disappear down a hole with all the 

other nickels  We would sit near one another so we could tell Momma what went on in our house and downstairs. and as boring 

as it must have been  she let us talk,, and she’d sit there nodding and smiling at us. .  

 

I know Momma never realized how happy we were, when we could be with her, an dhold her hand. It felt like such a long time 

until we could be with her again, the following Sunday/ Those trips we took with her, we, aremembered them all our lives, and 

the times she let us  geton the Fifth Avenue double decker bus, and it  cost her a dime instead of a nickel on the trolley.. She 

couldn’t afford to do it too often, but it did make us feel special,  Especially, when it was warm out, and they would run the open 

top buses. We would  climb up themetal stairs and sit in the first row on top of the buss, and feel the breeze blowing on our face, 

as we wre going  down Riverside Drive, and looking at the Hudson River. 

 

We were young and never thought our lives would change We thought those days and trips would go on forever because for us, 

one day was like the day before  We never imagined that one day we would get married and leave Momma, and we would have 

children of our own. It took time for us to learn, that nothing ever stays the same. that life does goes on.. 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1156 

 

Growing up, we had a horrible life, having to live with Daddy, but we were very lucky in a lot of other ways. Unlike the kids on 

our block that never knew what it was to leave the city, or be on a farm, we went to AuntVina’s every summer. We were also 

invited to  spend a couple of weeks in the beautiful homes whereever Momma worked. We spend manyh a week end at Mrs. 

Hardon’s home in Wilton, and we often went to Lake Placid and when we wer there, we were treated like one of the family.   

 

When we were living on Amsterdam Avenue, it was a neighborhood where the mothers were not born in Amrican, and they were 

lwasy so good to us, they not only cared about their children, they cared about all the children. They’d watch to see what we were 

doing, that we didn’t’get in trouble. We lived  in the middle of Manhattan and there were so many interesting places where we 

could go for a nickel on the trolley or take the subway to the Bronx Park, Central Park, and if you asked for a transfer, youcould 

go uptown. downtown, eastside, westside,to  the Bronx, Queens or Brooklyn, for the same nickel and the paper transfer, except 

you couldn’t go to Staten Island with it, you had paid a nickel to get on the ferry.   

 

We lived ten blocks from the New Jersey ferry on 125th Street, and three blocks east of the Hudson River and two blocks east of 

Broadway between 134th and 135th Streets. So we were near the subway, trolley and Fifth Avenue bus, and we could go anywhere 

you wanted in New York City. No one moved away, unless you either got married or died, so we knew everyone in the 

neighborhood, even the relatives that came to visit. Some parents preferred to send their children to the public school, but we 

went to the Annunciation Girl’s School and were taught by the Sacred Heart nuns. The boys school and the Domincan convent 

was a separate building attached to the back of the church. Both schools belonged to the Annunciation Church, and that was 

where  we were Baptized, made Communuion and Confirmation.  

 

When I was older, my friends would ring the bell downstairs in the vestibule, and go back outside and look up at my window to 

see if I could go with them, to the park to play basket ball. We had gone to school together and graduated eigth grade and the four 

of us  went to Wadleigh High School together, Rita O’Shaughnessy was from 132nd Sreet,,  Kathleen Buckley.  133rd and Ellen 

Young lived down on 131st Street. Sometimes, we’d go roller skating, or we skipped rope in the middle of 134th , but  it was a 

narrow street. The boys would sit on the curb and give us a hard time because they wanted to play stick ball, because it was th 

eonly section that was flat,  tand fruthe down the block it became a steep hill that went down to Broadway.  

 

With my baby- sitting money, I would rent a  bike like my friends did and we’d  ride down along Riverside Drive, it was a 

beautiful place to ride our bikes in the afternoon or on a Saturday. We’d follow the winding paths in the park that followed the 

river, and the paths went for miles and miles. It was a wonderful feeling is to ride under those big sprawling trees that gave shade 

to the people sitting on the benches, and the benches were continuous with no breaks in between, snf  they went as far as the eye 

could see uptown and downtown.  

 

It didn’t feel like being in the middle of New York City. A huge stone wall separated the park from the Hudson River that was 

down below and the Westside Parkway  was down there too, it had been built during the Derpession in the mid Thirties. We often 

skated there, and passed Grant’s tomb, the famous Rockefeller Riverside Church and Columbia University, and were glad they 

had so many water fountains. A lot of people enjoyed sitting on the benches and enjoyed the view or read their newspapers  

 

Around Eighty-sixth street, there was a big outdoor roller skating rink that had music playing over the loud-speakers,  and there 

were young and old  people, single and partners, skating around and round and keeping in step with the music. It was so much 

fun, but it was forty blocks away, owe didn’t skate way down there too often.  We were never bored, we always planned to do 

something, we skated or rode the bikes, and sometimes we walked. We’d follow along that same park that followed the 

river,since it  had wide paths and benches and big shady trees all the way up to the George Washington Bridge. 

 

Mary Jane was three years younger than me, and she had her friends and their mothers included her wherever they went. Sonny 

was an altar boy and had to be at mass early every morning, and he  was there for Benediction on certain nights, but  he still had 

plenty of time to play baseball and basketball in the park. We could always pick Sonny out of thecrowd,, because he was the only 

boy that would havehis shirt hanging out, not in the front, but in the back.. 

 

It was an unwritten law in familes,that  you never discuss what goes on in your house with no one, not even your best friend, and 

we never did.  None of our friends had a horrible father like we had, and it used to bother me when I walked into one of my  

friend’s home, and see their mother in the kitchen, and hear them talking to one another n dthey’d all still down at the table and 
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ivite me. I  used toenvu them.and wished my Momma was home when I walked in the door. But, Momma didn’t comehome to 

live until I was nineteen, and by, that time  we were no longer,we were working and I was going to school at night... 

 

When we were growing up, he hated Sunday nights,  becauseMomma and Daddy would have another fight, and always over the 

same thing,  hi drinking and not giving Momma any money to run the house. Once they started yelling at one another, we would 

run in our rooms and stand behind the door and peek out through the crack, afraid that Daddy would  hit Momma. 

Today I can laugh how terribly brave Sonny was back then. He was only a young boy, and he  wanted to take care of  my sister 

and me girls and Momma. He’d look out through the crack in the door and get this real mean look on his face and tell us,“If 

Daddy dares to hit Momma I’m going out there and ’ I’ am going to beat him up! ‘We believed he would, we were that foolish to 

think that skinny little twelve year old boy, would go out there and beat Daddy up to save his Momma. 

  

Not many people knew what a cruel man, Daddy was and how he beat and punished us for reason other than he was drunk, night 

after night. ,Maybe  it made him feel like he was a big man, being he was in control of three young children? He would demand 

we stand in front of him and and we dared not move. He would order us to keep our hands down at our sides, and then he’d make 

us stay like that for a long time, and he’d sit down in his chair, and say  later on, ‘ he just wanted to see if we did what he said, 

when he said it.’ 

 

If we saw his head starting to go down, because we would watch him and think maybe … he was going to fall asleep. He’d hear 

us whispering and we’d see one eye open and he would sit there and terrorize us with this big stick he kept in the corner, he’d 

hold it in his hand, waiting for a reason  to whack us with it, if we didn’t do exactly what he said.  

 

 His eyes would be fire red and  he could hardly hold his head up, he had drank so much whiskey and when we’d see his head go 

down, down, down, and it ‘stayed’ down, we were hoping it meant he had really fallen asleep, and we’d take our chances and run 

and get in our beds and pull the covers up our heads, and pray he wouldn’t wake up and make us go back in the dining room and 

stand at attention again. No one realized then, Daddy’s was mind was going, and it was being destroyed because of all the whisky 

he had drank for years and years. He started drinking in the navy, and thirty years later, All that drinking  destroyed his mind.   

 

The days of  Prohibition was from 1919 until 1933 and it was against the law to sell or have liquor, but everyone  knew there was 

a‘speak-easy’. on just about every other block. All they had to do, was knock a certain way and the man inside would look out to 

see if he recognized the face and before he’d pull him in,  he would check to se if there were any cops lurking about.   

 

Saturday nights was when we took our baths, but for a couple of years we couldn’t use our bathtub, because of all the 

paraphernalia Daddy had in it, making  whiskey and beer.  Anna had to bring us in the kitchen and  give usour baths in the 

stationary tub where they washed clothes,. Anna had to hang a big tablecloth over the opening,  because we were afraid someone 

might walk in and see our naked bodies! We didn’t realize there was the kitchen window and everyone in  the back apartments 

could look in and see  our naked bodies.  

 

During the Twenties and the Thirties, a lot of  men were making their own whiskey and beer in the bathtub. It was illegal, but 

everyone was doing it. The hallways reeked from the same horrible smell of sour mash, because it was coming from inside the 

apartments. The smell was so repulsive that I have never forgotten it. Our bathtub was filled with copper coils, bags of charcoal, 

mash, and boxes of flat and round glass bottles, for beer and whiskey,  corks  and metal caps, and a gadget with a long handle, 

used to crimp the metal caps on the beer bottles. Every time Momma came home she’d see it, and get all upset and demand that 

Daddy get rid of it, that she didn’t want him making any more whiskey and beer in our house. He would argue with her, and try 

to stand up and tell her, “Don’t you  tell me what to do, because, I’m boss in this house, not you.”  Needless to say, what that did 

to Momma, instead of arguing  she’d leave early and go back downtown.   

 

In the winter, when we took our baths on Saturday nights, Anna put the gas oven on to warm up the kitchen., and helped us get 

up on a backless chair, and climb in the stationary tub. Mary Jane went first, because she was youngest and Anna washed her and 

her hair with Kirkman’s brown soap, and took a small pot and poured the soapy water over her to getl the soap off, and that 

brown soap would get in our eyes and burn us. . rincing.  

Anna towel-dried Mary Jane’s blonde hair with a warm towel she had hanging on the back of a chair in front of the oven, slon 

with her pajamas, so she wouldn’t get a chill. because she was always in and out of the hospital with double pneumonia. When 
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she was in her pajamas and in bed, I went in.  I washed and dried myself, but Anna insisted on towel-drying my hair so I 

wouldn’t catch a cold and I’d get in my warm flannel night gown and get under the heavy warm quilt Aunt Vina had made us. 

 

Every kitchen had a stationary tub whre the women did their wahing, no one oculd afford a wahign machine. It was two feet by 

two feet square, and slanted back to accommodate a washboard, making the bottom very narrow. It stood on four metal legs, 

about two feet off the floor and it was meant to scrub clothes up and down on a washboard, it was not meant to be used as a 

bathtub. Momma didn’t live at home, so she bathed where she worked, and Daddy and Anna never took a bath, so it didn’t matter 

to them we didn’t have our bathtub and  Momma wanted Anna to make sure we had a bath every Saturday night, so we would be 

nice and clean to go to church Sunday morning..  

 

The Prohibition law was repealed in 1933, but  Daddy continued to make whiskey and beer in the tub  for years.after.  Momma 

came home one  Sunday afternoon, and as Anna was leaving,she told her  Daddy was at a friend’s house playing cards. So 

Momma decided to go through every closet and drawer, and found all the whiskey he had. She lined the bottles up in the kitchen 

sink and pulled the corks out, and poured the whiskey down the drain, and she threw all the empty bottles down the dumbwaiter. 

She had a few more to go, when Daddy walked in and surrsied her. When he saw what she was doing, he went bezerk. His face 

turned beet red and he ran over and tried to wrench the bottles out of her hands, but she was faster than he  was, and she quick 

dumped the rest of the whiskey down the sink.  

 

What a fight they had over what she had done. Momma ended up crying and sobbing, and had let herself get so upset she was a 

wreck by the time she left t go back downtown. But, she knew the next day he would be back making more whiskey. It didn’t 

matter to him, what she said, he had the whole week to himself  to do what he pleased. He ate steak she paid for, so what did he 

care  she had to work to pay the rent and all the bills, he wasn’t going to give her any money, he needed it to make more whiskey 

and beer.   

When I look back on those days, and think of the heartaches that whiskey caused, it not only ruined his life, it ruined  Momma’s 

life and our lives too. And because of Daddy ‘s drinking, Momma was away from us for thirteen years, the most important years 

of our lives. 

 

I don’t know why they ever stayed married, when all they did was fight.  With all the tears Momma shed over Daddy’s drinking 

and gambling, what good did it do?.The only thing that ever mattered to him, was he had his quart of whiskey and nine bottles of 

beer every day.  Momma worked and was on her feet, from six in the morning, until late at night, and he was home drinking and 

betting ont the horses, and losing money playing cards with his ‘so called’ friends. 

 

Anna would see what Daddy’s friends would do when they played cards at our house on Saturday night. No wonder they came, 

he gave them all the whiskey they wanted and he’d get drunk and they take his money when he fell asleep.  As young as I was,, I 

remember seeing they had money all over the dining room table, because they got paid on Saturday and  then come and play 

cards.  

 

The dining room would be white with smoke from their cigars and cigarettes.  Anna complained to Momma, how they cleaned 

out our ice box and helped themselves to whatever they wanted, Momma didn’t say a word to Daddy about it. When Anna told 

her about the night Daddy passed out at the table and she saw two of  his friends men going  through his pant’s pockets and she 

saw them they take his money and they put back a few dollars, and left in a hurry.” All Momma said was, “There’s not a thing I 

can do about it.  He doesn’t believe anyh of his friends would do something that. Serves him right for bringing friends like that in 

the house!”  

 

                                                                *             *              *  

 

In 1940, I was fifteen and Momma was working for Mrs. Kolman by then. Momma and Daddy had just had another terrible fight 

and I found Momma on my bed, with her face buried in my pillow sobbing. I was so mad that I asked her, “Why do you put up 

with him and his drinking for?  Don’t you think it’s time you did something about it?” Momma sobbed all the louder, and I 

yelled, “Throw him out and don’t let him come back. It’s not fair we are stuck with a father like him .You’re not here, so how 

would you know what we go thought, with him always drunk. He thinks nothing of hitting Mary Jane and me whenever he feels 

like it,   
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Momma said quietly “You  don’t understand, I took a vow when I got married! I can’t put him out!”  

 

I interrupted her, “Momma! You forget we were there when Father  Costello came to our house  and I heard him tell you, you had 

to leave Daddy for the sake of the children,  and you argued with him then, that you couldn’t and you said the same thing then. 

Vow or no vow, Momma,  it does not give him the right to beat  an dhurt us the way he does.”  

 

Momma didn’t say another word. she got up went in the bathroom and washed her face and put on a bit lipstick. She sighed and 

took her pocketbook and kissed us good-bye and left She refused to discuss it with me again, and every Sunday night the two of 

them would fight and argue. It was no wonder we hated to have to go back home on Sundays,. after we had such a good time all 

day. It got worse,as time went by and  Momma would end up be sobbing and crying so hard, thatshe would hyper-ventilate and 

pass out on my bed, and, we would be standing there crying hysterically, thinking she was dead. 

 

Many a time, when one of the mothers had no money for food, until their husbands got paid  at the end of the week. They’d 

knock on our door and ask Momma, if they could borrow a dollar or two, knwoign she worked, and had no tidea that Daddy 

didn’t giver her any money, she would give it to them.  and they always ipaid her back, even it was in nickels and dimes in an 

envelope by the end of the week..It was no wonder, the women in the neighborhood admired ‘Mrs. Mc Arow’ when they would 

meet her on the street,  or  she walked by them  while they were on the stoop gossiping. They’d greet her with a nod and a big 

smile, but they knew Mrs.Mc Arow never stopped to gossip, it was something Momma would never  tolerate,  and yet, our Anna,. 

was the biggest gossiper in the neighborhood.  

 

The women  knew Momma was only home on Sunday nights. They would apologize that they were  disturbing her, an tell her 

that  one of their children was very sick.and burning up with a fever, and they didn’t have the money to callt the doctor, she 

would take some alcohol, and fill uptheir kitchen sink and add the alcphol and try to cool the baby down, If the baby wasn’t any 

better,  Momma would have them go downstairs and call the doctor from the candy store, and have him come to the house, and 

even it it was Sunday. She’d give them the two dollars to pay him , and Saturday they would give Anna a sealed envelope with 

the two dollars in it, to give to Momma..  

  

I remember the time the Maroney family had a big fire in their kitchen and when Momma heard about it, she stopped into see 

how Mrs. Maroney was doing. When she saw what the smoke had done to her kitchen and the terrible mess the [oor woman was 

in, and the way her children were covered with soot, Momma,  felt so bad for  them., even if it was Sunday, she went back to our 

house, got a pail, a mop and a big box ‘ Rinso’, and she washed  the walls down, and we had the three of us helping to clean her 

kitchen, and stuck the kids in the tub and washed them, while Mrs. Maroney, sat crying agout hr house and how kind Momma 

was.  

The following Sunday, we didn’t go anywhere, because Momma was spending the day, painting her kitchen  for her, a soft 

yellow. When she finished, she hung up a pair of pretty, yellow curtains with white polk-a-dots on them, that had made for her 

during the week. Mr. and Mrs. Maroney never got over what she did for them, He was a cop, and they spent the rest of her life, 

praising Momma, that there was not another woman in all of new York Citylike her they used to say. . More than seventy years 

have gone by since then,  and her children went to school with my sister and they stayed in touch with her  still talked about what 

Momma did for them.   

Some Sunday nights, after we had dinner  and Momma and Daddy were not fighting, she would drag me along with her  to go  

visit the elderly and sick people in our neighborhood.  

 

I still remember theirfaces and how happy they would be when they opened the door and saw Momma. I didn’t want to go in, but 

Momma made me  because she did not want to go there alone  There was a strange smell  that would come from the inside of 

their apartment and Momma would hug them and they would almost hug her to death, they’d be so glad to see her. She would 

bring them big jar of chicken soup with dumplings in it  and some cookies she made, wrapped in wax paper and their faces would 

light up, and they would keep thanking her and all I wanted to do was to get out of there and go home  

 

Top       L . Rose, First Communion 1932    R  Rose, Mary Jane and Sonny, 1930. St.Nicholas Pk.  

Bottom  L. Rose, Sonny, Mary Jane 1934,   R    Rose and Sonny going down the hill 1935 – 136th   

Bottom middle  Daddy and Buddy Mc Carthy, 1938 in our candy store on AmsterdamAvenue 
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When Mrs. Hardon died in December of 1939, Momma worked for Hazel Kolman and her mother Rose Beckwith, in 1940.. They 

had a pent house on the tenth floor, at 75 East 55th Street.. In the summer, and we would go to their beautiful summer home on 

Lake Placid, and stay for a few weeks, before we went to Aunt Vina’s for the rest of the summer.  

In the middle of Lake Placid there are two small islands, one was where Mrs. Kolman lived and the other one was where Kate 

Smith had her summer home. Friday afternoons, we would wait on the pier to see Ted Collin’s seaplane to come in for a landing, 

right down the middle of the lake. We would be jumping up and down waving to him and he’d wave back, laughing at us. We 

were very fortunate to have spent so many summers in those beautiful homes, knowing Mrs.Hardon and Mrs.Kolman really 

wanted us there, and to be treated like part of the family. 

In December of 1941, WWII started, and we were so proud that we knew and had met Kate Smith, when we would hear her sing 

‘GOD BLESS AMERICA’ on the radio. Then later on, she had her own television program , and we remembered how we talked 

to her when she was at her summer home, on Lake Placid. We met her one day when she was paddling by in a canoe all by 

herself. .And one time time, we waved to her, and she came in closer and introduced us to her younger brother and told us, 

“We’re going for a picnic at the base of Whiteface Mountain!” She looked so proud when she  “He’s home on leave, and is going 

to be staying with me awhile.” 

Sunday afternoons we were never home, unless it was raining. When it did rain, Momma would do what she liked to do, 

‘rummage through  her boxes in Anna’s room.. They were filled with the things she loved, but to us,  it was all ‘junk.’ and we 

always called it the ‘junk room, and that is the  name that stuck and gradually, Momma began to refer to it as “the junk room’ too.  

She had so many boxes in that room  they actually touchéd the ceiling. I  don’t know how she knew what she had, she had so 

many of them. Anna had just enoughroom for her bed and burea and that was it. But somehow they stayed up there and Anna was 

very lucky they didn’t fall on top of her. 

Momma never threw anything away, shealways  knew someone who could use it, so she saved everything.  On rainy Sundays, 

she would decided she really had to go through the boxes and get rid of some things, and how we dreaded when she did that. 

She’d look in a box, and say, “Well, I need everything that is in that one.” and she’d close it”. Not one box, she did the same 

thing to all the boxes. Some of them had our baby clothes in them, and there were her oil paints and art supplies, boxes and boxes 

of different colors of crepe paper she made flowers with . And so many boxes of remnants, all neatly folded with a paper that said 

how many yards and what she intended todo with them. Every time she saw a sale on remnants at Bloomingdales, she had buy 

whatever caught her eye. They became her prize possessions, thinking about what he would make with them ‘one day. 

It was a waste of time for her to go through those boxes, because she never threw anything out. 

 

                                                          *              *            * 

So many nights I would lay awake, wishing Momma was living with us because when she left, the 

house seemed so empty. I missed her laughing and she was always talking and discussing what we were going to dothe following 

Sunday, and then we couldn’t wait to go. We had so much fun when we were with  her, that it was no wonder once she left , the 

house seemed to die.. It didntg’ matter  

how old we got to be, we never got used to that awful feeling in the pit of our stomachs, when we knew it was time for Momma 
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to leave. 

How we hated having to be there with Daddy. We used to giggle and laugh and say why couldn’t Daddy be away all week and 

Momma home with us, and let him come home only once a week on Sunday. I still shutter when I think how he used to grab 

Sonny by the hair, for  no reason , and  bang his head against the iron radiator again and again in a fit of temper.. Mary Jane and I 

would be crying nd pleading with Daddy to stop hurting Sonny. We would tell Momma what he did, but, nothing was ever done 

about it. Even when Daddy would get a hold of Mary Jane or me and tgwist our arms  in back of us, and  push us up against the 

mad hot radiator and hold us there with his hip,wanting to be sure we were getting burned, and we’d scream and  beg him to stop 

it, and let us go. He didn’t say anything, he’d just stare at us with those piercing blue of his. He didn’t care he was hurting us, he 

wanted to feel felt he was in control of his three helpless children. because no one realized, it then , he was losing his mind.   

Sonny was such a good brother to Mary Jane and me, when he was in his early teens. I could go on and on about all the things he 

did. He mopped and waxed the floors in our apartment, washed the windows, and if he was pressing his pants, he would press the 

pleats in our skirts too. And so many times, he shined our shoes, when he was doing his own. Yet, Daddy always mistreated him, 

when he was growing up, when he was the one that worried about Mary Jane and me. He would want to know who we went out 

with, and where we were going, and he did this, until we got married.   

Why Daddy picked on Sonny like he did, I don’t know. Sonny never answered him back, and he never told Momma how Daddy 

beat him.  He seemed to think he had the right to beat us, because he was our father, and he continued to do it, even when we 

were old enough to be working, because he knew we were so scared of him and he enjoyed knowing that.. Every morning before 

he went to work,  he’d drink a half a quart of whiskey for breakfast, and finish the other half, when he came home, and all that 

time, he didn’t know it , but he was pickling his brain.  

While Momma worked, he was spending his money on whiksy and gambling and she let him have sirloin steaks for dinner every 

night, while we would be salivating and having to smelling that steak frying in the pan, ‘we were not allowed ‘ to have steak, but 

he could.   

His nine bottles of beer were more important than anything else in our ice box, and he demanded they be kept up against the ice 

and covered with wet newspapers, so they would be ice cold when he came home from work and Anna saw  to it that they were, 

because she was so afraid of him.  

In 1940, Momma bought an electric  refrigerator from Sears, with someof the money Mrs. Hardon left her . You would think 

shebought it for him, the way he took it over with his bottles of beeronthe shelves..He would drink nine bottles of beer, on top of 

all the liquor he had in the saloon down on Third Avenue, and before he wnt ujpstaris for his dinner,he was int the br a couple of 

hours..Then Anna pan- fried his steak, or she gave him  half a chicken, and \Sonny, Mary Jane, Anna and me, we’d get one piece 

of chicken while he got a half a chicken. He never ate vegetables or desserts, ohe had two boiled potatoesthatg  Anna peeled and 

cut-up for him, and drizzled fat from the frying pan on them. He demanded that plate be mad hot, and Anna phad ut in the oven 

and it took two towels for Anna to bring his supper into him on that plate. He would sit there as if he was the Lord of the Manor, 

and check the plate to make sure it was hot enough, before he’d let Anna set it down on the newspaper he had in front of him. 

That was the kind of service he demanded, and that was the service  he got, because everyone was so afraid of him 

                                                             *               *                * 

 

One Saturday afternoon, when I was ten, we were living on Amsterdam Avenue. We had recently moved there and I was hanging 

out the front window, and I realized how much I missed Momma/ I knew she would be home the next day, but I decided I was 

going to take the trolley and go see her.  In the corner of my drawer, I had five pennies I had saved in a tiny  box and I tied them 

in my  hanky, not to lose any of  them. I put on a clean dress and combed my hair and as I walked past the kitchen, Anna was 

peeling potatoes and dropping them in a pot of cold water, to have them ready for dinner. I boldly announced , “I’m going 

downtown to see Momma.”   

Anna’s head flew up, and she sort of chuckled,  ”Ah  sure, ye wouldn’t be doin’ anything as foolish as that, Rose. Would ye 

now?”  She picked up another potato and started to peeled it, and I knew she didn’t believe me. I said, ” I am.” I waved and left, 

not knowing whether she heard me or not.  

I was so happy and excited that I flew down the stairs, two at a time, that I was going to go see Momma all by myself.  I skipped 

down the block and stood at the corner and waited for the trolley coming down the hill.  It stopped and my heart stopped, when 

the door flew open/ I almost chickened out, but I stepped up into the trolley and stood by the conductor.  He was eyeing me up 

and down as he waited for me to open the knot in my hanky, and I smiled at him when I put my five pennies in his hand. He 

leaned way back to see who was with me? I told him, “I‘m going to see my mother by myself.  She works down on East 66th 

Street and she doesn’ t know I’m coming,  I’m going to surprise her!”   

He rubbed his chin and closed door, and told me in a gruff voice, “You sit  in back of me, girlie, and you stay there and I’;; tell 
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you when to get off, and don’t talk to anyone.” I was so insulted that he was talking to me as if I were a child and I thought.  

‘what makes him think I don’t know where tp get off?’  I sat in back of him like he told me to, and looked out the window, 

swinging my legs back and forth and every once in a while he’d turned around and glance back to see if I was still sitting there. 

He never smiled at me, but I didn’t care. I was so happy even if I did use every penny I had so I could go see Momma.  

The seats were made of woven cane and  were very slippery to sit on them,  and I was trying not slip off the seat, but all the seats 

on the subways and els were made of the same material anthey were all slippery. We went down the hill and I liked that he didn’t 

have to stop and pick anyone up, and  the trolley went faster and it was rocking back and forth and looked at the huge trolley car 

barn where they fixed all the trolley cars, and next to it was Jacob Ruppert Beer plant on 129th Street, and it had a huge brick 

chimney that went so high up,  it towered over all the other buildings.   

I knew to take the trolley car that went down Third Avenue and turned east at 125th Street. They also had trolleys that went turned 

west at 125th and took people over to the New Jersey ferry,and then down Brodway, and the 125th Bradway/ Seventh Avenue 

subway was there too, but it was elevated only in that particular section, because of Riverside Drive and  the ferry being there. 

Being it was Saturday, the traffic was heavy and thesidewalks were crowded with women dragging kids along as the trolley 

traveled along 125th Street. I watched how the women hurried in and out of the stores, because so many mothers went there to do 

their weekly shopping, because they had so many stores all along  there. They started at Amsterdam and continued  past Seventh 

and Fifth Avenue, all the way over to Third Avenue,  furniture stores, jewelry stores ,so many shoe stores and one movie house 

after th eother.. We went past Blumsteins’, Woolworths, Grants, Kressege’s and Mc Crory’s, a big vegetable store where the 

women were pinching the tomatoes while they waited their turn, and the meat store had their meat hanging in the window and it 

was mobbed with women were yelling how many pounds of meat they wanted, holding their shopping bag that was already 

weighing them down with a week’s food for their families.. 

Most of the women carried two oilcloth shopping bags and they were over-flowing with meat, fruits and vegetables to bring 

home to their families. Some of them lived nearby, and there were those who got on the trolley and struggled up the steps with 

their heavy shopping bags, and  managed to get the money out o their pocketbooks and throw their nickels in, while the children 

raced to the back to find seats so they could sit together. That section of the city was known as Harlem and the kids were lined up 

with their dimes ready and holding on to their bags of lunch waiting to get in the Apollo. RKO, Loew’s, and other theatres that 

were along 125th Street. 

When we turned down Third Avenue, and we passed another Jacob Ruppert’s beer bottling plant  and we picked up speed. I liked 

how the trolley had a way of singing, as it rocked back and forth, and we kept going because  there was no one waiting on the 

corners to get on.  

The trolley ran underneath the Third Avenue el, and the train was elevated and it rattled and made an awful lot of noise when 

they went by..When The trolley stopped at 68th Street,a man got on and the conductor turned around and told me, “Next stop 66th 

Street, Girlie!” Then he wiggled his finger at me, that he wanted to talk  to me. I  stood  next to him and he whispered, “Get off at 

the middle door and don’t talk to anyone,you go straight to where your mother works, and you’ll be okey.”  

I nodded and walked back to the middle door and waited for the trolley to stop at 66th Street. The door folded open and as I 

stepped down, and sort of waved to him. When I got up on the sidewalk, I waved again, and noticed, he didn’t close the door. He 

was looking to see if  I was going to walk in the right direction, and he was ointing down 66th Street, for me to go that way. But I 

knew that, and he gave me a quick wave and closed the door  and the trolley made it’s way down Third Avenue. 

I was humming and singing as I walked along 66th  Street, andand felt so proud of myself. Up ahead I saw Lexington Avenue, 

and the big long  navy blue awning with ‘137 East 66th  Street’ painted in white on the side of it and suddenly, my heart started to 

pound, as I wondered what Momma was going to say when she saw me? The doorman John, stood there in his navy blue uniform 

with lots of gold braid on his hat and a coat that had lots of shiny brass buttons on it. He was a heavy tall Irishman, and he gave 

me a big smile and opened the door for me. He knew me ever since I was six years old, and  Mrs. Hardon insisted we use the 

front entrance, and not the delivery entrance, since the service elevators were downstairs in a dark cellar. 

He followed me in and said  “Pray tell, don’t tell me you’re here all by yereself today?”  I told him I was and what I had done. He 

rolled his eyes up and walked me back to the elevator.and rang the bell for me and whispered, “Sure, and I don’t think your 

mother is going to be a bit happy , when she hears what ye did!” The elevator door opened, and he leaned in and told  Jim the 

elevator man what I had done, and the two of them were going , “Tsh Tsh Tsh!”. I went in and he closed the door and told me,, 

“Ye have any idea what a dangerous thing ye did today? A young girl like yeself, traveling alone on the trolley like that?  My 

little girl would never doa thing like that!. Sure and ye never know who’s out there waiting to grab a nice little girl like yeself! Ye 

can’t be too carerful.”  

We reached the seventh floor, and the door opened and  I walked out and sheepishly thanked him. He lifted his hat and scratched 

his head, and decided to wait so he could  hear what Momma had to say. I knocked on the shiny black door and thinking to 
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myself,  he was awfully nosey. I knocked again, and when Momma didn’t open the door, I panicked.  I had no money to get back 

home!  Jim stepped out of the elevator and tried the door knob and it opened, and he nudged me, “Go in,  your mother’s got to be 

in there, I just delivered a package to her for Mrs.Hardon, a few minutes ago.”  

I cautiously went in, and he stood there stretching his neck waiting to see if  Momma was there.Hearing my footsteps,  Momma 

whirled around, and I startled her and she screamed.  She didn’t hear me knocking because she had the water running in the sink, 

and almost dropped the pot of boiled eggs she had in her hand. She yelled, “How in heaven’sname did you get here?”Seeing we 

wer alright, Jim left and I heard the elevator go back downtairs.   

I was smiling and so pleased telling Momma what I did. but, sge was furious that I dared do such a thing and she started  scolding 

me and telling me all the awful things that could have happened. I was so disappointed that Momma wasn’t happy to see me, I 

strted to cryand she was so frustrated she was  yelling at me, “And you used all the pennies you had to get here, just what would 

you have done if I wasn’t here?” I shrugged and was sobbing, when only a few minutes ago I was so happy. 

I reached up and put my arms around Momma and sobbed, “But, Momma, you don‘t know how much I missed you, and I just 

wanted to see you.” Momma put her arms around me and held me so tight she was hurting me, and she started kissing my wet 

face and she was crying when she told me, “That is the sweetest thing I ever heard. But. you must understand, what yhou did  was 

a very dangerous thing to come all the way down here by yourself. Does Anna know you are here?”  

I had to admit,  “Well, I did tell her I was going but …  I don’t think she believed me.” Momma stood up, “Oh dear! I must call 

the candy store right away, and have them send one of the boys up and tell her you are here. and that I’ll take you home 

tormorrow. ” 

From that day on, after all the scolding  I got,  Momma allowed me to take the trolley but I had to take Mary Jane with me, if I 

wanted to go  see her. And once in a while on a Saturday morning0, and she woud be thrilled to see us and  take us  shopping 

with her on Second Avenue and we would go in and out all the stores over there.. When we heard Momma argue with the men in 

the fabric stores about the price of the remnents, we’d be so embarrassed, but she always got a better price.  

In 1939, a few weeks before Christmas, December 9 1939, Mrs. Hardon passed away in Momma’s arms. She was eighty-five and 

would have been eighty-six in January. Mts. Hardon’s son, asked  Momma stay and help close the house with Chris and Mary, 

and they did, then  they sailed back to England for good. Momma helped close the apartment in the city, she decided to take some 

time off, to relax before looking another job, and she spend the summer with Aunt Vina and us.  

The following year, I was fifteen. By then Momma had received part of the money Mrs. Hardon had left her, and she wanted to 

repay Aunt Vina for all she had done for us, summer after summer. S wanted to buy her things that would make her life easier.  

Electric had just been put through where they lived, and Momma bought her an electric refrigerator, a new kerosene stove, and 

linoleum to cover the wood floor in the kitchen,, that she scrubbed on her hands and knees.  

Daddy had a fit when he found out about the money Momma had spent on Aunt Vina They had the worst fight ever, over her not 

giving him part of the money because he felt he was entitled to it, since he was her husband. .He was like a crazy man, the way he 

screamed at her,  telling her all that money should have been given to him, and not her. and he demanded a couple of hundred 

dollars, because he needed to pay his gambling debts. Momma ignored his ranting and raving, but he got so angry, and his got so 

red, we thouht or sdure  he was going to haul off and hit her, but he didn’t.                                                           

THE PENTHOUSE AT  75 EAST 55th   STREET 

In the Fall of 1940,  Momma went to work for Mrs. Hazel B. Kolman and her mother, Mrs. Rose. Becker,  in their penthouse on 

the tenth floor,  at 75 East 55th  Street.  

 

1943 …L  Momma posing on chaise lounge … Mrs. Kolman’s penthouse roof  

R   Rose posing on penthouse roof  

L  LAKE PLACID …Sonny, Mary Jane, Rose, Momma, Whiteface Mt. in back 

L  Rose and Mary Jane sittingin Chris-Craft, Lake Placid. 

L  Momma with a friend in canoe  Lake Placid              

R  Mrs. Kolman dancing at a wedding 

LAKE PLACID … Summer of 1941 
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Sitting on the porch …..boathouse in back with CAMP CALUMET flying 

Mary Jane, 13. Sonny 15, Momma 41 and Rose 16,   

Base of Whiteface Mountain in background.    

I guess you could say we were very lucky, we were always invited to stay a couple of weeks in  the summer, in such beautiful 

homes, and to be treated like members of the family. It made Momma feel very proud when they would tell her,  ‘what wonderful 

children she had.’   

Momma worked for Mrs. Hardon from 1930~39, in the city, and the house in Wilton..  

In the Fall of 1940-44, Momma worked for  Mrs Koman.at 75 East 55th Street,  and at her  home in Lake Placid After 

an intruder left her for dead in the enthouse, she could never go back..  

Then Momma worked for Judith Garden, at 55 East 55th Street, and she bought Mrs. Kolman house at Lake Placid, in 

1946.  

                                                                                                     

Lake Placid has  two small islands in the middle, there ere but tweo housed on thelitle island, one was Mrs.Kolman’s big summer 

home and the other house belonged to her sister and her husband,  Mr. and Mrs..William Rose.  Not too far way was the other 

island, and Kate Smith had her summer home there, the famous radio and televion singer back then. She was well liked and 

became very popular for singingm “When the Moon Comes over the Mountain” and it became the theme song for her radio 

program.  

Then during WWII,  her powerful  rendition of  “God Bless America,’ became so popular because everyone loved to hear her 

sing it, and when she had her own program on TV, it was the one song everyone wanted to hear, during and after WWII.  

Judith Garden was one of the top florists in New York City then , and Momma didn’t like seeing her pictures plastered on the 

back covers of several popular magazines,  posing with a cigarette in her hand.  It was a time when many famous celebrities were 

doing this,  for the publicity of it and the money they got for endorsing  a certain brand of cigarettes. 

  

 

The ironly of it was, Judith Garden never smoked!  She didn’t dare being. she had tuberculosis as a young girl and spent two 

years at Lake Saranac Hospital, for TB patients, up New York State, so she was very careful not to be around anyone that did 

smoke.  Being she was a close friend of Mrs. Kolman, she enjoyed having lunch with her, on the pentroof, on the  patio, under an 

awning, surrounded by so many tall, skyscrapers, andd own below on the street, there was the sound horns honking, knowing 

most of the cars were stuck in traffic. 

I am sure many an office worker looked down at them,  sitting there enjoying their lunch and envied them being there among  

potted trees and beautiful flowers in the middle of New York City. Mrs. Kolman took great pride in her patio and liked having 

lots of  flowers in long wooden flower boxes that went around the entire patio, and big pots of flowering bushes here and there.. 

When Judith Garden was at Mrs. Kolman’s, she began to notice how well Momma arranged the loose fresh flowers she would 

send over to her. And she would compliment Momma and tgell her how impressed she was with how she arranged the flowers. 

And for her to hear that come from Judith Garden, Momma was naurally, very flattered.  

In the Fall of 1944. Momma was attacked and raped in Mrs. Kolman’s penthouse by a young black boy, and he choked her so 

many times that she passed out, and he ran andleft her for dead. She could never go back to the penthouse, and when Judith 

Garden heard what happened and she insisted Momma come work for her. Sonny enlisted in the Paratroopers, as soon as he 

urned eighteen, and that really upset Momma,and before we knew it, he was sent to Germany, and she was sure he was going to 

get killed over there 

It took a couple of months before Momma could leave the house, but she was finally back home and it was something we always 

wanted. After thirteen years. my sister and I were out of school and working downtown, so it was quite an adjustment for all of 

us, having Momma living with us, especially when she got better and was going to work, and the three of us had to leave at the 

same time. We learned to take turns, and allow just so much time for each of us to be in the bathroom, to fix our hair, and put 

make-up on,  since only one of us could stand in front of the mirror,over the sink since the bathroom was very small and narrow.  

There was so much tension in the house all the time. We had no idea how difficult it was going to be to deal with Momma, after 
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what she  had gone through. When she went to work for Judith Garden, she was so afraid that boy would recognize her, since 

Judith Garden’s shop was only a couple of doors up from Mrs. Kolman’s penthouse.  

It was very frustrating for us because Momma, didn’t realize we were no longer teen-agers, and that we were working and had 

been on our own for a long time. We were not used to being told what to do.  Momma would get so upset at us, and she would 

cry and get so mad at us, over the least little thing. Probably because Momma was having a terrible time trying to sleep at night, 

she would wake up screaming and be reliving that terrible night all over again.  It was hard on her and us, seeing her have these 

awful nightmares. Then as time went by,  they became less and less, because she was very happy in her job, and it really helped 

her to become her old self again.  

By August of 1945,  the war was over, but Momma was still running to church and praying for Sonny’s safe return from 

Germany, and she was lighting so many candles in front of St. Anthony’s statue, praying to him to watch over him. He was fine 

and loved being in Germany.   

 

In 1946, the week before Christmas,Sonny didn’t tell anyone he was coming home. He took a taxi when he got off the troopboat, 

and walked into Judith Garden’s, to surprise Momma, and she almost fainted when she saw him standing there, and shortly after 

Christmas, he was discharged. 

In 1947, I met Fred and was the first one to get married. Then Sonny married Pat in 1950 amd Mary Jane married John in 1951. 

They lived with Momma awhile, and when lirtrtle Mary Jane was born, they got their own apartment around the corner on 135th 

Street.   

With all of us gone, Momma hated being stuck in the house with Daddy, and she had little in common with Anna, except what to 

buy for dinner the next day  She complained that she hated going home to Daddy, not that we could blame her. They no longer 

argued like they once did, they had became more tolerant of one another, she couldn’t stand seeing Daddy always drunk.  

The only pleasure she had, was when I drove into the city and brought her out to our house on Long Island. One day while I was 

drivig,  Momma told me, “I  hope one day, I can have my own flower shop. I know I could make a go of it.’  I looked over at her, 

but I didn’t disagree with her, but I knew she could never afford to have a flower shop, at least not in New York City. By 1954, 

she rented a little store in the Bronx, it only lasted a couple of months, because she fell down the cellar stairs and broke her leg 

and couldn’t work. She had to let it go but a couple months later, she had the ROSE MARY SHOP in Valley Stream, Long 

Island, with an apartment in the back, a yard with grass where she could sit outside in the back. Then she rarely went back to 

Amsterdam, .but she continued paying the rent and bills … so Daddy would have a place to live and poor Anna cooked. bought 

his cigarettes, whiskey and beer as usual. 

That same year Daddy was put in the Veteran’s Mental Hospital, and Anna continued to live in the apartment and Momma paid 

the rent and bills. so she would have a place to live. Anna enjoyed the new freedom she had and liked to go around the corner to 

see Mary Jane on 135th Street, because she loved being with the children, and would  baby sit for her so she could do her 

shopping. She’d sit and talk to the children, like she did with Mary Jane, when she was  little.  

In May of 1956, Freddie turned two and was on television on  “I’VE GOTA SECRET” withed Wynn and others, and he got this 

first hair cut on television,  And five months later on October 9th 1957, our Barbara was born. That day,  Fred told he was 

assigned to the Pittsburgh office, and he had to be there by January 15th.  I couldn’t go, we had to sell  the house and Fred found a 

new house for us in Aliquippa, near the airpot where he was going to work. We moved there in April of 1958 and Momma ws 

hert broken, but she often drove to Pittsburgh, to see us, and several times, brought Mary Jane’s children with her. We liked it 

there, but the pace of life was so different, after living in New York, that I kept wishing we were back on Long Island. 

One day in January of 1960, Mary Jane called and she was so upset, telling me that she met Anna while she was going down the 

block, and she was so sick, she couldn’t stand up. She called a cab and took her to the hospital. They admitted her and kept her 

there.  Neither of us thought much about it, because Anna was never sick a day in her life, except for hay fever in the Fall.. 

Two days later, Mary Jane was sobbing into the phone, telling me Anna died. They operated on her, and she was full of cancer 

and she died on the table. I was so shocked to hear that, and I was crying and she was crying, .we felt so bad. I couldn’t go to the 

funeral. I was seven months pregnant, and Fred was in Washington, D.C. for two weeks, and since Anna wasn’t considered the 

immediate family, he couldn’t come back, and I had no one to leave the children with. I felt awful  I couldn’t go because 3e were 

Anna’s only family. She had spent her life taking care of us. Mary Jane and Momma understood, but it really bothred me I 

couldn’t be there for Anna. 

 

With four children, before I was pregnant with Valerie,  we had already decided to get a bigger house, and we bought a big split 

level,  because Fred was told, he was going to be in Pittsbugh for at least three to five years. Valerie was born, March 3, 1960, 

and two months later, Fred said, “Guess what, I’ve been transferred back to JFK airport.” We had to move again and  find anoher 
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house and ask around about the schools in different areas.  

On one of our house-hunting trips to Long Island, we stopped to see an old friend in Old Bethpage, and he said there was a house 

for sale across the street. It was at night, and our time was limited, so we called and asked if we could see it.  Fred  put a deposit 

on it, because he was tired of looking for a house and getting someone to watch the children in Pittsburgh  so we could go house-

hunting.  When moved in we realized, we needed a bigger house than that, one with more bedrooms, but Fred refused to move 

again.  

One day the phone rang, and I was surprised to hear from the previous owner. They had moved to New York City, she said and 

she wanted to know, ‘if there was a chance, they could buy the house back from us?’ I couldn’t believe it, I was only too happy to 

let them buy it back, even-steven.  I looked in the paper, and found an ad for an older house in Massapequa, that had five 

bedrooms, and  4 bathrooms and a  big back yard, and we packed up and moved again, and the kids loved it there. 

Fred was assigned to the International fight, and it  took him to Europe. Asia, Africa and Australia, Russia, Japan and South 

America, and he was away three weeks and home two weeks, it was hard on me, with five children.  When they  were growing 

up, they were very fortunate to be able to spend as much time as they did with their ’Nana’. and they just loved being with her. 

We’d go on trips to Pennsylvania, or way out on Long Island, or we’d go over to her shop, being it was only thirty five minutes 

away.  

When Fred was away, Momma liked to come for dinner, stay awhile,  then go back to her shop.and work until two in the 

morning.  In the summer, she liked to come and take us for a long drives out on Long Island.  She would call she was coming and 

in no time she was in the driveway.  My four girls and Freddie would climb in her staton wagon and off we’d go for the day, and 

the smell of delicious food wasin the boxes she had in the back. My children still talk about those days with Nana, and the boxes 

food she would bring,  like we were going  for a week, instead of an afternoon.  

I’d sit up front and she did the driving We would go about 60 miles along 25A, because it was a lovely scenic road, instead of 

getting on the busy highway.  It was interesting for the children and  us to see all the old  homes and farms that were still on Long 

Island. They would keep their eyes out  for  signs that pointed to the beaches on the north shore.  

When we did find a beach, the children would have their bathing suits on under their clothes and in no time, they would peel 

them off and they had to fold them, before they ran down to the water. I would sit on the blanket and see them jumping up and 

down in the waves, andMomma couldn’t wait to take off her shoes and knee high stockings on, and I’d  keep them beside me on . 

She’d take Valerie and Barbara’s hands, being they were the youngest, and walk them down to the edge of the water, and stand 

there and let the cool water lap up against their feet and legs. W I kept my eye on our pocketbooks, and the seagulls would be 

circling over my head,  knowing there was food in those boxes.   

The three older children kept laughing and rolling round in the frothy, bubbly water, everytime another wave came in from a 

passing boat, and they’d pretend it knocked them down. To see Momma so happy made me feel so good. Standing at the edge of 

the water, with one of her good fancy blouses on and  her perfectly pressed slacks rolled up, she was  jumping up and down tand 

holding onto Valerie’s and Barbara‘s hands, she was having such a good time. 

The older ones got tired of tumbling around in the waves. They decided to get their pails out of the box on the blanket, and they 

got down on their hands and knees in the sand and started building a big castle, and announced, ‘we are putting a moat around it 

and a drawbridge.’ They were busy dumping pails of sand to make a really big castle. and  were running back and forth with pails 

of water, constantly mending it as it slipped and fell and they kept trying to make it stay together.  Freddie was in another world, 

creating roads that would lead up a hill to the castle and he had his pail filled with  little cars  he brought from home. carefully 

placing each one, so tit looked like they were coming and going to the castle, and I didn’t want to tell him,  they didn’t have cars 

in  the days of  castles and moats! 

It was s wonderful just sit there, and see the serious expressions on their faces, because they wre working so hard to keep that 

castle from collapsing, running with  pails of water to quick patch  it again, with more water, while the hot sun beat down on their 

already tanned bodies. Then  Rosemary sat up and cupped her hands over her mouth and yelled over the noise of the waves, 

“Nana! Your good pants are getting  wet!”  She nodded that she knew. It didn’t matter, she was having such a good time. She 

knew they would dry and she would just send them to the cleaners. 

 

                                                          *            *          *  

 

I never dreamed how fast those days would go by. Now it is hard to imagine our children were ever small, or that I was once 

young and thin. But, I guess it’is good we don’t realize we are growing older, until one day we open a drawer and  find some 

pictures tucked away in an envelope that. we hadn’t looked at  in a long time. We stare at them because we can’t believe how 

much we changed over the years, because life goes on, and as one generation grows older, a new one takes  over? 
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                                                                 *        *        * 

 

We hated Sunday nights. because it usually meant Momma and Daddy were going to have another big fight. If he was asleep, 

Momma liked to visit the sick and elderly women in the neighborhood. I would back away and complain  ‘I don’t like to go to 

those old people’s houses!” Momma would give me that ‘look’ that I knew I better get going. We were always glad when Daddy 

was asleep, and Momma would tell Mary Jane, “We won’t be too long. “  I’d walk in back of her dragging my heels and she’d 

remind me, “We’re going  to cheer up these poor sick ladies,so I don’t want you walking in with a face like that, you hear me!”   

Momma had homemade cookies for them and the really sick ones got a mason jar of her chicken soup and dumplings that she 

made. We had to climb up five flights of  stairs sometimes, and w egot to their apartment,  I’d stand back, while Momma 

knocked and I hold my nose because I didn’t like the smell that came from inside their apartments/ Momma would get mad and 

quick push my hand down before they opened the door. .When she walked in, their faces woud light up and they’d make the 

biggest fuss over her and tell her to, ‘sit down’ awhile, and point to a chair for me to sit down.  I preferred to stay way over by the 

front doornd wait for Momma.  I saw how they liked to hug and kiss Momma, and I didn’t want them to do that to me.   

 

I would he so glad they finally finished talking, and we were going to go home, and I”d hear Momma tell them, “Now, if you 

need anything,  my Rose will gladly get it for you and she can bring it to you, after school tomorrow.”  I couldn’t believe she was 

telling them that, when she knew how I felt about going in their house.  I’d watch them digging in their change purse to give 

some pennies and a couple of nickels, and ask,  “Would you please get me three stamps and enevelopes, and a small pad of 

writing paper?” I’d reluctantly nod, I would get it.  

The next day,  I’d ring the bell and hand the bag to thrm quick, and start to run downstairs, but they’d catch my hand and keep 

thanking me, when all I wanted to do was get out of there, and I’d hear. “Wait! Wait.” They’d shuffle back inside in their slippers 

and come back with a bag of old store bought cookies, that were so stale no one wanted them.  I’d sort of thank them and 

rundown the stairs before they thought of something else.  

On Sunday nights, one the women in the neighborhood would be knocking at our door and I would open it. They’d be very 

frustrated and whisper nervously,  “Is your mother home?”    

Momma would look out to see who it was, and insist they come  in, if Daddy was asleep in bed. They would tell her how sick one 

of their children was, and Momma would go with him to see that theroblem was, and sometimes, they  needed to borrow a dollar. 

She’d have them sit at the dining table and let them talk about their troubles and offer them a clean hanky to wipe their eyes with, 

and she would sympathize with them, and politely excuse herself and go to the kitchen.  

Soon there was the smell coffee coming from the kitchn.and Momma walked in with a fancy tray with a lace cloth on it, and set it 

down on thetable. They would be sitting there watching her as she put a good, fancy china plate before them with a piece of apple 

pie on it., then she put a cup and saucer in front of them, because Momma knew it would make them feel a lot better, especially, 

after having a piece of her delicious apple pie served on her’special’ translucent pumpkin colored Chinese cake plates, that kept 

in the china closet, for when company came. 

They would sit there and look at the beautiful dishes that were in front of them, and be in awe, to think that Mrs. Mc Arow  

would do something like that ‘for them’. And watch her  pour the piping hot coffee into the matching delicate cups, and they 

would feel so honored, when they stirred in the sugar and milk in, and it made Momma feel good to know she was helping them.   

I am sure they didn’t know Momma had problems of  her own, but she would never discuss what went on in our house with 

anyone! It was almost as though, she was ashamed she had such a terrible husband, Some of the mothers hated to ask of they 

could  borrow a few dollars to buy some food or they needed two dollars to pay the doctor, when he came to the house when one 

of the children were sick. Momma never refused them, even if it meant she would be left short herself, she would somehow 

manage.. And those women always paid her back, even it if was with a few dimes or quarters stuck in an envelope, amd they paid 

her back whatever they owed her and write down how much was in the envelope, and what they still owed, and bashfully slip it 

to Anna to give to Momma, until it was paid in full. 

Momma was always there for them, but she never mingled with any of them, her life was so different from theirs, while they 

enjoyed to standing on the corner or the stoop to gossiping, Momma was not interested in hearing about other people’s business, 

and she wasn’t bashgul  telling them that. She was more interested in learning something new and different, and she would spend 

her time painting pictures or making paper flowers. And sheused to laugh, knowing Anna was always there with them, but, she’d 

say if that was those women enjoyed, then let them, it gave them something to look forward to every day, but she wnted no part 

of it.   
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They respected the fact that Momma did not want to hear any gossip and when she came home and  they were on the stoop, she 

would smile atr them and say  ‘hello’ and keep going, aand hey woud be and smile at them, while they were saying, “Hello there 

Mrs. Mc Arow.”  They admired Momma and knew, if they ever needed her she would go out of her way to help them.   

When Momma was working, the hours she had to herself, between lunch and dinnertime, she was aways doing something, 

instead of resting with her feet up. She liked to walk down to 59th Street, to Bloomingdale’s and spent her time looking around,  

to see the latest fashions and what was new in the world, and she never went there, that she didnt check to see the remnants that 

were on sale. .Momma worked long hours, but she still had time to do what she enjoyed, unlike the mothers on the block who 

were busy raising their children.  Momma’s life was so different, she did not have to do the normal everyday chores like other 

mothers did, like going food shopping everyday, get the children up and off the school, give them baths on Saturday nights, scrub 

floors, clean windows, wash and iron and wonder where they were and what they were doing, it was Anna that did all those 

things, not Momma.  

Most women were content to do the same thing day in and day out, but not Momma, she didn’t want any part of that kind of life., 

she would much rather work and be independent, and come and go as she pleased,  than stay home and sleep with my father who 

was drunk. 

The hours she had off between luncheons and dinners, she took the crosstown trolley at 59th Street and attended the New York 

School of Music, and tshe took piano lessons and learned to read music. The following year, she bought a guitar, took lessons and 

learned to played that too. 

Years later, in 1944, Momma became a top florist, and she was so proud she went to the Duke and Duchess of Windsor’s 

apartment they had at the Waldorf Towers, and she did their flowers,  to do their flowers every Monday morning, when they 

stayed in the city, because the Duchess loved New York City. 

 

                                                        *            *            *. 

 

When we were growing up on Amsterdam Avenue, from 1936 until 1948, we never realized our mother, was th eonlymother on 

the  block that was born in the United States! All the other  mothers were born either in Ireland, Germany, Italy, Greece and 

Russia. They all got along so well and looked after one another’s children, like they were their own 

Whenever I look back on those days and think of  the wonderful things Momma used to do for so many of the women that lived 

on Amsterdam.  I remember how  Momma would make a  pot of chicken soup with matzo balls, especially just for Mrs. 

Schumbaum, a sweet old Jewish lady that lived  next door.. She loved Momma, and shen she’d go in, she’d fluff up all her 

pillows to help her to sit up, so she would sit there and spoon feed the norishing soup to her, and Mrs. Shumbaum eyes would be 

shining, because she adored Momma, and tell her, it was hard to believe anyone do such a thing for her.  

When Momma went to see these elderly people,  they would  be so happy to see her. Most of them were bed-ridden, and she  was 

like a ray of sunshine when she walked in their lonely room, after looking at four walls day after day. I remember how they 

would hug Momma and cry and smooth their wrinkled hand over her face, thanking her for being so good to them, and I was not 

the least bit compassionate, all Iwanted was to get out of there and go home, butMomma had a way of making them so happy, 

just to see her again.  

 

Many a Sunday night, one of the mothers would come to our door, crying and telling Momma their baby was burning up with a 

fever and they couldn’t afford two dollars for the doctor to come to the house.Momma would grab me and a bottle of alcohol and 

we would follow the mother back to their apartment. Momma would take over and have the exhausted mother to sit down, and 

she took care of the baby. She put the rubber stopper in the sink and run lukewarm water in and add some alcohol and test it 

before she put the wailing baby in, then slowly immerse it in the cool soothing water, and trickle the cool water over it’s head 

with the washcloth and let it go under it’s chin and turn the baby over on it’s back, and do the same thing, with the baby 

screaming and crying..   

If she saw the fever didn’t go down, she would tell the mother to go down to the saloon (because the candy store was closed)  and 

call the doctor to come to the house, and loan her two dollars to pay him., and they always paid her back. The women were 

impressed that Momma was so knowledgeable about caring for the sick, until  she explained.  

Back in 1918 and in 1919, she worked side by side with Dr. Brown, the town doctor in Towanda. This was when the ‘Spanish 

Flu’ hit and people were dying by the thousands, and then it became millions…and most of them died within forty-eight hours of 

getting the flu.. The epidemic started in Europe, and it spread so fast to Spain, andbefore they knew it,  every city the United 

States had people dying and they couldn’t bury them fast enough, and coffins were piled up on sidewalks and in empty lots. 

When Dr. Brown’s long time nurse caught the flu, and died like so many others in town.. When heput an ad in the paper for a 
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nurse,  no one answered the ad, they were afraid.  With no one to help him on his rounds, he asked for volunteers, and still no one 

offered to help him.    .  

Myrtle was nineteen and working  in New York City for the Eggleston’s. She  received a letter from her friend Helen Ross, in 

East Towanda, and she mentioned that Dr. Brown’s nurse had died from the flu and now no one wanted to help him. Myrtle knew 

Dr. Brown ever since she was a little girl, and it upset her that no one would help him. She told the Eggleston’s about Dr. 

Brown’s problem, and she was taking the train to Towanda and she was going to help him. They panicked and  pleaded with her 

not to go, that she would surely die if she did.. 

She took the train to Towanda and met someone at the station and they took her to Dr. Brown’s house uninvited.  When she 

knocked on the door,  his wife knew her well and pulled her in out of the cold, and she told  her know why she was there.  Mrs. 

Brown explained they were just  sitting down for dinner, and was very glad to see her, but she would have to talk to the doctor 

after dinner, about helping him, since she wasn’t a nurse and she had her sit down and put a plate in front of her,  surprised to 

hear she had come all the way from New York City to help the doctor on his rounds. 

When he sat down at the table, he heard what women were talking about, and cleared his throat a couple of time and had to let 

her know.  “Now Myrtle, I know you went to a lot of trouble to come here,  but …what ever made you think you could help me 

when you don’t know the first thing about nursing.”  Eyeing how she was dressed in expensive city clothes, that Mrs. Eggleston 

had probably bought her, he had to tell her, she would not be of any help to him, because he needed someone that knew knew 

how to take care of the sick and dying.”  

Seeing how disappointed Myrtle was, he quickly told her.  ”Now don’t think Idon’t appreciate that you wanted to do this fr me, 

but, I need a nurse, not a young girl like you. I am taking care of some very sick people and a good many of them are dying right 

before myeyes..  Have you ever seen anyone die?” Myrtle shook her head and.Dr. Brown let out a long sigh. and put his napkin 

down beside his plate and gave his wife a look and finished the rest of his coffee, shaking his head.. She  knew he didn’t have 

anyone, but he had already decided, Myrtle couldn’t help him, and jis wife put her hand on his and whispered, ”You have no one, 

so why don’t you,  let her try to help you..”  

Being very tired he grumbled, “What good would she be to me when he doesn’t know how to take taking care of sick people. 

Why, all that girl knows is how to dress and undress Mrs. Eggleston!”  

He could see how disappointed Myrtle was, and he took his watch out of his vest pocket and glanced at the time, and reluctantly 

told her. “Well,  I guess I’ll let you come with me for now, but, you must understand,  it’s only until I find a proper nurse that 

knows what she’s doing!”  Mrs. Brown gave him a big smile, and helped him into his warm overcoat and handed him his hat and 

scarf/  He picked up his little black bag, kissed her on the forehead, and glanced back at her as he went out the door with Myrtle, 

shaking his head, because he was only doing it because he had to. 

Myrtle climbed into the sleigh with him and  didn’t say a word. Itr was snowing and she sat down beside him..and he pulled the 

big bearskin carriage robe up over their legs. He snapped the reigns and the horses’s took off and made their way the snow 

covered road.  Passing so mamy coffins along the way, Myrtle was shocked to see how they were piled all over town and even in 

empty fields. She looked over at him, but he kept his eyes straight ahead.   

When they stopped at the first house, Myrtle realized that Dr. Brown regretted that he listened to his wife and was convinced, she 

was only going to be in his way. He had so many patients to tend to, and with Myrtle incessant talking all thetime, she was 

driving him crazy. At times he wished she would  just ‘shut up’ so he could think, as they traveled from one house to the next.  

As the night wore on, he was pleasantly surprised to find Myrtle followed all his orders and did everything he asked, and she did 

a lot better then he thought she would do. She was very good with his patients, and was qyuite pleased to see how well she got 

along with them, and how kind and gentle she was when she took care of them, that when they went home that night,  when Mrs. 

Brown asked him how things went he smiled, “Well, I have to say Myrtle did a lot better than I thought she would, in fact she did 

pretty good and the patients all liked her.” Mrs Brown was tickled to hear that, and made them some hot cocoa to warm them up 

and put a plate of oatmeal cookies. Seeing Myrtle was falling asleep,  she took the kerosene lamp and brought her upstairs to a 

pretty yellow guest room and the bed had warm bricks wrapped in flannell under the sheets to warm her feet, and she had the 

fireplace going, so the room was nice and warm. Mrs. Brown  lamented, “You must be so tired, why dont you let me  help you 

unpack?”   

Myrtle smiled, “No thanks, I’m so tired. I’ll do it tomorrow.”  Mrs Brown said ‘good night’ and closed the door and Myrtle put 

on her warm flannel nightgown and went to bed. She didn’t wake up until she heard Mrs. Brown  saying  “Myrtle,  you better get 

up, the doctor wants to get an early start this morning, and dress warm, it’s snowing again.” She jumped out of bed and took the 

pitcher and poured some water  into the porcelain bowl and washed herself, and got dressed.  She hurried downstairs and Mrs 

Brown had hot oatmeal with butter and brown sugar waiting for them. Mrs. Brown helped her husband into his overcoat and 

handed him his hat, scarf and gloves. Being it was snowing out, she offered  Myrtle her galoshes.She put them on and left with 
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the doctor. He had hitched up his horse, and the horse knew his way in the blinding snow.  

They headed to the other side of town, and they sat there and asked Myrtle to be quiet, while he mentally went over the condition 

of his many patients  Myrtle didn’t mind, she liked hearing the sound of the sleigh bells as the horse made his way through the 

snow  Dr. Brown cleared his throat a couple of times before he said, “Myrtle, I am glad to see you were not afraid to be with my 

patients, and I want you to know, they liked how gentle you were with them. I noticed when you washed their hands and face, 

how careful you were, and I noticed how you held their heads up for them, when you spoon-fed the hot soup you heated up to the 

really sick ones.”   

They went from house to house,  from early morning and came home for their meals, and went back and worked until late at 

night, tending the sick and dying.  One night Dr, Brown, told his wife, “Do you know what Myrtle told me today, she doesn’t 

want any pay for what she is doing.  The poor girl, doesn’t realize, I couldn’t pay her what she deserves, with so many men out of 

work and dying, they pay me with butter, eggs and chickens!”  

One night, Myrtle wrote Mrs. Eggleston to let her know she was fine and told her  what she was doing. When Ms Eggleston 

wrote her back,  she let her know she was furious that she would expose herself to such a dangerous disease as the Spanish Flu, 

and warned her not to come near them, under any circumstances, until the  flu epidemic was over, and that so far, they were lucky 

that no one in their household had come down with it. Myrtle understood her concern, and wrote back ‘Don’t worry, I am fine 

and Dr. Brown does not let ne go near ny own family, or go to church. That is why he and his wife has me staying with them/ I 

have the guest room, and they were very good to me and I am so glad I am her and I am helping Dr Brown.’ 

One night on the way home, after a busy day,  Dr. Brown confided to Myrtle, “I wish I could figure out why certain people died 

from the flu, while others lived? I know for a fact, a lot of people here in town were exposed to it, yet they didn’t get it. Why? 

Yet members of their own family died from it. I didn’t catch it but my nurse did and as you know,  she died. Mrs. Brown didn’t 

get it, and you didn’t and no one in your family got it. And you said that no one in Eggleston’s employ got it? I wish I knew the 

answer, why. some goet it and others don’t?”  

Myrtle shrugged, because she was the laster person that would know why? Later that night, Myrtle showed Dr. Brown the letter 

from Mrs. Eggleston, where she mentioned how lucky they were, no one in their household had contracted the dreaded disease. 

And she enclosed the newspaper article that told, how the Spanish Flu killed millions of people world wide? As suddenly as it hit, 

it disappeared, and the following year, it came back with a vengeance.  

The following year, Myrtle left the Eggleston’s again to go help Dr. Brown, even though he had a new nurse, he let her stay in the 

office and preferred to take Myrtle with him on his rounds to take care of his sick and dying patients, and it was something she 

loved to do.  

SUMMERS WE SPENT ON THE FARM 1928-45 

Daddy never owned a car and every year he had to borrow one from one of his friends at work. that is how we were able to go to 

Pennsylvania every year. We were always there for the Fourth of July, because that was when Aunt Vina held the family for the 

Family Reunion  for  the Vanderworkers,.at her house. The relatives came from Hornell, and all over so they could be together 

once a year. Cars were parked out in the fields and in the driveway and wherever they could find a spot.  

They had tables lined up, and with so many people there talking and looking for a place to sit, their neighbors were busy dropping 

off more tables and chairs so everyone would have a place to sit. Children were everywhere, running around and chasing one 

another. and everyone seemed so happy to see on another again. The men were busy putting the tables end to end, and the  ladies 

were laughing and putting the tablecloths on and putting chairs around.  

The Vanderworkers were from Hornell, New York.Gramma and her sister and brothers were born there. She met Grampa there, 

and they got married, and Aunt Vina, Leo, Aaron, Ervin, Momma, and Lily were born there, then they moved to Wysox, 

Pennsylvania, around 1909.   

It wan’t until Earl told me that my grandmother’ s father, John Vanderworker, lived in Hornell, New York. In fact, I was 

surprised how little my mother knew about her own grandfather. She said the only thing she  remembered was that her 

grandfather was in the Civil War. It wasn’t until 1972, that Earl Pipher told me my Great-grandfather was buried in a cemetery in 

Laceyville with Uncle Jake Vanderworker, Gramma’s brother. 

I couldn’t understand why Earl knew so much about my Great-grandfather, ,until he told me, he often saw him walking around in 

Towanda,,with his second wife Priscilla. His father had pointed him out and told him who he was. 

I have since found out that  John Vanderworker, was an officer, and an Engineer with Co. I, 10th New York Calvary, during the 
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Civil War from 1863-64, and  he died in 1910, and was buried in the Laceyville Cemetery  Earl said,  there is a big arch there 

with the name ‘VANDERWORKER’ on it, but I have never seen it.. In the spring of 1950,Uncle Jake died, and was buried  with 

his father in that cemetery in Laceyville, where Uncle Jake had lived for years.. 

.. 

We used to envy the kids that went to public schools, because they got out of school two weeks earlier than we did. We went to a 

Catholic School, and we had to go to school until the last week of June. By then Momma was getting the boxes ready to go down 

to Aunt Vina’s,  and Daddy and Momma did nothing but argue over them, because he didn’t want her bringing all those boxes in 

his friend’s car, because back then, they did not have trunks. 

We loved being on the farm. It was up on a mountain, and off in the distance you could see the soft rolling green mountains  that 

seemed to go on and on. We would run through the fields with the dog Fido, who never left our side. A beautiful collie and he 

was so intelligent. He loved when ever we would bend down and pet him or rub his belly.   

All Uncle Henry had to say to him was, “Go get the cows Fido!” He’d take off across the field and we could hardly see him, 

except the grass was moving. His tail was up in the air and he’d sail over the barbed wire fence,  then we couldn’t see him 

anymore, but we could hear him barking. He’d be down the hill in the pasture rounding up the cows and their bags were loaded 

with milk, and he’d make them hurry up the path to the barn. barking at them and nipping at their heels and he’d get every one 

them in the barn, and in their proper stalls.  

Then he’d  race back to Uncle Uncle Henry and sit in front of him and wait for his pat him on the head, and wait for him to say, 

‘Good boy, Fido”. That dog never ate ‘dog food’! He got bread and milk morning and night, with left overs, andwas healthy and 

lived to be twelve years old.  

Uncle Henry had eighteen acres of land on their farm, but only two fields were flat, one on each side of th house. There was a 

barn at the end of the driveway, and there the hill began to go down, and continued down the mountain to Buttermilk Falls, and 

what a long walk that was, when we used to go swimming down there.  

The barn floor was even with the driveway, so they would drive in with the wagon and unload the hay with ropes and a fork lift 

that was operated by hand and would lift the bundles of hay up and it would fall in the hayloft, that they had on both sides of the 

barn. There was a trap door  in the floor where they threw the hay down to the cows, and they made sure they always had enough 

to eat, during the winter and the spring, when the grass was gone. The back of the barn was built into the side of the hill, and the 

front of it was open and where the cows and horses went inside to their stalls.When we were older, we loved  playing out in the 

barn, and we’d climb up the straight ladder and crawl out on one of the big cross beams and carefully stand up, and now when I 

think how we used to jump down in that hay and laugh, the fun we had doing it. 

The dust would be flying and it sparkled in the rays of sunlight that would shine in through the spaces between the old planking 

that the barn was made of, and the slats were nailed on, up and down, not crossways. The wood had warped down through the 

years, but that barn was still strong, and they held that old barn together, for a long, long time. 

Up in the rafters, they was an old fashioned sleigh with runners, they used to go through the snow, when they hitched a horse to 

it, and a long leather jingle bell strap was still hanging on it, and the black leather seat was so old it had split open and the 

horsehair stuffing was coming out of it. The old barn was never painted,and after so many years, it became weathered and turned 

a beautiful silver grey and the wood dried out and left gaps between the vertical planks of wood. 

Around 1960 , those old barns, became very popular because of the silver grey patina on the wood, Decorators from  NewYork 

City, discovered the charm of the wood from old barns  and they paid all kinds of money to have it carted back to the city. 

The barn had an upper and a lower section, one half was stalls for the horses, Betsy and Queenie, and the other half were the 

stalls for the cows. To get downstairs, there was an old wooden staircase. but everyone rather walk down the hill and go in the 

door, to where the cows were milked. They had Angora cats running around everywhere and they had become feral cats and wer 

wild, because they lived in the barn so many years. they were afraid of people.   

We were told not to pick them up, as beautiful as they were, because they would bite and scratch usif we tried to catch one of 

them. One day, I innocently asked Aunt Vina, “If I catch one of those lkittens, could I take it home with me? I could tame it?”  

She shook her head, and laughed and to prove her point she said, “You try and pick one of them up.” I grabbed one of them, and 

it hissed at me and bit me so hard, and that little thing scratched me that I was bleeding, I put it down down fast and never tried to 

pick up one of those cats again. They certainly had a good life there, compared to the alley cats that lived.in  New York City. The 

got bowls of warm milk,  and all the mice they could eat. So many times, we would see the big barn owl swoop down, just as the 

cat was ready to pounce on the mouse, and the owl got it, and we would see the mouse dangling from it’s beak, when it flew back 

to it’s nest,  up under the eaves of the barn.. 

 

Betsy and Queenie, were two old plow horses they had for years. Besty was very sweet, and we liked to take turns touching and 
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petting her velvety nose. She’d stand there and blink and whinnie if we stopped because she liked us to pet her face.. Aunt Vina 

would  give the horses a treat once in a while, and let them lick some loose sugar off a tin plate. We’d take turns and stand there 

and hold the tine plate with sugar on it for Betsy, until there wasn’t any left, and she’d stomp her feet like a spoiled child and 

we’d run in the house with the pan for more, and Aunt Vina would laugh and tell us, “No, she’s had enough sugar for today!”  

But, Queenie, had a nasty temperament and we learned the hard way we had to  to be very careful when we wer around her 

because she liked to kick and she would bite us with those big teet of hers,  but not just us, any one that went near her, except 

Aunt Vina. We could sit on Betsy’s back and go for a ride, but not Queenie, she’d bend down and let us get on then she’d throw 

us off, and we’d land ton the ground. Theonly one she would let near her, was Aunt Vine. She could pet her and touch her and 

when she would see Aunt Vina. she would get up on her back legs and whinnie and actually talk to her and wait for her to come 

rub her face and nose.  

We tried so hard to be nice to Queenie and let her have a turn at licking the sugar off the tin plate, but we knew to stand back 

from her, because as soon as she finished, she couldn’t wait to bite us.  She would keep her big eyes on us, and wait, when we 

saw her upper lip go up, and she showed us those big ugly yellow teeth of hers, we ran. I kind of think she used to laugh at us 

because she knew we were scared of her, because of the way she would stretch her neck up and watch us run, and she never tried 

to come after us.  

In the morning, after breakfast, we wanted to go with Aunt Vina to the chicken coop and we would help[ her collect the eggs in 

an old basket that had a crumpled napkin in the bottom, to prevent them from rolling around and getting cracked/ While we did 

that, Aunt Vina would throw out handfuls of corn to the chickens that surrounded her and be eating the corn as fast as they could. 

They spent their days were spent walking around and pecking at whatever they saw.  

The chicken coop was built up off the ground, and it had a wooden ramp so they could  go in and out. The ramp was on hinges 

and every nightUncle Henry put lift it up and it would become a door, to  keep the chickens in. In the middle of the night, we 

would wake up hearing the chickens squawking their heads off.  Dorothy and Shirley slept in the bed next to us, and I’d hear  ON 

Dorothy mumble,  “It’s them weasels again, they’re in the hen house.”   

We’d run to the window and listened to how the chickens all excited and squawking, and knew Uncle Henry was going to get his 

rifle. Then we’d  hear the screen door squeak open and snap close, and he’d be out there with a flashlight,  in his nightshirt and 

we’d hear his rifle go off,  a couple of times, and wonder if he got the weasel.  We couldn’t see a thing. being it was pitch black 

outside. In the morning we couldn’t wait to run out and see look around and all we’d see were white feathers all over the ground, 

and we knew the weasel got one of the chickens again, but Uncle Henry didn’t catch the weasel, so that meant it would e back 

again.  

When Uncle Henry came home from work the next day, before he even ate supper, he went out to the chicken coop and got down 

on hands and knees, and we were right there with him, watching him crawl under the hen house. that was up on stilts and he 

yelled out, “There’s a damn hole in the floor. that’s how they’re getting in.”  He went out to the barn and got some nails and a 

piece of wood, and managed to swing the hammer under there,m and he covered that hole and there were no more missing 

chickens after that! 

THE  BORROWED CAR.. 

Since we never had a car, every year Daddy had to borrow a car from one of his friends at work, so we could go to Pennsylvania. 

The night before we left, he would park it in front of the stoop, under the lamp post, so he could see when they packed the car at 

three in the morning. Momma and Daddy would aruge and fight the night before, over all the boxes Momma would bring to her 

family then he’d yell at her about all the food she’d bring, so we ould have a p;icnic u in the mountains by a brook and he’d 

scream at her, “What in the hell do you need all that food for? You’re taking up all the room in the cooler and I need room to put 

my beer on ice?” 

She’d give him a look, because she couldn’t stand the way he drank so much, especaiallywhen he was driving. Prohibition was 

going on then, and there were no saloons along the way, and that was why he brought so much beer with him. and he knew Aunt 

Vina didn’t want any beer or liquor in her house but he kept the whiskey in the car under the front seat, where she oulnt see it. 

Momma argued, “For heaven’s sakes, we’re going to be on the road for fourteen hours, and the the children are going to be 

hungry, ” And all the food was gone by the time we got there.  

The boxes Momma was taking would be lined up in the hall and Momma would be so happy she was going home, and she was 

going to see her family again. We would hear her humming and stuffing last minute things down in the boxes to go, because we 

couldn’t sleep. we’d be so excited and hearing Momma moving around and Daddy grumbling to himself.  I kept asking, “What 

time is it Momma?” so many times, that she handed me the big long flashlight they were taking on the trip, and she warned me. 

“Don’t lose it.  I’m only letting you hold it, because you are the oldest. and you can look at the clock yourself, without having to 

ask me all the time.”  Momma alwaysreminded me  ‘Remember, you are the oldest and I expect you have to be more responsible 
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than Mary Jane or Sonny. Be sure you take care of that flashlight and don’t drop it, or it’ll break the bulb and we are going to 

need it on the trip.”   

Daddy always insisted we be on the road by 4 in the morning,‘to avoid the ‘morning rush’. At 125th Street. This was in the early 

Thirties, and we would get on line to get on the ferry that took us to  New Jersey. At that time of the morning there was hardly 

anyone out, besides there was no ‘rush hour’ and there were a couple of ferries and they ran back and forth every fifteen minutes?   

We would finally fall asleep and when the alarm went off, it was in the middle of the night, and w4e were wide awake and we’d 

jump out of  bed and were thrilled that we were already dressed, and ready to go. We ran in the bathroom and washed our faces 

and ignored the bowls of hot oatmeal Ann had waiting with brown sugar and a lump of butter in the middle, we were too excited 

to eat. We happily volunteered to carry down whatever Momma wanted to go down to the car, she gave us the little boxes and 

she carried the bigger boxes and they all went on the back seat. Every year, Momma did the same thing to us, she never left any 

room for us to sit.  She slid the suitcases in back of the front seats, and that left no place for our legs to hang down, and we hated 

that we always had to sit on top of the boxes! 

The boxes were filled with things Momma had saved all year to bring to her family. She always made sure everyone got a gift, 

when she went home. It didn’t matter to them, if it was new or used, as long as it was from Myrtle, they were happy to get it. It 

didn’t take long before we soon lost all our steam, after climbing up and down the five flights of stairs, and finally the only thing 

to go downstairs was the food. 

Daddy stood in the kitchen drinking his breakfast, a half a quart of whiskey and sitting in the kitchen sink was  a half a block of 

ice because he couldn’t put it in the bathtub, because it was filled with all the paraphernalia he used to make his whiskey and 

beer. He had a piece of burlap and pyt it on his shoulder, and put the ice on his shoulder and carried it downstairs/ He set it on the 

sidewalk near the back of the car. and being it was July, it was melting. He used an ice pick, and chipped chunks of ice off it and 

scooped it up with his hands and covered the bottles of beer he had lined up in the bottom of the metal ice box that was strapped 

securely to the chrome luggage rack in the back of the car. because cars didn’t have trunks then.  

Momma insisted we had to eat our oatmeal and by then  it was cold/ We didn’t feel like having to eat it cold, but we had to. 

Momma didn’t trust us carrying the food down.so she did it because it had to all fit in the metal ice box. When she opened it and 

saw it was filled with about 12 bottles of beer again, after all the arguments they had about it every year. she demanded Daddy 

take them out and leave four bottles . He sniffed,  “I’m not taking out my beer, I want it to be ice cold when I drink it!”  He 

walked away and lit a cigarette and Momma was furious at him, again.  

She yelled at him, “You made sure you got your beer in, didn’t you? Where am I suppose to put all this food I made for the trip?”  

He took a few puffs on his cigarette and flipped the ashes on the sidewalk and  reached in his vest pocket and took out his 

pocketwatch and told her, “I hope you are watching the time?” By then Momma was fuming, she was so mad.  

When she saw he was under the hood of the car, checking the water in the radiator and the oil again, she was taking his beer out 

as fast as she could and sticking the bottles down in the boxes on the back seat.  And in went the potato salad, cold chicken, a one 

layer chocolate cake with bitter chocolate icing, in the pan and covered with wax paper and two glass milk bottles filled with ice 

tea, knowing full well, sooner or later he was going to discover what she did.  

. 

The trip to Towanda was 211 miles, but it was one detour after the other. We usually got to Aunt Vina’s around seven or eight 

oclock,  if nothing went wrong with the borrowed car and it usually did/ I remember so many times, we had to sit in a dirty 

garage for what seemed like hours, while they fixed the problem, and we’d walk down the road and back, and Momma paid the 

bill, and she paid for all the gas too.  

If it rained and we were on a dirt road, the car would get stuck in deep mud,  along with a lot ofother cars. Everyone was looking 

around for a big piece cardboard or some boards to stick under the tires to get some traction. That usually did the trick and Daddy 

used what the guy in front of him left , and he was able to get out of the muddy rut, at least until the next time. 

Why Momma and Daddy ever took their vacations together, I don’t know. All they ever did was fight and argue and make one 

another misereable. They stayed the week of the Fourth of July, and had to go back because Momma was working in Wilton, 

Connecticut and Daddy worked for Sheffield Farms, delivering milk with a horse and wagon up in Washington Heights and a few 

years later, Sheffield Farms had open trucks to deliver milk 

By 1937,  Prohibition had been over for four years but the Depression continued on. Daddy got fired for using company money to 

pay his gabmling debts, after being with Sheffield Farms for fifteen years. Being he was such a good worker,  they kept giving 

him another chance to pay back the money he was short of every week, but the amount he owed, didn’t get less, it kept getting 

bigger.  He used the money he collected on his route to pay his gambling debts and it took a while to pay them back what he 

‘borrowed’. But, it didn ‘t stop, he kept using the money that should have been turned in so many times, that  they finally had to 

fire him. 
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Jobs were  hard to find and no one would hire Daddy, when they found out ‘why’ he had been fired on his last job. Aunt Rose 

and Uncle Barney owned a bar in Yorktown, 86th Stree on the eastside, and htey felt sorry for Daddy and  let him work for them, 

as their bar tender.  

He promised them faithfully, he would never touch their money or liquor. In the beginning he behaved himself, but it was a 

mistake to put Daddy behind a bar with all that liquor and all that money in the cash register, knowing how he gambled, and he 

couldn’t resist the temptation. They hated to do it, but they had no choice but let him go. 

I remember how Momma cried, when she heard what he had done, because she was so embarrassed, that he dared do such a 

terrible thing to his sister, knowing how good she always was to him and to us. 

 

                                                *             *             * 

                                                           

When we were on the farm for the summer, we liked to run around with no shoes on. Aunt Vina and her two girls, Dorothy and 

Shirley used toshake their heads at us and laugh/ They could not imagine why anyone would want to go around with no shoes on? 

It felt  good ito us, coming from  the city. where we had only sidewalks. They would stand at the window and watch us, laughing 

to see us ‘city kids’ standing out in the rain and getting all wet. We’d look for mud puddles on the side of the road and we’d step 

in the middle of  it in our bare feet. We loved the sensation of the silky mud oozing up between our toes,. and we’d see them 

make a face and turn away,  because they couldn’t watch us playing in the mud.  

Aunt Vina would  standing on on the front porch, laughing and holding her apron up in front of her face,  elling us, “I can’t bear 

watching you kids but just be sure you wash your feet off in the basin before you come inside.”  She would leave a small white 

enamel basin of water on the back porch steps, with a couple of raggedy old towels to dry off our feet. Aunt Vina seemed to 

enjoy seeing us do those silly things,probably because her children would never do what  we did.                                                    

We spent every summer with Aunt Vina, since we wer little, so we were quite used to not having electricity or running water, but 

the one thing we never got used to was having to use the ‘out-house’, and tear off pages of last year’s Sears & Roebucks catalog, 

instead of toilet paper!  

The wood on the outhouse was silver and grey, they never painted/and the wood wnet up an was warped, and had little knotholes 

where you look  out. The door had a quarter of a moon cut-out at the top and when we were in there, our eyes were glued on that 

little opening because we were afraid someone might peek in, and we were out in the middle of nowhere! Once itwas dark, there 

was no way they could make us go to the out-house.  

August was usually unbearably hot and we would go swimming, but it was a long walk down the mountain to get to Buttermilk 

Falls.  Shirley had to come with us, because Aunt Vina never let us go dpwm there alone. What a beautiful sight it was to see all 

that water rushing down the off the mountain, and bubbling and hurrying over the moss covered rocks and end up in the 

swimming hole. It was ice cold and we had to inch our way in the water until we got ued to it. There was a canopy of branches up 

over us, and all around were big trees so we never got sun burnedwhen we were there. But we were already tan from running 

around in the fields every day. I never fogot how peaceful and quiet it was there, with the birds singing, and the constant rippling 

of the water falling down over the moss covered rocks. We were usually the only ones there. We really dreading  the thought of 

the long climb up the mountain in the hot sun, when it was time for us to go back , and  I remember it being so hot I was wishing 

we had never gone to Buttermilk Falls.  

 

1930 … BRINGING IN THE HAY FROM THE FIELD   

Momma 30,  Johnny 10, Aaron  33  

on the Wagon, Lily 27,  Mary Jane 2 , 

Sonny with the hat on, 5,  Rose 6,  Dorothy 15. Roseanna 4, 
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This picture was taken in the field that was front of Aunt Vina’s house. Notice the rumps of the plow horses, Queenie 

and Betsy.  We had so much fun when we were there and never knew what it was to be  bored.   

Sometimes, we would go under the old apple tree, and I would hold up Roseanna or Mary Jane, so they could rech up 

and pick some green apples for us. Aunt Vina would come out wiping her hands on her apron to warn us, “You kids 

better not eat them green apples,  you’ll get a stomach ache and the runs if you do.”. We did and we got a belly ache 

and the runs from eating green apples. And for heavens sakes, don’t give Betsy or Queenie any of those green apples.” 

Sonny didn’t want to be with us girls, and he’d always tag along with his cousin John, when he went to work at Mc 

Moran’s dairy farm, down the road. We stayed way from that farm, because they had a big ferocious bull that would 

break out of his pen and he gored one of the boys. When  we would hear him bellow and roar, we were so scared if he 

ever got loose he would come up the hill after us. The Mc Morans had a dairy farm and abig herd of cows. They took 

the milk to a co-op in town, where they sold it and every morning the milk cans rattling in back of the truck, used to 

wake us up, when they drove by.  

Whenever Aunt Vina would go blackberry picking, she would invite us girls, Roseanna, Mary Jane and me, to go with 

her. She’d put on a cotton bonnet she made, and wear one of Uncle Henry’s old long sleeve shirts, and give us a shiny 

metal pail with wire handles, she got maple syrup in.  We’d walk across the road and into the woods, and it was dark 

and spooky  in there because it was othing but tall pine trees so that you couldn’t see the sky. It was eerily quiet in 

there, almost like being in church except for all the birds that were singing. 

When we came to where the berry bushes were,  there were no trees, only blackberry bushes and sun was shining on 

them. Aunt Vina was thrilled to see how many there were, and tell us, “Look at how big and juicy the berries are this 

year! ”  We walked on dried up brown pine needles that were everywhere, and they were as soft as a carpet.  They had 

accumulated on the ground there for years and yeras. I was leery about going deeper into the woods, because we knew 

there were bears in there, just like at Gramma’s. Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin told us  if we ever ventured into those 

woods, there were bears in there that were so big, they would eat us up. Of course, we believed them because. when I 

went blackberry picking with Momma and Gramma, a big black bear chased us all the way down the mountain, 

because he wanted the berries Momma had, because we had  two big  pails of blackberries.   
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We ate more than we picked and in no time our pails were full and Aunt Vina sighed, “I guess we have enough for a 

couple of pies for dinner and tomorrow I’ll make some jam for your mother, Myrtle loves my blackberry jam.”  We 

were glad to get back, because our arms and legs were covered with bites and long bloody scratches that stung and 

hurt, and we felt just miserable. Aunt Vina had the three of us sit on the porch steps, and she dabbed a paste of baking 

soda and water all over us, and it felt so good.      

In the summer they had droughts and we learned to be careful how much water from we pumped up from the cistern 

and into the basin, so we could wash our face and hands. Still every Saturday afternoon, everyone took a bath in the 

water from the cistern, that was collected from the rain and saved.. Aunt Vina took her bath first, and when we saw her 

door closed, we knew her bedroom was ‘off limits’ for the duration. Dorothy was the oldest, so she was in charge and 

she carried the square galvanized tub upstairs, and Shirley brought two tea kettles filled with hot water, and we helped 

and carried a pail of cold water, and the soap.  

The middle bedroom was where we slept, and it was big, and it had a linoleum on the floor, . where we took turns to 

have our baths in the middle of  theroomDorothy put a big towel on thefloor, and the cold water went in first, Shirley 

added some hot water and if it wasn’t warm enough, she added a little more  We had to stand up in the water, because 

the wash tub was too small to sit in. We went according to age in the tub,  and as one came out, the next one went in 

and we all  bathed in the same water. We stayedin the room in the back and waited our turn.  

Dorothy being the oldest, went first. When she finished she got dressed and opened the door and handed the bar of 

soap to Shirley with the now moist towel, and Shilrey was in charge of the big tea kettle with  hot water, and she 

would added a litte more hot water in. I went next, then Sonny and Lily bathed Roseanna and Mary Jane together.   

Dorothy and Shirley washed their hair in the kitchen, in the white metal basin that sat on a table in the corner. They 

always had permanents, and  used a vinegar to rinse to make their hair shine.  

 

The water had to be  pumped up from the cistern, a big tank buried underground. All the rain that ran off the roof and 

into the gutters, went down a drain pipe and into the tank. They always had to be careful of how much water we used. 

In the summer they had droughts, and they had to carry  water out to the garden. We liked to help and ladle out water 

on each plant, and it had toe done in the late afternoon, until it rained again. And the Mc Moran’s dropped of cans of 

water so they would have drinking water,and we had to use it sparingly.   

When I was thirteen, after I had washed my hair one day, Shirley showed me how to roll my hair up in curlers. When 

we went to town that night, and  I saw myself in the mirror, I loved how I looked whenI combed my hair out. Saturday 

night, was whemwe went to the barn dances.  

Whenever Aunt Vina went to town, she had a list. The first place she liked to go with us girls, was to Grant’s 5 & 10.  

Sonny had gone with John and his band.. She would buya ten cent bag of gum drops, and give them to us and we 

counted them out and shared them evenly, and our fingers would be all stcky from the sugar on the gum drops.The 

weekly grocery shopping was done last, and we helped carry the bags and put them in the trunk of the car, then Uncle 

Henry left  to go see some of his friends he saw in town. 

Aunt Vina walked along the sidewalk, crowded with people, coming and going,  and she’d stop and talk to a couple of 

her lady friends and tell them, “You remember Rose and Mary Jane,  Myrtle’s two little girls?.” They would make a 

big fuss over us, and one of them had to say,”Why, yes! They live in New York City. Well, to tell you the truth,  I’d 

never want my girls to grow up in a place like that?”Aunt Vina ignored the remark andwalked on. She’d take us in the 

ice cream parlor and buy each of us a double scoop of ice cream, the cone had  two holes one for each flavor ice 

cream.. We licked it fast, to keep it from running down our arms, but it tasted so good.as we continued along and 

looked in the windows  Aunt Vina would meet another group of ladies, and they’d talk. because Towanda was a town 

where one generation after the other had goneto school together and everyone knew everyone else’s business and 

everything else they weren’t suppose to know.. I don’t think anyone ever moved away, except  Momma,and yet every 

women we met  knew who Momma was.. 

Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry were so good to us, after they finished with their weekly food shopping, we’d get back in 

the car and every Saturday night they would take us to  Silver Lake to a barn dance. Uncle Henry was so funny when 

he got out on the floor, always clowning around. He would danced every dance, and Aunt Vina sat there laughing at 
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him.  

Once we learned how to dance, we danced until we couldn’t move. Dorothy’s boyfriend from high school, Andy 

Phelps, picked her up and Shirley, because there was no room in Uncle Henry’s car, with all us kids. Andy played in 

the band and our cousin Johnny played the guitar and everyone would clalp, when he’d get ready to sing into the 

microphone,  “You are my Sunshine, and The Red River Valley.”  The crowd kept clapping and telling him to sing it 

again, and Aunt Vina sat there and was so proud to see how popular he was, and so handsome too 

The barn dances were held in a big wooden building, overlooking the lake with a big wide veranda that wrapped 

around the outside of it, and that was where everyone danced, and.it was  especially beautiful when the moon was 

shining on the lake, it was something you would only see in the movies. John called the square dances and we were 

fascinated seeing him up on the stage playing the guitar and hearing his voice coming from the speakers around the 

room. It was so different from Friday nights, when they got together to practice for Saturday night. 

They would meet in one another’s houses on the hill, and the neighbors were invited to come dance and hear them 

play their banjos, violins and guitars. The kids sat on the floor because there was never enough chairs to go around, 

and we watched everyone dance in a very small living room.  

Everyone had acres and acres of land, so there was plenty of space between the farms, so no one could complain about 

the loud  music. Uncle Henry and Aunt Vina always went to the rehearsals,  and one of the boys would aglways get a 

chair for her, as soon as she walked in. 

I didn’t know how to dance, so I never had the courage to to out on the floor , until one Saturday night at the dance, 

Uncle Henry dragged me out and handed me over to a young boy, and told me, “Now you have a partner to dance 

with.”  I was so embarrassed, but, that is how I learned to dance that night, and laughed as we moved to the left and to 

right, and realized all the fun I had been  missed. When I sat down beside Aunt Vina I was so hot and  exhausted, , but 

Uncle Henry never got tired.  He danced every dance. Aunt Vina laughed because I was sweating and she opened her 

pocketbook and give us girls money to buy ourselves an ice cold cherry soda, and asked that we bring one back for 

John, but she would never drink any soda.  

We sat on the wooden benches that went all around the inside of the entire pavilion, and our backs  were to the lake, 

we’d be sipping the cold soda and watching Uncle Henry clowning around on the floor.Aunt Vina was watching him 

and she ‘d laugh, “Look at him, he sure loves to dance.”  

Then he’d come over and try and pull her out on the floor and she would quietly remind him in a soft whisper, “Henry! 

Now you know very well, I don’t dance, so leave me be and let me sit here and watch you have a good time.” She’d sit 

down and look so prim and proper with her white crochet gloves on, and  pearls around her neck and be so happy he 

was having a good time. 

 

                                                         *             *           * 

  

Every summer Mrs. Hardon invited us to spend two weeks with Momma in Wilton, and we did, but we couldn’t wait 

to get on the Greyhound bus and go back to Aunt Vina’s. We liked being in Wilton, except we had to dressed up and 

be so careful, we didn’t get dirty. We hd two very nice friends and the five of us  played baseball together nmd hide-

and-seek in back of Mrs. Hardon’s property, or we’d go next door to Norman’s house and his mother would mke a big 

p;itchr of lemonade when we played a game of croquet on the front lawn. When Norman’s two older sisters, came 

home from college, they  had a tennis court on the side of their house, and they would try and teach us how to play but 

for some reason we couldn’t get the hang of it. 

 Norman was Martin Ficke’s best friend from school. His mother and father were deaf and dumb, but their two boys 

could speak and hear.  Norman’s father was the minister of the church  that Mrs. Hardon belonged to, across the road 

from her house.  We remained friends for years after,  and continued writing one another,  after Mrs. Hardon died on 

December 9, 1939. During WWII Martin (Cookie) came to see us in New York,in 1944,  the day before he was being 

sent overseas,   for the D-Day Invasion, and Cookie was killed in France,  the first week he landed there.  

 

I know we didn’t realize how fortunate we were,  we could spent our summers with Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry, and 
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be in a house with such a loving couple, they really loved one another, and  we never heard them fight or argue. Uncle 

Henry didn’t feel the least bit embarrassed when he would grab Aunt Vina and give her a hug and a kiss, and lift her 

up into the air, and she’d be yelling at him, ”Henry, you silly old fool, put me down!” She pretended to be pushing him 

away, but we knew she loved it. What wonderful memories we have of  them.  

 

It was a sad day when Aunt Vina had to call Momma, and tell her that Uncle Henry just died.  

 

It was in December of 1960.  They drove into  town with a big list, to do their Christmas shoppin nd prked along the 

street.. Aunt Vina was getting out of the car, and Uncle Henry was putting the dime in the slot for parking, and  saw 

him clutching at his heart, sheran to him and tried to hold  him up, but he slumped to the ground.  She screamed to the  

people walking by, to call an ambulance, but i t was too late, he died in her arms before they got there..   

 

A few years later, their oldest daughter Dorothy died suddenly in 1965, and their son John  died  a few years later, 

and their youngest daughter, Roseanna died suddenly in 1995. They all died from the same defect in the heart, 

suddenly and with no warning, they were gone. 

                                                            

Every Sunday it seemed Aunt Vina had company for dinner. She had her own four children, the three of us,  Lily and 

Aaron too, and she  cooked three times a day for eleven people, and still loved to have compny come for dinner on 

Sundays.  She never complained, but she did have Lily, Dorothy and Shirley to help her, and she never had to tell them 

what to do, they just did it.  

 

The old farm house then,  was over two hundred years old. They had a cupboard under the staircase and she kept her 

good dishes in there, on the shelves.  The doors in the house didn’t have door knobs, they all had old fashioned, 

wrought iron latches that were very noisy nd you pushed down on them to release the lock, to go in or out..  

 

The children ate in the kitchen with Aaron and Lily.and we would hear them laughing inside and it was.usually Uncle 

Leo and Uncle Ervin, teasing Shirley or Dorothy. When the adults ate in the dining room, Aunt Vina liked to fuss and 

put on a starched white tablecloth that had lace around the edge, she had crocheted and matching napkins went beside 

her ‘good ‘china plates’.Dorothy  lined up the china coffee cups and cake plates on the sideboard, so they would be 

ready for dessert.   

 

When everyone finished eating, the tables were cleared and the men went out on the back porch to smoke, and we 

would sit with them, while the women did the dishes.  The big shiny silver kettle always had hot water in it, and it sat 

simmering on the back of the wood stove. The dishes were put in a pan of hot water with some soap, then  were rinsed 

in another pan of warm water and the pots were washed and rinsed, dried, then hung on the wall, going down to the 

cellar. 

Then the women joined the men, so they could  hear Uncle Ervin and Uncle Leo tell one story after the other and we 

sat on the porch steps and were fascinated by the stories, aid and we believed everything they said. By late afternoon, 

there was always a nice breeze blowing and I can still remember sitting on that porch, looking off in the distance.and 

how I loved seeing the beautiful soft green rolling mountains that seemed to go on and on. We could see the valley 

down below, with cars going along the state road, that appeared so small they looked more like ants running along.  

 

We always loved when it was story time, even though we heard the same stories so many times, we still loved hearing 

them. Uncle Leo or Uncle Ervin liked to tell us about all the trouble Momma used to get into, when she was growing u 

and they’d sit and smoke their cigarettes, and slap their knees and laugh so hard,  when they remembered what it was 

like, growing up in Wysox.  

 

Aunt Vina enjoyed hearing the stories as much as we did,being she was adopted, she didn’t grow up with Momma, 
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Leo and Ervin. Being she was adopted, she  lived and went to school in Hornel, New York, so.her life was very 

different. She was brought up in a nice house in town, and attended a Catholic School, had a closet of beautiful 

dresses, her own room and lots of dolls, cribs and a doll carriage, andshe said, with all that she had, all she ever wanted 

to go home and be with Myrtle “ 

 

Uncle Leo would tilt his chair and balance it on the two back legs, and laugh to see how long he could do it, and he’d 

say ”Bet you kids never knew all the trouble your mother got into when we lived in Wysox/Myersberg. Why Ma 

would beat her black and blue, almost every day of the week, but it didn’t do any good because the next day she’d run 

off and do whatever she wanted to anyhow. She was the biggest dare devil that ever lived because she wasn’t  afraid to 

try anything. In fact, she almost got killed three times and nearly drowned Ervin and me in the creek one sring, in back 

of our house  when we had a bad spring flood.”  

 

They would have Aunt Vina laughing so hard, but we didn’t believe a word they said about Momma.. We knew our 

mother would never do the crazy things they said she did. When we asked Aunt Vina,  she insisted, “Yes, I’’m afraid 

all those stories are true.”  

 

Uncle Ervin would  say, “I hear you kids don’t believe your mother ever did these things? Well let me tell you what 

she did one day to Leo and me one day..  She was around nineteen and was working for Mrs. Eggleston, and she spent 

her summers with them in Wysox.  That summer we worked real hard to save enough money so we could buy a new 

motorcycle.We finally got enough money to pay for it and brought it home.. After church that Sunday, Leo and me 

were standing on the side of the road talking to a neighbor, and we saw Myrtle go by in the  Eggleston’scarriage, and 

we waved to her as she turned into our driveway and we noticed she was wearin this long, fancy flowery sheer dress 

and a big round straw hat and we used to laugh at her in those fancy clothes she had.. She tied the horse  and Lily told 

her Ma was over at Mildred’s house and she waited.. 

 

 “We are still talking, and we see Myrtle sit down on the rocker on the porch and  she spots our new motorcycle parked 

on the side the shed. She gets up and goes to look at it, and we see her lift up her skirt up and she sits on the new black 

leather seat and takes hold of the handle bars, and she is smiling from ear to ear.. Now from the look onher face. we 

knew she is trying tofigure out how she can get it to go?” 

 

“Now Myrtle was never on a motorcycle before, so she don’t know a damn thing about them” 

“She decided to back it onto the driveway, by keeping one foot on the ground, so it don’t fall over and she gets it to 

turn around, and she starts looking to see how to it starts. She found how, and we see our  motorcycle take off  like a 

scalded pig with her on it  and she tears down the driveway and somehow manages to turn onto the dirt road. and we 

jump back seeing she was coming right at us. and that long sheer dress she had on, was blowing up over her face, and 

so she can’t see a thing.  She zooms past us and that big round straw hat of hers goes cart-wheeling across the field and 

she is screaming. ‘Help me, Leo!  I don’t know how to shut  this thing off.’  

 

The next thing we know Myrtle and our motorcycle slams into the big oak tree, and she is sprawled out on the ground 

and not moving. We run as fast as we can to her and she doesn’t open her eyes, and she’ is out cold, then she comes 

around looks up at us, and we are so relieved to see she only knocked herself out and she has this big cut on her 

forehead and blood was running down her face and all over that fancy dress of hers. We were so worried about 

Myrtle,, we forgot all about our motorcycle, and seeing her, we thought we better run back and get Ma!” 

 

She insists she’s alright, and me and Ervin get her up on her feet and ask her, ”You alright? ” and she groans, “I think I 

am …but I don’t know why, I‘m so dizzzy’ 

 

Then we saw our new motorcycle, and all the pity we had for Myrtle was gone. We figured it was never going to run 
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again and we  pushed it home, and what does Myrtle do, she runs off and goes and looking for that stupid hat that took 

off like a cart wheel going across the field... She never said she was sorry for what she did to our new motorcycle, all 

she cared about was that God damn hat of hers. We get our motorcycle home and prop it against the shed, and the 

screen door flies open.  

 

Ma takes one look at our motorcycle and sees how its bent out of shape and starts screaming at us. We backed away 

from her and tried to tell her,. ‘We didn’t do it, Myrtle did it.” Well, that is all she had to hear and when she sees 

Myrtle coming she yells at her, ‘Myrlte, you are  going to pay for what you did to their new motorcycle and you can be 

sure,, it is going  to cost a lot of money, if it ever runs again. But, Myrtle paid the bill, like she said she would, but it 

wasn’t as bad as we thought, the tire and the front fender got the worst of it, we got a new tire and a new fender, it was 

like new again.”  

 

                                                            *            *            *   

 

During the Depression, times were hard for everyone and Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry grew most of their food in the 

garden, and they had lots of chickens, so we they had eggs for breakfast every morning, and I rarely had a bowl of 

cereal because I didn’t like warm milk from the cow, because  we were used to having ice cold milk at home. When an 

old hen that stopped laying, Aunt Vina would have had her eye on it for Sunday dinner,  They rarely had meat 

Sundays, and meat everyday at home, except on Friday, we had fish or we had to tell the priest in confession, because 

it was considered a sin to eat meat on Friday.  

Sundays mornings, Uncle Henry got up early so he could go out in the fields and shoot two woodchucks for dinner. He 

would hang them on the back porch and cut asround their feet and pull their skin off and cleaned the insides out befor 

he gave them to Aunt Vina. She cooked them the samew ay as grammadid, she let tem soakd in salt water awhile then 

she put them in a big pot abd they would cook while she was at  church. They were very tough, and they had to cook 

for hours, compared to the old chickens she made soup with. The meat of the woodchuck when she got finished with 

them  was delicious and she made white gravy to go on our potatoes.  Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin used to lick their 

plates, when she had woodchucks for dinner, and we’d sit there staring at them, because we were not allowed to lick 

our plates, but they did.  

That was when  Uncle Evin was married to Aunt Laura, but we rarely saw her.They lived in Gramma’s house in 

Meyerberg  with their son Junior/ Uncle Leo lived in Harrisburg,  since he was a State Trooper,  he was stationed there 

in Harrisburg, and like Momma,  he always called Aunt Vina’s house his home. I remember in 1936, he came to our 

house  in New York and married a school teacher from Harrisburg, and Momma decorated the living room with 

wedding bells and made a beautiful wedding cake for them. Later on they had a son Rodney, but the  marriage ended 

in a divorce, and  Momma stayed in touch with her for years after their divorce. 

We hated when Labor Day week-end, came around, it meant Momma and Daddy was coming to get us. Leaving we 

would be bawling and hanging on to AuntVina and she would be hugging and telling us how she was going to miss us. 

She would be wiping her eyes when we got in the car and when Daddy started down the dirt road, we’d be kneeling on 

the back seat sobbing and l waving to her because we did not want to go home, we loved it there. 

We were very lucky tht, we lived in a neighborhood where the women not only cared for their children, they kept their 

eye on all the children, that played in front of the stoop, or  in the park,  If they saw us doing something wrong,, they 

would scold us, and  tell Momma what we did.   

Momma listened to what they had to say, then she ask us what happened. If she thought we needed to be reprimanded, 

she would do it, but most of the time she disregarded what they told her, unless she felt it was important enough that 

she should talk to us about it.  

Living on the upper westside of  Manhattan, there were so many interesting places for us to see. One nickel took us 

uptown, downtown, eastside, westside … And four out of five boroughs, the Bronx, Queens or Brooklyn with a thin 

paper transfer. We could not use it to get on the  Staten Island ferry, that cost another nickel. The ferry was way 

downtown, the last stop on the subway, called, the Battery. It was a historical landmark at the very end of 
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Manhattan.When we lived it was  two blocks east of the Hudson River and one block east of Broadway, between 134th 

and 135th Streets. It was close the subway,  trolley and Fifth Avenue bus. 

We knew every family on the block, even their relatives that came to visit. I don’t remember anyone  moving away, 

unless they got dispossessed,  married or died. I was the Depression, and so many families got dispossessed, and their 

furniture was put on the curb, and we’d  feel so bad for them.   

When our friends came to call for us, they’d ring the bell in the vetibule, and go back outside and look up at our 

window and I’d tell them, ”Be right down.” We’d go to the park and play basketball or go roller skating. Sometimes 

we skipped rope around the corner on the 134th Street, in the middle of the street. It was a side street and  it was 

narrow.and the boys used to sit on the curb and keep telling us,  ‘to hurry up’,  they wanted play a game of stick ball 

because that section was flat, and further down that street became a steep hill that went down to Broadway. 

When I was in high school, I’d baby-sat for some of the mothers to make a little money, then I could rent a bike, like 

my girlfriends did. We’d go down along Riverside Drive, and follow the  winding paths that went for miles, under big 

sprawling trees.  Sitting on the benches were men and women from nearby apartment houses, sunning themselves 

while they read their newspapers, or they would just sit there and talk to one another   

A big stone wall separated the park from the West Side highway down below, and  prevented kids from getting hurt by 

going on the highway or playing along the treacherous Hudson River. We would go uptown or downtown because the 

same park followed the river  up to the George Washington Bridge, and it went wway downtown.  Around Eighty-

sixth street, there was an outdoor roller skating rink and it was free. It was always crowded with young and old people, 

enjoying themselves as they skated round and round to music.. It was a long ways from where we lived, but, we had 

such a good time, after we learned to keep in step like the other people that were there.    

One Sunday my friends and I decided to walk way uptown and before we knew it, we were at 182nd Street, by the 

George Washington Bridge. We looked at one another and said, “Let’s walk across the bridge.”. and we walked over 

to the New Jersey side. We’d be so tired, and we still had to drag ourselves back home, and the next day, we could 

hardly move we’d be so stiff. 

It usually was an unwritten law, that  you did not repeat what went on in your house, not even to your best friend, and 

we never did. But, I was aware that none of our friends had a horrible father like we did, and none of the mothers had 

to work and live away from home like our mothe did..  

when I’do go to my friend’s house, and see her mother working in the kitchen, I’d  be wishing my when I went home, 

myother would be in the kitchen like that, but it never happened, it would be thirteen years before she would be home 

with us. permanently, We couldn’t wait for Sunday afternoons, knowing we wer gig to have fun going somewhere 

with Momma,, but we dreaded the thought of Sunday nights. It  meant Daddy and Momma were going to have another 

fight and it was always the same thing they argued over the same thing, she was tired of seeing him drunk and she 

demand he give her some money to run the house with. Then they’d started yelling, the three of us would run in our 

room and closed the door just enough so we could peek out through the crack, sowe wouldn’t miss what was going on. 

We were afraid Daddy might hurt Momma, and I will never forget the day, when Sonny was ten years old, we were 

peeking out through the ctack in the door, trying to listen to Daddy fighting with Momma  in the dining room. Sonny 

suddenly stood up and  stuck out his chest and told my sister and me, “I’m gonna out there and I’m gonna  beat Daddy 

up, if he tries to hit Momma! ‘We were innocent enough to think, he really could and would!  

Daddy was a cruel man and he enjoyed punishing us for no reason whatsoever.. It seemed to made him feel important 

that  he was in control of his three frightened children, beause he knew we were scared to death of him. For one 

reason, this man  was as strong as an ox,  

There were nights he would demand we stand in front of him, and we had to have our heads up and look straight 

ahead, and our hands had to be down to our sides, we were not allowed move or talk. We had to stay like that for long 

periods of time, while he sat there watchng us, and we didn’t dar move. And we’d be so relieved if we’d see him nod 

off  for a few seconds, but then his eyes would open wide and he would stare at us, and terrorize us with that big stick 

he would hold in his hand, waiting for one of us to dare talk or move, so he could whack us with it.  

His eyes would be glazed over and fire red being he was so drunk, and  he could hardly hold his own head up, and  

when we’d see his head starting to go down, down, down, and we were absolutely sure he was asleep, we’d run as fast 
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as we could and climbed in our beds and pull the covers up over our heads, praying he wouldn’t wake up and drag us 

back and make us do it again.  

No one realized Daddy was losing his mind even then, because of all the whiskey he was drinking. 

SATURDAY NIGHT  BATHS 

During Prohibition, which took place from 1919-33, liquor was outlawed, but every man knew where the speak-easies; 

were.. Mary Jane was born in 1928,, and Daddy was making his own whiskey and beer in our bathtub an we couldn’t 

get in the tub to take our baths, with all the stuff he had in it, but he didn’t care, because he never took a bath, ever.. 

Even after the Prohibition law was repealed in 1933, Daddy continued making his own whiskey for years after, and 

that only added to the arugments Momma had with Daddy..We took our baths every Saturday night, and Anna had to 

bathe us in the kitchen and fill the stationary tub up half ways, in the tub she washed clothes in.  We wouldn’t take our 

clothes off until she hung the tablecloth over the string that went across the opening of the kitchen, because being we 

were next to the front door, we were afraid  someone might walk in and see our ‘naked bodies’,we didn’t realize we 

were right in front of  the kitchen window, and anyone could look in and see ‘our naked’ bodies. When it was chilly 

out, Anna put the gas oven on to heat the kitchen for us and she would help us up on the chair and hold our hand until 

we got into the narrow stationary tub.  

Back then,most all of  the apartrments had stationary tubs in the kitchen, they were not meant to take baths in. They 

were made of slate  about 2’ X 2’ square and 20 inches deep, and they stood on four sturdy metal legs, about 24 inches 

off the floor, always next to the sink. It was designed that the front slanted back, to accommodate the washboard, so 

women could rub the clothes up and down in the water,  and get them clean, then they were rinsed and hung outside to 

dry/ .Every Monday, it was like a ritual. Everywhere you looked were clothes blowing in the breeze. Inn the winte, they 

would freeze and get stiff as a board. And what a time Anna had, trying to bringing them in and hang them on a line in 

the hall,  by the kitchen. 

The stationary tub was so narrow, and it was not easy for us to sit  in.  Anna bathed Mary Jane first and used a bar of 

Kirkman’s brown soap to wash her and then her long blond hair and rinsed her hair off with a small pot of water. Mary 

Jane was always a sick child, and in the winter, Anna made shure she didn’t’ get a chill, and she would  wrap a big 

bath towel around her off and made her stand in front of the op;en oven door and rubbed her hair dry,.so she wouldn’t 

get a chill.. 

She would have her flannel night gowns hanging over a chair in front of the oven and slip it over her head andhave her 

sit in front of the warm oven, because Mary Jane’s lungs were very delicate, and it seemed every winter she was sick 

with a fever and bronchitis and several times she was in the hospital for weeks, because she had double pneumonia.  

 

Anna would hold my hand,  when I climbed up on the chair and stepped into the narrow tub, but. I would insisted  I 

would wash my own hair but Anna would insist, and she had to towel-dry it, so we didn’t go to bed with a wet heads. I 

loved getting into a nice warm nightgown, that Anna had she’d make us put on our warm slippers and we’d run inside 

and get under the heavy quilts Aunt Vina made us and go to sleep, but Sonny refused to let Anna wash him, he made 

her stand in the hall.  

In the early Thirties,  I remembered one Sunday Daddy left with his friends to go to a baseball game up at City 

College, before Momma came home for the afternoon.  Knowing he was gone, Momma went to the hall closet and 

took every bottle of whiskey he had on the shelves and set them in the kitchen sink.and she pulled all the corks out, 

and  poured the whiskey down the drain and threw  the empty bottles down the dumbwaiter.  

But, Daddy came home a lot sooner than she had expected and when he walked in and saw what she was doing, his 

face turned beet red and he ran in and he grabbed her and tried to wrench the last two bottles out of her hands, but, she 

was faster than he ever was, and she dumped out the last two bottles of whiskey down the sink and .he was like a crazy 

man when he saw what she had done to his whiskey.What a terrible fight they had that day and as usual,  Momma 

ended up going back to work that night, crying again.  

What good did it do, the next day he bought a couple of bottles of whiskey at the ‘speak-easy-  and set up whatever he 

needed to make his beer and whiskey in the bathtub again. Nothing Momma ever said to him, changed him. All that 

ever mattered to him, was he had his whiskey and beer, and it not only ruined his life, it ruined Momma’s life and our 
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lives too. I never thought there would come a day, that Daddy would be forcibly taken away in a straight-jacket, on the 

corner of 134th Street and Amsterdam Avenue, and he would end up in a mental hospital not knowing who Momma 

was or we were for the next seven years and he would die there.  

During the Thirties, on Saturday nights Daddy’s and his ‘called friends’,  played cards in our dining room until the 

wee hours of the morning. They were very glad to come, knowing Daddy made his own whiskey and beerm  and he let 

them have as much of it as they wanted. Our dining room would be  filled thick smoke, from their smoking cigarettes 

and cigars and there was money laying all over the table, and a big round glas ash tray filled with stubs of  cigarettes 

and wet ends of cigars.  Those men thought nothing of raiding our ice box, and taking our food. They helped 

themselves to whatever was in there that Anna had cooked and left for us to have for our Sunday dinner., They’d cut 

into the ham, or  slice off chunks of  the breast of chicken and make themselves big thick sandwiches.Anna would get 

so mad, but what could she say, they were Daddy’s friends and he didn’t care, because Momma paid for the food, he 

didn’t!.  

The years went by, and we grew up and had to get used to Momma not being home with us. When I was sixteen, in 

1941,  we had spent the day with Momma and Aunt Rose had invited us to say for dinner with her family.When we 

came home, as soon as we walked in, Momma started argung with Daddy when she saw he was drunk again, but he 

was always drunk, so it was nothing new.  But, got so upset she started to cry and ran in our room and laid on my bed 

sobbing into my pillow. I sat beside her and kept rubbing her back.because I felt sorry for her because of the miserable 

life she had with my father, and I asked her. .“Momma, why do you put up with him for, he never helps you with the 

rent or groceries. Don’t you you think it’s time you did something about it! Throw him out. You’re not here, so you 

don’t know what we have to put up with him always being drunk”   

Momma sobbed, “You just don’t understand “I took a vow before God, when I married your father, and it was for 

better or for worse,.as much as I would like to, I can’t throw him out!” 

I whinned, “But, Momma, don’t you remember when  Father Costello came to our house, and he wanted to talk to you. 

He told you then, to leave Daddy for the sake of the children, because the neighbors were telling him they were 

worried about the children, because you weren’t home, you were working to support the family and your husband is 

always drunk and beats the children and they would hear us crying. Momma,  you told Father Costello, exactly what 

yuu  told me.Vows or no vows, Momma, it ‘s not right we have had to live with a father, we live in fear of..”  

I could see Momma did not like what I said and she got up off the bed and went in the bathroom. I heard her washing 

her face, and I stood there while she powdered her nose and put on a bit of lipstick. When she was wiping her glasses. 

she never said a word to me, she got her pocketbook and kissed each of us and left crying and went back to work, and I 

never mentioned it to her again, and neither did Momma,. Daddy was still drunk every day and continued to hit and 

hurt us, even when we were in our teens, because no one intervened or tried to stop him? When I think, we never saw 

him sober a day in our lives and. I wonder how long did he have cirrhosis of the brain…before he was finally put in a 

mental institution, where he belonged. 

There were times when we came home, after spending the afternoon with Momma, and she’d find Daddy asleep on top 

of  the bed, with all his clothes on, and she would be glad she didn’t have to deal with him. She would heat up the 

supper Anna left us, and took turns eating in the kitchen. After the dishes were done and put away, Momma liked to 

visit the sick and elderly women in the neighborhood. She enjoyed doing that, but I didn’t’ yet she would drag me 

along with her.  

And she knew I hated going in their apartements, because .they smelled funny and there were newspapers and dust all 

around but I had to go because she would tell me, “You know I don’t like going into anyone’s house alone.”  

The women in the neighborhood  knew Mrs. Mc Arow. was home on Sunday nights, and when one of their babies or 

children were sick,  they’d knock on the door and ask, “Is your mother home?” Momma would look out and they’d be 

embarrassed and ask,  could they borrow two dollars, that they’d give it back on Saturday, that was pay day, They’d 

explain they needed to call the doctor to come to the house because their child was burning up with a fever. Momma 

would loan them the money and go back with them and bring the bottle of alcohol and bathe the child in it, hoping to 

bring their temperature down, and waited for the doctor to get there. It cost two dollars for he doctor to come to the 

house call and that included medicine he always had in his little black bag.  
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Momma was the only mother on the block that worked, and around the first of the month, when rent was due, some of  

mothers had no money left to buy food, andthey would come and ask to borrow a dollar from Momma, until their 

husbands got paid. They would give Anna a sealed envelope with “Mrs Mc Arow” written on it, and inside would be 

nickels and dimes, and the following week, they’d drop off another envelope with the rest of the money.. No wonder 

those women had such respect for my mother, when she met them on the street, they would give her the biggest smile 

and when she walked by and they were gossiping on the stoop, she’d smile and continue on. because they knew that 

Mrs. Mc Arow, did not gossip. Yet, our Ann, was the biggest gossiper in the neighborhood. 

In Septenber of 1931, was when Momma  started to work full time, as a French Chef, for Mr. and Mrs. Hardon at 137 

East 66th Street. Akthough they had a full time English couple, Chris and Mary Hill,  that worked for them for years, 

they lived year round in their country home in Wilton, Connecticut, because they liked to go there as often as they 

could,  being it was only an hour’s drive from the city. Chris was their chauffeurm and he would come pick them up 

and  and his wife Mary was their cook and maid, and Momma worked and lived with them in the city. A few years 

later, Mr Hardon died, and Mrs. Hardon passed away in December of 1939. I remember how it broke Momma’s heart 

when she died. because she was so good to Momma and to  us. Noone but Momma was there when Mrs. Hardon was 

dying, and Momma held her in her arms, and she died very peacefully in her beloved home in Wilton, where she 

wanted to be.  

The following year 1940,  Momma had to find another job, and she worked for Mrs. Kolman and her mother, Rose 

Becker. They lived in a penthouse apartment on the tenth floor, at 75 East 55th Street, and they had beautiful flowers 

all around and potted trees and bushes, and all around there was wrought iron furniture where they could sit and have 

their meals out there, under an awning that went over the chairs and glass top table..  

From Memorial Day to Labor Day, Mrs. Kolman and her mother would spend their summers at their home on Lake 

Placid, and Momma always went with them. We would be there for a couple of  weeks and as much as we enjoyed it, 

we wanted to be with Aunt Vina’s the rest of the summer. The house had a long pier and a huge deck that extended 

over the water, and everyone liked to sit there and eat, and watch the boats go by..On the other side of the pier, was the 

boat house where they kept two Chris Craft boats, and canoes.  

Their chauffeur Murray drove to the utility boat to the  mainland everyday and picked up the mail and newspapers, and 

used the other boat to bring the company to the island, and the meat and groceries were delivered to the dock and kept 

in bins with and they’d call when the food arrived, and Murray would picked it up  as soon as he could. 

There were two islands in the middle of Lake Placid and Mrs. Kolman and her sister, Mrs. Rose had the only  houses 

on the  island, and the other island  was where Kate Smith had her summer home.  In the summer when we went there,  

we used to stand on the pier and wait, because every Friday afternoons, around four o’clock,  Ted Collin’s seaplane 

would come in for a landing down the middle of the lake, leaving a big rooster tail of water behind, and it would 

slowly taxi along side a ramp along side of Kate Smith’s pier. We’d be jumping up and down and waving to Ted 

Collins and he be laughing and waving back at us when he got out of the plane, and we’d be so excited seeing him. 

When WWII started, we were so proud that we knew Kate Smith, when she would sing, “GOD BLESS AMERICA” 

on the radio. and that song became her opening song, on her televion shows. When I’d see her on TV.  When we were 

at Lake Placid, she’d go paddling by in her canoe and stop and ask, what we were doing and where we were from. 

Then she cautioned us,. to be very careful when we were swimming because there were so many  motor boats racing 

around the lake. that a girl was killed, a few summers ago, because the boys in a motor boat,  didn’t see her in the 

water. And she scolded Sonny, because she had seen him, rocking the canoe back and forth and dumping Mary Jane 

and me in the water, and he’d think it was funny.    

One day when  when Kate Snith was  in her canoe, she stopped and introduced us to a young man that was with her, 

and told us, “This is my brother, isn’tr he handsome? We’re going for a picnic at the base of Whiteface Mountain. He 

is staying with me awhile, but he is on leave and has to go back to his outfit!” We were fascinated by his southern 

drawl when the spoke to us, and commented on how cold the water in the lake was, compared to the lakes where he 

came from.  

 

GRAMMA’ S HOUSE  
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Grandpa died suddenly, when he was onky 52 years old, It was n the winter of 1928. He was with Aaron, on the 

mountain covered with snow, and they were cutting down a big chestnut tree, and it fell the wrong way and pinned 

him underneath it, which was highly unusual, because he had been a sawyer all his life, like his father was. Everyone  

thought Gramma would never get over his death, because they knew how loved one another. But, as the years went by, 

it  was very lonely, because Aaron and Lily couldn’t talk, so she had no one to talk to except the women at church.   

Leo, Ervin Vina were married and had children, and they lived nearby, and they would visit her, and Myrtle lived in 

New York City.  Nine years had gone by, and around 1938, one of the ladies in her church introduced Rose to her 

cousin, Bill Decker,.(changed his name) and told her he wasfrom Williamsport, that he was visiting her for a few days. 

He didn’t waste any time calling on Gramma, and the next thing she knew, he asked her to marry him. Gramma gladly 

accepted, when she heard he had a nice bitg house and a farm  in Williamsport, even if it was in the middle of the 

state. She didn’t mind, because she was sure, she was going to be living in the lap of luxury beng married to a man 

with a big house and a farm! 

After they got married he told her, and she was packing up her things to go with him, was when he told her,  “I am not 

taking Lily or Aaron back with us. I don’t need  two more mouths to feed.” Aaron and Lily had no place to go. No one 

in town wanted them.since most of the people shied away from them, afraid they ‘might catch what they had , and they 

would never be able to speak again.’ When Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry heard what Bill said, they went to Gramma’s 

and got Aaron and Lily and took them home with them, and Gramma just walked out of her house, and went to 

Williamsport, .thinking she was going to have a wonderful life.   

After the first year went by, Momma an Autn Vina went to see her, and Grandma did not look at all happy, and she 

kept telling tthem , she wanted to go back home. They figures she was homesick being away from the family, and 

didn’t listen to her.  Then after two years, Gramma had a neighbor she liked, write a letter to Aunt Vina and to 

Momma, to tell them how unhappy she was, and she wanted them to come get her, and bring her back home.. That, 

Bill was working her so hard, and making her do so much work on his farm, that she couldn’t take it anymore.  And if 

they couldn’t come get her, to please send her money and she would take the bus home. She tried to tell them, how 

hard she was working out in his fields, where he was raising asparagus and all kinds of  vegetables, to sell them at his 

farm stand on the side of the road. It seemed he refuses to give Grmdma any of thhe money and he put it all in the 

bank in his name and has never had five cents for herself, the only bit of money she had was when she ddid laundry for 

some of the neighbors, and it was a neighbor who was writing the letter for her to send to Momma nd Aunt Vine... 

 

The Fourth of July, Momma was  at Aunt Vina’s and they talked about the letters their mother was having a friend 

send them, but they didn’t believe a word she said..  Uncle Henry decided that maybe they should go to Williamsport, 

and see for themselves, what was going on. We left early one Sunday morning, and we all went and it was a long ride. 

When Gramma  saw us pull in, she cried and hung on to Momma and Aunt Vina, and pleaded with them to take her 

back with them. They refused to listen to her ‘belly-aching’, they thought Mr. Decker was a really nice man. He 

showed them his farm and explained how he grew asparagus in black dirt and covered the tops with paper cones, and 

Gramma kept whispering to Momma,  “He is nothing but a mean old selfish man! All he wanted me for, was to make a 

slave out of me. He has no right, working me to death like he does. When I complained. he told me I got three meals a 

day and have a roof over my head, what more do I want?” 

  

Momma and Aunt Vina were sureGramma was exaggerating because they liked Mr. Decker, and they told her, that  

she was married to him and she had to stay. That was not what.Gramma expected to hear because she had no intention 

of staying, she was determined she was going to find find a way to get back to her own little house. She started doing 

washing and ironing for the neighbors, and was surprised he let her keep the money she made. When she showed the 

neighbor how much money she had saved, she asked her if she had enough so she could get on the bus and go back to 

Wysox, and she did and she packed her bag and left Williamsport, when he wasn’t home..  

When Momma and Aunt Vina got a letter from the neighbor in Williamsport, telling them, that she knew for a fact that 

Mr. Decker had been mistreating their mother andmaking her work much too hard, that there was no reason for him to 

do that, because he had plenty of money in the bank. That she wondered did they know their mother was planning to 
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take the bus back to Wysox, any day now.. After they finished reading the letter, they felt awful they didn’t believe 

her. They had no idea she was telling thr truth all along, and he had been making a slave out of her all that time. 

After being gone for three years, when Gramma got off the bus at Wysox, she had no idea that Ervin now owned her 

house, because he bought it for back taxes from the town.  It was then she found out he now onwed the house and was 

living there with a new wife Laura and their son, Junior, but she refused to believe it She thought all she had to do was 

walk back in her house, but she had abandoned it and never paid any taxes on it, so the town auctioned if off for back 

taxes.  

And her favorite son, Ervin  bought it. put in plumbing, a bathroom, electricity, and a modern kitchen,  and he ripped 

up and threw out the rag rugs Gramma spent years crocheting and covered all the floors in the house. That broke her 

heart more than anything else, to see he had replaced what she made with new carpeting.  

 

When he told her, the house was no longer hers, that it belonged to him, she continued to argue with him that it was 

hers. Then she cried,  she had no place to live, and her beloved son told her, “I don’t care where you live, but you are 

not moving in here with us.” He closed the door and left her standing there!  Her old neighbor Mildred heard what was 

going on and she let her stay the night. In the morning Mldred called Aunt Vina and told her what happened.and Aunt 

Vina told her not to worry, that she’d take her in, and she already had Lily and Aaron. 

I 

t didn’t last and Aunt Vina was so sorry, she ever let her mother move in, because they argued and they could not get 

along. But, Gramma  never did get along with any of her children, because she wanted to be boss and is what caused a 

lot of problems.   

 

In the springof 1942, Aunt Vina wrote Momma, ‘she was so sorry she ever let Ma come with with her. She didn’t 

know what she was going to do, but she had to do something.’ Momma went downstairsto the candy store and called 

her, she let her know she would send her money, and she was to her on the train, that she could live with us.’ Gramma 

did not want to go to the city, but she came and it didn’t work out, even though she stayed  a year and a half. Momma 

called Aunt Vina and suggested she try to find an inexpensive small cottage that she would pay the rent because she 

couldn’t get along with Anna or Daddy and she was making our lives miserable, always picking on us. And we didn’t 

have any room for her, our bedroom was about 9X9 and we wereinour teens and Mary Jane and I had to sleep together 

on the narrow top bunk bed, and Gramma slept on the bottom one. She would complain that she didn’t like having to 

sleep in the bottom bunk bed, and she wnted her own room.  

 

Momma had had it with her and told her she was packing her bags and she was going back to Towandabecaise Aunt 

Vina found a  cottage for rent up the road from her. Momma gladly put Gramma on the train and she lived in that little 

cottage for fifteen years, until she died in 1957. Momma paid the rent and sent spending money, and Aunt Vina 

brought her eggs, butter and milk and all the groceries she needed.  

\ 

When Gramma demanded  Lily and Aaron go live with her, Lily hid behind Aunt Vina and cried, but Aunt Vina let 

her know she didn’t have to go, but she was surprised to see Aaron went so willingly. It was a relief for everyone to 

know Gramma was finally happy,  she had Aaron to boss around and help her around the house, shovel snow in the 

winter. To chop wood for the woodstove and and put in the garden she had every year in the back yard, and hoe and 

weed it for her.. 

I found it strange that Gramma, Aaron and Lily died a year apart. Gramma died from a stroke in 1956, then Aaron 

was hit by a car and died in 1957, and  Lily died of  a brain tumor in 1958.  

 

                                                            *             *            *  

                                                            

In 1936,  Uncle Leo was a state trooper,  stationed in Harrisburg. He astayed in touch with Momma, and one day she 

got a letter that  he was coming to New York and going to marry a school teacher, name Hermie. We lived on 136th  
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Street at the time, and Momma was so happy he was finally getting married andshe decorated the house with wedding 

bells and streamers, and she made small white crepe paper swans and put tiny paper cups in between the wings and she 

even outlined them in gold, and we filled them with white candied almonds. Momma made and decorated the wedding 

cake, had a big turkey dinner for them.  then they had a son, Rodney,  but the marriage didn’t last, it ended in divorce. 

 

When WWII  started, Leo joined the Army Air Force.and was sent overseas, and while they were bombing a city over 

Germany, the plane got hit and he was hit by some of  shrapnel in his back.They sent him back to the states and the 

army doctors decided it was better to let it stay where it was than try to remove it.  In 1943, he  married Aunt Ruth, a 

lovely young girl in Towanda. They eventually had six children, but Uncle Leo’s drinking caused a lot of heart aches 

and problems in their marriage. Even with all the ups and downs,. Aunt Ruth always stuck by him, until he died at 

sixty-eight, in November of 1972, and she never remarried, and saw that all the children got a vry good education.  

 

All of Ervin’s marriages ended in a divorce. He got married for the third time to Mary, and they had two sons, and 

allthose years, he continued to live in Gramma’s house, right up until he died. Even though he was married to Mary, he 

was the talk of the town, for fooling around with other women, and so many of them were married, but it didn’t mean 

a thing to him.  

It was sad how Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin ruined their lives, when  I remember  the wonderful times we had, when 

they used to come for dinner at Aunt Vina’s.  

They loved going to her house, and acted like two kids, the way used to clown around and tease her, and  made her 

laugh when they’d tell stories about growing up with Gramma, how she cursed, smoked and loved to tell dirty jokes, 

but their father never did any of those things, he was such a quite and gentle man compared to their mother.  

 

One night while we were at Aunt Vina’s  I was asleep and a noise woke up. Fifo started barking I was sure I heard a 

car door close Then I heard footsteps on the back porch.. In the dark I heard Dorothy  whispering to Shirley.  ”Wake 

up, I think I heard someone downstairs!” I almost started to cry I was so scared when we hear a loud baning on the 

back door. .  

Then we heard a loud banging on the back door   

 

Dorothy wasn’t the les tbit afraid, , she jumped up and lit the kerosene lamp, and grumbled to Shirley, ”I bet that 

Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin again. I better let them in before they wake up Dad Them damn fools, I don’t know what’s 

wrong with them, everytime they get drunk and they come here in the middle of the night, and want to sleep it off.”   

 

I was amazed how brave Dorothy was, that she would go downstairs by herself.  Sonny came in our room in the dark 

and sat on the end of our bed, while we waited for Dorothy to come back,  instead we heard Uncle Leo yelling up to 

us, “Hey you kids, you better get down here and eat some of this ice cream.” Shirley grumbled,  “Good lord,  I don’t 

know where Uncle Leo can buy ice cream  at this time of  night, but you kids better get up and go downstiars, before it 

runs all over the table.”  Shirlet took the other lamp and lit and we followed her, telling us, it’s the middle of the night 

what is wrong with them fools.?” And we stood there waiting for Shirley to get going, Sonny,Roseanna and Mary Jane 

and me werewaiting to get some of that ice cream, when all of a sudden we heard heavy noisy footsteps coming up the 

stairs.and we knew it was Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin. It was dark, and they were growling like bears, and they were 

on their hands and knees saying in a deep voices, “We’re gonna eat those city kids up, where are they. We’ll find 

them.” thenthey’d chase around the room and we’d be sqealing like pigs in the dark, trying to get away from them, and 

they’d grab us and Dorothy kept telling them,“ Will you two fools go back downstairs, you  are so drunk neither one 

of you know what you’re doin’”.  

 

They’d be laughing and telling us,  ”Come on kids, let’s go downstairs so these city kids can taste what good country 

ice cream tastes like.” We followed them down  andAunt Vine stood there in her night gown, and  one long braid 

down her back. laughing at them.  “I don’t know how you dare drive around in that car, when you are so drunk, You 
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‘re going to end up  killing someone or  yourselves!“ But she had a lot of love for her two brothers and they knew it., 

almost every Sunday they were there for dinner, and they wer both married and wives of their own.  They could hardly 

focus their eyes, while they stood there, and she told them, “Go inside and lay down and get some sleep, before you 

get back in that car.” They stood there reeling, and agreeing with her, and she sighed, “When will you two ever act 

your age? You make damn fools out of yourselves, every time you get together for a few beers..”  

 

Aunt Vina scolded Uncle Leo. “If anyone should know better, you should.Leo. You are a state trooper, and everytime 

you and Ervin get together the two of you get drunk as skunks?”  Uncle Leo put his arm around her  “Can I go lay 

down on your couch now , I’m so tired?” Aunt Vina went in her bedroom and got  two pillows and gave  them each 

one and Uncle Ervin laughed, “I guess this means I m going to have to sleep on that miserable itchy horse hair couch 

you hve in your parlor?”  She rolled her eyes up, and they stumbled inside. they didn’t get undressed, they took off 

their shoes and laid down and passed out cold.. The dishes were put in a basin to soak until morning, and Dorothy took 

the lamp and we followed her back upstairs and he next morning when we ame down,  they were gone.  

 

THE SLEIGH RIDIES DOWN ST. NICHOLAS HILL 

 

When Momma came home from work on Sunday afternoons, , it was such a different life for us, .the attention she 

gave us, and she listened to everything we had to say.  We’d be so excited to see and couldn’t ’ wait to tell her 

everything that happened in school that week while she held my sister and my hands, walking down 135th Street, on 

our way to the subway, to take us shopping downtown. and we loved to go shopping downtown with her. 

 

Growing up, I  wanted to be just like Momma, I loved the way she dressed, because I was old enough to noticed all the 

mothers in the neighborhood, wore house dresses, and black laced up, lo-heels shoes.  Momma wore a plain navy blue 

or black crepe dress with pearls, or a beautiufl slik print dress she had made, and always matching handbag and high 

heels. We never saw Momma in a house dress,she refused to ever wear one.We loved to see Momma when she came 

home from work, because she always looked beautiful. The women on the stoop used to say, she dressed like she 

belonged on Fifth Avneue  and she was the only mother we knew that wore lipstick. powder, rouge and eye makeup 

then.. In the spring she wore delightful, colorful soft  flowing chiffon dresses, with colorful glass beads and earrings. 

In the fall and winter, she wore tailored wool suits and wool dresses and always high heels, with inexpensive, but good 

looking gold chains or beads.. 

 

 Momma enjoyed dresseing up and beause she sewed so well, she made most all her clothes from remnants she had in 

those boxes in Anna’s room. Her hair looked so smart and pretty, the way she combed it and wore it in a rolled circle 

around her head,  . Whenever saw her that she didn’t hve on a pair matching glass beads and earrings, high heels 

except when we went hiking. 

I was ten when I asked the barber to cut my hair into bangs, like Momma’s. I practiced and learned to write the way 

she did.  I even tried to like chocolate ice cream, eventhough I didn’t like, because chocolate was her favorite She 

never knew I felt that way, or that I admired her that m0uch, because we never heard any one say, ‘I love you.’ Only 

boys said that to their girl friends, and it was printed on Valentine’s Day cards.  

 

Not alone was Momma different, she was the only mother in our neighborhood that was born in America,  and we 

were very proud of our mother.and e liked to boast about that to our friends. We aware that none mothers ever took 

their children trips to the zoo or sleigh riding and ice skating late at night. Most of our friends had never been to Coney 

Island or Palisades Amusement Park. When Momma took us, she didn’t go on any of the rides, and we never asked if 

we could because we knew Momma couldn’t afford it, we were just thrilled to be there and be walking around with all 

the people, and we’d be looking at the dancing neon lights and listeninging the loud,  wild, crazy music each booth 

was playing. 
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When we went hiking, Momma, wasn’t afarid to let us cook our own meat over an open fire, or know what a ‘hot’ 

mickey tasted like,   a potato cooked in the fire until it was burnt black but  it was  delicious.  If it was too cold to go 

hiking, Momma took us to the Museum of Natural History at Central Park West, or the Museum of Art, on Fifth 

Avenue, or we’d go the Bronx Zoo and she’d buy us each a box of CRACKER JACK, while we went in and out of the 

buildings where the monkeys, tigers and elephants were, but not the screeching birds in the Aviary   

 

There were many nights when it was freezing out, and Momma would come all the way home andT help us get into 

the skating outfits she made us, like Sonja Heni used to wear.  We’d  be so happy getting on the Fifth Avenue bus and 

go down to 57th Street. As late as it was, it was crowded with people, ice skating and going round and round on the 

lake in Central Park. What a grettime we’d have, even if we couldn’t’ stay up on our feet,  we were always slipping 

and falling down on the ice, and Momma would o gliding by, she’d stop and pick us up,  and continue on. With those 

short Sonja Heni skirts on,  we were laughing because our rear ends were so cold, 

 

Whenever there was a big snow storm, Momma would come home and take us sleigh riding late at night. Sonny had 

his own sled and we climb on Momma’s big sled. I have never forgotten what it felt like, going down that big long hill 

because we went so fast, and the snow would be flying in our face from the sleds ahead of us..and we knew all friends 

were fast asleep in their beds, while we were having the time of our lives with Momma.in below greezing weather.  

.But, then they would line up and want to hear evrything we did,  when we were sleighing riding,  they were fascinated 

that our mother did those kind of things with us and they’d be wishing they could have been with us too..   

 

Little did we dream, we would grow up eventually because we lived in the’now’ and thought those childrhood days 

would never end. or that and one day we would no longer be doing those wonderful things with Momma. and 

theywould  become some of our fondest memories.  

Time had no meaning, to us, ne day was the same as the other, The only day that really mattered to us was 

Sunday.,because it meant Momma was coming home., and she would be taking us to places, that made us happy, we 

never thought what she might like to do, it was always about ‘us’..  

 

The winters were so much colder then they are today. The snow stayed piled up at the curb, just about all winter. 

When Momma was at work, if she looked out and saw it was snowing really hard,  

she had to go home and take us sleigh riding. After making dinner for the Hardons, she let them know she was leaving 

to take the children sleigh riding. They liked hearing she enojoyed doing things like that with her children. Being that 

the Hardon’s were in their eighties, they wanted to hear all about she what she did the next morning.  

 

This is what she did, after working all day. She still had the desire and energy to go all the  way home, and take us 

sleigh riding,or ice skating  W ehad no phone, so there was no way she could  let us know she was coming home to 

take us sleigh riddng, and we would be sond asleep in  bed.   It was an hour’s ride on the Third Avenue trolley for her 

to get home, ,and so many times,not even the trolleys could make it up a certain sections of Amsterdam Avenue that 

wa a long hill and it was right in front of our house. They had work-trolleys that traveled back and forth with huge 

three foot rotating brushes in front of them, that cleaned off  the  ice and snow, but they didn’t always get all the ice 

out of the tracks and it would cause the trolley to slide off completely., Nobody liked to get off the warm trolley and 

stand out in the cold, but  everyone had to get off and the men would line up and they rocked it, and they’d get it back 

on track., then eveyoen could get back on. 

. 

When Momma  came home,  all she had to do was shake us and say, “Who wants to go sleigh riding down St. 

Nicholas’s hill?”  We jumped out of our bed and  be so excited, that we’d wake Daddy up,.. he’d open his eyes and 

yell at Momma,,“You out of your God damn mind, taking those kids out of their beds to go sleigh riding .. it’s freezing 

out there.You nuts or something?”  
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Momma ignored him and put on lots of warm clothes on us, and we took  the two sleds out of Anna’s room.and we 

were wide awake and couldn’t wait to get going. Before we got into our snow pants.Momma buttoned up the front of 

one of our wool sweaters, and had us step into the sleeves like a pair of pants, and she’d pull it up, and the bottom of 

the sweater was up around our waists, and the wool sleeves kept our legs so nice and warm and with two pairs of 

gloves on our hands stayed warm,  because it was a long walk to get o St. Nicholas’s Park, but we loved trying to walk 

through the deep snow and we noticed.there wasn’t another footprint on the sidewalk, street, except where the janitors 

were shoveling the snow off the sidewalks, and they’d throw coal ashes around on the sidewalk., but the snow covered 

them up as fast as they put them down.. 

 

We’d be so happy trudging along in t the deep snow and dragging the big sleds behind us, and it was esy in all that 

snow., and Sonny was rught behind us,with his  sled. The snow kept falling and sticking to our faces and our 

eyelashes, and everywhere we looked, it eemed so eerie. The only sound we heard  were all the metal snow shovels 

scraping against the cement sidewalks. Sh would have us so bundled up, with long crocheted scarves wrapped around 

our necks and being ot was bitter cold out, and our noses were running and so cold they hurt, and our eyes kept 

watering. The wind was blowing so hard it was and howling all around us, but it didn’t stop us, we couldn’t wait to 

ride down that long hill where only the ‘brave’ dared to go. As we plowed our way through the deep snow,everytime 

we breathed we laughed because we could made steam.  

 

Momma enjoyed telling us what it wa slike when she was young girl in Wysox, that the hills she went down on her 

sled were much longer and steeper than St. Nicholas Hill. To us, that was hard to believe, because St Nicholas Hill, 

was the teepest hill we ever saw.  It was a block long and went down to Eighth Avenue, in Harlem. It was be very busy 

street, because it was  wide and always had a lot of trafficand the 8th  Avenue subway station was at the bottom of the 

hill. 

 

There was no doubt  it was a dangerous hill to go down on a sled  because you couldn’t stop and we heard so many 

people were killed because they went  right out into the traffic. 

The police department didn’t want to stop people from riding down that hill , but they knew something had to done.  

Because, it had become so popular that people came from all over, just to go down that ‘infamous hill’.  

Finally,  the police department came up with an idea, after seeing the janitors putting out 5 and 6 cans of ashes every 

night, for the Dept. of Santitation to pick up in the morning, they suggested to the boys maybe if they to put some of  

the ashes across the bottom of the hill,. it should slow the sleds down enough to stop people from landing out in the 

middle of traffic. 

.It worked but people were still getting hurt., because when it was snowing real heavy, it covered the ashes, it slowed 

themdown but not enough to prevent them from landing out in the road, but not out in traffic, closer to the curb. They 

decided to block that section off  with wooden barriers and they hung red kerosene lamps on them, and all the traffic 

was detoured around the block.  

Then people started coming at all hours, and they  lined up for a chance to go down that hill, because there wasn’t 

another one like it in New York City.. 

It was not wide and only one sled at a time, could go down. There used to be a series of long flights of wooden stairs, 

for people to go down that hill and get on the Eigth Avenue subway, and they’d have the long climb back up; when 

they came home from work. But, they found in the winter those steps were extremely slippery once they became 

covered  with ice and snow, so the city tore it all down and made one long concrete path and it made it so muc easier 

when people were hurrying to get to the subway, especially when they were late and in a hurry . 

 

When we finally would get there, we were sort of disappointed to see the long lines of people waiting to go down the 

hill. It was so cold, yet no one seemed to mind because they were having  a good time. The older boys kept a fire 

going in a big steel drum, andtook turns giving people sitting on the sled a good push, and send them flying down the 

hill, and we’d hear them screaming. 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1191 

 

We loved how it felt going down that hill … faster and faster so that we could hardly catch our breath, It was such an 

exhilarating ride and with the snow falling spo ard it was stinging our faces/ And we’d hear Momma saying, “I can’t 

see, there’s snow all over my glasses”. We’d be so disappointed when we’d feel the sled was going over the ashes, it 

meant the ride was over.  

We knew to get off quick and get out of the way, because there would be another sled coming down., and then we had  

that long walk back up the hill, and it was very tiring. We had to stay way over to the right, because the path had ashes 

on it, to prevent someone slipping and getting hit by one of the sleds coming down.  

 

Momma walked in front of me, holding  Mary Jane’s hadn and when I  looked up and see how far the top of that hill 

was, I didn’t think we were  going to make it, and I kept dragging the sled behind me, and we made it, and we stood on 

line again.and only too glad to down the hill again.      

The boys from our neighborhood were always there, no matter how cold it was. They were always laughing and 

clowning around and they kept the fire going  and everyone would  huddled around it trying to warm their hands. 

Everyone’s nose was a bright red, and their ears, toes and fingers hurt and throbbed, in the below zero weather and 

we’d be laughing to see how the boys kept moving around and dancing up and down, trying to stay warm., while huge 

big snowflakescontinued to kept fall and cling to Momma’s tortoise shell glasses, but she was having a lot of trouble 

trying to see and she kept taking  them off and wiping them with her hanky, but she coudlnt’ see without them, and 

soon as she put them back on, the snow covered them again.  

 

While Momma waited on line, we stayed over by the fire and toasted ourselves on one side and turned around and 

toasted our back side, while the boys were busy throwing in more coal, from the bag that was sitting in the snow. 

Sometimes, they’d take had a small axe and chop up a doublesided wooden orange crate and old pieces of lumber 

they’d  find,  but somehow there was always a big bag of coal there and they’d dump a little at a time on the fire The 

fire was so hot the rusty old can glowed red in the night, and it made Momma nervous and she’d scold, “Don’t get too 

close to that fire,” when she’d see us bending down, and looking in the holes  to see the roaring fire inside, because we 

were amazed how fast the wood disappeared when they’d thrpw it in. 

 

No one stood still or they would freeze to death,  everyone kept stamping their feet to keep them from getting frost-

bite. We had on thick wool socks, shoes and galoshes,  but I couldn’t feel my feet they were so cold. The wind 

continued to howl and madesuch eerie noises, while the snow continued to swirl all around us, but we loved being 

there and being out so late, but best of all, we knew all our friends were home in bed,  and we were having such a good 

time. We would tell them all about it the next day, and sometimes they wold walk away, they didn’t believe us when 

we told them our mother got us out of bed to take us sleigh riding.. 

 

When one of the boys made a shrill whistle through his teeth to get everyone’s attention,  he held up a big old white 

metal commercial thermometer. so everyone could see it and with the street light shining on it, he announced laughing  

“Look everyone  it’s 11 degrees out?  How many of you  here would rather be swimming?”  Everyone clapped and 

was laughing and the’d forgot they were cold .I don’t know where the boys got the potatoes, but the older boys would 

bring a burlap bag of potatoes and they keep roasting them for anyone who wanted them. The bag was kept close to 

the fire so the potatoes wouldn’t freeze.  Momma would whisper, “I hope they didn’t steal those potatoes.” She knew 

their parents couldn’t afford to let them buy a big bag of potatoes like that and they certainly didn’t have the money to 

buy it themselves.  

 

They seemed very happy standing there roasting several potatoes at once,  on a long metal coat hanger they had 

straightened out, and they’;d push one end of the wire into a  branch and make a handle  sp they could hold the wire 

and not burn their hands.  We’d see how they’s pinch the potatoes, to see which ones were done, then turn round and 

start yelling,  “Who wants a hot mickey?” Then they’d hand them out to whoever wanted one, and theyd be so hot and 

black as coal and burnt to a crisp, but they were glad to get one. Some of the boys made a game of tossing the potatoes 
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around to their friends to warm their hands, and then they’d keep passing it around until ithad  cooled down enough so 

they could take a bite and t the steam would be pouring out, and they’d still have a bite and pass it over to the next 

guy.. Seeing us standing there watching them, they would offer us one and say, “Here kid, take one?” We’d backed 

away saying,  “No thanks, ” but we really wanted one, but we were too bashful to say  we did.  

 

One of the older boys would light  ‘a’ cigarette and take a few puffs, then pass it to the next guy, he’d take a few puffs, 

and pass it on, and as the cigarette gott smaller and it was almost  burning their lips, they’d finallyhrow it down and it 

would disappear into the snow.  

 

We’d be jumping up and down  we’d beso excited when it was our turn again. Momma let Sonny go first and the boys 

gave him a big push, and we were next. Mary Jane sat in the front and I got in back of her, and Momma climbed in 

back of me and held the rope that steered the sled, and we held on to the sides, waiting to get that big push and down 

we’d go over the shiny, bumpy ice, screaming at the top of our lungs, and loving every minute of it. 

 

We’d hate it when we’d feel  the sled slowing down, and then it would come to an abrupt stop because of all the ashes 

that were spread around at the very bottom of the hill, to make sure  no one landed out in the middle of the road. After 

the police put the wooden barriers up with the red kerosene lamps and detoured the traffic, no one got hurt again, but 

the older boys still took turns being ‘look outs’ at the bottom of the hill to make sure no one might drove around the 

barricade the police had there. 

 

Going home, as cold as it was,  we were still happy. Our cheeks were a bright rosy red and our noses were running 

when we walked in the house. Daddy would be waiting for us,  in his long john’s,  waiting to have a fight with 

Momma and he come at her and yell.“You nuts or somethin’!  I told you not to take them kids down that hill. It’s too 

dangerous. You want to get them killed?”   

We’d  hide behind Momma, and he’d wake Anna up with his yelling and we’d see her peeking out from behind her 

door. Momma just ignored him and helped us take off our snow packed galoshes She put them in the tub to drip and 

hung all our wet clothes on the line in the hall by the kitchen and. told us to get in our pajamas  and all the while  

Daddy was standing there glaring at her.  

Momma still had to go back downtown, yet she made a big pot of hot cocoa to warm us up.  I climbed up on a chair 

and got the can of  BAKER’S bitter cocoa for her, and Mary Jane got the sugar canister and held it open for her, while 

she turned the gas on under the pot. Momma put a couple of spoons of butter in and used a wooden spoon and 

carefully stirred the hot mixture around until it became a thick shiny paste and adjusted the flame lower. She told 

Sonny get the milk from outside the window, that was in a galvanized ice chest attached to the window. It was usually 

frozen, and Momma just stuck a knife down in the bottle, and twhirled it around, and poured half of it into the pot and 

the milk  plopped out half frozen..  

 

While Momma was buty stirring the cocoa,  Daddy came out and started yelling at her again, “Are you crazy or 

something,  taking these kids out of their beds in the middle of the night to go sleigh riding?” Momma turned around 

and gave him one ‘look’, and when she picked up the pot of cocoa, he moved away fast. I had the cups ready and 

Momma poured the hot cocoa in and she treid to ignored Daddy watching her  and she stuck a marshmallow in our 

cups and handed it to us. Daddy was itching for a fight, the way his eyes going back and forth watching her reach up 

on the top shelf and get us the box of Lorna Dunes that Anna kept up there for us, and she gave us each two to have 

with our cocoa.. When we finished, Momma marched us past Daddy and ha du get back in our flannel night gown, and 

Daddy came with us but  he never said a word. She kissed us good-night, took her pocketbook and she left..There are 

no words to describe what it felt like, when we would see Momma leave.and go bck to work, because no matter how 

old we got to be, we never could understand why she couldn’t stay home with us.                                                               

 

The kitchen was so small, in fact all we could only get  two chairs in it, one stayed by the sink whee Anna always sat, 
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and one was on the other side of the gas stove. To eat, we took turns one at a time, sitting at the stationary tub. It had a 

square white enamel cover that fit over the tub that slanted back at the bottom, and as one of us finished, the next one 

sat down to eat. This is how we ate, until the day we got married, because only Daddy ate in the dining room.   

 

When I look back on thos days and think how that man treated us, and how he would demand we do exactly what he 

said, or he would haul off and wallop us so fast,  he got away with all his life.  

When we were taking music lessons at the Domincan Convent at 66th Street, Mrs. Har don paid for Mary Jane to take 

violin lessons and I took p;iano lessons for almost 6 years. It wasacross the street from where Momma worked, and 

then we go see mom and she’d ut us on trolly and we go home. What we didn’t’ like what that Daddy made us play ‘ 

Irish’ music all the time. I still get furious when I recall the nights he kept us up so late, sometimes until two in the 

morning, hlding a stick and threatening us if we stopped.  Mary Jane would be playing the violin, and I’d be at the 

piano, playing the same Irish song over and over. I have never forgotten how tired we were,but he didn’t care, he’d tell 

us we didn’t get tired when we went sleigh riding with Momma. And he had to get up so early and go to work, and 

Yyet, he was never late or ever missed a day of work.  

 

Well, except the time Momma got so mad at him  she hit him across the face with an iron frying pan, and gave him 

two black eyes. He was too ashamed to go to work the next morning. Sunday night, they were fighting as usual, and. 

he gave her such a hard push, he knocked her down and she hit her head up against the wall in the kitchen and fell 

between the wall and the stove. Little did the nuns in school, know what our lives were like at home with Daddy or 

how afraid we were of him, because we never knew what he might do to us. Hefelt he had to be in ‘total control’..of 

his three ‘young’ children, and he was so cruel tous, that I don’t know how he lived with himself. 

 

At Christmas even though Momma wasn’t there,  we hung our stocking and we got mostly ‘sensible gifts, a dress in a 

box or a new petticoat, night gown  but we always got one toy. and a board game, and an ‘orange’, Getting an orange 

was a real treat and it was the only orange we got all year along with some silver wrapped Hershey kisses and a 

chocolate Santa Claus.  

 

Two weeks before Christmas, Msgr. Quinn went to the boys and the girls school and handed out  small boxes of hard 

candy filled with jam. The little box was similar to what Animal crackers came in, with a white string across the top to 

carry it. We didn’t eat any of it, we saved it for Christmas.  

 

Once when we were in Wilton for Christmas, Mrs. Hardon  asked me, if I would like to help her go shopping in 

Norwalk. I felt very honored she asked me to go with her. While she was going in and out of the stores, Chris, her 

chauffeurwaited in the car and he would read, while we went in and out of the Five & Tens. We were going up and 

down the aisles, and she stopped and bought a couple of packages of grey hairpins and six packages of very fine grey 

hair nets, and she paid for them, and I asked her, seeing the toy departmentwas decorated so pretty for Christmas, and I 

asked her, “Would it be alright if I went over and looked at the toys?”  

 

She smiled and nodded I could, while she continued to walk around. I opened my coat and loosened my scarf  because 

it was so hot in the store.. I was busy looking at all the toys they had in for Chirstmas, and I discovered a Shirley 

Temple doll on display.and I loved it the minute I saw it.. .  
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It was on display up on a shelf, higher than me, byt they had grey cardboard boxes down below with the dolls in the 

box, and they were open  I stared at that doll resting on the white tissue paper, not knowing Mrs. Hardon was watching 

me,  and I very carefully picked her up and touched the beautiful shiny blonde curls and the white organdy dress with 

tiny red velvet polka dots on it, and I fell in love with it. When I walked away I kept looking back at it and how I 

longed to have that doll, and I knew it was an impossible dream to have a Shirley Temple doll.like that, an dI knew it 

was too expensive. for Momma to buy it for me. 

 

I continued along and saw they had big cans of crayons with so many different colors and  I saw they had  huge 

coloring book and I looked at how many pages it had compared to what I had. When I saw Mrs. Hardon, I  hurried 

over to help her carry her shoping bag, and she wouldn’t let me, she insisted she would rather carry it. . We left tthe 

store, and the car was parked right outside and she insisted Chris take the shop;ing bag and put itin the trunk, whle we 

have lunch..   

 

Going home, I kept looking out the window because enjoyed seeing all the houses decorated for Christmas again, and 

the big wreaths they had on the front doors, and all the pretty  lights in the windows, for me it was so exciting because 

we didn’t have anything like that in the city. Most people had little artifical wreath hanging in the windows, and some 

had a light in them.. .  

We liked being in Wilton for Christmas, so we could be with Momma. and Mrs. Hardon always ahd a big tree  in their 

living room, near the baby grand piano, she had Chirs  put up a small one in our bedroom, being it was a big room,  

compared to the little bedroom we had at home. 

 

He put down a blanket and a sheet on the light blue carpet, after he setthe tree in a pot of water and lots of stones so it 

wouldn’t dry out or fall over and the delicious smell of pine was everywhere. th. We had so much fun, smearing all the 

branches with the make-believe snow Momma  would make , by whipping a box Ivory Snow soap flakes in warm 

water, she had in a big bowl of all these thick bubbles and l it was thick.and almost dry. Momma would carry it 

upstairs for us.and we used our hands to smear it on all the end of the branches and we had to wait until it dried, before 

we could trim it with the Chirstma balls and it would look like it was covered with snow, 

 

That particalr  Christmas Eve, Mrs. Hardon came in to admire our tree and she had a shopping bag with her, na dshe 
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leaned over and placed several gifts under the tree, mostly books,in with the gifts  Momma and Mary and Chris put 

thre for us.  Later that evening, we celebrated downstairs in the kitchen with Christmas cookies and hot cocoa with lots 

of whipped cream , and Chris and Mary and Momma put something i in their eggnog, before we all went upstairs.  

 

Momma had us sit on the floor while she handed out the gifts.and Chris and Mary  said they missed being back home 

in England when it was Chirstomas, and they would bring in two chairs so they could sit and watch us, being they 

never had children, they enjoyed being with us and seeing us open our gifts 

 

Momma handed a package to Mary Jane telling her, “This is from Mrs. Hardon,” She opened it, and was so happy to 

see it was a baby doll, with a long dress and a bonnet on it, wrapped in a small flannel blanket and another package 

had two children’s books. And Mary and Chris gave her their present, a pair of pink flannel pajamas and slippers, and 

two large coloring books and box of crayons just like I had seen in the 5 &10.. When I opened the box I got from Mrs. 

Hardon, I screamed when I saw it was the Shirley Temple doll I admired in the 5 & l0 that day. I held it to me and 

cried because I couldn’t believe it was mine. Mrs. Hardon was standing in the doorway, smiling and I ran over and I 

hugged her and told her how I loved it and let her know I would take good care of her and I really did take very good 

care of that doll.and had it for years. 

.  

The other package had two beautiful hard covered books, Aesop’s Fables, and Greek Myths for children. And from 

Chris and Mary I got flannel pajamas and slippers like Mary Jane but mine were peach.  Then Momma handed Sonny 

a box from Mrs. Hardon. and when Sonny unwrapped it, he got so excited when he saw it was a bright red fire engine 

with a hook and  ladder, and a bell on it, and  he also got a hard cover book of Adventure Stories for Boys. and the 

other one was about King Arthur and Chris and Mary gave him  two pairs of tan wool socks he was glad to get..   

 

Every year, a few weeks before Christmas, a package would come in the mail from Aunt Vina, filled with presents for 

everyone. Momma got her favorite jams wrapped in layers of newspapers so they wouldn’t break with a ribbon tied on 

them, and her favorite sweet pickles Aunt Vine crocheted us pretty colorful wool scarves and mittens for the 3 of us, in 

different colors, not to get them mixed up,and we always got a box of her delicious cookies with hickory nuts that we 

helped her to opick up from under the hickory tree. 

 

WHAT A DIFFERNCE 20 YEARS MAKES 

 

We always had an ice box until 1940. When Momma saw us take something out of the icebox, , she would preach, 

“Make sure the ice is covered with newspapers, because  it’s going to melt, and you know another piece is going to 

cost ten cents! “  Our lives changed so much, since the 1930’s and 40’s. No wonder it is difficult for our children to 

believe, we never had any of the things they have, when we were growing up.  

 

By the 50’s we had ‘a’ television, then came portable radio and telephones. Now we have cell phones,  2, 3, 4 

television sets in our home, a Video and  DVD  player,  2 or 3 cars sitting in the driveway, wall to wall carpeting, 

refrigerators and freezers filled with an assortment of frozen meats, vegetables, microwave ovens, T.V. dinners, and 

different flavors of ice cream, Cocoa Cola, Pepsi Cola, and ice cubes or crushed ice coming out of the door of the 

refrigerator door.  

When we got  a ‘penny’, we were thrilled and today we walk over them. and don’t even bother to bend down and pick 

them up any more. 

 

I remember when I got a penny, I’d run downstairs to the candy store and stand there, looking in the big glass 

showcase, walking back and forth, trying to make up my mind which piece of candy was I going to spend my penny 

on. The candy store man was very patient, and he’d stand there and wait while I decided which piece of candy was I 

going to buy. I’d scan all the different candies he neatly piled up in thick glass trays on the the top, middle and bottom 
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shelf,  and it was always the bitter chocolate covered Knickerbocker caramel, I’d take and give him my penny and run 

out. . 

 

There were no  TV’s, VCR’s, CD’s, DVD’s or Game Videos, back then besides we were too busy playing.  We live 

din the city, but we were always out in the fresh air having fun in the park, or around the corner skipping rope or roller 

skating. . We always found something to do. We never said, “I am so bored, I don’t know what to do?” like the kids do 

today.. 

 

 At night, the three of sat on the linoleum floor. We didn’t have a couch or soft chairs.  We sat on the floor in front of 

tour big wooden radio that stood on four legs. We listened to the Lone Ranger and Tonto, Jack Armsrong, the All 

American Boy,  and at six o’clock when Buck Rogers came on,  we would be transported to another world , and we let 

our  imagination take us away and let us think we were right there with him. We sat on the floor did our homework on 

our laps, with our books were beside us, and we did our homework and no one had to remind us or helped us.   

 

The Depression lasted eleven years and ended when WWII started.Sunday December 7, 1941,  It was a very 

frightening thing to hear President Franklin Delano Roosevelt speak on the radio and hear him declare war.  

 

Early Sunday morning, Hawaiian time,  the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor and killed thousands of our men, while 

they wre sleeping our their ships in the harbor.,. Needless to say out country was stunned when they heard what how 

many boys were killed and how many ships were sunk. NO one watned to believe that the Japanese would do that to 

us.  

 

And from that day on. everyone’s life changed. Jobs suddenlybecame plentiful, so much so, they couldn’t find enough 

men to fill all the jobs that were needed when they reopened factories and had to retool for the war. they needed 

supplies to be sent immediately to the Pacific and to Africa and in Europe. They needed airplanes, battleships, aircraft 

carriers,  planes to take off and land on aircraft carriers, that were out in the middle of the ocean, submarines, jeeps, 

trucks, tanks and uniforms, and clothes for  the men in the tropics, clothes for the men fighting in snow and being 

exposed to some very cold winters in countried they were sent to fight in.  

 

The Brooklyn Shipyards started making Liberty ships and they turned out ships as fast as they could that they were 

turning out three ships a day.The army and navy desperately needed cargo ships to bring supplies to them,  and the 

Merchant Marines went across the Atlantic and to the far off islands in the  Pacific. The entire country was dedicated 

to one thing, to win the war and bring the boys back home. They worked hard and were getting planes made in record 

time. Boeing and Douglas Aircraft, had to hire women because of the war.and that was unheard of before the war, but 

they had to because most all the men were fighting in the war and the women made up almost 98% of their work force.  

 

We were not prepared for another war.  We had just gone through WWI, twenty-three years ago, and somany men lost 

their lives in France and Germany.  What they needed were bombers and faster planes to fight the Germans and the 

Japanese.but once they got started, they were producing and sending them out faster and faster, that is why we won the 

war.  

 

Ford decided to build a factory so they could make the planes faster. It was almost a mile long, and that was where 

they built the airplanes and he introduced a new concept, to get things done faster, and it was called the assembly line. 

They  put the planes together so fast, the government was amazed how fast they were able to turn out the engines for 

the airplanes When they first started to build the planes,  Ford was convinced there had to be a faster way and once he 

got everyting lined up, and in no time they were putting the planes to gether so much faster, becausethey were being 

made on an assembly line, and itr was Ford’s idea. The men and women  gladly worked overtime, because they 

wanted the war to end, so the boys could come back home, but the war continued and the boys kept dying, for the next 
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four years  

 

With most of the men fighting in the war, the factories that refused to hire women found they no choice but hire 

women for jobs the men had done.and all the big companies strted hirig women. They were surprised the women were 

doing as good a job as the men and they built the ships, planes, jeeps, trucks, rifles, uniforms, ammunition, bombs, 

medial supplies, when so many men left to join the armed forces.  

 

The women  had to be trained for specific jobs. Many companies couldn’t fill the government contracts fast enough 

and they kept coming in, and  going out as fast as they could. fill the orders..  

We won the war because we had faster planes, better submarines and bigger ships, PT boats and bombers, and the 

navy got their battleships, destroyers, and submarines. The aircraft carriers, played an important role in the Pacific, 

andit was the Pacific where so many boys went down with their ships, as well as the men from Japan and Germany, 

they toohad fathers, sons and brothers, that died. It didn’t matter which side they were fighting on, war is war. And It 

was a long and hard one that wnt on for almost 5 years.. We will ever know what those men suffered, especially, the 

ones that were captured and became prisoners of war.  

 

The Japanese tortured our men, unmercifully, they gave them no water while they marched during the Batam March, 

in the Phillipines, and they allowed thousands of our men to starve to death and if they fell along the way, they left 

them there to die.   

 

These were men that grew-up during the  Depression, and so many of them never made it home.  

During the war, we had to get used to not being able to have a lot of things. Gas was rationed and butter, sugar and 

coffee were very hard to get, and everyone was given a ration book and you were only  allowed just so much meat per 

family and the government  introduced horse meat,  amdthe people refused to buy it . 

My sister and I liked to take our vacation together, and go to Towanda to see Aunt Vina.  

Being gas was rationed, Daddy couldn’t drive there during the war. You couldn’t get gas unless you owned a car and 

they allowed very little gas for pleasure driving. The people that had to drive to work, were allowed enough to get 

there and back and if you ran out of gas, that was it.  

 

Daddy always did love to go to Aunt Vina’s and he on her farm, after gas was rationed he decided to take would take 

the Greyhound bus an he wouldd go by himself. Momma was surprised he  liked to spend his vacations up there, 

knowing that Vina did not allow any liquor in her house, and it was unbelievable that Daddy respected her wishes and 

never brought any liquor in her house. because he knew Aunt Vina meant what she said.  

 

Daddy never forgot the day he was getting married to Momma in November of 1924,  the wedding reception was held 

at Vina’s house, in East Towanda.  Prohibition was still in effect and Daddy and his friends brought along,  several  

bottles of illegal whiskey they got at a ‘speak-easy’ before they left, so they could have plenty to drink at the wedding 

in Towanda.  

 

It was the night before the wedding and Momma and Aunt Vina was exhausted, after fixing all the food for the 

reception becauseit was going to held at Aunt Vina’s house. ,After everyone had gone to bed for the night Daddy, 

Uncle Mick and Bridgetta the bridesmaid, and 2 of their friends drove up with him from the city, in a borrowed car.. 

Aunt Vina was annoyed with them as it was, that they were going to stay in her house without asking her andshe gave 

them some sheets and blankets, and told them, they would have to sleep in the parlor on the floor. As it was they 

already had a lot to drink and they said, they didn’t mind. 
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When everyone went upstairs to bed, including the bride, because they didn’t invite her because she didn’t drink, and 

they all got drunk and passéd out on the floor.. The  next morning, when Aunt Vina came downstairs to start breakfast, 

she discovered what they had done, and she ran upstairs to get Momma, and she got all upset when she saw them, she  

cried,  

 

How dare they bring liquor in our house, and assume they could all stay overnight, without even asking if they 

could!.Momma was so embarrassed. when she came down and saw the  men passed out on the floor, and Bridgetta and 

Sara Love, asleep on each end of the sofa, and all around were empty and half-empty  and full whiskey bottles on the 

floor.  

 

She gasped and  couldn’t believe they could do such a thing. Momma got a box and went round and collected  the 

whiskey bottles, empty, full, and half full. before they woke up and  she was going to dump what was left in the bottles 

outside. But, as she was walking through the dining room, she noticed the two big cut glass bowls sitting on the table 

with the punch in it that they made the night before., and emptied some of  the whiskey bottles in the punch, and tasted 

it and she  liked it. She thought it gave it a real nice flavor, and dumped the rest of the whiskey outside..  

The morning of the wedding, when Daddy and his friends woke up, Momma would see her husband to be,  running 

around like a crazy man,  looking for the bottles of whiskey they brought with them.. When she told him what she 

done with it, his face turned so red, she thought he was going to explode. Aunt Vina came in and let him know how it 

upset her that he dare bring illegal whiskey in her house, wedding or no wedding,. She let him know, “If you ever 

bring whiskey or beer to my house again, I won’t let you in, because you will not be welcomed in my house.” 

After the wedding ceremony, all their friends and family went over to Aunt Vina’s house for the reception, and the 

fruit punch turned out to be such a big hit, the guests couldn’t get enough of it, even the women were coming back for 

more. The guests  kept going back for more  only to find  the bowl empty and by then, they were  feeling the effects of 

it  and were wanting to know if they had anymore of that ‘delicious ;punch’?” 

Daddy never forgot what Aunt Vine said to him that day, and he never brought any liquor in their house ever again, 

and that used to fascinate Momma. 

 

                                                            *             *               

During the war, gas was rationed, and we could no longer go to Aunt Vina’s by car, and we would take what was 

called, The Back Diamond”,  is what the Lehigh Valley Railroad called the train that went to Towanda. When we were 

older and working  Mary Jane and I  would take our vacations together, and take the train up there, because we still 

loved being with Aunt Vina.. But we never went if Daddy was going to be there. He still took his vacations every  

Fourth of July and take the Greyhound bus to Towanda, but it surprised Momma how much he liked being up there 

every summer,  knowing she would not let him have any liquor while he was there. 

Around 1943, he went, and the first week he was there, it rained all that week, and their driveway was a muddy mess 

with big puddles in front of their back porch, where everyone parked to go in. The puddles usually stayed for days. 

They were used to it, because  it happened whenever it rained. 

Daddy decided he was going to do something about it. He told Uncle Henry he was going to build them a nice stone 

driveway, and he was willing to pay half, if he paid the other half.  

Uncle Henry didn’t answer him, because he figured, coming from the city, he didn’t know what he was talking about. 

Daddy insisted he wanted to do it for them, and he told him he was going to need lots of stones to do the job, because 

he had a long driveway.. Uncle Henry scratched head and had to tell him, “Well, we really appreciate  you would want 

to do that for us, but we don’t want to spend any money on fixing the driveway right now, we have lived with the mud 

all these years, and it dries up and goes away eventually.”  

They told him that, so not to hurt his feelings, because they were flattered he  would want to do something like that for 

them but they were sure, he had no idea what a big job it was, and he didn’t know the first thing about  making a 

driveway!  Daddy asked Uncle Henry, to take him to town so he could show him the kind of stones he was going need. 

He reluctantly took him, and after hearing him talking to the mason,  he  realized he did know what he was talking 
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about. The next day the truck arrived with the stones, and Aunt Vina was not at all happy about it. .She was convinced  

he didn’t know what he was doing, especially when he walked out of the barn with the big sledge hammer and started 

breaking up the bigger stones into smaller pieces.  

Day after day, Daddy worked out in the hot sun, and it made Uncle Henry feel bad, that he couldn’t help him but he 

worked six days a week on the Lehigh Valley Railroad. When he came home from work, he explained to Daddy, there 

were chores that had to be done, the garden had to be hoed to keep the weeds out, and the seven cows needed to be 

milked. And he had to go upstairs to the hayloft and push hay down through the hole in the floor, so the cows and two 

horses got something to eat.”  

Daddy told him, “I told you before I don’t want your help, I ‘m doing this for you and Vina,”  

Being out in the sun everyday, Daddy kept getting burned, and having such fair skin,he soon had blisters on his face, 

arms and back. Aunt Vina knew it had to be very painful and she worried about him, and would pat buttermilk all over 

him, and suggested he keep his shirt on. He didn’t want to and told her, “It’s too hot, and besides, I can’t work with a 

shirt on.”.  

At night, when Uncle Henry came home, he had to park under the olive tree, and he’d check on what Daddy had done, 

but he never said anything to him.. He’d go inside and kiss Aunt Vina, and whisper his concern to her about the awful 

mess their driveway was in, and  et her know he was beginning to  wonder if t Tom  knew as much as he said he did, 

because he was still out there trying to breaking up those stones. But seeing how hard he was working, they decided 

not  to say anything to him. 

They soon noticed he was raking the dirt in sections, and kept checking to see if it was smooth before  he shoveled the 

broken stones into the wheelbarrow, and dumped them on the driveway. Day after day, as soon as he had breakfast, he 

was out there working, and it appeared like he was beginning to make some progress. Everyday he added more stones, 

and spread them around evenly with the rake, . Aunt Vina would be watching him from behind the curtain. She told 

Henry, she didn’t care  how it turned out, she felt very honored he would do something like that for them,  knowing 

that he was not the kind of man that did anything for anyone.. She would see him jumping up and down on the crushed 

stones, tamping them down into place, and take out his hanky and wipe his brow again and again and use the flat end 

of a sledge hammer and pounded them in. He continued doing this the entire length of their driveway, from the barn all 

the way out to the  road.  Then he came in the house and sat down and  had the biggest smile on his face when ehe told 

her, “I am finished.”  And he assured Aunt Vina, ”Once it rains, and the cars go over those stones, it will really settle 

in .”  

Uncle Henry asked him ,”Where in the hell did you learn to do something like that?” 

Daddy explained to them, “Because that’s what I had to do,when I was on my uncle’s farm in Ireland. My mother died 

after giving birth to Mick and me,  but we were all separated because thepriest had to fin d all of us homes.  No one 

wanted to take care of two new born babies. So we were separated and ararely saw one another. Mick was raised by a 

relative in town, who wa pretty well off and he had a nice life, comopared to what I had.. My uncle taught me when I 

wa growing up to make  stone paths and walks. We made them all around the barn and the stables, so the cows and 

horses didn’t  walk in the mud and mire, and we made stone paths from the barn to the house.”. 

Aunt Vina and Uncle had no idea Daddy had done anything like that before because he never mentioned to them, he 

grew up on a farm as a young boy, and now they knew why he loved being on their farm. Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry 

were so proud of their driveway and were amazed at the remarkable job he had done all by himself. Aunt Vine hugged 

Daddy and thanked him for what he had done, and let him know how glad they were that they wouldn’t have to put up 

with any more mud puddles in their driveway. When I heard what Daddy had done for them,, it was hard to believe. I 

couldn’t help but wonder what kind of a person would he have been, had he not been an alcoholic?  

After we were married, Mary Jane and I each had five children, and we went back a few times to see Aunt Vina but.at 

least we called and wrote one another, because she was good at writing letters. Then, in December of 1960, Uncle 

Henry died suddenly of a heart attack. and it just broke her heart because they loved each other so much.  The 

following year, 1961, Daddy died of cancer, and in 1965, Aunt Vine’s oldest daughter Dorothy died, and her son John 

died of heart attacks, when they in their early forties,  and they died of the same heart problem their father had, and 

then Roseanna, her youngest daughter, Roseanna died suddenly, a few years later, from the same thing.    
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In 1972, Mary Jane and I decided to bring our children up to see Aunt Vina, so they could see the farm, to where we 

had spent our summers when we were growing up. It brought back so many wonderful memories, never dreaming  it 

would be the last time we would see Aunt Vina and the farm. We never had the opportunity to go back again, once our 

children grew up and got married,                                                                                                                                             

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

MOMMA AND THE WASPS … 1972 

One Saturday morning in October, Momma called to tell me, she was closing her shop and Earl was taking her to the 

Poconos and they were staying at Mrs. Murphy’s cottages, near Goose Borough Lake. They went there often because 

it was their favorite place to relax on week-ends.  

When they got there, Momma saw the fields in back of  the cottages, were filled with black-eyed-susans.  She told 

Earl, “I am going to pick as many of them as I can, because once they go to seed, they fall apart.” Momma dried them 

upside down and used them for the centers of the silk anemones she made and sold in her store. They stopped to talk to 

Mrs. Murphy, an old friend of Earl’s,  and they told her where they were going. Without stopping, she kept rocking 

back and forth on her front porch and warned them, “You had better be careful going out in them woods, because I’ve 

seen there’s a couple of black bears at the edge of the woods, and right now,  they’re real nervous and jumpy this time 

of the year, ‘cause it’s huntin’season!”  

Momma laughed, “Oh! I’m not aftraid of bears. I grew up around them. Besides, we’re only going in the field out 

back, we’re not going near the woods.” Mrs.. Murphy  nodded and got up and gave her a nice big basket to put the 

black -eye-susans in. 

Earl got comfortable under a big pine tree and sat there reading the newspaper and he’d check on Momma and look to 

see if there were any bears snooping around, because maybe Momma wasn’t afraid of them, but he was!  

When Momma felt she had picked enough blak-eye-susans, she made small bundles of them and tied each one with a 

piece of long grass, and wasthrilled with the beautiful centers she was going to have after they dried out, and pulled all 

the petals off.  

What was left was a dark bee-hive shaped center,  for the silk flowers she made an sold in her store. She spray-painted 

them in different colors,  deep purple, black,and somewere  lime green. They made the most beautiful silk anemones 

after she put the petals around them in bright red,  purple, lavender, hot pink, and white, and those  dried centers made 

them look so real. They were one of her best sellers, and the Interior Decorators bought them up so fast, as she made 

them. 

Earl saw her coming back, and he got up to carry the basket and put it in the back of the car.  He saw Momma stumble 

when her foot went down in a hole. She fell flat on her face and the flowers went in every direction. Earl ran and 

helped her up, and while he was picking up the bundles of flowers for her, Momma was screaming and crying,  “Ow! 

Ow, Ow,  Earl, I walked into wasp’s nest and now all over me …Oh my God, they’re on my face, my hear, my arms 

and up the leg of my pants, and they are stinging me so bad.. Help me Earl, see if you can’t get them off me.”  

Earl realized there were hundreds more coming of after her, and he screamed, “Good Lord, you want and stepped in a 

wasp’s nest and they’re all coming after you.  Run back to the cottage.” The wasps were still after Momma, but they 

weren’t interested in Earl. He saw they were on her face, her neck and her arms, and even going up the legs of her 

pants.  Then they all left, but, but by then she was hysterical and in so much pain.   

Mrs. Murphy was sitill on the porch and she gasped when she saw how the wasps had stung her on her face and arms, 

and she was concerned that she had so many bites. She went inside and brought out a bottle of witch hazel, and poured 
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it on a washcloth and wiped Momma’s face, neck and arms with it, but it didn’t help. Momma managed to thank her 

and whispered, ”I’m in so much pain and I feel so tired, I have to lay down. I will have Earl put some ice on the bites.” 

As they were leaving, Mrs. Murphy sighed, “I’ll come by after supper, to see how she is doing.”  

:Later that night, th door was open and she knocked, .  ”How is she doing?” Earl invited her in, and she could tell, he 

was concerned.  When she saw Momma’s face and hands and lips were so swollen, that she could hardly speak. She 

yelled at Earl, “You better take her to the hospital, because she needs help right now.” He told her she was 

complaining, she couldn’t breathe. Mrs. Murphy ran back to her house and called for an ambulance and let them know 

she had just been attacked by a nest of wasps. When they arrived, Momma was going in and out of consciousness and 

they immediately hooked her up to an IV and gave her a shot, and rushed her to the hospital. 

Earl and Mrs. Murphy followed in her car. When they walked in the hospital, they were wheeling her into Emergency, 

and Earl was almost afraid to ask the paramedic, “Is she alright?” Assuming ing Earl was her husband, he shook his 

head and whispered, “It’s been touch and go, on the way here, her heart stopped twice and we had to work fast to bring 

her around.”  

Later thedocotr in ER, told Earl and Mrs. Murhpy, that she is having is a serious allergic reaction to the wasp bites and 

the swelling is squeezing her heart that it is causing her heart to stop,  and that is why shie is having such  a hard time 

trying to breathe.”  

Earl kept shaking his head and Mrs Murphy, had sit down,  she was so worried while they sat there and waited and 

waited and the doctor didn’t come out, then they realized something was wrong.  

When he finally did, he explained, “We are putting her in ICU, because she almost died on us again, due to the 

swelling around her heart and it will have to be monitored tonight and tomorrow and I am afraid she will have to stay 

here, at least for a week. 

While Mrs. Murphy insisted Earl call her daughter,he decided there was no need to upset her, because he knew she’d 

be fine in the morning and they’d be sending her home.’  

When Earl found out how serious her condition really was,  Earl called Mary Jane the next morning and told her 

Momma was in the hospital because she had an allergic reaction to the all wasps bites, after stepping in a nest of them 

at Mrs. Murphy’s, and  it has caused her heart to swell so bad bshe almost died but she is now in ICU, and they are 

keeping her there to monitor her heart.   

Mary Jane called me and all she told me was, “Momma got stung by some wasps and Earl had to take her to the 

hospital.” So ,I wasn’t concerned. Because Momma had been stung by wasps many times.   

And the more I thought about it, the more concerned I became , since it was so unlike Momma to go to the hospital 

because she was stung by a couple of wasps? I decided to call Mrs. Murphy. When she told me that Momma almost 

died, and she was in ICU, I started to cry.  I thanked her and drove over to Mary Jane’s and picked her up and between 

the two of us we somehow we found where the hospital was. We found out we could only go in and see her at certain 

hours, and two at a time. We had Earl come out for a while, and we went in. Momma was so happy to see us and she 

hugged and kissed us.. They kept her for ten days, because her heart was having serious  problems due toa the 

excessive swelling had  squeezed her heart, from the allergy reaction from hundreds of wasps stinging her and  she 

went into a coma, after waiting four hours before they called for an ambulance and got her to the hospital. Leaving, the 

doctor warned her,  “From now on you must  keep a package of  DRISTAN in your pocketbook and take one when 

you are going to be in the country.” 

 

I doubt that she realized that she almost died, three times when they brought her to the hospital, in a coma,  four hours 

after she had been stung by hundreds of wasps. The doctors in the hospital did not think she was goig to live, but they 

saved her life, and she was in the hospital ten days. Earl was wih her everyday, and when he  sent her flowers, he 

enclosed this card with them. She didn’t realize how lucky she was that she didn’t get stung again, because she never 

used the box of ‘Dristan’ that was in her pocketbook when she was in the coutnrym, and when  the box it fell apart, 

she didn’t replaced it.                   

Earl’s handwriting..         “DO YOU REMEMBER WHEN YOU GAVE ME THIS CARD?”                              
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MOMMA AND EARL…1965 ~ 1975 
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AUNT VINA’S HOUSE …TOWANDA 1938 

 

When AuntVina and Uncle first got married, they lived in East Towanda, a few miles was of the Towanda Bridge, off 

route 46. It was in that house, Momma had her wedding reception there in 1924,, and in 1928 Mary Jane was born 

there, and their four children were born in that house.  

 

                                                       
     

FIRST ROW  ROSIE MC CANN, DADDY HITTING  SONNY, ROSE, SHIRLEY, DOROTHY 

     NEXT ROW   MOMMA AND AUNT VINE 

     BACK ROW   UNCLE LEO, UNCLE ERVIN AND AARON 

  

Around 1930, Uncle Henry bought the old farm house up on Saco Hill, and I think. it was 17 acres. It was eight miles 

up a dirt roundm, up over the mountain. When Labor Day rolled around, and summer was over, we hated to go home. 

We loved being where we could run around with no shoes on, and live in that old farmhouse, even if they didn’t have 

electricity. It was over two hundred years old, ever since we were little, for seventeen years, and when we were 

working,  we toulw take train up so spend our vacations with Aunt Vina..  

AUNT VINA’S EARLY 1930’S 

ROSE, SONNY, MARY JANE ON TOP WITH LILY, DOROTHY WITH ROSEANNA 

AUNT VINA HOLDING PITCH FORK, JOHNNY, AARON 

 

MIDDLE .. AUNT VINA, JOHNNY SHIRLEY,ROSEANNA, DOROTHY, AND ROSE   
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1933 ROSE AND MARY JANE, TAKEN THE SAME DAY AS PICTURE  

We were used to not having any electricity or indoor plumbing and having chamber pots in the bedrooms at night, 

being we went there everyyear. . During the day, we didn’t mind using the out- house, even if there was no such thing 

as toilet paper, we had to tear off  pages of last year’s Sears & Roebucks catalogs, but, they could never get us to go 

outside once it was dark, and they thought nothing of taking the flashlight and going out to the dark, and I mean 

‘dark’.When we washed our hands, we learned how to prime the pump with water first.then pump the handle as fast as 

we could to bring up the cistern water, (rain water) and let it flow downinto the metal enamel basin sitting on small 

table in the corner of the kitchen covered with oilcloth, and it was to wash our hands and hair and the clothes. A grown 

up had to drop the pail down the well and we wait to hear it splash,. It was on the back porch, with a wooden cover 
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over it that was up to our wasits, and when they pulled tht pail up that water was crystal clear and cold. It was used 

sparingly in the summer when they were cooking, making coffee, because they had drought. It tasted so good when we 

sipped that delicious cool water from the dipper, on real hot days, and it was the same dipper they used for years. 

Everyone drank from it,  as well as company. but they used glasses when we drank the cool green tea The funny thing  

was that dipper hung there year after year, and  had never been washed or cleaned, and no one ever got sick from it.    

It was a good experience for us to be withAunt Vina, and know she really loved us and we loved her because we were 

very lonely children, living without Momma, and Daddy drunk every night. Being there were the happiest years of our 

lives. We didn’t care that they didn’t have electricity or a radio to listen to at night, and they didn’t get it  up on the 

mountain, until after the war. At night, when the dishes were done, the women sat inside,  the living room. It would be 

so hot and the front door was in the living room,  it was open and we could feel the evening breeze blowing through 

the screen door, The dog was stretched out on the floor, sleeping next to Uncle Henry, while he was reading a 

magazine, sitting next to the kerosene light. Aunt Vina and her girls were busy crocheting or mending socks and 

clothes and Roseanna, Mary Jane and me, saton the linoleum floor, with the latest Seasrs and &Roebucks catalog in 

front of us, pretending to we were ordering whatever we pointed to and liked  in the latest Sears & Roebuck catalog, 

pointing to what we liked, ing to be ordering we  we liked,  as if we were millionaires. Sonny was with Johnny, who 

was five years older than Sonny,.they got along so well together. Sonny loved to sit and listen to him play the guitar, 

while he practiced the songs he had lined up to play and sing the following Saturday night at the barn dance, up at 

Silver Lake. We would all be there, and go in different cars, applauding for Johnny when he ay over the microphone, 

and Uncle Henry was always out on the floor dancing and never missed one dance..  

Every night at nine o’clock,  whenUncle Henry reached into his vest pocket and took out his watch he would 

announce, ’Time for bed.” And that was it, we didn’t have to be told twice. He got up at five in the morning, to work 

on the Lehigh Valley Railroad, in Towanda.  

He’d take one of the kerosene lights and lock the doors and check that the dog was in,  and go in the bedroom. 

Dorothy being the oldest, and she carried the other kerosene light, Going upstairs, we went single file and it was so 

dark, except where Dorothy was, but we’d be giggling and nervous because John told us there were ghosts that lived in 

the attic, because a lot of people died in that old house, but not to worry they only came out at night when we’d be 

asleep. Dorothy and Shirley would be snikering, because we were really scared, and John kept moaning in back of us, 

while we were going up the narrow staircase, that was enclosed on both sides. The only light was up ahead, where 

Dorothy was  I remember so well, the nights I laid there awake, because the door to the attic was opposite the bed we 

slept in, and I’d be waiting for those ghosts to come out through that door and grab one of us, I don’t know why 

Johnny enjoyed scaring us, he certainly had us soafraid of that big black bull that had a thick steel ring through his 

nose,so they could put a pitch fork through it an dlead him wo thwertheywnated him, he was so dangerous and wild. 

The Mc Moran’s had him, their farm was the farm next to us,  down the road. Every summer, Johnny rode his horse 

down to their diry farm, because he worked for them, along with several other hired hands. That bull kicked his way 

out of his stall several times and escaped, and ran past us and up the dirt road, not once but several times, and they had 

pick up trucks and horses trying to catch him and bring him back.  I was so scared that bull wa going to break out 

again and come crashing through our bedroom window… I had nightmres about it, because I believed everything 

Johnny told me, since he was older than me, he had his own band, and he made money and worked down at Mc 

Moran’s dairy farm 
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JOHNNY, MARION, MARY JANE, ROSE, SONNY AND ALICE MC CANN 

1937 SITTING ON BETSY, IN THE FRONT OF AUNT VINA’S HOUSE 

Every night at nine, we’d go upthe stairs single file, because the was so narrow . When  Daddy drove up around Labor 

Day to bring us home, Momma usually brought one our cousins for a few days. They were Aunt Rose’s daughters, and 

they had had never seen horses and cows or a farm.  Marion Mc Cormick, the little girl sitting on the horse, was a 

neighbor’s little girl, and Alice Mc Cann is standing beside Betsy, the hors.,in the above picture. Rosie Mc Cann, 

Alice’s sister,  is in front of Daddy in the picture taken at house in East Towanda, 1928, and Daddy is hitting Sonny, 

while he is in the rocking chair. Aunt Vina nevr seemed to mind having 16 people that needed a bed to sleep in, and 

she had to cook for all those people. and everyone gladly shared their beds.  

Momma and Daddy slept in the guest room, Lily slept downstairs on the sofa, Marion slept with us, i Alice slept with 

Shirley and Dorothy and we laughed and giggled half the night. It amazed me that AuntVina seemed to enjoy having 

all that company because she would be laughing and making sure everyone was comfortable, while she tried to find 

enough pillows and pillow cases,and saw that everyone had a bed to sleep in 

When the three of us were there for the summer, we slept in the big bedroom that belonged to Dorothy and Shirley, 

since they had one of the big bedrooms, and two full size white iron beds. The three of us girls, slept in Shirley’s bed, 

and there was a window in between the beds and Shirley slept with Dorothy whle we were there. Lily had the other big 

bedroom, that was called the guest room and Aaron and John each their own rooms,  but they were smaller. and Sonny 

slept with John.  

When we were in our night gowns, Aunt Vina would come up to tuck us in, and we’d kneel on the floor and say our 

prayers, and she would kiss each of us ‘good-night’.  I remember what a wonderful feeling that was, because no one 

hugged or kissed us ‘good night’ except on Sunday nights is Momma was home.  
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1938 AUNT VINA’S HOUSE  .,.. JOHNNY, SONNY, ARCHE DRESHLER, DADDY 

(Archie’s car, and he brought a plant for Aunt Vina, because she was so good to him)  

We probably were the luckiest kids on the block, that we didn’t have to spend our summers in the hot city. Momma 

was away all summer working in Connecticut or Lake Placid. and we were running round barefoot on Aunt Vine’s 

farm, or spending a few weeks at Mrs. Hardon’s beautiufl house in Wilton, Connecticut, and when we were older, we 

spent a couple of weeks at Lake Placid, and we had our own bungalow and canoe. It was an unusal life, that we were 

invited to stay in such beautiful homes and best of all,  it meant we could be far away from Daddy.  

When we were at Aunt Vina’s,we never heard them fight or argue, we used to be fascinated to see them  hug and kiss 

one another and they never said an unkind word to each other.  

It was a different life to see a father that  never hit his children, and didn’t yell at them  With all that Aunt Vina had to 

do everyday, she still wanted us to spend our summers with her. They had eleven people, counting us, to eat, and she 

never complained about it or was ever  cross with us, and we loved being part of their family. 

If he didn’t catch any woodchucks,, he’d grab two old chickens that no longer laid eggs and twe’d hear them squaking 

before he cut off their heads. They seemed to know what was going to happen.to them. He’d holding them by their 

feet, and  put their head on an old tree stump and choptheir heads off, then let them run around with no heads, knowing 

we’d  start screaming and run away.. When he caught the woodchucks, he would hang them on a big nail on the back 

porch with a pail under them, and he used a very sharp knife and cut around their feet, then down the middle and 

pulled their skin off, then gut and cleaned them, before he gave them to Aunt Vina to soak in  salt water. The chickens 

were first soaked in scalding hot water, so the feathers came off easier, then  they were soaked in salt water. Before we 

went to church, Aunt Vina  put the chickens or woodchucks in a big pot of water, and  let them simmer on the back of 

the wood stove for a couple of hours. When they were nice and tender, she stuffed them with a mixture of onions, 

crumbled bread with lots of salt and pepper and drizzled with lard o and put them in the oven to turn a golden brown. 

The broth was made into delicious white gravy, with  lots of black pepper. But, every summer we had to learn to get 

used to the black pepper all over again,  because we were not used to pepper because Anna never used it on any of our 
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food. 

For dinner every night we had either pie or cake and Aunt Vina only made one layer white or chocolate cakes,  to have 

enough for 11 people. The cake were cut into squares so everyone got a piece, and the plates were lined up and 

blackberries sprinkled with lots of sugar, we helped pick that day, was spooned over the cake with dollops of whipped 

cream. Only on Sunday the children ate in the kitchen with Lily and Aaron, and all the grown-ups ate in the dining 

room. Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin were usually there every Sunday dinner, and they were both married, they left their 

wives home and loved to be with their sister for dinner  

Aunt Vina took a lot of  pride when she set her the table. I would help her smooth out a big plain white tablecloth that 

she put on first,, then she fluffed out a big white lace tablecloth she had crocheted and walked around and checked that 

if fell evenly on all four sides.. Very carefully she took out her good china dishes,  and set them around on the table 

with white cloth napkins beside each plate that had croched lace on the edges Then she would bring out her chest of 

silver that was lined in red velvet, that Aunt Vine in Hornell gave hr when she got married, and she only used it  but 

when she had company. In the middle of the table she would st a cut glass low fase filled with all colors of roses from 

her garden and be satisfied and smile at me, knowing her table looked lovely. 

We had a wonderful life on the farm, we weren’t on the streets, playing in the hot sun,  like most of  the other children 

in the neighborhood. It was good for us to be there and see not all homes were like ours,  with fighting and arguing 

always going on. We never heard Uncle Henry and Aunt Vina  say an unkind word to one another, and they never 

argued or fought. We were fascinated to see them hug and kissed one another, becaue our mother and father never did 

that. They never hit or yelled at their children, and naturally it made us wonder why Daddy was so mean to us.. 

We knew she worked hard everyday, they didn’t get a day off. She  fed the chickens, collected the eggs, baked bread 

twice a week, and every night we had cake or berry or apple pie for dinner. The wash was done on Mondays, butter 

was churned on Tuesdays, and her girls and Lily did the ironing. Every week she canned what we picked in the 

garden. We thought it was fun finding the string beans and peas, but she picked the corn, and pulled up the onions. 

Aaron’s job was to dig out the potatoes, and he did all the hoeing and weeding , without being told.  

The days it was so hot, we would see Aunt Vina wiping the sweat off her face with the bottom of her apron, and she 

put on a  starched aparon every morning.,.and cooked three meals a day on that hot wood stove. Mondays the wash 

was done the back porch in the summer, an dall those clothes needed to be rinsed, and there was  a big pot of starch 

bubbling away on the stove. 

Eleven of us lived with Aunt Vina. Uncle Henry, Their four children, her sister Lily and brother Aaron. and for a 

while, her elderly mother-in-law lived with them in the parlor. She was not a very pleasant woman, but Aunt Vina 

never said anything about her, but we heard how demanding she was andso  cranky, so  we stayed away from her.  

When I think what Monday mornings were like, to wash all those clothes for eleven people, and that is what all the 

women do do,  that had no electricity.  I can’t imagine what it must have been like, not having a washing machine,  

when all we do is  throw the clothes in and forget it, and we come back, and its done. They had to hand pump the 

water up from the cistern well, and carry all the water over to the stove, and dumped it in  and they had to fill up two 

big oval copper tubs with handles on each side, one was for the white clothes and one for colored clothes, and one just 

for the men’s pants. She shaved a piece of the homemade brown soap  and in put it in the water and let it come to a 

boil, before they put the clothes in and poked them down with a big stick.   

Then the tub had to be carried out to the back porh and dumped into a big round galvanized tub sitting on a low heavy-

duty wooden table. In th4 heat or the summer, we would se how her face would be wringing wet with sweat, when she 

would be rubbing the clothes up and down on a washboard, and she would have to wring them out and drop them into 

another bog galvanized round tub filled with rinse water, and the dirty water went on the flowers Aunt Vina had 

growing around the back porch. After the clothes were rinsed, they had to be wrung out again and she’d put in a big 

wicker laundry basket and Lily would help her hang on the clothes lines to dry.  In the winter, the laundry was done in 

the kitchen. The kitchen was huge compared to the little one we had, it was about 20’ X 20’..One day Uncle Henry 

brought home a handwringer for Aunt Vina and she was so pleased and we wtched him attach it to the washtub for her.  

She didn’t have to wring  the clothes out by hand anymore, all she had to do was push the dripping wet clothes into the 

rollers, turn the handle and they’d get squeezed then  fall into the second  tub with clean rinse water, and the clothes 
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dried faster, when were hung on the line. 

 

What used to amaze me, with all the work she had to do, Aunt Vina still loved to have company for dinner on 

Sundays. Most of the time it was relatives, and she  liked having Uncle Leo and Uncle Ervin. I guess she liked  their 

company because they were funny, they were like two big kids, clowning around and laughing and the loved to tease 

her, and us.. It was good for us see how two big grown men, as old as they were, they  hugged and kissed their sister 

everytime they came, and never came empty handed, they always brought something everyone enjoyed.. 

 

In the 1930’s, Uncle  Leo was a Pennsylvania State Ttrooper. He stationed near Harrisburg,  several hours south of 

Towanda. Whenever he got a week-end off,, he would go to Ervin’s house in Myersberg, (it was Gramma’s house)  

and the two of them would go drinking and it seemed they always ended  up at Aunt Vina’s house, late at 

night...Sundays they camer for dinner, but rarely, if ever, brought their wives. They enjoyed being at Aunt Vine’s 

house and liked to sit on the  back porch and tilt one of her good chairs back. and smoke, because Aunt Vina did not 

allow them to smoke in the house, and she had a fit when Uncle Leo would do that to her good chair..  

If caught him doing it, she’d get so mad at them. They’d laugh when she’d scold them, and they’d sit up the way they 

should, eyeing us, and not saying a word.. We loved it when they were there because they would tell one funny story 

after the other about what it was like, when they were growing up in Wysox.. They’d slap their knees and laugh out 

loud, and tell us about all the trouble Momma used to get into, and the dangerous things she did do.Molmma never 

told us any of those stories,  we’d be hearing it for the first time.   

We learned that not all familes were like ours. It was good to know our mother came from such a loving family, even 

if her mother dod beat her black and blue,but, it was to funny to hear Gramma never hit her boys, just Momma and 

Lily.  When we were in the kitchen, we’d laugh and watch Uncle Henry sneak up behind Aunt Vina because she’d 

have her back to him, fixing dinner. and he jhad to tease her. Hee was half bald and his hair was turning grey, and he’d 

wink at us and give her a quick  pinch her bottom. and she’d  whirl  around, wiping her hands on her apron,  and he’d 

kiss her and lift her up in the air,  and she’d be yelling,  “Oh! For heaven’s sakes, Henry, put me down!” pretending 

she didn’t like it, but we knew she loved it.  He’d put her down and dance her around  the kitchen, while she was 

trying to push him away. They were such a loving couple, ever since I can remember,  compared to what went on in 

our house.. 

As we got older, things at home went from bad to worse, because.Daddy started puhing Momma around and hitting 

her, and she’d hit him back. It was a terrible thing for us to see. Yet, when I would tell Aunt Vina, she let me know she 

thought, I was  exagerating when I would tell her how Daddy beat and tortured us, and Daddy hit Momma and she hit 

him back  She would listen, but I could tell she didn’t believe me, because she  never Daddy yell at us, and she never 

saw how he would twist our arms up in back of us, and hurt us, or burn us on the hot radiators.. Aunt Vina only got to 

see him, that one week he was there, and because he wasn’t allowed to drink when he was at her house,  she never got 

to know the man that we lived with, when he was home. . 

Little did she know, just how cruel he was to us, and how he was constantly trying to make us say,  ‘he was boss in our 

house and not Momma.’ Mary Jane and Sonny were so afraid of him they would glady say it for him, but not me, he 

couldn’t make me say it.  

When I was thirteen, for a short while, M rs. Hardon hired him as her chauffeur, while Chris and his wife went back to 

England for a year. Daddy was bringing us up to Wilton, for the week end to be with Momma, and I wouldn’t say, he 

was boss,  he stopped the car and  pulled me off the back seat, and drove off and left me on the side of the highway in 

Connecticut, and he didn’t come back for me. The state police found me. They called Mrs. Hardon, and told her what 

he did, and she fired him.  Mary Jane and Sonny were so scared of him, they gladly told him, “You are the boss in our 

house, Daddy not Momma..”.  

Fathers were allowed to beat  their children during the Thirties and Forties  because there were no laws that said they 

couldn’t. If that happened today, he’d be sitting in jail.  

When the summer was over, we didn’t want to go home, when Daddy and Archie came to get us the week before 

school started because Momma was usually working and too busy to come. Archie Dreshler, owned the car Daddy 
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usually borrowed  and he liked to go along for the trip..  When we were leaving,  Aunt Vina handed us a bag of 

sandwiches and a box of her sugar cookies, and  a mason jar of cold tea. We’d be bawling and telling her ‘but we 

don’t want to go home.’ and she’d hug and kiss us, and help us climb on the backseat of the car  Going down the old 

dirt road, we would see her standing on the front porch, waving and wiping her eyes with the bottom of her apron, the 

three of us would  be looking out the back window, crying. 

The first week in Decmber of 1939, Mrs. Hardon passed away when she eighty- six. No one was with her but Momma 

and she died in her arms, and it was where she wanted to be when she died,, her beloved house in Wilton, Connecticut.  

It took a long time for Momma to get over her death,, because Momma was very fond of Mrs. Hardon..When her son 

asked Momma if she would stay on and help close the house in Connecticut, so it could be sold,  and then, go to the 

apartment in the city and close it, . it  took a couple of months, because everything had to be itemized, and he paid her 

very well, So much so, she took the rest of the summer off.  

It was the first time since she started to work,  Momma could spend the summer with us and with Aunt Vina. 

 

The smell of pine was everywhere , as we walked on top of the soft dried brown pine needles that wer everywhere, 

because nothing disturbed them, and they  kept falling on the ground year after year. We sat next a  brook with crystal 

clear water that was gurgling and hurring down tthe mountain among the tall pine trees. It was so quiet it was eerie, to 

be there in the shade with no sun coming in.. 

For me, it was an enchanting place. It was so quiet except for the sound of different  birds that were singing all around 

us. I remember standing there and looking up at  those tall  pine trees and thinking, they wre so tall, they almost 

touched the sky and the only rays of sunlight that could come through, was way up high, at the very top of the 

branches.  

Momma suggested we ltake off our shoes and socks, and wade in the brook to cool off. The water  was bubbling so 

fast over the slippery green rocks as it hurried down the side of mountain. and it.  

During the war, when gas was rationed  Daddy took the bus to Aunt Vina’s. Towanda.He really enjoyed spending his 

vacations on Aunt Vina and Uncle Henry’s farm.. Momma always found it hard to believe that Daddy didn’t drink the 

whole time he was there?.  Momma asked Uncle Henry, was it true.He told her, “Well, yes and no.Whenever we went 

to town, the first place he’d want to go, is to  bar to get a drink. but, he never brought any of it back to the house.” For 

a man who drank like he did, it is quite a tribute to Aunt Vina,  all the years he went there, he never fogot what she 

said, and respected her wishes and never daink when he was in her house.    

During WWII,  gas was rationed and we.couldn’t go to Aunt Vina’s by car.. The people who had cars for pleasure, got  

little or no gas.If your job was connected to the war, you got gas, with a ration book and that entitled you to just 

enough to get you to work and back, and that was it.. The war just started in December of 1941, and in the summer of 

1942, and we learened tro take the Greyhound bus to Aunt Vine’s. I was sixteen, Sonny fifteen and Mary Jane thirteen. 

. Daddy got a weeks vacation, and he didn’t like it, but he had to take the bus if he wanted to go to  Aunt Vina and 

Uncle Henry’s house because that was the only place he wanted to go, because enjoyed being there and liked to work 

around the farm and do odd jobs for them, and Aunt Vine used to be so flatteree how hard he would work almost every 

day  and he never complained.   

It wasn’t until after I was married, and Fred and I went up for a week end, and Aunt Vina told me know, she never 

believed the stories we told her about Daddy, and that it upset her that Momma allowed us to say such terrible things 

about Daddy.  I assured her, what we said, was true. I was surprised that she refused to believe it. 

It was extremely rare for Aunt Vina and Momma to argue, but they did whenever it was about Daddy. She felt 

Momma did not treat Daddy right and was being very unfair to him working and living away from home like she did, 

and leave us with Anna. She believed Daddy was a good husband and father and that the only time she ever saw him 

drunk was way back in 1924,  the night before he married Momma. 

It was during the Prohibition, when he drove up to East Towanda, the day before he was  to marry Momma. and he 

came with his twin brother Mick, the Bestman,  Bridgetta, the Bridemaid, and a couple of his friends and they brought 

a box that had several quart bottles of illegal whiskey with them, the got in one of the speak-easies in the city.  

Then she disovered they had all that whiskey, and she was furious they dared to bring illegal liquor into her house. 
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They told her,  it was for the wedding reception, and she told them she did not want any liquor being served at the 

reception.  Momma and Aunt Vina worked all that day, preparing food for the reception.and by midnight, they were 

tired. Momma told Bridgetta she could sleep on the couch, and gave her a pillow and a blanket, and gave the men 

some pillows and quilts, because they had no choice but sleep on the floor. She  said good night and went upstairs with 

Aunt Vina.  

 

Aunt Vina shook Daddy and woke him up and yelled at him, “Don’t you ever bring any liquor in my house ever 

again.do you understand?  I don’t care if you are marrying my sister, this is my home and you better remember that.”  

..” And he ‘never’ did it again. He respected her wishes for as long as he lived, and was very proud that he never drank 

while he was there...  

After I was married, I was surprised when Aunt Vina told me, she never believed the stories we told her about how 

Daddy treated us, and that it upset her to think that  Momma allowed us to say such terrbible things about him. I 

assured her it was the truth, but she still didn’t believe it.  She felt Momma did not treat Daddy right and was very 

unfair to him,  working and living away from home and questioned how she could leave her children with Anna? She 

honestly believed Daddy was a good husband and father and the only time she saw him drunk was once in 1924, the 

night before he married Momma. Little did she know how he hurt and burned each of us. 

When Momma worked for Mrs. Hardon from 1931 until 1939 in their home in Connecticut. When she first hired her, 

she  let her know she would be working 6 months of the year at their home in Wilton, even though they had a full time 

maid an chauffeur, that lived there year round..They they enjoyed having company.and Mrs. Hardon saw that Momma 

had a week’s vacation every Fourth of July, so she could t go with Daddy and us to Aunt Vina’s, but not to bring us 

home around Labor Day.  

Archie liked being on their farm and they would take turns driving to Towanda.  Archie let Aunt Vina know, how 

much he enjoyed  being there and she’d see him walking by himself, taking  pictures of  the fields and the low rolling 

green mountains and laugh when he took pictures of the cows faces and when they were grazing. He’d tell Aunt Vina, 

“I don’t think you have any idea how beautiful it is up here. Coming from the city, it’s hard to believe there is such a 

place, so close to New York City.that is so peaceful and quiet.”  
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To show  

To show his appreciation, he would bring Uncle Henry a carton of cigarettes and a pretty plant for Aunt Vina. and she 

would be flattered,  he did that for her and  thought nothing of hugging him and she’d kiss him. He’d blush and look 

embarrassed. I think he liked, that she did it, because, he was lonely ever since  his wife died a few years ago, he had 

no one to fuss over him. It  took a long time before he confided to Momma, when his wife got sick and died., part of 

him died with her, and he vowed he’d  never get married again, and he didn’t. 

When we were home a few days and settled,  Mrs. Hardon give Momma a few days off, so she could get us ready for 

school. We’d be so excited to see her again, and she’d almost hug us to death, she’d be so happy to see us so tan and 

healthy looking/ The three of us never stopped talking, and we were trying to out do one another, making sure we told  

her everything we did and happened to us to us during the summer/ Then Momma  took us shopping over on 125th 

Street and we’d liked going in and out of  the 5 & 10’s, because there was three or four of them in a row/ Momma 

would buy our school supplies,  then  we’d go in tje shoe store and get new shoes for school, big ugly brown shoes 

with laces. Sonny had to wear black shoes with his unform. Momma didn’t make his suits anymore, she would buy 

him a navy blue suit, and long sleeve white  shirts and a red tie in Blumstien’s.Department store. She used t make his 

shirts and  his suits, but asas he got older, she found it easier to buy them, but she still made our tan blouses and navy 

blue wool jumpers.  

Momma had permission from the nuns to make our school uniforms, instead of having to buy them from the school, 

like the other mothers did. I guess by Momma giving the nuns all those pretty velvet paper roses every year…paid off.  

What fit us the year before, no longer fit us the following year, but she used to make a big hems in our jumpers,, and 

all she had to do was let it down, and we got another year out of them..  

MOMMA WORKS FOR  HAZEL B. KOLMAN 

Mrs. Hardon died in December of 1939, when she was 86. Momma helped her son close the house and the apartment 

in the city, and it took several months. In the fall, she had to find another job and  went to several agencies in the fall 

of 1940. She had finished getting us ready for school, and was looking at  the newspaper and found an employment 
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agency down on Columbus Circle, and 59th Street, that were advertising several jobs. . She went to see them,  and 

brought along her resume and the phone number of Mrs. Hardon’s son, for a reference.  

They sent her out on several interviews,  and she got very angry they were sending her to homes where the ladies 

expected her to do the wash, mop; and clean floors and  many other things, when her job was a French Chef.  One day, 

she got so angry  that she told one lady,. “I’m not a maid..  I don’t mop floors and I don’t do laundry! I went to school 

and studied to be a Certififed French Chef.” She walked out and went back to the agency and complained  bitterly 

about what these women expected of her..  

.  

The following day when she walked in,  the lady in charge was sitting at her desk  She looked up and gave her a big 

smile, and told her,”Myrtle, I think I  found  the perfect job for you.. I was  just speaking to a lady, over on the 

eastside. She was very specific about the kind of person she wanted, and she made it very clear, she wanted someone 

that was an excellent cook, but what seemed to be more important to her, was she wanted someone with a pleasant 

personality.She said, she has her own business, and hermother lives with her, but she travels a lot and is away most of 

the time. I knew you would be the perfect  person for her. What do you think?” 

Momma smiled and said, it sounded good, but she would have to see for herself what it was like.  

“I will call her back, she just got back from Lake Placid and was just getting settled.. I’ll set up an interview for this 

afternoon. She lives over on the eastside, at  75 East 55th Street,  not too far from where you  worked at 137 East 66th 

Street. Her name is Mrs. Hazel B. Kolman, she is divorced, and she sounds like a very nice lady. I think you will like 

her.”  

While Momma waited, she called Mrs. Kolman and told her, I think I found the right person for you. If is alright, I 

could send her to see you now.”  Mrs. Kolman let her know, she would be home. Momma  took the 59th Street cross-

town trolley,  and sat there wondering what this lady was going to expect of her. She thought about what Mrs. 

Eggleston did for her, , and how lucky she was to know her. when she was only thirteen, and she let her grew up in her 

house, and bought her the best of everytrhing. And she  thought about Mrs.Hardon, and how much she missed her, 

after being with her for  nine years.  

She got off the trolley at Madison Avenue and walked down to 55th Street. and  

They seemed to get along. andMrs.Kolman explained to her, “The job is very easy, because I‘m not home during the 

day. I have my own business, just around the corner,. in the CBS building on Madison and 53rd.  I live here alone, most 

of the time,  and my elderly mother lives with me, She’s rarely home, she’s in Chicago visiting friends, right now. and 

we just gotr back from Lake Placid.  My mother spends her winters at the Breakers, in Palm Beach, Florida and in the 

summer, we go to my house on Lake Placid, on an island in the middle of the lake. We are there from Memorial Day 

until Labor Day.  I am divorced, and I have a lovely gentleman friend that comes to dinner quite oftenm  in a while, 

and my only daughter, Mrs. Greene  she and her husbvand,  and theor son Timmy,comes for dinner occasionally.‘ 

I have a summer home on a small island there, and I do entgrttain a lot when I am there. In fact we just got back. When 

I am in the city I don’t have the time or the energy to entertain much, because don’t’ have the time. You do 

understand, you would be gone all summer. Did the lady at the agency tell you that?”  Momma shook her head. 

 

”Well, do you know where Lake Placid is?  It is not an hour away like Wilton, , it is about 450 miles north of here, and 

we are there from Memorial Day until Labor Day. I am a little annoyed that they didn’t tell you that, before you came 

here. But, didn’t you say,your children are teen- agers and they spend their summers with your sister Maybe it would 

work out after all.” 

Momma sat there and sighed, “I really have to think about it, because Lake Placid is 450 miles away. That really is far 

away. ” . Mrs. Kolman stood  up and let her know, ,”When could you begin.but,  I want you to think about it, because I 

would really like you to work for me.”  Momma hesitated ”Well, yes, the children go awauy every summer. But, Lake 

Placid is at least fourteen hours away? Like I said, I have  to think about it, in case anything should happened to one of 

the children, how would I be able get to them, . that is my main concern 

Mrs. Kolman interuped her thoughts and told her,  “I want you to think it over, I’m in no hurry. I  understand your 

concern.  about being so far away from the children.  But, I would definitely  like you to work for me I, being you are 
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a Frnech Chef, and I love French food. It is not a hard job.  I am not here most of the day, and you’ll see, I am a very 

easy person to please.”  

Momma got up and stood over  by the French doors, and looked out at all the flowers on the patio and the potted trees 

she had around, and heare her say, I just had all the flowers put in yesterday, and I myself water them every morning.. 

Beyond the patio were  tall skyscrapers and others buildings and she turned around and, and realized how pretty the 

patio was. She turned  to Mrs. Kolman and said,, “I thought it over and I would like to take the job. . 

Who would have thought, the day  she decided to take that job  four years later, almost to the day, everything would 

change completely. And as much as she liked working for  Mrs. Kolman,, she could never go back, after that terrible 

thing happened to her on Septermber 5th , 1944,.  Her life would take an entirely different direction, one she would 

never have dreamed possible    

Leaving, Momma hoped she had made the right deision and asked Mrs. Kolman, “Would you mind my asking., why 

do you need a French Chef,  if you don’t entertain that much?”  

Mrs. Kolman laughed “Why? Because I have always loved French food, and I  always wanted the luxury of having my 

own French Chef.one day,  I was just thinking, why don’t you bring the children here Saturday, so I can meet them. 

We can have a nice lunch  in a nearby restaurant. Saturday is usually a busy day for me, but I want to get this matter 

settled now.because in a few weeks I’m going to be so busy with the holidays coming, I won’t have time to think.”  

Momma didn’t know if she had made the right decision. She felt she worried enough when she was in Connecticut all 

summer, but being up at lake Placid, bothred her. Mrs. Kolman suggested, “When we are up at the lake,the children 

can take the bus, and stay with you for a few weeks. We call it Camp Calumet, and we have a lovely big cottage oin 

the woods,  where they can stay. Why don’t you bring the children and lcottage in the woods, we call Camp 

Calumet..You will like it up there, The house is on one of two small islands inLake Placid. We have a gardener and  

;ots of pretty flowers all around and a lovely long wooden porch that extends over the water  a pier, canoes, a row boat 

and two speed boats. I think the children will love being there for a few weeks.?.” Momma was surprised that Mrs. 

Kolman invited the children,before shemet them.   

Mrs.Kolman asked, ”Myrtle, when do you think you could  start?”  

Momma smiled and  raised her eyebrows, “Would Monday morning be alright?”    

Mrs.Koman breathed a sigh of relief,  “Oh! Oh! That would be wonderful. I want you to know, when we are at the 

lake, I hire extra help, because my mother and I entertain a lot.  We enjoy having our relatives and friends come for  a 

week or two. When I’m here, all I do is work. 

“ I’m up early and I work hard all day, because I design everything   I sell it in my salon. I have three models that work 

full time and two saleswomen, and four Phillipine women that do all the sewing in the back, you know they are 

famous for their delicate needle work.. Everything in my  shop is made of pure silk and sewed by hand. in a very clean 

workshop.When we are up at the lake, we have Murray. He is our chauffeur, but he is really my sister’s chauffer, but 

we share him during the summer, her house is next to mine. Murray  a  very nice man, and works for them in the city, 

but in the summer he drives the boats back and forthm and stays in one of the cottages in back of my sister’s house. 

We aloso have a Canadian Indian named, Ashe, that we share. Ye takes care of the property year round, anr does most 

of the work tht is needed.. He stays the week and goes home weed ends.He lives in town with his wife and son. My 

sister and I hire our own cook, maid and laundress from an agency we know, and they work there in the summer..” 

”Momma was happy when she left Mrs. Kolman, but she was still annoyed to think what those other women expected 

her to do, when she sent on those other interviews.. Istead of taking the trolley home for a nickel,,she took the Fifth 

Avenue bus  home, even it it did cost a dime. 

When we met Momma at the door, we were surprised to see how happy was about the job she got. and told us she was 

going to work for Mrs. Kolman, and she was going to start  Monday. And wanted to meet us on Saturday,. Momma 

made sure we were dressed like we came from Fifth Avenue, instead of Amsterdam Avneue.,when we walked into 

Mrs. Kolman’s penthouse She shook our hands and she definitely liked us,  and had us sit down while she got her 

pocketbook. we looked around.and saw the flowers outside on the p;atio, and all the wrought iron furtuiure, and trees 

in huge big pots. It was nothing like what I expected. I was so used to Mrs. Hardon’s beautiful home with English and 

French  prints, and antique furniture and big colorful Oriental rugs, while  Mrs. Kolman’s apartment, was so different, 
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she had modern furniture, and different shade of  light and dark grey, and raspberry and maroon, and I liked it.  

As miserable as we were living with Daddy, we were happy in other ways. We were very fortunate compared to the 

others  kids on the block. that we did not have to spend our summers in the hot city. We spent every summer at Aunt 

Vina’s farm, and we’d go Connecticut for 2 weeks. or we would be with  Momma at Lake Placid for two weeks and go 

back to Aunt Vina’s. We got to liv in  beautiful homes.and Mrs. Hardon would send her chauffeur, Chris, from 

Connecticut to our house, to pick us up on Friday afternoons, after school, and we could spend the week-end with 

Momma, in her big house and he’d bring us back in time for school on Monday mornings, .not on Sunday nights. Mrs. 

Hardon like to take me shopping with her, and while her chauffeur waited in the car, we went in and out of the stores 

in Norwalk, Connecticut,  then we’d have lunch in a nice restaurant. If she was in  the apartment in thecity, she’d take 

me with her in a cab, and she’s go to a meeting, and I’d sit beside her,  because she was on the board and involved in 

the several museums and t we’d have lunch  there of in her favorite French restaurant...When we were in Wilton, when 

it was cold and there was a fire going in the library , Mrs. Hardon would have us come in and she’d read us stories. In 

the summer, she would have us sit outside on one of the benches and tell us the names of the stars. We didn’t realize 

how fortunate we were to be there, with such a wonderful and caring lady, like she was.. 

Mrs. Hardon died in  December of 1939, Momma worked for Mrs. Kolman in the fall of 1940 and she invited us to 

come to to her house that was on an island in the middle of  Lake Placid.   

The three of us would take the Trailway’s bus  and we stayed in the cottage she had in the woods.and we even had our 

own canoe.. I often stay with Momma in the penthouse, for weeks at a time, and too a bus to my high school, and 

when I was older and working, I went to a business school a night , I  still lived there with Momma. Because of what 

happened to her in 1944, she had to leave, but Mrs. Kolman always stayed in touch with her, and she came to my 

wedding in 1948, to Sonny’s in 1950 and Mary Jane’s 1951, and gave each of us gifts. When Momma worked for 

Judith Garden, from 1944 to 1954, she too was very good to us and invited us to stay at Lake Placid during the 

summer. Even when I was married, we went there.. No matter where Momma worked,  we were treated, like part of 

the family.   

In 1940, I was 15,  whne I walked into Mrs. Kolman’s penthouse, I had no idea what a penthouse was, until .I saw  the 

wrought iron furniture outside, and the flowers and trees in big pots  I was surprised.she had modern furnutre and  grey 

carpeting, and the drapes had wide stripes of light and dark nubby greys, raspberry and maroon.   used to  Mrs. 

Hardon’s house that mostly French and English antiques and big beautiful Oriental rugs, it was very different, and I 

liked it..  

Seeing we were staring at the garden she had outside,, Mrs.Kolman insisted, “Step outside, so you can see the flowers 

and treess  I have growing out there. That is what I look forward to when I come home at night.  I  sit out there and 

relax and have my dinner..” She opened the French doors ro us so we could go out and look around. I was amazed  to 

think/.we were on a roof that had trees growing in big ceramic pots and flowers growing  all around the edge of the 

huge patio. There was black wrought iron furniture everywhere and to see a table and chairs, under an awning on a 

roof, with several chaise lounges and chairs. I couldn’t wait to get home so I could tell my friends what I saw flowers 

and trees growing on the roof of a ten story building.  

Mrs. Kolman make sure we looked at her beautiful fish.They were swimming up and down in an unusual, narrow but  

tall, thick glass fish tank that had  lights shining up through the crystal clearn bubbling water, that  stood about  five 

feet tall and was 24 inches on all four sides. It was beautiful to stand there and look at those unusual feathery looking 

fish, one was  jet black and two were a deep maroon red.  Mrs. Kolman told us,,”They’re called,, Japanese Fighting 

fish. They are known to fight until they kill one another. S,o far, I’ve been lucky. it hasn’t happened yet.”  Mary Jane 

innocently told her, “We have two goldfish in a glass bowl on our bureaut, Momma bought them for us in the 5 & 10.” 

She laughed. “And I bet they are well behaved and  would never  kill each other,  like these fish are known to do.” 

And Mary Jane agreed with her.  

We took the elevator downstairs and .Mrs. Kolman told the doorman to call two cabs. She told the drives the name of 

the restaurant she was taking us to on Lexington Avnue and we met her there, and she paid the driver.. Mary Jane went 

with Mrs. Kolman and Momma, and  Sonny and I  went in the other cab. When we were seated at the table, we had no 

idea what we were eating, but it was a delicious thick beef soup and salad and  Mrs. Kolman would talk to Momma 
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and to us.too.  We had dessert, but they didn’t, they just had another cup of coffee. When we were leaing to go back 

home, Mrs. Kolmann put her arm around us, and let us know that she enjoyed meeting us and she told Momma,“ I am 

so glad I got  to meet your children, and I want you to know, they can come and stay at our cottage on the lake, 

because. I know they will love it up there.  I just got back from there, and haven’t even been to my shop yet, Myrtle I 

am so glad you decided tos work for me  and you will be starting Monday. In a few weeks I am going to be so busy 

with the holidays coming up, I won’t have time to think.” 

“ Do you think the children would take the bus  and come to Lake Placid, and perhaps stay a week or two? We have a 

lovely big cottage back in the woods, it’s away from the main house and w have a long pier where they can fish, and 

two canoes they could use.  

There are only two islands in Lake Placid, and my sister and I have the only houses on the island we are on, and the 

other island next to us, is where Kate Smith has her summer home and she stays there every summer. We have a Ashe, 

an old Indian, he ttakes care of everything and even waters the flowers we have around. The wooden porch  extends 

out over the water, and next to it is a boat house where we keep the speed boats, and Ashe ties up his open boat, under 

the porch. I think the children would love it up there, don’t you?” Momma was nodding but she was so surprised, 

because Mrs. Kolman had just met us and she was inviting us to come and stay at her summer home?  

to.” MoShe slipped five dollars in my hand and called a cab to take us home, because she mmawanted Momma  was 

going toto go back to with herthe apartment with Mrs. Kolman because she was explaining to her, “I would like to go 

over  to discuss certain things with you now, because when you come Monday morning., I won’t have  time to talk.  I 

want you to know the the kinds of meals  I she like preferred to have, and whaandt she did and doidn’t like, what she 

ate for breakfast, andthe  the time I get up in the morning  and have  shebreakfast,  and what time I usually  usually 

coame home for dinner.” 

“ . 

  

Mrs.Kolman explained to her,  being her mother was in Chicago, when she came to work Monday morning, I am 

going to be in sa hurry to get back to my shop; and I won’t , she wouldn’t  have  the  time to stop and go over anything 

with you,s with her, that she would be in a hurry to get to her shop.” Mrs. Kolman stepped off the curb and hailed a 

cab to take us home, and handed me five dollars to pay him. Momma told the driver where we lived and theyMomma 

wentas only too glad to go back with her so she back to the apartment and the first thing Momma did was write could 

write down whatdown the phone  number of her shop  she needed to know, in thethe small note book she always  

always carried  d in her pocketbookand whatever else she told her, so she wouldn’t forget what she said.., so she 

wouldn’t forget what she told her, and she wrote down her work number and the address, in case she would need it.. 

A few weeks later. her mother, Mrs. Becker, came back from Chicago, and Momma got to meet  her.  She was a little 

lady in her early eighties, and she became very fond of Momma, and her and when she was away, she would always 

write her the nicest post cards and send her little gifts from West Palm Beach, Florida, when she stayed at the 

Breaker’s for the winter.,  

Momma was very happy working for Mrs. Kolman, butoit visiting firend, and a few years later she passed away. 

Momma enjoyed working for her because was a very kind and considerate person and she was always extremely good 

to her. And seeing the flowers and trees out on the patio, in the middle of New York City, was something that thrilled 

her to see every morning, even when it snowed, she liked to look out at it. The only thing that it bothered her that she 

couldn’t go with us  to Autnt Vina’s on the Fourth of July, like she had done for years and years,  She had to be in 

Lake Placid with Mrs. Kolman and her mother because ahd in thepast, but she  had they would leave just before 

Memorial Day. After the war started, gas was rationed,  and we took the bus to see Aunt Vina, and were there every 

Fourth of July, but Momma couldn’t go with us.no choice but  go to Lake Placid every summer  My sister and IWe 

would take wouthed go  on as bus from Towanda andhad to change before we got to Lake Placid so we could spend 

two weeks with  Momma, and it was, a long ride, and e’d be so stiff and glad to find Murray waiting for us at the bus 

depot at Lake Placid. from New York City to get there 
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LIFE IN NEW YORK CITY … WORLD WAR II DECLARED  

  

It is hard to believe how many of our boys died and what they had to go through, because WWII lasted almost four 

and half years, from December 1941-45. I often wonder who will tell the children and their children, what war is really 

like and what all those men did for us?  

I had to write it down, so they would know and never forget, because what I remembered, will never be written in the 

history books they read in school. 

 

It was a cold blustery Sunday in New York City on December 7, 1941, when the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor. No 

one knew it, because we decided to go for a walk aftr church, even if it was a cold day,  my girlfriend Rita 

O’Shaughnessy  and Ellen Curry, and then we went for a walk down aroundthat day,  down along Riverside Drive 

toGrant’s Tomb on Riverside Drive. We were unaware what happened earlier that morning, and we, like all the other  

people and tourists that were there walking around Grant’s Tomb, were laughing and talking and taking pictures of one 

another, unaware what had happened at Pearl Harbor that morning.  

 

It wasn’t until later that afternoon, when we walked into Rita’s house, and saw her mother, Mrs. O’Shaughnessy, and 

her sisters and brothers were standing in front of their  big wooden radio looking so frightend, and crying.  We 

couldn’t imagine what could have happened, because they didn’t even look at us, or talk to us, they just kept listening 

to every word that was being said, and we heard the Japanese had bombed Pearl Harbor, early Sunday morning.  

 

We were stunned to hear  such a terrible thing could happen.and Rita started crying when she heard them say, that 

thousands of navy men were killed when the Japanese bombed several of the ships that were in the harbor. the ships, 

They had no way of  knowing whether David, (Rita’s twin) was dead or alive, because they he was aboard the U.S.S 

Lexington, Aircraft Carrier,  in the Pacific.   

 

We were glued to the radio, and the reporter was there telling what he saw, and on the verge of crying himself, “Oh! 

The horror of it all,all those boys are dead …it’s just so terrible…  at least two thousand of our men were killed this 

morning, when the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor. They flew over and sank several of our big ships that were sitting 

in the harbor. All the surrounding buildings are on fire.  They bombed the runways and the planes are on fire, that were 

lined up and ready for ‘take off’.There’s flames everywhere! It looks like everything is on fire, there’s flames and 

bodies everywhere you look.”  While he continued to desribe the horror of what he was seeing,  Rita and her family 

was crying and praying David was alright. Then they finally named the ships that did get hit, Rita’s mother breathed a 

sigh of relief and blessed herself, because they did not mention  the U.S S. Lexington. .  

Seeing how upset everyone was, I quietly said, ‘good by’  and closed the dor and went home.  I know they didn’t hear 

me, because they were glued to the radio, listening to every word that was being said.When I was home, I heard the 

speech President Roosevelt  gave,and he declared war on Japan and Germany and I heard him say those famous words, 

“This day will go down in infamy.” And it did!    

 

For the next three years and nine months, the war raged on in Europe and in the Pacific. Every day so many of our 

boys were killed and mamed..People at work and at home had their radios turned on all the time, listening to the latest 

news, wanting to know what was going on with the war .People that never bothered to buy a newspaper before, were 

buying a morning and evening newspaper so they would know where our boys were fighting, in North Africa, then 

Italy, France, Holland and Begium, Poland, and then Germany, that was the war in Europe, and we were fighting a 

huge war in the Pacific. Our boys were sent to all those little islands that were scattered throughout the Pacific, that the 

Japanese had taken over before the war, and there were thousand if islands in the Phillippines, that we were fighting 

the Japanese, Our men were fighting and dying on little islands in the Pacific that we never heard of before, until the 

war, and it seemed like an impossible task, but day after day the number of men that were being killed kept going up 

and up, 
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Meat was rationed and each family was issued a  we had ration bookss. The butcher made sure, you only got as much 

as you were allowed. Gas, for was rationed, and people with cars were they issued books with coupons, to get gas, but 

the  men and women that worked in jobs that were related to the war, they got enough gas to get to work and back, and 

little if any was allowed for personal use.  

 

It became hard to buy coffee, butter  and sugar becameas very scare and so were was cigarettes. We learned to use 

margarine and colored it with a yellow dye, then the government tried to introduce horse meat, but  no one wanted to 

buy it.  Nylon stockings had just recently hit the market and the women loved them, and we couldn’t get them 

anywhere, except every once in a while, word got around som edtore got them in. .I remember where I worked, when 

word go tout that a certain stire on Madison got a shipment in, we’d stand on line an hour just to get a pair nylon 

stockings.  

 

Before I got on the bus to go to work,  I remember how depressing it was when I’d buy the New York Times on my 

way to work every morning, and the first thing I did, was look at the top of the front page in the left hand corner, was 

where they kept a record of how many boys had  died, and I remember how awful I’d feel seeing how the figures kept 

going up and up and it would be so depressing to read it.. There were times it felt like the war never going to end. So 

many boys from our neighborhood had been killed, and their mothers, and wives had an American Flag and a black 

flag hanging in their windows. 

. 

 

 

It was such a horrible feeling to wake up in the middle of the night hearingthe air raid sirens going off and we would 

lay there, never knowing whether it was an air radi drill or was it for real and you didn’t know,  until you heard the ‘all 

clear’ sirens going off..  

We had every reason to be scared that d hear the air-raid sirens go off, we would lie there twondering if the Germans 

were going to g bomb New York City, after seeing so many pictures of how they were bombing bombingLondon, 

relentlessly,  i it was in all the newspapers, and magazines. They showed what the war was really like over there, when 

they showed what was left of collapsed office buildings and people’s homes where there was nothing but a hole where  

there was nothing left of an office buildingwhat once had stood.been standing  

 

There was no televisions then, but we got a good idea what was going on in In all the movie theaters. They had they 

made us a ware when they newsreels, and we got to seeshowed what was going on all over the world.. tand we he 

latest news and moviessaw  of what our boys were going through, fighting  in the war, how they werehiding in 

doorways of strange cities.that were already in ruins and the hand to hand fighting that was going on, where the 

Japanese were holding out in caves on tiny islands.. 

 

The reality of the war hit the most  when you were sitting in the movies and the news wa always an added attraction. 

The newsreels showed our boys fighting in Africa, Europe and in the Pacific. What was happening tothe cities in 

Europe, people walking around in a daze, mothers looking down at the big crater holes in the ground, where their 

homes once stood, not knowing where their familes were, or if they were dead or alive?  

 

It showed the people what was going on,  what the bombs did to their homes and buildings, and the devastation that it 

caused block after block with only a shell of the buildings left, and civilians in the street running for cover, dragging 

their children along, hoping they can reach the  bomb shelter in time. In London, they were that were way downin the 

subways three stories underground, part of the subway system, that was built in the late 1800’s,  and so many lives 

were saved by them being able to go there.  
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The thought that this could happen to New York City, was real every time we heard  the air raid sirens go went off, 

because we had no way of knowing if the Germans were going to bomb New York City. It was a very frightening 

thing  we had to live through, month after month, and year after year, wondering if we were going to get bombed?  

Yet, life went on as usual, people did what they could to live a normal life, unlike so many familes that lived in 

Europe. People were writing letters like they had never done before, because the boys in service needed all the support 

and love they could get from home. 

There were several magazines that brought the war closer to home, because you would see what was actually going on 

with the pictures they showed. The teen agers continued to dance to the music of Glen Miller, and have a good time, 

and the girls went to the Rockaway or Coney Island and go swimming and get nice tan,m People  went on with their 

lives. They still went on vacation, but the couldn’t use he family car,, since gas was rationed,, 

They took the bus or train  and went wherever they wanted to go, unlike so many families in Europe. When you 

entered the town of Lake Placid, there were lots of tourists walking around and going in and out of the gift shops and 

the boutique clothing stores. Even though there was a big lake in the town of Lake Placid, everyone assumed it was 

Lake Placid, but it wasn’t, it was Mirror Lake. Lake Placid was further down the road and  and it much bigger, it had 

two small islands in the middle of the and at the far end of it, was the base of Whiteface Mountain. On the other side of 

that mountain was the state of Vermont and Lake Champlain. 

On one of the islands, was where Mrs. Kolman ’sand her sister, Mrs. Bill Rose had the only houses on the island. Kate 

Smith had her summer home on the other island ,that was close by. When we were waiting there, every Friday 

afternoon, and would stand on Mrs. Kolman’s pier so we could see Ted Collins’s seaplane hit the water, when he 

would come in for a landing, then  go down in the middle of the lake and leave a big rooster’s tail of water behind it, 

then turn into Kate Smiths’ pier, that was right across from where we were standing.  We would be jumping up and 

down, and waving to him and he’d wave back and be smiling at us. and Kate Smith would wave and be laughing and 

greethim with open arms, looking relaxed in summer shorts and a loose shirt to match. 

 

Ted Collins was president of Columbia Records and became Kate Smith’s manager in 1927, Sje had a radio show with 

CBS for several years, and then her own TV show. Ted Collins was her manager, until he died of a heart attack in 

1964. Kate Smith was with him when he died at 72, in Lake Placid, and she died in 1986. 

  

There were two very small islands in the middle of Lake Placid covered with big tall pine trees.. One of them was 

where Mrs.Kolman and her sister , had their summer homes on Moose Island.  Kate Smith lived on the other island. I 

believe, at that time, she was the only one living on that island.   

 

During the Forties,even though the war was going on,  we used to go to Lake Placid often, and stay 2 weeks with 

Momman, then take the bus to P:ennsylvania and stay there the rest of the summer.  

 

We often saw Kate Smith paddling by in her canoe, being we wer there every year. She would always wave or stop 

and talk to us, because she was extremely friendly. Sometimes she would take the time to stop and talk to us a while, 

and ask us about what we did, when we were in New York City. She had her own radio show, then later on, she ha 

dher own TV show, and was famous for singing, “When The Moon Comes Over The Mountain.” And it became a big 

hit and was her theme song for the radio and later on, for her TV show too.  

 

We liked her and loved hearing that Southern drawl she had, when she would warn us that we should not be swimming 

in the middle of the lake because it was too dangerous because of the speed boats that constantly race around the lake, 

and cautioned us, they won’t see you in the water, until it’s too late. 
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One day when she was paddling by,and the three of us were out in the canoe n the middle of the lake, and we waved to 

her and we I noticed a very handsome young man was with her tht morning,an dhe was doing the paddling. They 

stopped and Kate Smith introduced him, “This is my brother,. isn’t he good looking?”  

 

My sister and I sat there staring at him,  he was so good looking and when we heard that Southern drawl like she had, 

we really liked him all th emore.  What a beautiful smile he had when he said, “Hi kids, my sister told me you were 

from New York City. That sure is a great place, isn’t it? ” We were to overwhelmed by his good looks an just nodded.  

He smiled saying, “I’m on leave, and spending a few days with my sister, before I go back to my outfit because we 

will soon be going overseas. Right now, we’re headed for the base of Whiteface Mountain, we’re going to have a 

picnic there, but it’s a lot further that I thought.”Kate Smit hugged him and laughed , “I wish I could keep him, but, I 

can’t.  He’s in the army and has to go back in a few days.” They waved and continued on. 

 

Another time, the 3 of us were out in the middle of the lake in a canoe,. Sonny thought he was being funny and started 

rocking the canoe back and forth, and he dumpedlmy sister and me in the water. He sat in th ecanoe laughing at us, 

because we didn’t know how to climb back in. Wewere hanging on the side of the canoe,it when Kate Smith had her 

brother paddled over to where we were and stayed with us until we made it back to shore, and she was mad and she 

didn’t hesitate to yell at Sonny for what he did and she scolded,, ‘Don’t you ever ever do that to your sisters again. 

Didn’t I tell you the other day,how dangerous it is to be swimming gout her in the lake. When these teen age boys get 

in a speed boat, they think nothing of  racing around these islands, so fast,they would never see you  in the water/  

 

“A few years, ago, a young girl was with a bunch of her friends in a boat and she dove off the back of the boat to go t 

for a swim,. A a speed boat came around the island so fast, they never saw her in the water, and , and her friends had to 

witness her head being decapitated by the outboard motors ion the back of that boat! Needless to say, it was a horrible 

accident, So , don’t fool around when you are out on this lake.”   

                                              *                     *                    * 

 

Meanwhile the war was going on, that  began in December 1941 and didn’t end in Europe until April of l945, but in 

the Pacific, it continued until August of 1945, when the A-bomb was dropped, the war was over. 

 

Long before the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor, there was a lot of talk going on in Washington, whether we should get 

involved in another war in Europe because 23 years ago, we lost so many of our boys were killed,  when they were 

sent to Europe during WWI, to help England and France, to fight the Kaiser in Germany  from 1917-18. That war that 

was called, THE WAR TO END ALL WARS?  They sold Liberty Bonds then to help finance WWI, and they were 

called War Bonds during WWII. It was wonderful how the movie stars worked and held rallies and sold bonds to help 

with the cost of the war.  In 1938,  Hitler was taking over one country after the other. 

 President Roosevelt was helping England financially.and at the same time, he sent two million dollars to Chiang-kai-

Shek, to help fight off the Japanese, because they had taken over Manchuria. And there were rmors of what happened 

to the money. By December of 1941, President Roosevelt declared war, and thousands of our men were sent to the 

Pacific to fight on tiny little islands where the Japanese were holding out, and thousands were sent to Africa, Italy, 

France and Germany, and the Russians were fighting to keep theGermans, from entering Russia, and day after day so 

many men died fighting for their country, on both sides. And so many Germans and Americans, although they didn’t 

know it,  they were killing their own cousins, but, war is war!                      

 

MRS. KOLMAN’S PENTHOUSE AND LAKE PLACID 1940-1944 

, so asWe told Momma what she said, and n’t Sonny never did that again..picnic to get away from everyone..but for  
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Momma … in gold lame gown, on Penthouse roof, 1944  Rose by arch at Penthouse,  Mary Jane, Sonny, 

Momma and Rose,Whiteface Mountain/background   Momma posing with one of the maids at Lake Placid,  

1944 Mary Jane and Rose  in Judith Garden’sChris Craft … Lake Placid 1946 

Mrs. Kolman dancing at a wedding 

 

“ 

 

Top R.. Momma in the long fancy gown, posing on Pent House roof, 1940-44 

Mary Jane, Sonny, Momma and Rose standing on  pier atall taken at Lake Placid.   

            Bottom R   Momma with a friend, Lake Placid,  

                          R   Mary Jane and Rose sitting in Chris Craft boat,  Lake Placid 1947   

               Upper R   Rose at Mrs. Kolman’s Pent House, 1944   

              L   and Mrs. Kolman dancing  

 

 

dancing 

 

NEW YORK CITY DURING WORLD WAR II   

 

It was Sunday, December 7, 1941, when Japan bombed Pearl Harbor, and we heard on the radio, when President 

Roosevelt declared war. It was a very frightening time for everyone when we heard we were at war with Japan and we 

were joining the Allies in the war against  Germany again. We had just lost so many men during WWI, that lasted 

f1914-18 and that war  was supposed to be, THE WAR TO END ALL WARS..   

 

In 1938,  Hitler started taking over Poland and one country after the other, and when he started bombing England, 

President Roosevelt was very concerned. When the Japaanese attacked Pearl Harbor on December 7,1941,  President 

Roosevelt had no choice but declare war and he joined the Allies, the war had escalated. Our boys were sent the 

Pacific to fight the Japanese in the Phillipines, and all the little the islands the Japanese had taken over in the Pacific, 

In 1938 and 1939,the Gerrmans had had taken over Poland, then France, the Netherlands, and Italy, and the Germans 

had Rommel fighting in Northern Africa. 

The Germans were boasting they were going to take over England and started bombing London day and night,  as well 

as other cities were being hit with their deadly bombs.   

A year or two later, the Germans were using guided missles, the  V-1’s, then the V-2s. that were launched from 

Germany and land in England right on target on strategic areas and they were so powerful, the damage they caused 

was unbelievable. It became a way of life for the English people, when they heard the air raid sirens go off, they’d run 

to the nearest shelters.  

 

The people in New York City soon learned ’what black-outs ‘ rmeant. Because,when it was mandatory for all  

thewindows to have double thick window shades on them;, black to the street, and white on the inside. How well I 

remember when the air raid sirens went off,  no one was allowed out on the street, and everyone had to had to pull the 

shades and make sure  no light could be seen from the outside. Every block had air raid wardens that and checked the 

building to see there was no light showing. If there was, they would knock on your door and demand you tape the 

shades down,so no light whatsoever was coming through. 

 

 We were usually asleep when the sirens went off at night, and the air raid drills continued  for four years.It was a very 

frightening experience to lie there, waiting and wondering if we were going to get bombed or if it was just another 
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drill.  I was 16, Sonny was 15, and Mary Jane was 13, and we would be wishing Momma was there with us, until we’d 

hear the ‘all-clear sirens’go off, and we could go back to sleep. again   

 

People got used to rationing, it was hard to get butter an we learned to use oleo, it came                            white and 

Anna would mix in the yellow coloring that came with it.. It was hard to get coffee, sugar, black pepper and 

meat,.When the meat markets tried to introduce horse meat, people did try to use it, but it didn’t go over too well, and 

the ystopped selling it. Gas was rationed and you got a book with coupons, and you were allowed just enough to go to 

work and back, for the people who worked in a job that had to do with the war. If you ran of gas it was your problem. 

 

 At least, in New York City, there was the bus and subway you could take to work, but the people that lived in the 

suburbs and rural country where they didn’t have buses! They had to use their cars to get around, and they had to be 

careful where they went and how much gas they used. People learned to cope and got used to  not being able to get 

what they wanted.  

 

But, a lot of wealthy people had no problem getting what they wanted,  because money talked and they could buy 

anything on the black market, and they had all the meat they wanted, as well as coffee, butter and sugar and 

cigarettes.I know, because, Momma was  working for Mrs. Kolman during the war, and she said, she had all the meat, 

butter and coffee she wanted,    

.                 

 

 

 

THE NIGHT THE MAN ENTERED THE PENTHOUSE  

We loved going downtown to see Momma, when she worked for Mrs. Kolman’s, she lived in a penthouse on the 10th 

floor. Her apartment was the middle of the roof, and there was a patio aalla the way around it, surrounded it and a 

waist high wall. In th living room were French doors, you could walk out to the garden she had with trees, bushes and 

flower all around. \   

Momma’s room and bathroom was on the other side, and she had door out to the patio, it had cahirs to sit on, but  it 

didn’t have flowers or pretty bushes. We liked to sit out there, and eat, if the weather was nice being on the tenth floor, 

we had a beautiful view of the city, and we could look up at all the tall buildring that were all around o matter where 

you looked.   

In the spring Mrs. Kolman’s, had new flowers delilered and a man would put them in for her, and it was so pretty to 

see the flowers blooming that bordered the entire patio, up against the wall, and huge big pots of flowering shrubs and 

trees sitting around. Under a grey and black striped awning was a black wrought iron glass dining table and six padded 

chairs and off to the side, that matched wrought iron chaise lounges and chairs, done in a deep raspberry.  

 

We would boast to our friends on our block, about the penthouse where my mother worked, and that she had a garden 

on her roof, with flowers and trees growing in big pots and a table and chairs .They couldn’t imagine what it was like, 

because a roof to them,was ugly and full of tar where you hung clothes on a the line.  My high school friends could not 

imagine how that was possible, until I asked Mrs. Kolman, if I could bring  my girlfriend Rita an dher sister,so they 

could and see the penthouse, and she laujghed and said, “Of course”.  Rita and came with me one day, and after I 

showed them Mrs. Kolman’s patio and flowers, we sat on Momma’s side, and they loved to sitting out there.  

 

No wonder Mrs. Kolman enjoyed having her having breakfast and dinner on her patio, and hear the traffic moving 

down below, taxi cabs, trucks and cars honking their horns.  and the usual noises that goes on in a big city like New 

York. Many a time at night when I was there, the air-raid sirens went off, and  we’d run inside and all the black shades 
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had to be p;ulled down over the windows, we we always had to wonder was it for real? All the traffic would stop and 

the lights had to be shut off. No one was allowed on the street, no one could leave.  move or go home.  It was a very 

uneasy feeling . because there was always that fear, “It could be the Germans..” And we’d wait  until we’d finally 

heard that ‘all clear’ siren.  

It seemed like the war was never going to end.  Every night on the radio, the commentators had nothing but bad news, 

wed hear how many more men and  boys died in Europe and in the Pacific, and they’d name the ships the Germans 

sunk and Japanese submarinessunk and how many men went down with their ships, or were taken prisoners of war. 

 

One night my father had the radio on and we heard the U.S.S LEXINGTON AIRCRAFT CARRIER, had been sunk in 

the Battle of the Coral Sea, and thousands aboard had died and some of them were plucked out of the sea.  

 

All I could think was Rita’s brother was on that ship and I thought about Mrw. O’Shaughnessy and Rita,her sisters and 

brothers and I burst out crying. It took a long time before theyheard, David  had been found sitting in a big cooking pot 

drifting around in the ocean, and they cried when they heard the good news.   The news about war was never good. 

Everyday on the front page of the New York Times, up in the corner they printed the latest figure of how many more 

men had been killed. Then in the spring of 1944, we heard the good news that the Allies were joinng forces and were 

going after the Germans and they called it  D-Day. It was a very scary thing because everyone knew so many more 

boys would get killed, but it would mean the end of the war.  

 

Then on June 7, 1944, it was D-Day. They were ready to fight the Germans. Hundreds of ships banned together and 

made their way to France and anchored in the harbor. They waited for the order to be given and thousands upon 

thousands of allied men stormed the shores of Normandy, France, their goal was to chase the Germans back.  

 

The Germans were waiting for them up on the cliffs, and they had the advantage of looking down at them, and 

shooting down thousands of the men as they tried to wade ashore with a full pack nd their guns.. 

They were like sitting ducks, and they mowed them down with machine guns and artillery and there was no let up, the 

fighting went on for hours, The next day the Allies kept coming, and the Germans continued to shoot them down, as as 

fast as they stepped off the PT boats and the water was red with blood, all up and down the beaches lay thousands of 

men dead..  

 

Luckily, many of them  didescape through the German’s relentless gunfire and made it up, some of the cliffs. The 

Allies finally pushed the German’s  back and were able to establish a base, and that was the beginning of the end for 

the Germans.  

 

It didn’t happen overnight, they had to fight every inch of the way before they reached Berlin. and it took ten more 

months of brutal fighting before they got there..It was a very slow process and so many, many men died, on both sides, 

not from bullets, because it turned out to be one of the coldest winters ever.  

 

Neither side was equipped or dressed for below zero weather, and the men froze to death in the trenches, even the 

horses froze to death. Everyone thought that D-Day would be the end of the war in Europe, but it lasted for another 

year. During that winter of 1944-45,  it turned out to be a bitter cold winter, and it caused so many men froze to death, 

becausethey they had not been issued warm enough clothes and they hd little or no food, and not just the Germans, so 

many Russian and Amercans froze to death during that terrible Battle of the Bulge..  

 

It was Germany’s last battle, and it was referred to as ‘Hitler’s Last Gamble’ It went on from December 16, 1944 until 

January 25, 1945. Few peope realize during those six weeks, 75,000 Americans were killed, maimed, wounded or 

captured in that battle that took place in the Belgian Ardennes and Luxembourg, because the TGermans knew, it was 

their last chance to win and they gave it their all, and they lost. They had to surrender. They knew they were finished. 
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The Russians were closing in on them in the east and the Allies were  were closing in on them from the west, and they 

had no food and no ammunition left, they had to give up.  and the war was over in Germany, in April of 1945, and 

Hitler committed suicide with his girlfriend Eva Braun and some of his officers. 

 

Even though the war with Germany was over, the war with Japan was still going strong in the Pacific.. Every day, 

thousands of our men in the Marines and the Navy were dying on those tiny little forgotten islands and the men in the 

navy were going down with their ships in the Pacific, because of the Japanese submarines and the Japanese suicide 

dive bombers hitting the flat tops loaded with airplanes,battleships and big destroyers. 

 

In August of 1945, President Truman gave the order to drop three two A-Bombs on Japan, that it would save the lives 

of thousands of our boys and end the war.  

 

First they dropped flyers warning everyone to leave the targeted cities in Japan. The people didn’t believe it and 

stayed. On August 6th , three planes took off with Atom bombs, but one of them developed engine trouble on take off 

and had to return to base, very carefully. The other two continued on, and the first plane, the Enola Gaye dropped the 

bomb on Hiroshima. The second plane dropped a bomb on Nagasaki. More than eight thousand Japanese people were 

were killed, and as horrible as it was, it brought an end to the war. 

 

War is such a terrible thing. What did Hitler and Japan gain by what they did? A lot of dead men, loving fathers 

brothers, husbands, sons, uncles. No matter what side they fought on,  they were buried far from home The people that 

loved them, can never stand at their grave and weep. All the navy men that went down with their ships, they will 

always be at the bottom of the sea, they will never have anyone stand at their grave and mourn for them. . 

 

MR. CASSONI, THE RUSSIAN COUNT 

 

Mr. Cassoni was Mrs. Kolman’s  gentleman friend. A very distinguished looking man, tall and thin, but  so charming. 

Being he was a Russian Count, he had an accent, and you knew he was an aristocrat, by his elegant mannerisms and ot 

was the way he spoke, is what made him so charming. He always made sure he came in the kitchen and talked to 

Momma and me, being I lived at Mrs. Kolman’s with Momma, an thank her for the lovely dinner before he went back 

to his apartment, where he had a lovely Rusaian lady that her praised, how she took care of his priceless artifacts, and 

he’d smile, ‘and she cooks Russian food for me.”  

 

He had dinner with Mrs. Kolman, and only him, a couple of times a week, year after year.  

This was a man was a joy just to listen to, because he always talked about so many interesting things. There were was 

a time, he asked Mrs. Kolman would she mind, ikf he invited Momma and me to come to his apartment,  and we wpi;d 

have coffee and cake, and see the works of art and  icons he brought with him from Russia, and he showed us so many 

pictured he had of famous buildings , and the interiors of the buildings that houses the works of different European 

artists.  He did like to talk, and we didn’t mind hearing about his travels throughout Europe, and what he had seen, and 

he’d described the beautiful cities in St. Petersberg, Vienna, and Rome. Then he’d shake his head and look so sad, 

because at that time,  the war going on between German and Russia, and it really disturbed him knowing they were 

bombing these cities, and so many of them were being destroyed. 

 

I found it fascinating to hear about what life was like in Russia, I ha dno idea it was so cold there in winter.. He smile 

and tell us t how the Russian people love to dance and the wonderful music they had, but his love, he said, was 

definitely the many works of arts, and some of the finest authors came from Russia. Momma thought, he was in his 

early sixities, yet he looked so much younger, even though his light blonde hair was thinning, his hair was beginning 

to turn grey, you could tell he must have been very handsome when he was young man. What I remember about him, 

is he was so charming , and I remember how sad he was when he’d sigh and say, “Germany is bombing all those old, 
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beautiful cities, and the shame of it is, so is the United States, and all those irreplaceable, priceless works of art are 

sitting in the museums throughout Europe and England. I know most of them have been crated and are hidden in a safe 

place, but will they survive these bombings that go on day after day?”  What did we know about the famous works of 

art in Europe?  But we could tell it meant a lot to Mr. Cassoni because his eyes would get so big when he would tell us 

about the different ones, while he smoked a thin cigarette, that was in a beautiful jeweled cigarette holder. He would 

think a minute and try to describe the priceless paintings and statues that Russia had in their museum called, “The 

Heritage Museum.” He assured us, we could not begin imagine what that museum contained, or how big it was, and 

shook his head letting us know, it would a week or more just to walk through it.’   

We were too embarassed to tell him, we never heard of it and he looked at us,  a bit shocked that we didn’t. He didn’t 

say anything, but I think he appreciated it that we were so honest about it.  He could see  we were interested in 

knowing more about the museum, and he gladly described how many floors it had to display all the paintings, statues, 

dishes and vases and beautiful urns from all over the world. But, the way this war is going on like it is,  all those 

valuable pieces had to be crated and hidden in a safe place, so nothing would happen to them, in case the Germans 

invaded Russia like they did Poland.”    

He was sitting in front of the warm fireplace,  relaxing with a glass of cognac. holding Mrs. Kolman’s hand, when he 

asked Mrs. Kolman, “Why don’t you bring Myrtle and her daughter to my apartment,  Saturday, being I have no 

appointments that day.  I would like show them the golden Russian icons I have. I think they would like to see them.” 

Mr. Kolman made a face and told him,  “Saturday is my busiest day, and, since I have seen all of them, they can go.”  

He nodded that he understood and asked Momma, ‘would she like to see them?’ She didn’t’ know what to say and he 

smiled and told her. “I feel very honored that I have several of those beautiful golden icons. To think I had the 

foresight to bring them with me to America in 1938 when all this trouble started in Germany.”   

Momma never could figure out the relationship between Mrs Kolman and Mr.Cassoni. because they always had 

dinner alone,  every week for years, and she never invited anyone else, when she invited her other friends for dinner, 

there was uusually four people at the table, including Mrs. Kolman.. Being Mr.Cassoni was such a close  friends, she 

wondered why he never went to  see her when she was at Lake Placid for three months in the summer,  but she  figured 

it was none of her business. 

Mrs. Kolman smiled at him , “As much as I would like to go, I can’t but I want Myrtle and Rose to see them. They 

may never have an opportunity like this again, to see them.”  

That Saturday, we wore  tailored suits and high heels, and took a taxi to his apartment, which was close by. The 

doorman called upstairs to announce we had arrived, and took us to the elevator.  A Russian maid with an accent 

opened the door and asked us to come in and wait. because Mr. Cassoni was talking on the phone. We stood there in 

awe looking around at all the beatifiul things Mr.Cassoni had in his apartment. when he walked in and apologized and 

etended his hands oto us and kissed us on our cheeks, and seemed very happy that we ha come. He took us in the 

living room and pointed to thedifferent statues and paintings. And then showed the wall that had  about fifteen golden 

icons. We a never seen anyting like that before. He pointed to each one, he mentioned the name of the artist that 

painted it and was very proud that everyone of them had been authenticated and made sure we noticed how detailed 

and meticulous the artists were that painted them. He was so pleased to let us know the history of each one and that 

they were done by famous Russian artists, and that he would never buy one, that didn’t have the proper documentation 

and proof of their authenticity.  

They were without a doubt so beautiful and he had quite a collection of them, big and small. all golden icons, of the 

Madonna and child. Clasping his hands together he sighed, as he walked with us and explained how we was able to get 

so many of the shiny gold icons, and his eyes sparkled when he told us,, “I know you have no idea how valuable these 

paintings are, but, I am so glad I brought them with me and I know  they will be safe here with me.”  

We smiled at him and had to tell him, we  had no way of knowing how aluble they were,  but we were so glad he 

allowed us to see then  and Momma thanked him again. He looke very happy when he said “ I wanted you to see them 

for yourself, because now you will never forget them. Right?”  We were both glad we had the opportunity to see such 

beautiful and unusual things.  

He motioned for us to come with him, so we could see the rest of his collection. He showed us some very old oil 
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paintings, and big antique urns, and huge  porcelain vases that were sitting on highly polished pedestals, and  real old 

statues were sitting on 3’ X 3’ shiny black cubes, with white glass in the middle, with a light shining up through the 

glass.  We realize everything we saw,  had to be very valuable, as we walked along, he told us the history of each one.  

I think he enjoy how naïve we were about what we were looking at, but he still took the time to explain to us where 

they came from and how he happened to have them, because he would emphasise, he wanted us to enjoy and 

remember what we saw.. With all he had on display throught his apartment, the collections of icons on he had haon the 

wall,  were obviously,  Mr. Cassoni’s  pride and joy. and he had every reason to feel proud of them.  

up Momma let him know how we appreciated that he allowedlet us see so many of his beautiful things. When he 

finished giving us the tour, he insisted we sit down on a lovely thick gfold velvet sofa that had lotswitghlots of unusal 

pretty throw pillows. , and we had coffee and cake with him. We were just in awe of his collection, and for us to sit 

there we sat there surrounded by such so many beautiful and unusual antiques. I thought how kind if was of him, to 

invite us to see these iconsm and I did remember them, like he said I would. . SAnd eeing how we were staring at 

them, he told uss    “I am the keeper of them now …  because I am keeping them safe for posterity so the next 

generation can enjoy them .”.  

  

 

He was smiling and had us sit down on a beautiful satin couch with lots of pretty throw pillows in back of us. 

Agotnotherand maid brought in a large silver tray, and set it on a huge carved thick glass coffee table. . She She served 

each of us a cup ofa cup of  really black coffee and offered uswith a pitcher of hot boiled milk and asome piece really 

delicious sweet cakes, she said the cook had just made. It didn’t seem real we were sitting there with Mr. Cassoni, a 

Russian Count and that we were surrounded by such unusual works of art work and statues, but I knew it was a 

wonderful experience for us to have seen his collection.  

And after awhile Mr. Cassoni, asked Momma about Sonny, since he had met him several times, and heard he had 

joined the army and was a para trooper stationed in Germanybefore he went overseas and how he liked being stationed 

in Germany?  

Momma rolled her eyes up, and sighed. “He seems to like it over there, but,  I All I do is worry about him so much 

being over there.”  He nodded that he understood  exactly and told her, “Believe me, you should be very proud of him. 

:Jumping out of a plane like he has to do, takes a lot of courage,”at she meant.  

Leaving, he bowed ever so graciously, and took a heold of our hands and kissed them and thanked us for coming. 

Momma let him know,  how much we appreciated that he let us  had asked us to come to see his beautiful collection of 

icons and antiques, and he walked us to the elevator and we left.we thanked him again and we left. 

Every year at Christmas, Mr.Cassoni sent each of us aa  card that had a picture of a, beautiful gold with a different 

icon on it, printed on them, along with nd a small check for for each of us.  Momma wuld cashed them for Mary Jane’s 

and meine , for us, but when Sonny (before he went in the army) refused to cash his came back from Germany in 

December of 1946, he didn’t want to cash  his check. H, ehe wanted to keep it because it had because it had Mr. 

Cassoni’s autograph on it, being  because he was a Russian Count., he liked to show it to his friends.  

Mr. Cassoni, called him up one day and ake dhim why he didn’t very nicely explained to him,  he must cash it, and S, 

onny told him why he wanted to keep it.  He laughed and let him know,because it was interfering with his 

bookkeeper’s records, and that he was  . Sonny reluctantly cashed it. Mr. Cassoni was veryvey flattered that Sonheny t 

thought hought that much of him, and he  that he sent him an autographed  framed picture of himself.lf, with his 

autograph on the bottom of it. For years, Sonny treasured that picture for years, and.w, and whatever happened to it, I 

don’tI don’t know. 

When I first went to high school,  I walked with Rita, Ellen,Kathleen, from 134th to 114th Stret and 5 blocks east to  go 

to high school, our parents couldn’t afford to give us  money for the bus. Then someone in the city decided to help us, 

and we got bus passes for little money but they could only be used for school, and we were glad to ride back and forth, 

especially in cold weather. All the while I  was  going to grammar school and high school , I always went to see 

Momma on Saturday afternoons. 

Yet,there were times she would get upset and accuse me of not caring about her and tell me, I had no idea the kind of 
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life she had to put up with, being alone. What did I care  she was stuck in one room seven days a week, with no one to 

talk to, while I was out skating with my fiends and I could do whatgever I wanted to do. I had no idea whay he was so 

angry at me, and then she sobbed, “ It wouldn’t hurt you to spend more time with me, instead of always being with our 

friends.”. And I knew I my heart, I was the one that wnet to see her, Sonny and Mary Jane didn’t, and I would end u[ 

crying because it hurt me to think she would say those things to me when I was the one who went to see her, 

Momma had a way of  making ‘me’ feel guilty that she had to work,  so we could have a roof over our heads and she 

was the one who put food on the table for us. [I had heard it so many times, it got to be I could say it faster than she 

could.  

I felt sorry for her that I started to stay  with her and  take the bus to school in the morning, from 55th Street to 114th 

Street, I was away from  my friends, but we did enjoy sitting go out out on the back patio and have dinner out there 

after, Mrs., Kolman had finished her dinner. and we’d admire the buildings in New York City and go to a movie at 

night. toI would look down; and beed, they were so small they looked like they were crawling along. and watch the 

women that worked in the back of Hattti Carnegie’s workshop on 56th Street,  and see rethe milliners sitting  in the sun 

while they were hemming the rims of the expensive felt hats by hand.   

on theSomeMomma liked to dress-up in long fancy gowns and have me take  pictures of her and she would send them 

to Aunt Vina, and I still have the one where she and posed in wearing a gold lame’ gown on Mrs. Kolman’s patio. so 

she couldAunt Vina loved  allgetting the pictures and put them up in herher photo album, and when her lady 

friendsthey dropped in,. she showed them the latest ones.  Living in the country back then, the women were facinated 

seeing Vina’s sister in a long gown sitting on a penthouse roof, that had a garden that was on top of a building in the 

middle of New York City.   her off.. 

For thirteen years, Momma went to up every summer Lake Placid, first when she worked for Mrs.Kolman from 1940-

44, and when Judith Garden bought Mrs. Kolman’s summer house, after her mother died, Momma still went there 

every summer from 1945-53, and were invited to stay in the cottage under the pine trees.  

That was where we  andslept and took our baths there, but ate all our meals in the kitchen of the main house. Mrs. 

Kolman’s cook, was a cranky lady and she did the everyday cooking, and stayed in one of the rooms in the cottage, but 

and  since she lived in town, and onlyshe went home on her day off. One night I put a frog in her slipper and when she 

put her foot in it, she screamed and carried on, and I had to confess to her that I did it, and she never forgave me. For 

some reason, Momma got along  with her, but she only did French cooking when Mrs.Kolman had company. Her 

everyday job was mosty to cut the flowers in the garden, and arrange them and put them around in almost every room. 

Murray, was Mr. and Mrs. Rose’s chauffeur and Mrs. Kolman’s too, when she needed him in the city,which was not 

too often.  He and Ashe stayed with the other help in the cottage behind Mrs. Rose’s house, and Ashe took care of 

their boats. Being he was a Canadian  Indian, he knew a lot about everything, even howed u show he made his own 

snow shoes to get around in winter, since he lived in Lake Placid year round..  

Mr and Mrs. William  Rose, a lawyer in the city,  had several Jewish refugees from Germany, working for them, as 

maids. They spoke English, with an accent, and you could tell they were very educated. Everyone liked them and they 

got along so well with everyone there, and they told stories how the escaped from being killed by Hitler and what they 

had to go through to get to America. 

Sine Ashe lived in town, with his wife and son,  he had his own boat to go back and forth whenever he wanted to. He 

took turns with Murray to go to the mainland everyday and pick up the mail, the newspapers and groceries. They 

cooks would call in the order to a store on the mainland and they woul let them when the  groceries and meat were 

delived in boxes to the marina and held there in big wire bins, with Mrs. Kolman and Mrs. Rose’s names on them. and 

Murray or Ashe would go pick them up.   

We were still at war, and ’meat’ was  rationed, but, they had no problem of getting all the meat the wanted?  

Sometimes, Murray let us go for a ride with him to the mainland and back.  

When Mrs. Kolman didn’t have any company, she’d give me the money, and have Murray more take the three of us to 

town for the afternoon.. We walked around in the gift shops and than wonderful to us, we went to town on went 

bought post cards to send our friends and go to the movies. We had to meet Murray at a certain time, so we could o 

back go back to the island, and we always made sure we were there on time, so he never had to wait for us.. 
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We had a lot of fun at Lake Placid, but .. And as much fun as we had while we would be there swimming in the lake 

and go canoeing,we couldn’t wait  until it was time to go to Aunt Vina’s, We had to split our time and spend two 

weeks with Momma at the lake,  and the rest of the summer with Aunt Vina. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

A RED VIGIL LIGHT BURNING         

Mrs. Kolman  insisted we always use the front door, so we didn’t have to go down in the cellar where the service 

elevator was, because it was dark and scarey down there.  I was living with Momma at Mrs. Kolman’s during  the last 

two years I was in high school and while I was  working and going to school at night, because Momma had been 

complaining how lonely she was, and  I did feel sorry for her .  

When Momma finished giving Mrs. Kolman her dinner, we’d clean up the kitchen, and we usually went someplace on 

the nights I didn’t go to school.  Mrs. Kolman was in bed by 9 o’clock, and we’d go to the Trans-Lux movie theatre on 

53rd Street off Madison,  or the Flower Show and we loved goving to Antique Shows. Most nightsnd when I started  to 

, I was going to I went to La Salle University, and studying the Steno-type machine to do Court Reporting.and it would 

be latearound the corner from the New York Library on Fifth Avenue and 42nd Street. .  

It would be late when I got out, was one reason I was glad to sostay there. Ibecauset was safer than getting on the 

subway and having to goall the way uptown to Amsterdam Avenue by myself.  Besides, I knew Momma loved my 

company and we had a lot of good times together. Of course, there were nights she was tired and she  preferred to go 

to bed early and just read. , an 

1944....A HORROR OF HORRORS 

What happened to Momma on Mrs. Kolman and the night of Septermber 5, 1944, had to be the most horrendous act 

that any man could inflict on a woman. Mrs. Kolman and Momma had just come had just come back from Lake Placid 

thatthe week  , and wwould take placeon the tenth floor thatA young black man sneaked into Momma’s bedroom 

around nine at night, and  raped her repeatedly, then he tried to strangle her and used al his strength to try and choke 

her to death, thinking she knew who he was. He was big and muscular and put both hands around her throat and used 

brute force, he kept squeezing his fingers tighter and tighter, trying to choke her and she’d pass out, but she’d come 

too. He’d press all the harder until she’d pass out again, and each time, after the third try he was convinced he had 

killed her, and he left. 

 

For two years, on and off, I had been living with Momma at 75 East 55th Street, in Mrs. Kolman’s pent roof apartment. 

Momma used to up set me and cry, telling me how lonely she was being there all alone, and I felt so sorry for her, that 

I stayed with her and traveled back and forth and had to take the bus way uptown, to go to high school.  I continued 
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living with her, even when I started working and attended business school at night. ny Without a doubt, it was the most 

atrocious thing that would ever happen to Momma, and I was not there she was all alone.and I was staying there with 

her. At the time, I was working downtown downtown,  near Wall Street, for EBASCO, Electric Bond & Share 

Company, and I called to let her know,  I wouldn’t be there for dinner that tIt  Rector Street, and it my birthday. The 

girls in my office were taking me out for my birthday, to a real nice restaurant.,.I had turned nineteen that day, and we 

went at the Venetian Lantern, a lovely Austrian restaurant  and we celebrateddown on East 14th Street. We had such a 

good time and we lall eft around nine.  

Before I got on the subway, I stopped andWe finished about and  calleded Momma to let her know I’d be there in 

about twenty minutes, so she wouldn’t worry about me. When She laughedI called Momma t,, she just said, told 

me“Don’t hurry, I’m reading in bed reading. and, relaxing!I’ll leave the door ajar soso I wddon’t have to get up toand 

let you in.” But, be quiet when you get off the elevator, because Mrs. Kolman will be sleeping.”  

It seems, while I was talking to her on the phone, And as is in bed already.”Momma was putting the phone back  

down, the service elevator stopped at the tenth floor, and a young black boy was coming up on the service elevator, 

and got off at the tenth floorgot off and he knew is way around, because he fast, where the penthouse was, and he had 

to know it was the only apartment on that floor. There was no doubt,  he knew his way around, because he stuck a 

broom- handlestick he had,m between in the doors to keep it open, knowing it would  keep the elevator on that floor, 

so he could make a fast get away. , so no one could use it, until he came back.  

elow.  

or, and I felt so safe, never dreaming what could  happen to any woman in the building.Momma heard the elevator 

stop, and assumed it was my footsteps she heard in the hall. The the door to her bedroom was slide open, and, but 

being it was around the cornerfrom her bedroom. S tcoudn’t distinguish whether or, but. she, and it didn’t go back 

down? . earnghe head of her bed was by  the door. Scoming towards her room, she assumed it was me, and when 

theopenedhe ,  she looked up expecting to see  me and she screamed and screamed because it was a tall musclar, 

young black man standing over her and  andshe started ming seeing a tall, muscular yogrinning at her. He knew 

exactly where the light switch was, ands lid his hand along the wall and flipped the switch off and the lamp by her bed 

went out and she lay there in the dark, except for a flickering red votive light she had , he knew where the light switch 

wasby the door, and slid his hand over and the room went dark. small red glass , flickering burning in front of the  the 

statue of St. Anthony, her favorite saint that stood on a table at the end of her bed, and it didn’t matter how she 

screamed herbecause eshetill sand shecalled out  was prayingto St. Anthony to help her, she saw y, her favorite saint, 

in the dim light of the flickering candle, he was shecould see him in thelight of the candle,  

 

 

Momma’s bedroom was on the far left side of the apartment, away from the main part of the house. Hearing the 

elevator door open and close, she assumed it was me but when she looked up as the door opened, she started 

screaming, seeing his face standing there she knew she ha dseen him before, it was on the delivery boys. He was a tall, 

muscular black boy standing there and she saw him slide his hand across the wall and turn the light off. She wondered 

how he knew where it was, had he been in her room before? That was when Momma knew she was in serious trouble 

and started screaming as loud as she could an din between, she begged and prayed to that statue of St. Anthony.The 

room was dark  except on the table at the her bed, were 2  two flickering votive lights burning in red glasses, that she 

always lit every night before going to bed. 

 

The flickering lights was enough that she could see the outline of him dropping his pants on the floor,then his shirt. He 

stood there and yank the covers off her and ripped her nightgown up the middle. She almost fainted when she felt his 

naked body fall on top of her and he pinned her arms up over her head and started kissing and rapung her. He was so 

much stronger she she was, and no matter how hard she tried to get our from under him, she was helpless becaue he 

had her arms up over her head. When she felt his face against hers,  she thought she would die, and she yanked her 
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hands away from him and hit him in the face as hard as she could, and clawed at his eyes screaming, “Help, Help 

Somebody come help me!”… hoping and praying someone, somewhere would hear her .  

 

That made him angry, and his voice changed and he warned her, “Stop your screaming, Myrtle, no one is going to hear 

you. Where is your daughter tonight, isn’t she usually here?” She froze when she realized he knew her name, and that I 

stayed there with her. She scareamed as loud she could, knowing I would be coming in the door any minute. While he 

was astraddle of her, to stop from from scraming he claspedput both of  hishands around her neck so tight thnat she 

couldn’t breathe, and she realized, he was was trying to choke her to shut her up. He squeezed harder and harder and 

told her,, “I know you know who I am, so I am going to have to kill you, because I can’t let you tell the police who I 

am. You don’t want to lose my job, do you?”  He had his hands arund her neck and kept squeezing her around throat 

as hard as he could, and she passed out, and he figured he had killed her. 

 

Momma came to and was able to get up and tried to get away from him and was screaming a and trying to get away 

from him in the dark, and he was putting his p;ants and shirt on t leven and he grabbed her . He put his hands around 

her neck and started squeezing, and whent to gt a better hold of her and stopped when he heard her mention his 

mother, and Momma cried, “How would you like it, if a white man held your mother down  and raped her. like you did 

to me?” When she said that,  he went crazy, and put both his hands around her neck and used every bit of strength he 

had and squeezed her neck so tight until she wemt limp and passed out and was half on the bed and the floor. thinking 

that time he killed her..   

 

Mrs. Kolman woke up, thinking she heard someone screaming, and wjem she hear it again and again ran out the front 

door into the hall, and kept calling, “Myrtle…Myrtle you alright?.  

 

He  panicked when he heard Mrs. Kolman calling Momma’s name and she opened the front door of her apartment, and  

calling, he fast got into his pants and shirt on and left it unbutton and  slipped out the door , and pulled pulled out the 

stick from between the elevator doors andthat  holding the door open, andhit “B” forr basement, an,  and he got away.  

What h he elevator ewent. He didn’t know was  or so fast goton . He didn’t know that Mrs. Kolman had seen someone 

runinMrs. Kolman caught a glimpse of him. ashen he turned the corner and ranwent in the elevator and she saw him 

remove the stick and heard the elevator go down. Being alone, the stick that was holding the door open, but she ran ran  

and sheback to her apartment  andand called the police, in case he had seen her and decided to come back, then she 

went to see if Momma was alright.   

While all e, but barrivedthatA was going on, while I had just got off the subway at 53rd and Madison and walked up to 

55th Street like I usually did,  but that night when I turned the corner, . through andthe When, to as ofy. I never thought 

much about it, because this was how she always lived, since I was six years old. Sotown  , and thenI noticed  there 

were twoseveral, unconcerned seeing,  so many police cars and an ambulance  in  parked in front of  Mrs. Kolman’s 

apartment house. and I theIawning, andfigured one of the older tenants people in the building must have had a heart 

attack must have .  

Since Mrs. Kolman  insisted we use the front door, I walked income hrough the main entrance. Tandnot downstairs 

thoughbig he doorman  at Mrs.Kolman’s house,was a big Irishman and very friendly, and he always gave me a big 

smile and hewould opened the door for me, for  me, and would ask in his thick Irish brogue,had something nice to say 

about Momma or“And, how was I was doing in school tonight?” That night, he looked then walked in the main 

entrance. Thedidn’t smile at me, opened the door and greeted me, so I casually just said,  himgoing by,   “I see there’s 

an ambulance outside, did one of the tenants havebody a heart attack?” I notied  And 

he got verystood there flustered, and his face turned red and he staring at me and looked away and didn’t answer me.  

So  I kept walking towards the elevators and he came right after me and so I kept walking towards the elevator. 

Then I noticed he was in back of me, and he grabbed a hold of  my arm and stammered,  stopped me andme and tried 

to hold me back with his hands,  “Rose, Wait, ye had better not get on the elevator. Stay herejust stay right here with 

me, and maybe it would be better still ,if ye sat down here a minute.” 
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I couldn’t imagine what was going on or why he was acting like that  and I just stood there and watched the bronze 

one indicator arrow indicator going up and once was coming down.show. 

When the elevator stopped, he, He was a big stout man and he stood  rightin front of me when twhat isds wrong with 

him, he is acting very strange, so strange. he was he doors opened, and blocked my view so I couldn’t see who was on 

the gurney. and I stepped aside  I looked at him annoyed and stepped back to let the doctor and thestood next to me,  

ambulance attendant push the gurney out. I noticed while they were getting ready to push I noticed the out through , 

and  and someone to the ambulance. I a white sheet was over the person’s face, and assumed the person had died. and 

noticed the person wasn’t moving, and a blanket was  cover pulled up over them, and they the person restrained. the 

doorman kept eyeing me and looking over at the elevator operatorman,at me, and he seemed so nervous that looked 

overbutto me about what happened.away in and stepped aside , to let them go by.   

Eyeing the doormam beside me, I whispered to him , “What happened?”  

He looked down at the floor and more or less ushered me over to one of the couches in the middle of the foyer,  

“Please, just sit there and I’ll send the doctor over to talk to ye.” and When he said that, and having seen the sheet over 

the face of the person on the gurney, I wilted, and my heart starte to p;ound, but I knew it couldn’t be Momma, 

because I just spoke to her on the phone fifteen minutes ago.  

I watched him whispering. I stepped back and waited on  where they had, as we stood where there werewhispering to 

the doctor and ambulance attendant as they stood together on the big Oriental rug, and I got up to leave and go 

upstairs, because, I knew Momma was going to be worried about me.  and matching chairs, Ttoto one another, and I 

stood there waiting to get on the elevator, so unconcerned, and the doctor raised his hand and came right over and e  

on. While busyintroduced himself and to me aa nearby chair, and suggested I sit down and he sat beside me,  that’s 

when I knew something was terribly wrong, and m.downMy heart started to to pound and my head hurt, because I 

began to began to realize it must be Momma on that gurney. going on, because everyone there was watching me. I got 

very suspicious, and I wondered,  was it they seefrom ing who  .  I  ran over and lifted the sheet up and almost fainted 

when I saw it was didn’t go, and when I did  Momma I started screaming and crying, “What happened to my mother? 

Why is hlooked.  

 

It was such a shock for me to see, it was Momma, and when Ier neck all bruised like that? Oh, my God, no., is she 

dead?and” 

I was touched her face and pleaded,  I found myself screaming.  when I realized it was Momm.  I was hysterical and I 

ran after them crying, “Oh! Momma,  wWhat happened to you? , Please speak to me.” I turned to the doctor sobbing  

.”But, I was just talking to her on the phone only a few minutes ago!!!!”  

The doctor stood beside  me, looking agrabbwed me, because he knew I was going to go down because  the room was 

going , and t gstarted to spinround and round, and my ears were ringing, and hed and had me sit on the couch.. my arm 

“You alright?” I nodded, I was when let him knowI saw  I was, and When I saw Momma when I Mommatouched her, 

I wondered if they had given her something, because she was alive because she was starting wasto thrash around on 

the gurney. While he opened his bag and  andI went over to her and I couldn’t believe she tried to hit me and she 

pushed me away, screaming and yelling at me, and was desperately trying to get out of the restraints they had on her.. 

T anhe ambulance attendants pulledthey  had to make the straps a little tighter so  she wouldn’t fall off and I saw the to 

try and hold her down because she was fighting them off and thrashing around, .and the doctor give her a shot and he 

just said,  ‘it’ll calm her down.’  

Momma calmed down and he looked at me,  said “Come sit back down. I wish I didn’t have to tell you this, but the 

police found your mother about fifteen minutes ago, she was unconscious on the floor in her room She had been raped 

and he tried to strangle her, and luckily she must have passed out.  There are deep imprints of his hands all over her 

neck wher he  must have tried several times to choke her to death. . The lady your mother works for, heard her 

screaming, and she called the police.”  
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My head was spinning as I listend and said “I can’t understand why the doorman didn’t tell me when I walked in.”  

“He didn’t feel it was his place to tell you that your mother being raped and he asked me to tell you.” ’She  after her 

again 

When tIaskedNo one ha oldme a thing. Who is ‘he’ and  who did this terrible thing to my mother?” he .. When she 

started The doctor  got up to leave, he quietlycautioned me, told me,”I just gave her a shot to sedate her. W When your 

mother  goeses home,  she is going tois going to have reoccurring nightmares like just now, because sub-consciously 

she is still fighting him off,  this,.a because it was terrible thing he did to her. And she keep ding thus for some time 

and  to her it willseenightmares  are going to be be very real to her, and it’s, amd y won’t be easy for you, or your 

family,  to deal with her when she gets like that, i her, when she is like thatut, just so you know,t‘ll take time for her to 

get over these nightmaressubside. How long it will take, I don’t know, it depends on the person.”  

. ., I started crying, Tputin I ed an toldheso andcould have possibly  justWhen  elevator door opened and Mrs. Kolman 

stepped out in her nightgown and bathrobe, looking  lookingfor me. I went to her and we. She hugged and cried 

noticed she was in in her night gown and her robe  and , and I  them Momma, I don’t understand,  why  my mother just 

Everyone frozethey just kept. They just staringed at me , and nme anything. Still bawling, followed the gurney outside 

into the sidewalkstreet. I insisted I wanted toI go with Momma, and they said I couldn’t. Mrs. Kolman and I watched 

them take Momma away, and we could not believe that such a terrible thing happened to her in her bedroom? A 

detective asked me, “Do you have any idea who would do such a terrible thing, I know Mrs. Ko;man saw him, he was 

black and she seems to think he was one of the delivery boys? How did he get in? Someone must had to have seen him 

hanging around, because it was nine o’clock and there are no deliveries boys around at that time of night?’ I couldn’t 

answer any of his question because I didn’t know.  

I noticed , but they wouldn’t inglet me even go  go in thein the ambulance. ,  tand told me, I. two cops sitting in a 

patrol car, they  got out and walked over to me, and Mrs. Kolman went over to talk to the doorman. The older cop put 

his hand on my shoulder”I am very sorry to hear what happened to your mother, but, I think it is that same guy again, 

there’s been several rapes in this neighborhood, and it sounds like the same guy.”  I asked him, “What guy?” He didn’t 

anser me and I asked him,”Where is Roosevelt Hosptial? I want to go there so I can be with my mother.”  

He cleared his throat,  “You don’t want to go over there now you’ll sit there for a couple of hours. Go home and wait 

for the hospital to call you. You can be sure it’s going to be a while before. Rightow, they It’s going to take timethey 

finish all the tests they have to do on her,so there’s no sense of you hanging around over there.looking atOr, yyou can  

Besides, I doubtdon’t think they’llre going to let your mother go home tonight, not in the condition she’s in.” . 

I sobbedasked, worried”She is alright … isn’t she?”  

“Well, in a waysense she is, but after what that poor woman went through, it’ll be awhile before she will get over this. 

Tthing. She came sohe guy tried to choke her to death and used brute force and thestrangle heritseveral times imprints 

of his fingers clearly show how hard he tried to strangle her. Hand from what I can see, he choked her repeatedly, all 

the evidence is right there on her neck, he left the outlines of his long fingers, and he left deep impressions all around 

on her neck. He must have kept trying to kill her over and over, and when e , hprobably thought she was dead when he 

left.  He probably did it because she recognized him and he wasn’t going to let her tell how he was. This is not the first 

time that guy has done this to women in this neighborhood.” 

I asked him, “How come it’ s never been in the paper…: 

{I know and we’ve had several cases of rape this year,  in this same neighborhood and we are pretty damn sure, it’s the 

same guy. He picks on the maids and cooks, because he knows they live in the back an dmot of them are alone. These 

delivery boys come and go and carry boxes of groceries in the kitchens of these apartments,  they leave and have 

plenty of time to snoop around and  look the place over. The problem is with the owners of these apartment houses, 

they don’t want any of this to get in the papers, and it’s kept ‘hush-hush’.they feel any bad publicity might scare their 

rich tenants away.killed her, and he could leave and no one would know it was him..” 

I what he was telling me, and waskept wiping my eyes trying to sort things out, whenwhen he told mesaid, as he wa 

going over some of his notes,  “We’ll know more after we speak to your mother. She was unconscious when we found 

her, so we called Mrs. Kolman to get your mothers’s and name and address. Myrtle Mary Mc Arow, and address, 

heremployer, and what street is ‘1508 Amsterdam Avnue, right? I believe that is near 135th Street?” I nodded, that it 
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was. “Just so you know, the y will be assigning detectives that will be assigned to the  case will be coming from this 

precinct, since it happened here, and and they not the precinct up nearyou,  on 152nd Street and Amsterdam Avenue 

near you, because it happened here  show their badges, and so so you know, they notthe one They will talk to your 

mother, and bring some books with pictures for her your mother to look at, because I am pretty sure she must have 

gotten  a good look at him.. ” Twassittingha to sashewillbe for a whilehimhey tipped their hats and left. 

took off.  

I stood there sobbing and Mrs. Kolman came tome andsuggested we I go upstairs to her apartment. When we got on 

the elevator the operator eye us, and asked Mrs. Kolman, “You alright?” She shook her head, to let him know she was 

too upset to talk about it.nodded, she was We kept looking at one another and were so over-whelmed by what 

happened, that neither of us could talk.we just stood there..  

The elevator stopped and Mrs. Kolman and I got off and she unlocked the door,  as we were about ot  get off,  the 

elevator man stepped out saying, ”Wait, let me  asked, “Would you like me to go in first first and look 

around.”around?” She told him, “Oh!No, but t you can be sure hHe is long gone, I saw him run ingo down in the 

service elevator and leave.”  He went in and came back out and assured her everything was fine and let her know he 

put the lights on for her. He tipped his hat and got back in and the elevator and told us to be sure to call him,  if we 

hear or see anything. 

We sat in the living room .and the lights were on, and Mrs. Kolman sighed,she said “Rose I keep thinking, how lucky 

you were, if had you come home just a few minutes earlier, he would have done the same thing to you like he did to 

your mother!.”   

 

She patted and held my hand saying I  personally think it was one of the delivery boys from Gristede’s, . Because, 

that’s the only place we get our deliveries from. He definitely knew his way around this building.  How else would he 

know have been so familiar with who was here and what floor to go to. It makes me wonder howmany times has he 

done the same thing, because he was so clever to use a broom stick, to hold held the service elevator doors open, so he 

could make a fast get away. There are never any delivery boys  in this building at nine o’clock at night. What I don’t 

understand, is how come no one noticed him, he had to hve come in through the cellar entrance and quick take the 

service elevator upstairs.! I wonder if the police found him. I saw him, but I wouldn’t recognize him,  because it 

happened so happened so fast.”  

Mrs. Kolman kept wiping eyes with her hanky and took a deep breath and shuttered. exhaled and said. ”I will never 

forget seeing your mother laying there,  half on the bed and half on the floor unconcious...I thought she was dead. I 

had gone to bed early and was fast asleep, when  suddenly woke me up. I thought I kept hearing a woman screaming, 

and decided it was coming from one of  the other buildings. When I heard it again, I realized it was close by. I threw 

on my robe on thinking, it was the middle of the night, when it was only nine o’clock,  

 

My first thought was …your mother. The I figured, no, you were there with her.. I didn’t know you were out 

celebrating your birthday with your friends at work.. I unlocked the front door  and stood by the front elevator, and I 

didn’t hear anything O was gpogm tp gp baclonm and  I I decided I better check on your mother and be sure she is 

alright. 

 

As I went around the corner, I was calling, “Myrtle, Myrtle, you alright.” Then I stepped back fast, because I saw him. 

He was a tall thin young  black boy and he was removing a broom stick so fast, that was holding the service elevator 

door open and he got in so fast I knew he was up to no good, and I watched the arrow over the elevator, and it wentall 

the way down to the cellar.  I ran back inside and called the police and told them what I saw.  

I was getting nervous and w ent down the hall to check on your mother, to see if she was alright, and I saw yhou   r 

mother’s door wide open. I knew she never leaves her bedroom door open. That is when I saw her laying  on the floor 

unconscious, and and her night gown ripped up the middle.  I thought she was dead, and I felt her mouth and she was 

still breathing. I picked up the phone by her bed and called the police again. 

 I was screaming at them and telling them, that your  mother was barely alive that it looked like she had been raped 
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and tried to strangle her, and left her for dead, to send an ambulance immediately.”Then  I saw the deep imprint of his 

fingers all around o her neck, there is no doubt in mymind, he would have fininshed killing her, if he didn’t hear me 

calling your mother’s name. I only saw him for a split second, so I could never describe him, except he was definitely 

young. I told them what I heard, so maybe they will catch him. I tried to lift ayour mother back up on the bed, but I 

couldn’t. When I heard the elevator stop I held my breath,because  I didn’ t know if it was him coming back or the 

cops, until I saw the ambulance attendants coming with the gurney and they left it outside your mother’s room. 

“What fightened me the most was, your mother never moved all the while I was there and it just so horrible to see her 

lying there unconscious. Then I wondered, where were you… did he do something to you?” Then see if r was alright, I 

figured you were there with her, and I foundher I remembered, hanging offyour mother told me, it was your birthday 

and you were having dinner with your friends.or he would surely have attacked you too?.”  

The tears were running down both our faces  

. Mrs. Kolman got up and wentent over  to the liquor cabinet and brought back a bottle of Apricot bbrandy and two 

small glasses two small crystal glasses and set them on the cocktail table. She poured the brandy out, one for each of 

us,, and handed me a small portion of apricot brandy “Here! Drink this, maybe it will calm us down.” We sat there 

sipping the brandy, she.  She suggested, ”I want you maybe it would be to if I sleeptayed  there within myher mother’s  

room tonight. ,I don’t want you tha out there sleepingn be alone in your Momma’s room by yourself..” 

I shivered. “Thanks, but, I have tomuch  go home. The hospital is going to call me, in a couple hours and  thelet me 

know how Momma is, and whether they will keep her overnight.” She nodded that she understood. 

Mrs. Kolman looked so sad when she put her arm around mem and I leaned into her and sobbed,  “How could such a 

terrible thing happen to her, with all the apartments that are in this building no one heard her screaming.  Why did he 

do such an unspeakable thing to her?”  

Mrs. Kolman sighed,  “Well, I assure you, he has  been here many times before, otherwise he would not have know 

how to get around like he did,  and do what he did and he was bler to get out of this building so fast. Rose. Otherwise, 

he would never have dared do what he did, not at nine o’clock in the evening. Do you want to call your father?” I 

shook my head and rolled my eyes up, and just looked at her and she nodded that understood what I meant.   

I got up. “I better go home. I want to be there in case the hospital calls” Mrs. Kolman hurried into her bedroom and 

came back and pressed five ten dollar bills in my hand, and went with me down in the elevator, still in her nightgown 

and robe and walked me to the front door.  The door man put his hand on my arm, and kept shaking his head to let me 

know how sorry he was that happened to Momma. I thanked him, and Mrs. Kolman asked him to hail a cab for 

me,when two men walk in the front door. The doorma stopped them and they showed him their badges, and asked 

some questions, and he pointed to Mrs. Kolman.  

 

They walked over to Mrs. Kolman and showed her their badges to her before they asked, “Excuse me, are you Mrs. 

Hazel  Kolman? I understand, this rape took place in the back of your apartment?”  She sighed and looked at me, and 

they introduced themselves as detectives, John O’Dwyer and Michael Flynn and said they had been assigned to the 

case.  

The older one suggested, “I think it would be better if we went upstairs to talk  and we need see exactly where this 

black guy raped this woman in your penthouse ?”  

Mrs. Kolman eyes focused on me, because they had no way of knowing, it was my mother they were talking about. 

Seeing the taxi pull in, she.  She leaned over and kissed me and made me promise to call her the minute I heard 

anything. I thanked her again for the money  and it hit me, and I said. “I’m so sorry,I never though to ask  you, if  you 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1236 

 

are going to be afraid to stay up there all  alone. Because if you are, I will stay with you?”  She squeezed my arm, “I’ll 

be fine. Call me and you just worry about yourself and your mother. ”  

Seeing her walk away in her nightgown and robe on, with the detectives, I knew it didn’t bother her, because she 

designed nightgowns and robes, and her models walked around all day in nightgowns and robes, while I found it 

embarrassing, it was a way of life for her..  

When I got home, Daddy was drunk and fast asleep. I told Anna what happened, and she turned white as a sheet and 

kept blessing herself and looking up and prayingto St. Theresa, telling me, she could not believe such a terrible thing 

could happen to Momma, in a neighborhood like that!  

My sister and I waited, and no one called us. When weevery time one of us would called the hospital, all they would 

tell us was that the doctor and the police were still aswith Mommaher, and, ‘no’ they did notand  he’d know whether 

she was going to be released or not. Mary Jane and I were so upset that we didn’t know what was going on.  g, because 

and we were really so upset, andMary Jane was standing by the window looking out and she called me. “Comehere, I 

just saw a e were looking down Amsterdam Avenue and car pull up, and I think Momma is in it..”  We watched to see 

who got out and.  it was the two detectives that were talking to speakMrs. Kolman, and they were .  We were rather 

surprised to see themhelping Momma to get out in a hospital gown, and they had to hold her up  howunder her arms, 

and they were trying to assistgetting  her up the stairs on the stoop.. 

Mary Jane and I  ran down to meet them, and we were crying and looking at Momma andherself she looked at us, as 

though she didn’t even know who we were. They explained to us, “They had to sedate your mother again,  but she’ll 

be alright.The doctor insisted she stay, but she refused and she told them she had to get out of there, because if she 

didn’t, he would come after her again.’  

“They gave yourmother another shot ,  so we could get her home. because every time she woke up, she would get 

hysterical and start screaming nd thrashing around, thinking he was fighting him off again..”  The two detectives 

helped her to get in hbed, ”  and when they saw Daddy sleeping they asked, 

What’s wrong with him,  why he wasn’t up and taking care of her?”  I let them know, ”Oh! He’s always drunk,  when 

I told him what happened, he didn’t care. I told him what happened and that they had to take Momma to the Roosevelt 

Hospital,  he said, ‘She’ll get over it.’ and went back to sleep” 

 

The  two , and the two detectives kept shaking their heads sadly, eyeing one another.his lack of caring for untiledThey 

motioned to me to go in the dining room where they could talk and told me, I called the hospital and was told, “The 

doctors had quite a time with your mother, because when she’d be awake, and gethow shewould  hysterical every time 

any anyblack man went by. thatThe doctor wanted her tosaid he a stay, they neededede f to keepelt they had to 

checking her neck, because of the watchswelling all around her neck, was so sever that it could cause problems with 

her breathing, and even choke her to death.. The doctor said to tell you, thatthe swelling by tomorrow, is going to be  

would get worse tomorrow, and if she has any problem breathing, you are to bring her back immediately.wehad .”  

After t up the stairs, we gotwithfast asleep next her, just to them that he was always  

drunk.  

The detectives put their hats on the table and asked me, “ Are youif I up to  would answering some questions?”  I  told 

them, “I will try, but I really don’t know anything. I wasn’t there. I didn’ even know it was my mother on the gurney 

they were wheeling out to the ambulance!” They looked at one another,.  When they, i“Look, we need to talk to your 

mother, she’ll sleep through the night and we’ll come back tomorrow, around nine, to see what she remembers about 

him, while it is still fresh in her mind.” 

I called work in the morning and told them what happened to Momma, and took a leave of absence, because I had to 
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stay with her, and they understood 

 

DThenay after day, the detectives camecame back with books of mug shots of young black boys. I propped up all the 

pillows for her, so she could sit up better and they sat in the  chairs next to the bed. They would hold the books up 

toher face and turn the pages for her to look at the pictures,, but,she would turn away and refuse to look at them. I 

kekpt oputting “Vick” on her neck, and wrap a piece of flannel around her nek and in, pedbecause kept complaining 

how her neck hurt so bad, she could not lie down.  

As the days went by, the swelling on her neck seemed to get worse and it was all black and blue, in so many different 

places, where he had tried to kill her. Everytime I saw what that monster had done to her, I wondered how could he do 

something like that, to another human being. Ientire looked awful, t was all there, as plain as could be,  the black and 

blue imprints of his long fingers around her neck, not in just one place, but in several  places, it showed the imprints of 

his finger imbedded in her neck. Momma kept a hand mirror under her pillow and I’d see her take it out and stare at 

her neck, and I’d see the tears running down her face, and with the mirror still inher hand, she’d bury her face in the 

pillow and sob. 

A few days later, it was such a relief to see Momma felt a little better. She asked me to call Mrs. Kolman, and ask her 

when I could pick up her things. She was so glad to hear from me and wanted to know how Momma was and said 

being she was only home at night, she would leave the key with the doorman. Then she started to cry and wanted me 

to know how bad she felt about what happened and that she was so upset and worried about Momma. 

My girlfriend Rita O’Shaughnessy went with me, and we were scared out of our wits, going up in the elevator because 

we knew they didn’t find the guy, and he was still around somewhere?  The doorman had the key and he put it in the 

door, and went in.looked around, then nodded for us to go in. We collected what Momma listed on the paper and 

shoved everything in a pillowcase.Momma’s pocketbook.shoes and clothes she wanted, and especially the red vigil 

light and statue of St. Anthony. 

Rita carried the pillowcase of clothes, and I carried the big 30” sothestatue of St. Anthony, Momma wanted I gave the 

key back to doorman and he called a cab for us and gave me a nice card to give Momma, and let me know in his Iirsh 

brogue ‘it was such a terrible thing to have happened to such a lovely woman. And that he hoped to God they find  the 

man that did it, and he burns in hell.’  

When I walked in with St. Anthony, Momma looked so relieved to see him again. She told me to put him on her night 

table right by her bed,  and from that day on, that I where he stayed, with a little red vigil light always flickering before 

her beloved St. Anthony.  

Momma truly believed, if it wasn’t for that little vigil light in front of  St. Anthony she would not be alive. The first 

time was when the robber held a gun on her, and she got down on her knees in front of him  and prayed to St. Anthony 

to help ‘the robber’. He was so touched by what she did, he let us go and gave us money…to light candles for him.  

The second time was because she had the vigil light tburning in front of St. Anthony that night, she could see the 

outline of  the rapist, when he  tried choke her to death, to make sure she  wouldn’t be able to tell who he was, 

and she always felt it was St. Anthony that saved her again. where he had squeezed her neck so hard and so many 

time 

One morning, when the two dectives walked in, Momma asked them to leave. She told them they were badgering her, 

because she told them, she didn’t want to talk about it, and even if she did recognize his picture in any of their books, 

she was not going to tell them who it was. He knew where she lived and he said he would come back and kill her if she 

told the police who he was, and that he knewhe rdaughter’s  name was Rose and where I worked.   

.ItThey did their best to make her understand, they needed her  ith them thre, asking so many to tell them what he 

looked like, since she was the only one that could, what was he wearing, did he have any distinguishing mark or scars 

he on his face or hands?  They’d plead with her, “Mrs.Mc Arow, you act like you don’t you want us to catch this guy, I 

guarantee you he is going to rape another woman, and it could easily be your daughter? We have had several cases of 

women being rape right in that neighborhood,  and it sounds like, he is the guy that is doing it. Whoever he is, he call 

them by their names, and is familiar with the lay-outs of  the apartments. Every woman gave us the same information,  
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he is black, young, tall and thin, speaks very low, and ever rape took place while they were alone in their bedroom, and 

they were all within the same two blocks of where you worked.. And like you, he has every one of them women so 

scared, he will kill them, they are afraid to pick him out of the pictures we keep showing them!”.  

They never gave up on her and day after day they came withafter what she had gone through, then more pictures and 

they’d sit by Momma’s bed and patiently turn each page for her, and s. She would turn away and refuse tothe other  

look at them 

And being they were two Irishmen, Anna would smile and bring them in a tray of hot tea and her famous  broiled 

cinnamon and sugar on buttered toast, all cut up nicely on a plate.  

The detectives John and Michael enjoyed the tea and would tell us, Then they were not giving up, the figured one da 

she would give in, and so they continued to come with came withmore books herand they’d take a pencil and point to 

eachone picture and fter the other, asking her, “Could this be him, maybe this one, or this one?” They 

gotsowouldthey’d sympathize with her, “Mrs. Mc Arow, we know this is hard  for you, but, dhave toon’t you want to 

help us  catch this guy. Surely,  you don’t want another women toto go through what you did?” Momma would She’d 

close her eyes and start to crying.  

For weeks after, Momma never got out of bed, and it wasn’t that she couldn’t  She would say  never left her bed. 

Sheall day and all night and told she was tired and couldn’t sleep at night, because every timewhenever she did close 

her eyes, he was after her. Night after night she  would would relive the horrors of his attacking her and having his 

way with her, and she would wake up screaming and we’d run out to her. She was dreaming she was . We knew she 

was having terrible s. Herfighting him off and trying to get away from him and wwould hen I’d up the whole 

house,and the screaming was so loud reliving how he all over put my arm around her, shenear’d start hitting and be 

scratching mehing and would digging her nails in face,  and hitting us, thinking it was him. We couldn’t wake her up, 

and we didn’t know how to helpher, seeing how she would lay there agonizing and thinking she was fighting for her 

life all over again. we were  

T,   very did understand but still is veryhe detectives were getting so frustrated, that the when wouldn’t because they 

were always tried to explain older detective stood up and yelled at Momma,  “How in the name of God, can we get is 

they had tothis guy, if you won’t help us. He has raped you and all ythese other women, and you are all so damn afraid 

of him, and he’s laughing because he knows you won’t tell who he is.. Well, let me tell you,  , telling her, “Hehe is 

going to keep raping women unless we can get him. He knows he’s keeps getting away with it, because he has the be-

Jesus out scared out of all of ye.  he knowsising you women and he will go on raping as many women as he can.  He’s 

smart and knows when he can  has, because he does the same thing,  fastslips into a bedroomfast , knows where to 

shuputs the light off,out,  he knows his victims by name and has the whole lot of ye so scared, not a one of ye will tell 

us who this devil is?  

“At least, we have one important clue, this guy knew your name and that of your daughter’s name. I feel sure he is one 

of the delivery boyss! Now think, Mrs. Mc Arow. Think hard, do ye ever remember seeing him hanging around up 

there, kitchen, he had to be one delivery boys thatdropped off the meat or groceries. He sure knew his way around, he 

knew what time you went to bed,  and because he knew there was only one apartment on that floor, no one would see 

him or hear you screaming for help...”  

When Michael, the younger detective, sat there listening and was balancing himself on thethe dining room chair back 

on it’s two legs, when when hehe suddenly camelet it go forward and toldsay his partner. “There is no doubt in my 

mind that You know whathis guy must works in that neighborhood.  probablyHewould know and knows his way 

around the building and which elevators to take, because he goes up in the service elevator probably every day, and 

carries in the groceries to the kitchens, hoping to get a tip? and before he gets back on the service elevator, he and 

snoops around and and knows finds out where wherethe maids sleep, and the door is unlocked, so when he  and finds 

out who’s door is not kept locked. sneaks back at night, he andknows exactly exactly where thethe light switch is so he 

can turns it of fast is,and he has it it’s off so they can’t see his face! What do you think?” . 

had a chance to see who it iswasTA very satisfied look came over theThe older detective face lit up, “That ‘s it in a nut 

shell, it has to be one of the delivery boys and they know him and that is why he is so afraid they will point and h him 

out. Mrs. McArow, will you please look at these picures and study their faces. You are the only one that saw his face, 
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because you had that votive light burning, none of the other , nwomen sawever got to see his face, but they did say  

they could recognize his voice.”  

Momma adjusted her pillows and looked out the window and continued to ignore them.  

The next morning they were back. John stood before Momma shaking his finger at her. “In the past three months, Mrs. 

Mc Arow, do you know how many women were raped by this guy, and it is always around the same time of 

night!”And the thing is,  it’shappening The building management of these apartment houses, are getting paranoid, 

because he is still out there, an they keep calling us. Would you believe, their biggest worry is, it will” Leaving, John 

mentioned,d to Momma,“ I think you should know get in the papers. They don’t care what is happening to these 

women. This morning, I happened to read, Mrs.Mc Arow, Did you know,the, in the past three months?  the reports, 

and indid you know that  every case all these apartments have their all those that getgroceries delivered from 

Gristede’s, over on Third Avenue. Mrs. Mc Arow, Is it the Girstede’seirat delivery boy?  could beourWe can’t prove it 

unless you point him out for us,  just yeNo one knows I mean,  this guy left you for dead and just walked away, don’t 

you want to see him punished for what he did to you?”   

Momma cried, “When he was getting undressed, ., Bbut, he’s getting bolder, you are the only woman he tried to choke 

you to deathI saw his face, because the vigil light was burning in front of my statue of St. Anthony. I’m ot saying any 

more than that, because I told you,he warned me, if I ever told the cops who he he would kill me or my daughter. And 

he said, “Don’t think I don’t I know your daughter Rose, I’ve seen her, she lives here with you” ..hat are we going to 

dooour hands are tied,.  How can we catch this guy, when twhen he owners of these buildings don’t want any of this to 

get in the papers. They are so,  afraid it will hurt their pocketbooks, and scare away some of theseir high paying 

tenants! You  Momma sobbcried, “But, I do , I never saw his face, all Irememberknow was his face was very so 

smooth, he had no ssmooth, so tubble on his face like most men do, soh he had to be young, and  but he was  vtall and 

thin!”  The detectives looked at one another, “You mean, that’s it? We need something more than that description, 

Mrs.McArow.””  

W 

T  

he wWeeks went by and , and night after night,  we would hear Momma was still  screaming in her sleep. W, and we 

would run  to her and try to soothe her, and she would fight us off, because she was still in her sleep, andso terrified, 

and she would beof us backing up in her bed. trying to get away from him.   

She didn’t . Sheeven know, it was us, and she’d bewe would find her wringing wet with sweat, reliving the horrors of 

that night. t, as she relived that night   

This went on,  again, and night after night. she had to go through the torments him raping and strangling her, it never 

let up. I would shake her and hoping try to awake her up and tell her she was home with us. that she was alright. I,  

but, it was useless, she  would t. , Tshe would thinking Iit was him, and she would andhit me,  gand be fightingo after 

me off, and a like a tiger,ll the and screaming and trying to claw my face with her hands, while Daddy would lay there, 

so annoyed she was, that we were that she was disturbing his sleep!.   

 

I decided I knew knew I had to find a way to wake her upstop from so I couldit, tothe horrible nightmares. Weeks went 

by,  and night after night, she kept reliving that awful night, and we could not bring her out of it. . 

thiAs,it, and a thought came to me, suppose I  from out of the blue. Suppose , maybe if I were to raing the outside 

doorbell a few times, it just might  wake her up. out of the horrible nightmare. I triedWell, it and I couldn’t believe it 

worked. After that, whenever I would hear her screaming in the night, . W, and night after night, when she’d started 

screaming, I’d run out and I would get up andall I had to do was go out and ring the  doorbell, a few times, and she’d 
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wake up, and  she’d she’d calm down. .thank me,and i and best of all, it  kept working and never failed to snap her out 

of the hell she thought she was going through. i to bring her out of it immediately.   

Momma stayedremained in her bed  after, and she made no attempt to get up and get dresssed. She would sit there, 

shaking her head and sobbing inconsolably, remembering and going over whatng what he had had done to her. I know 

no one could ever imaginne what he had put her through, unless they could have saween r, while all. And slo wly the 

imprint of his hands that emcompassed most of her neck, that had turned  black and blue, It was so awful to see what 

he had done to her, and even though  little by little, the  black and blue started todiscoloration around her neck began 

to, began to fadee, but not the memories of that night never , did.  

He had all but destroyed her dignity ,when he held her down and raped her…  for his own self-gratification, then he 

tried to strangle her, not once but several times, and he walked away, convinced she was dead, and no one would ever 

know it was him, and he was right! 

He didn’t know Momma. or that she was woman who worked hard all her life, and helped so many people when they 

needed her. What kind of a person could  do such a heinious act?I was hoping and praying  the cops would find him 

and shoot him where hw eneeded to be shot, right between his legs, so he could never use it again  to rape another 

woman. What he didwas unforgivable.  

He had  turned Momma  into a hadit was always there, and it. No one knew how to help her, the terrible experience 

had left her  frightened woman, who was afraid of everything, a woman who was never afraid of  anything before. 

What did he care that he left her to agonize and suffer every day because of what he did and how she screamed night 

after night because in her dreams he was still there and she was  fighting and struggling to get away from him. 

n and, so unlike themother we were had so used to. always known.  Mrs. Kolman  would would calleded her two and 

three times a day, , because and  too, she was soso upset over what happened to Momma. Day after day thahappened 

to her,often  herMomma  stayed in bed with the pillows propped up in back of her, not saying a word to us, refusing to 

eat any meals, all she wanted was cinnamon toast and tea.  

Propped up with lots of pillows, because of her neck, she would there, hour after hours, trying to put the shattered 

pieces of her life back together, and she would sit there and stare straight ahead, and tremble while she was thinking 

and sometimes she would be praying to St.Anthony, out loud, because now he was sitting on the table beside her, with 

a vigil light burning in front of him, day and night. She refused to  see or talk to anyone, and continued to live in fear, 

knowing that monster was still walking around, wondering did he really know where she lived like he said.  The 

detectives came every day, hoing she would change her mind, and because fo the fear she was living in, she refused to 

help them.   

JUDITH GARDEN’S FLOWER SHOP… 55 EAST 55TH STREET   1944-54                                                             

Judith Garden Wyker, was a good friend of Mrs. Kolman’s and she lived a few doors up the block in a brownstone 

house with her husband Ben Wyker, at 55 East 55th, and Hazel. Kolman lived at 75 East 55th. Up the block from .  

 

Mrs. Kolman,  was where herhad a good friend Judith Garden Wyker lived with her husband, at 55 East 55th Street, in 

a lovely brownstone house, and Mrs. Kolman lived at 75 East 55th, just a few doors down, on the tenth floor, in a pent 

house that  

lived up the block from her, she lived at 75 East 55th, the Wykers lived in a brownstone house at 55 East 55th StThey 

who frequently used to came to and dinner with her husband Ben Wykerand had dinner out on the patio, and that was 

how that was how , andand like knew them well., since they only lived up a few doors from Mrs. Kolman at 55 East 

55th Street Judith Garden, got to know Momma. Like Mrs. Kolman, she had her own business, . Mrs. Wyker 

Mrs.Judith Wyker, ranhadrana successful fresh flower business. s. They owned the, in and they owned the they own  

Her  and . They lived upstairs and d, up the blocownstairs was where thee k where they lived upstairs, wand had 

aflower shop was on  was on the first floor of their brownstone house. While some people were not accustomed to the 

kind of flower shop she had, it was unusal since there were no counters and no flowers around, and it was in her home. 

She had five or six people that worked for her and  arranged flowers in the back and she had big wooden refridgerators 
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that held some very usual and beautiful flowers. When a customer walked in, they were invited to sit in a beautiful 

living room surrounded by  antiques and fresh flower arrangements, and  they ordered the flower arrangements they 

wanted sent to their home or wherever they wanted them to be sent, and Judith Garden would not and did not sell loose 

flowers, only flower arrangements were sold at    it the so thatwhenthat Judith’sMiss Garden.Unusual Flower Shop.  

Judith Garden  would calleded Momma every other day and was extremely compassionate and sympathized with her, 

when she told her her what happened,  she cried out in disgust,  “What kind of a monster is he to have raped you,  then 

try andchoke you to death? Oh! God, I hope they find him and put him in jail for the rest of his life for what he did. 

When I think how many nights I am here all alone, when Ben goes to a meeting,. I used to feel so safe living in this 

neighborhood, and look what happened to you, and he was just a few doors from me!” 

to see how she was doing, and wouldbut she was alsotrying to cheer her up, and. She found her to beshe,  was very 

compassionate, when she having heard what happenedhow , she had suffered mentally, as a result of the rape and  

almostbeing killed  

One morning,    she Miss Garden called and casually remarked to Momma, sayingto say,  “Myrtle! Hazel (Mrs. 

Kolman) just just told me. tyou said, you feel you can never go back there again, that you won’t be go back to working 

for her anymore. S, and she‘s heart-broken, because,  she thinks the world of you. are both ver this. horrible situation, I 

I just can’t undesuch a Maybe you should wait, before you make such a  dradecision. because she really caresabout 

you!” . Is that you . What I would like to know is,why do you feel physically, you can’t do you mean that you are not 

going to work any more?”  

Momma sighed, saying.  “I know she does and she has been so good to me, but I am sure she will understand I could 

never go back and work there again.NHeavens, no! I will have to find another job, because I need to I pay the rent and 

buy food for my children. Mrs. Kolman knows, my husband is an alcoholic and a gambler and never gives me any 

money. I don’t have a choice, I have to work.  I feel bad because Mrs. Kolman whydoesn’t..  to support my family., I 

guess that I can in, aever again.but I am surehopeand get myself together, because.  has been keepssending me my 

wages, but she knows how much I appreciate what she is doing for me.”    

Miss Garden sighed then she suggestedsaying, “Well, I wish there was a way I could help you:” She paused, “Myrtle, I 

was just thinking, well … this maybe this is a bit premature,  Myrtle, but I would love it, if I you would come 

wantthought you shouldwould like you to know that  that I would like you to think about coming to work for me  inmy 

flower shop and I would, teach you how make the arrangements.”  

 

Momma gasped, ”But, you don’t understand, I could never make the kind of flower arrangements that you send out 

toyour customers” 

 

Miss Garden insisted, “Never mind that now, I want you to  tI want you to I want you tohink about what I said, 

because  I’ve seen what you can do with flowers at Hazel’s. That is why I would like for you to work here and I will 

personally, show you how to make the flower arrangements the way I want them to be done.” 

Momma moaned “ Miss Garden,  I don’t know the first thing about making flower arrangements. I could never do it, 

but it is very nice of you to offer me a job at your shop.”  

MissGarden disregarded wht she said and asked, “Did you hear the But, you didn’t. And yYes, and  docanare sopolice 

suspect it was one of the delivery boys that did this?  It wouldn’t surprise me a bit, that it turned out to be one of those 

delivery boys from over on Third Avenue. How else would he have known your name and your daughter’s name? He 

knew who you were and who was there and how to get around that building. Myrtle, I decided I am sending Tony up 

to your house now, to pick you up because  I want you to come and d if you were to spendt the afternoon with me, and 

w and we’ll talk and can have have some coffee and cake, and you will enjoy beings.. I can assure you, it will mind off 

, being once you arehingsto be here among all aroundall these beautiful flowers,. it’ll promise i  be a lot ’s a lot better 

than you[re just staying in  laying there your bed, don’t you think?” thinking about him..  

Momma was very diplomatic  told herally,. profusely,.   and explained, “It’s not that I don’t do really really do 

appreciate what you are trying to do for me, but like I told you,  I could never , but, I can’t there is no way I couldn’t 

go back in that neighborhood,  againh. Not when  he knows my name and my daughter’s name!  And, like I told you, 
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he even knew I worked for Mrs. Kolman. Hesooner or later he would see me.,.” I know it. , Ffor some reason he. He 

seemeds to think I kneow him, butand I don’t. And I can’t convince the detectives that keep coming here with all those 

pictures.”  

  

Miss Garden was persistent and she refused to give up on Momma. Oand continued trying to talkne day she called to 

say,  and tr into ing“Myrtle! You know as well as I do, when someone almost drowns,  they make them go right back 

in the water. ,That is what you needwill have to do. I want you to get dressed and tell yourself, I can do it. T andyou 

come down here and have lunch with me. ,,   

Mlistened and signed when she  told her, “It’s not that easy! I can’t think straight.A 

One morning feshe  saidlycannot’t let this get the best of yousuggestedhink how much think how happier you would 

be working here with me around all these beautiful flowers. Do you know you would be making arrangments for such 

you wouldingsuch famous people; as aslike: the Duke and Duchess of Windsor, Ray Bolger,?”   

“We do .Helena Rubinstein,  Broadway and Hollywood stars, Stueben’s and the Twenty-One Club. In case you didn’t 

know it, the Duke and Duchess have their own apartment in the Waldorf-Towers, and we do their flowers flowers 

every Monday morning when they areare in town. And they come ‘often’, The Duchess loves New York City. The 

Duke may be Governnor of the island Nassau,  she hates it there. This ist’s the  kind of exciting work  I wantyou 

would be doing to do for me. ! B iere I willwill be sending you on Monday mornings.. , if you will come work for me. 

Can’t you pPicture yourself doing the flowers at decorating The Elizabeth Arden’s Salon, and Helena Rubinstein’s 

Fall and Spring shows and we do  we do her penthouse too. Listen to me,  place. even  You will lovetand she insisted 

he longer you hide in your apartment, edthe harder it’s going to be for you for her to get on with your life.together.fit 

in here perfectly...”  

Momma sort of sighedasked, at first, then“I would love to work for you, but,  I have to do what I think  I think is best 

for me. . I honestly, just don’t feel up to it I don’t understand why would you let me workare  so  for you, when you 

know I have never worked in a florist and after se? How do you know whatwhat I can do?eeing the arrangements 

could have nevern’t arrange flowers like the ones in out of your shop, p!thatareingI would feel ridiculous even trying 

to make one.”     

 

                                                                       

Momma would not give in to her, but neither would 

Miss Garden roared, “Myrtle, I am serious, I want you to come here and work for me.” 

 

When Miss Garden called the next day, I answered the phone and she suggested, . S”Why don’t you dress your 

mother, and get her out of that house, and tthat  Miss Garden give up on herWeake her foreven if it was for just  a 

shortwalk, but you have to make her go out.” 

Momma asked me what she said and I told her. She agreed she would try. greed to try and I helped her get dressed and 

wrapped a big silk scarf around her neck so no one would notice how black and blue it was, and we went downstairs. 

We were standing on the stoop, when , but hadterrible a young black boy  walked by andgoingwith Momma, the first 

time w down the stairs,  she started screaming, and ran back upstairs and left me standing there.. 

The next day, we tried again, I got her as far to the curb and I hailed a taxi and quickShe got her in and she was 

shaking she sat there and was white as a ghostm grinding her teeth back and forth.  and kept looking at the floor, and I 

could see she was afraid to look around.  

I thought about what Miss Garden said about what they do to people that almost drown, and decided to, it wasn’tstairs 

. Being we lived only tena few blocks and we were in from Harlem, where  take her to weedon125th Street, in Harlem. 
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There were lots of good decent black boys over there, and she always shopped over there so she wouldn’t be afraid of 

seeing them, and she was familiar with all the stores along there and would feel comfortable going in and out of them, 

being they were crowded with lots of people.  

, there was nothing for her to be afraid of. Thein front of Blumstein’s was it wasin the middle of Harlem. When we got 

out if the cab, the way she was eyeing me, I could tell she wanted to tur around and go back home. Ilooped held onto 

her armher, and kept her walking, and as scared as she was,. I was amazed we got as far as  in mind and preferred togo 

Grant’s 5 & 10.  Outside the door, were aand  we walked in, andsheI had no, and couplea  black boys laughing and 

wrestling with one another, and one of them bumped into Momma.. 

They apologized to her and continued wrestling. But, Momma  in front of her andgota would get so hysterical, and 

started screaming and  was looking around and panicked, as if she didn’t know where to run.  T that she and some ofhe 

poor boys stood there looking confused and wondering what they had done to her? Seeing how she was hime black 

boys and men half to death and I forced her keep walking straight ahead, but every time she saw a black boy or 

man,she When she’d see one of the , once she’d bawlcrying, I hurried her out of the store, while  They’d walk by, 

wondering what was going on with her,  everyone was looking at her,and keep looking back, t her and me,  because  

there was no wayshe was crying and pleading with me,   what was going on in her headShe want”Please take me 

home. Why did you ever bring me here for?”  

, .and we went.I felt so sorry for her, seeug her so upset andknew her problem was something I could not  with hailed a 

taxi, and she got her in, and was crying and couldn’t stop shaking.  It was so hard for me to have to see her like that, 

because of what that animal had done to her, to satisfy his animal-like sexual drive, with concern for her, and left 

thinking she was dead. . , an I felt so helpless  A week went by, and Momma was the one that said, , I think we should 

try T whenever she’d see them, and there was no way I couldwas going to try to explain to them what her problem 

wasbelongs in a me. I quickL!. But, little by little Mommashe started to getgot braverbetter, but but she was still very 

nervous and alway would want tos ready to get back on the trolley and go home, but I made hagain. Instead of a taxi, 

w ande took the trolley this time over litwe went to 125th Street, and when we got off, she held on to my arm so tight, 

and would tremble and shake every time ever a tall black boy walked by, and I kept her, she looked at me an  walking ,  

and she gradually she was able tocould walk alone and was really trying carry on, andI could veryto conquer her fear, 

and we went  in and out of the stores, and she’ dlook at me and have a big smile on her face, to let me know, she was 

alright.nd she made it . 

WOne morning when Miss Garden called the next morning to check on how she was doing, she was thrilled to hear 

and I how well she did the second time we went to hshe ed in 125th Street. She sounded so pleased and suggested I 

take hershe had come so far  to see a psychiatrist, but I told her, I would rather wait awhile and see how things went.  

Around noon, she called back and Momma answered the phone. She told her in a firm tone of voice,, 

When she spoke to Momma, on her,but tshe was very firm when she saidhen she spoke tohe, “Now Myrtle, I want you 

to I am sending Joe up up toto your house getget you right now. right now. You know for you.Joe and Tony Rossi are 

father and son and they both own part of the business and they workd here too. Joe will make you feel very safe with 

khim, and wnow and like  him, him, and he is going toe is going tohen bring you get down here we will have lunch.  I 

am sending out for some nice salads and delcious cake, and we so will sit here and relax and talk and have  a nice 

lunch together. I am not taking ‘no’ for answer. ”  

Momma sounded so frightened and told her, “Miss. Garden, don’t think I don’t appreciate what you are trying to do 

for me, but please don’t ask me to go down there. I can’t. I am shaking just thinking about it.  she couldn’t” go there.  

Judith Garden insisted,  “Myrtle, you can and you will come. Don’t argue with me,  trust me, I am doing this to helpfor 

you. just  were I want you to see how nice my shopitis, and you will agree, there’s notit’s like anno other oneflower 

shop like it in all New York City. I know once you are here, you will want to work here and you will love all the 

people that work here for me.I. I”  back 

Momma reluctantly got dressed and put on a nice suit, combed her hair, powdered her nose and put on a bit of lipstick, 

something she had not done in weeks. Joe wa there within the hour and rang the bill. I let him in and he removed his 

hat and introduced himself to me. Momma had a big smile for him,  and he went over and kissed her on the cheek 

andupstairs  andhugged her and kept patting her on the back, telling her, You’re going to be alright, Myrtle, I will see 
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nothing happens to you. and so will Tony, this I promise you.” He let her go and was shaking his head, and looked at 

the floor and I could tell, he felt so bad about what happened to Momma, even if he didn’t mention it.  Momma knew 

Joe, because twice a week he brought fresh flowers over to Mrs. Kolman, because she did not like her flowers 

arranged, she preferred to have them loose and standing in a tall vases of water. 

It felt good to see how Joe took  andMomma by the arm and carefully walked her downstairs, and opened the station 

wagon door for her. He got her settled in the passenger seat, and fussed over her  of a nicelike she was a little child. 

andBut I was so worried  how she was going to react once she got there, because Miss Garden’s shopwas off they 

went.  went was only a few doors up from Mrs. Kolman’s apartment house? she did it,  I decided to call Judith Garden 

later on. She assured me she was enjoying herself and for me not to worry about her. 

When Joe brought Momma home but was relieved to know she had the courage to try. She came home , she was a 

different person. She never stopped, she was talking about what a  

beautiful shop Judith Garden had  and it was such a nice feeling ito be with the people that worked there, and to see so 

many unusual flowers.” I wasamazed at what that visit to her shop had done for her.telling me with her  

 

 

The nexst morning when Miss Garden called, I heard Momma arguing with hersay, “Miss Garden, I understand what 

you are saying,  but I can’t work for you..this isTnot going to work out, the more I think about it the more scared I get. 

IHow could never live up to your expectations …I heard you scolding Hedwig, about she had too many flowers in that 

arrangement. I don’t know the first thing about you expect me to to making a flower arrangement like what I saw go 

out of going out of your shop yesterday?  I told you before, I am’m not a florist,. atdo is I  only arranged the flowers 

for  Mrs. Kolman’s flowers for her, because I enjoyed doing it.it, AI can’t work for you!”   

Miss Garden bolstered her confidence by  telling hersaying,  “Myrtle, I know’ve already seenwhat you are capable of 

doing,  Don’t think I didn’t noticed the way how you fixed Hazel’s flowers.  wasats apartmentThis is wwantI will pay 

you top dollar, and don’[t misunderstand what I am going to saying,  but,what here I will pay you in one week, will be 

far morewhat that what you made in a hat Hazel paid you formonth.. And I decided,    

Miss Gardenwhatandsuppose, swe were to must change your name,WWould that should make you feel a lot better, if 

you should decide to work here. better and safer, Do yif you should decide to work rhere?”ou have a second name!”  

Momma stammeredthought awhile, “Well yes,!  I tookif they called me. ThaI took the name Mary, when I,  when I 

became a Catholic, many years ago.” , years ago.. I’ve never have used it !.”    

Miss Garden gushed, realizing she was getting someplace with her. “TGreat,said then that’s it! F!  From now on youno 

one will beI will not called ‘Mary’. I will make sure everyone that works here anyoneto calls you, other ‘name than 

Mary’.., I will you,that  promise you, you will never be left alone in my shop because I don’t want you to ever be 

afraid here, and eseethat is always herethere ither Joe,  Tony or Al, will  willbe assigned to pick you up every morning 

and they will bring you home ateveryat night.  Doesn’t that prove to you how much I want you to work for me?”, now 

what do you say to thatt…. Mary?” 

MOMMA and JUDITH GARDEN… 1944-53 

*        *        *When we were not used to would Momma came back to live  living home atwith us again, after fourteen 

years, When m took the job,  we know what y sister and Iwe never realized what a different it would make in our lives. 

We were grown up and working, but it was almost as though we had a stranger living with us.home with us. All the 

while we were gdidn’t at home, she , and rarely slept at home, forthirteen years., my sister and I had to get dressed and 

get out to go to work every morning, so iWcertainly  new foremy sister and I found we resented how Momma was 

always telling us what to do, like we were children, especially after being more or less on our own all those years. It  

was not an easy thing to get used to Momma being home and being the boss, and it took a long time before she was 

her old self again.  Naturally, it had left her very  since she  was nervous and highly excitable, and the least thing that 

went wrong, she would start crying.ied..  

 

1944 
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Mornings at our house, was a mad house to  with three women trying to get in and out of but . Momma would be 

getting dressed and leaving at the same time we were, and we hadone little little bathroom, because we all had and to 

leave for work at the same time. Mary Jane and I ended up combing our hair and , and going in the bathroom,putting 

on makeup in our bedroom in front of a tiny mirror instead of the one in the bathroom, but with so little light in our 

room, we could hardly see what we were doing, We did that rather than get Momma all upset. We made sure to stay 

out of her way  because the least little thing ,  would get her still  would upset and she’d be mad at eithermad at me or 

Mary Jane. We and I, e andg, and w knew it wasn’t us, i, it was that Momma’s nerves were rightfully shot.. what Iso it 

was hard on Momma and hard on us, because Momma had changed so much, we really didn’t know how to deal with 

her half the time.  

We wer every proud of how Momma looked, when she went work, she wore plainafter being to Momma  home with 

us on Sunday afternoons. was not used to inga tailored business suits, and attractive sweaters or blouses with chains or 

beads and her shoes and  pocketbooks always  matched. Tony or Al picked her up every orning and drove her to work, 

and they drove her home every night, because they usually worked overtime most of the time, and what a different life 

it was for Momma. to be making so much money, that she could buy herself such nice clothes and look nice. 

Momma was concerned Momma. she had  about  the people she worked with, because she was not a professional 

florist like they were.  To her surprise, she found them willing to show her.They showed her what to do and what not 

to do, and before long,  they were her best friends and it was wonderful how they all got along so well.  and during the 

next eight years, Michele and Hedwig often came to our house for dinner, but not Al, he preferred to go home to his 

family. Tony and his father, Joe, often had dinner at our house, when they brought Momma home and it didn’t happen 

over night, but  it was wonderful to see Momma happy again.  

that she liked all thepeople she worked with in the shop, and was so happy that Working so much overtimetoo. ed gave 

her she hadlittle time to dwell on what had happened to her, until she went to bed. At night  closed her eyes,the 

nightmares would begin, and she’d scream and yell and relive what happened, but  an with time, they  againgradually 

tapered off, but it was a long time before she could sleep the night through and not think he was attacking her again. A 

year later, 1945, when I worked at Walter Florell’s, Tonym Joe or Al no longer had to pick Momma up in the morning 

being I worked at 53rd Street and Madison and she worked at 55th and Madison, we took , and everythe subway 

together.together I’d they enjoyed it Momma looked so nice, all dressed in and once again, she felt  darkwore  business 

suits, she never wore a dress, always a two piece wool suit with beautiful blouse or sweater and matching beads. 

Momma was finally back to her old self, and wore make-up, powdered her face, put on lipstick, and a bit of black 

mascara on her eyelashes.  and alwaysMiss Garden like the  the change she saw in her  that had taken placeand liked to 

buy her attractive leather pocketbooks and always complimented her on how nice she looked when she walked in.  

Momma wasn’t there too long,After s when there awhile, Judith Garden told her, “Today, Ishe want youed her to go 

decorate the windows at Steuben’s Glass huge front windows, and  you are going to do it all all by yourself.” Momma 

turned white and gasped, ”Me… I don’t understand, you know I could never do their windows! her”  

Judith Garden smiled, “Mary, you can do it. Tony will drive you there and give you the phone number of where he is 

working, should you feel you need him.” Momma wilted, knowingpanicked because she knew Steuben’s Glass  the 

windows  was famous the world over for their filledexquisite crystal, that was so expensive.  

She could not picture herself that she would have tobe trying to do theiring front windows, and go  in and out and and 

out between all themthose shelves that were loaded with so much delicate glass,em,  and have to put  tofresh flowers 

around in little glass tubes  of water. She .  

 

Sheconfided toto Tony, “I can’t do it!” He laughed, ”Oh! I didn’t want to do it either, the first time she told me to do it. 

It’s not as hard as you think.” Ihow scared she was,her fears, ilet was only two blocks away, and he y wasere driving 
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her there, and assured her, “You wait and see, you’ll knock their socks off, when you finish.” Tony  be fine, carriedand 

and after hcarried in the long narrow brown boxes of fresh  boxes of flowers and a tool box she was going to need and 

he Knowing how scared she was,hetold her,”I’ll come by later and should you need me, here’s thesince phone number, 

I’m at the Twenty-One Club for a couple of hours, someone’s going to throw a big party there tonight.”  

wasworking up the street, and wrote down thephone number since she need him.. stayand . Later tLater that afternoon,  

Judith Garden dropped by to see how Momma was doing, because she knew how scared she was to go there. She 

walked in and and whenwhen she was stunned atwhat she had accomplished by herself, and she was smiling she saw 

how she wasand stood smiling, it was obvious  and let her knowhow when she leaned over and put her arm around her 

and whisperedto her and whispered, . “Mary! It is spectacular..and, see, and you  how afraidthought you could 

neverdn’t do it. Come,  with me, and walk outside with me and look for yourself, it is not only beautiful, it is breath-

taking.  SeeI’m so proud of what you did here today Mary.”  

When Seeing Tony came to check on her, his’s face was beaming and  Miss Garden turned around and questioned 

him, she said, “Did you helped her dodo this?” Shaking his head, he laughed,   

Shaking his head, he was laughing and told her,, “No, I didn’t, she did it all by herself.  I checked on her a few times, 

and left because I could see she  didn’t need my help.”  to see if she needed me and all I did was hand her some of t 

Momma usually had to work overtime, and Tony would take her home. I’d take the Sometimes, I’d go bus and when 

we’d woulds and we would pass Steuben’s windows, and I would see how  and, andbeautiful their windows looked, it 

made me feel so proud to know knowing that it was knowing Momma had who  decorated thosose windows..  that 

looked so beautiful  

It  was sucwas a work of art, what she did with t how she did ithose flowers. , byShe  startedinged up high, in the back 

of the window, and started with the lightest shade of lavender little mums, and as she came down, the flowers were 

little darker and and darker, and it was, without a doubt, so beautiful to look at, how she ever did it, I don’t know. The 

way she placed the viles of glass with water and flowers in them, and hid them as she wound them in and out and 

around the shimmering. glistening pieces of gorgeous crystal, and continued on down, in in through and all the usual 

shapes of heavy  glass vases, and as the flowers cascaded down, the colors were a deeper lavender and at the very 

bottom, they were the darkest.  With the  down , and the flowers gotr. Ter, and the he colocolors flowed and deepened 

as they went down and around all in and out those   sparkling ,and spot with lights shining up through allthe  glasss 

shelves with all that crystal on them, its/ What an was something to see and  I never forgot it.  

it was, and Judith Garden believed in Momma and gave her the courage to try. She recognized howa had a special, and 

working with flowers talented she was and she was so successful at what she was doing, it gave a new meaning to her 

life, because Judith Gardenis what  . andcontinued flowing down  the they colors continued to deepen as they got near 

the  bottom and gotat the very bottom the flowers gradually got darker as they went r and were placed in between  the 

heavier pieces of c telling her allalongkept telling her,  “Mary, you can do it, now go do it!” she could do,   

Working ing for Judith Garden,  was the best thing that could have happened to her,  evershe loved her job, and was 

p;aid so well, that she actually looked forward to getting up and going to work. She loved how she was always meeting  

famous people, and would go to their houses and while she arrange the fresh flowers for them, they would talk to her 

and she’d have coffee with them,  When Momma came home, that was all she talked about, so that we were tired of 

hearing about the people she knew or met..  

   

Slowly wMomma telling us what to do and and what we should wear We sort of resented it because we felt we knew 

what we were doing, we certainly had been on our own long enough, but shese Momma kept we began to her treating 

like we wereing us still we were   children, even  eventelling us what to eat for breakfast, and to come straight home 

from work, so she didn’t have to worry abut us and what time we should be home, when we were out with our friends. 

Momma was never was like that before, but we never argued with her about it, and did what she asked, to avoid any 

problems. 

When Momma came home from mass on Sundays, After she laid down on top of the bed to relax and rest her legs, and 

she would read the Sunday paper. She usually stayedin bed to restwasn’t used to standing on her feet all day, six days 

a week, when she worked for Mrs. Hardon and Mrs. Kolman, Momma was used to having two or three hours off in the 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1247 

 

middle of the afternoon, to rest or do whatever she wanted to do. Seeing she was getting buldging varicose veins in her 

legs,everyshe tried to sta off her feet when she was home and on Sundays, Mary Jane and I were used to going out 

with our friends on Sunday, and Momma enjoyed  the peace and quiet with no one there. Before , and Anna went 

downtown to see her ladyfriends, before she left, she would bring Momma her lunch on a tray, because she felt so bad 

about what happened to her.  

When Tony or Joe would go to work with her at different places, when Momma got in or out their station wagon, and 

she would see a young black man walking down the street, edwasMomma stopped having the andgoing to and being 

as fortunate theyall  and theStill, her fears would somegetsif ishe would r, shewould break out into a sweat and start 

trembling, and they’d grab her by the arm and hurry her into the building where they were going, and she’d calm down 

and be alright. 

WALTER FLORELL’S HAT SHOP … 1945-48 

When Joe told me how reacted, I was so worried about her. I decided I better get a job, so I could be near her in case 

she should ever need me, and we could go to work togetherin the morning. The agency sent me, to Walter Florell’s at 

53rd and Madison, and I was thrilled to see  it was only two blocks down from Judith’Garden’s. They hired me, and I 

loved working there and I too got meet a lot of celebrities there, and I often modeled the hats that were very expenisive 

and I worked there from 1945 to 1948. 

LIFE IN NEW YORK CITY, WORLD WAR II 

 

                                                                     *         *         *  

ly. Weewtowere g to benot after,Sonny joined the Army as soon as he , that hendhe joined.  turned eighteen, October 

31, 1944.  In a way, it was bad timing, because it was only a. But, months after what  happened to Momma, on 

September 5, 1944.   

He had been waiting for the day he would turn eighteen,  so he could join the Army. He wanted to be a para-trooper 

and go overseas and fight in the war. Needless to say, when Momma found out what he did, and that he was going to 

be a paratrooper, s wantedto and there was no stopping him. he  cried and carried on,was so upset andat him for 

chosicri and told him, “Do you realize, you’re going toare going to be nothing but nothing but a ‘sitting duck’ for those 

Germans to shoot at. I knowand I’ll never see you again.” She could not accept that Sonny, or why he wanted to enlist 

and be a paratrooper? She sobbed an would tell him, “I know I am never going to see you again.” Land edHe like all 

the other boys in the neighborhood, on the block enlistedhe because theyand real felt it was his duty to fight for his 

countrygo, and with all the carrying on and cryingdid, he  let her , or he was determined that he was going to do it, 

whether she liked it or not., he was going.  

When the time came for Sonny to leave, he kissed Momma good-bye, and my sister and me, and we were trying to 

hold back the tears, but Momma broke down and cried so hard that my sister and I didn’t know what to do for her, 

except put our arms around her and keep rubbing her back. We hurried to the window so we could watch him get in a 

taxi, but it was so hard for Momma, to see him leave, especially since her nerves were so bad, after what she had just 

gone through.   

It was weeks before Momma got a letter from him. He told how he was in Fort Benning, Georgia and he was very 

happy and proud he was in the Army, and always ended every letter with, ‘Please don’t worry about me Momma.’. 

After he finished basic training in Georgia, he was sent to was Florida, to  where theylearnreceived training, to jump 

from a plane with a full pack and be ready for combat as soon as they hit the ground. Sonny was very good at often 

writing letters home as often as he could. There was no doubt, he loved what he was doing and it was all he had hoped 

it would be 

Before we knew it, it was April, 1945, and Sonny surprised us. He came home on leave for a couple of days. When he 

walked in that day, with hishat inhis hand, we stared at this stranger that was standing in the middle of  our dining 

room in a paratrooper’s uniform and leather boots. ) Wejust kept walkeding around him, and stared at him, because 
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they had shaved all histhis person that, becausehe did look like our brotherlook likeboy hair off and was he had a 

beautiful deep tan from being. He had been ing in Florida.  He looked so  andbut, he looked sohandsome,  it was hard 

to believe it was Sonny, when we hugged and kissed him. He  and wwas laughing at usSeeingthe  because we were 

making such big  fuss over him,thatwe knew hewas very he couldn’t stop grinning. He seemed so happy and kept 

telling us how much he loved being a paratrooper and told us, he had lots of pictures to show us of the friends he had 

made whie he was in training. as he stood the way he there in his uniform, .    

After dinner, he asked sat on Momma to sit down because he wanted to tell her something, but we could see he was 

finding it very hard to do.   bed because he to“Now, Mom, now I don’t want you getting all upset, but I am ll be being 

sent to be going overseas in a few days.  in ten days, and I don’t want you to be all upset. I’ll be fine,  I just don’t want 

you to worry about me. I spent these past couple of months training and jumping out of planes, to be a paratarooper, 

because that is what I want to do. I promise to write as often as I can.” s. 

MommaShe swallowed a few times and took a deep breath, then covered her face and burst into tears. Sonny tried to 

telling him calm her down. “”Mom, I don’t want to be over there, knowing you are crying and worrying about me.” 

She looked at him and was trying so hard to fight back the tears.  saying,   “No, it’s not fair of me to do this to you. 

This is what war does to mothers. I’m no better than any of the other mothers, that had to see their sons go off to war. I 

can only hope and pray it will end soon and all you boys can come back home where you belong. You look wonderful. 

I can see Army life agrees with you. I don’t remember when you looked so good. ,I’m sorry you have to see me I’m 

cry like thising, but I can’t help it.” 

Mary Jane pushed a We handed her a hankie in Momma’s hand and she took off her glasses and cleaned them and 

wiped her eyes and she sat there and looked at him for a minute before she told him and she explained to him,  “I 

remember during WWI, back in 1917, I remember the day I was seventeen, and I stoodwas standing in with the 

crowds at the Towanda at the train station, Everyone was there to see the boys from our town go off to war. We stood 

there waving small American flags, as they boarded the train and the mothers were crying so hard. These werein 

Towanda, and we edso man boysy of our I knew and had gone to school with, and they just finished their training and 

were going from our town leave, overseas.” 

“They were laughing and kissing all the girls ‘good-bye’, they couldn’t wait when to go overseas and fight in France 

and Germany. When the train pulled out, the band kept playing and everyone was  during WWIduring World War I in 

town was there to se weed clapping for them and the boys were piled on top of one another, hanging out all the 

windows of the train,m looking back and waving to us. and they waved and they all all seemed so happy getting on 

atsent toW, andhat I am trying to say is, only a few of them ever came back,  most of them died over there. only a of 

them ever I just want you to understand why I feel the way I do because, don’t forget, what happened to Cookie, when 

he went over, he was killed the first week he was there!, the all died over there, so can understand why I feel the way I 

do, because I went to school with almost everyone of those boys..”   

Sonny shook his head, and raised his hand to let Momma know, he didn’t want to hear anymore, “Mom’s that’s all 

ancient history. Besides, I could go right downstairs and step off the curb and get hit by a taxi and get killed!” Momma 

sighed and looked away, she knew he was right, but it didn’t lessen the pain she was feeling. She sat there looking at 

him in his uniform, wondering if it was going to be the last time she was ever going to see him, and bit her lips and 

wiped her eyes.That was not what he wanted to hear, besides, to him, WWI  was ancient history.. . For Momma, was 

only been thirty years, but w  1.  

It was more like a hundred years ago, as far as we were concernedas Sonny changed the subject and was passed 

around someshowed us pictures of the boys he had met at camp and on,  the back were their names and addresses.  

Sonny t; wstopped talking and he sat there awhile and then  sat there, ing overhe said. He seemed almost embarrassed 

when he said,  saying“YYou know, ou know Mom,  there is something I’ve always have  always wanted to do.” She 

wrinkled her brow and waited to hear what he was going to say,  “I’ve always wanted to go deep sea fishing, and I’d 

like to do before I go overseas. Will you go with me?”  

Momma fluttered her eyelids, said, “Me? You want me to go deep sea fishing with you? It’s April. Have you ay idea 

how cold it still is, I couldn’t go even if I wanted to. We’re do a big wedding this week at Hotel Pierre, and to be 

honest with you,  I wouldn’t enjoy it deep sea fishing, Rose will go with you!” 
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“GoHe laughed, d”What’s wrong with going deep-sea fishing in April?” He turned around and asked me, “Will you 

W, wouldyou go with me?”   

At first, I was a bit taken back, hearing thatand I  andstammered,. sayingnd  “Me? questioned him, “Deep sea fishing? 

You got to be kidding. , butI don’t,  I don’t know anything anything abouthow to fishing, let alone deep-sea fishing, 

and neither do you.”Why. d 

He laughed, “I know, but it doesn’t mean we can’t go. I really would like to go, Rose.” He stood there staring at me, 

hoping I woud say yes, and then he said, “Bin order to go, but ..  I would still like to go,we would have to go tomorrow 

or the next day, because I have to report back in three days. Come on, go with me’ve.and”  

AsI sat there  and thought,;’three days …  how could I refuse him, here he was going overseas and if that is what he 

wanted to do, I reluctantly said, could seenodded, “Well, okay! But, of course,  it’s going to depend on whether I can 

get the day offt or not.  Where are you goingwould to find a boat that takes people deep-sea fishing?”. Doesn’t sound 

like much fun, but ItIt might be!”  

SonnyWe picked up the newspaper and scanned the back pages of the Daily News real fast, and found theto classifieda 

section and showed me. “See, rhere are the ads for charter boats that go about goingdeep-sea fishing, we  have to call 

and make reservations and I need find out where they are docked and how to get there!”Neither of us  

Of course, Weneither one of us had ever gone fishing, let alone deep-sea fishing. We had no anyidea what was 

involved or what it would  be like. T, because tsince .tbecause the only time wewe went fishing was  off the pier,, 

andwith a toychild’s fishing pole off the pier at Lake Placid. not that we ever caught anything, but we had a lot of fun 

thinking we could 

Sonny looked over thetore out the ad that ha list ofd where the fishing boats and noticed they were all docked way 

downtown at the end of Manhattan. He tore that section of the paper out and . Hecalled for  about directions. He wrote 

down what they said and told me, “See no problem, but, the man said we have to be there by 6 A.M.” 

“6 A.M.” I screeched! “ You didn’t make any reservations, did you? Because I don’t know if I can get the day off .“ 

He shook his head, and looked at me. “I won’t know until tomorrow, when I go in,”    

Ts andI he next day, when I went into work, I felt funny texplaining to my boss, ‘that my brother was home on leave, 

and was going overseas, and he weiwantntended to go deep sea fishing before he left.’ My boss, Mr. Le Quorne, 

nodded that he was glad to hear I was going to do that for  him. He laughed when I told him, ‘Mind you, neither one of 

us has ever beened to do medeep-sea fishing!’ He told me,”Better dress warm.”  

The nextg morning, , and made me promise toto bring some of the fish  to work for them, and I promised I would.  

It was pitch dark out when the alarm went off. We got up. and were very quiet so not to wake up let Momma,  but 

Anna was up and in the kitchen  making our breakfast and she let us know she was so worried about what we were 

going to do. We ate and hurried out the door, and to this day I can’t believe we never told anyone the name of the boat 

we were going to be on, or where it was. Sonny was more concerned about where the boat was docked, being it was 

downtown . We decided get at the Battery, at  the very end of Manhattan. 

because we had to find to where the fishing boats wereas docked..  Wwhenalking down the 135th Street hill hill, we 

soon realized.it was  it was a lot chillier out than we thought, but being it was so early in the morning, Sonny assured 

me,  it would warm up as soon as the sun came out. There was y and I mentioned tohardly any one on the subway and 

while we sat there,  it gave us a rare sh before he wentleft to go overseas ait gave us ae chance to talk about things we 

had never talked abouted before, with him,what our lives were like with Daddy and how rotten he treated us.  were I 

was doing all the talking, becausewith .  ed abut him,  Sonny would never say an unkind word about Daddy, and he 

was like that all his life. I could not understand why, becauseand  as rotten asDaddy used tohe beat him unmercifully, 

and pull him by the hair and bang his head into the iron radiator. When I would remind Sonny of what he did to him, 

he would say, “I don’t want to discuss it, it is over and done with, so why bring it up now?” was 

I let him know, “Well, it bothers me and it will bother me until the day I die, the way he treated us.’ 

Seeing how uncomfortable it was making him, I dropped it and just said, “I hope it’s going to be  turns out to be a nice 

day. What do they do on those boats,  if it rains if we are do they out in the middle of the ocean? Do they still go 

fishing?,  if it rains?”  
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Sonny sort of laughed and looked at me and shruggedsaid, “I don’t know! I guess they do!I guess … f”  

We got off the subway at the Battery, and he followed the directions the man gave him. W/ Thene walked east toin the 

general direction of where the boats were suppose to be docked and we couldn’t find them and time was going. Sonny 

asked a man walking by, and he told us, we were walking in the wrong direction, and we turned around and went back 

and did what he said and we spotted them and found the boats. We hurried from boat to boat, looking for theone with 

name of the boat that was in the newspaper. Sonny pulled his collar up around his neck, saying “It’s a lot colder than I 

expected, probably because we are by the water. 

 I laughed at him,.”Then that means it’s going to a lot colder when we are on that boat because we are  going to be 

surrounded by nothing but ‘water’!” And  we shivered because it was cold by the water, but we didn’t care. 

 

We found the boat and stood on line with the other fishermen, and noticed they all had their own fishing poles and tool 

kits, and everyone of them were carrying heavy sweaters, and extra jackets, as we watching them going up the 

gangplank and got on board. I went to give When it was our turn, theSonny the money, and he shook his head and told 

me. Momma gave him money, so we could have a good time.  

 

When he handed the man the money, he looked looked likeHe was a character in an oil painting. He was anear  burly 

looking man, with curly white hair, wearing a navy blue crew neck sweater andwithin  regulation navy pea jacket,  on 

and he had a knitted navy blue wool hat sitting on top his head. While he was holding our money,  he kept eyeing 

Sonny and then he looked at me, and he keptp, that was puffedng away away on a a pipe, that was clenched between 

his teeth. He made me feel very uncomfortable seeing , and kept mehow he was narrowing his eyes and taking another 

concerned look atlooked at Sonny, as if he wanted to say something, but didn’t. 

figured itwas probably noticed, , but I didn’t care. But,I did that every man was carrying his hadhanging over their 

arms. ?.We started ingandandlook at me and the way he  I something about the trip,e mMovedalong with the crowd 

and as we goingup the gangplank, and the old man tapped Sonny on the the back. and came to us, and stood there was 

He was scratching his head with a pencil up under thethe wool cap.with a pencil and then Sonny as he touched his 

arm,  quietly ing“Say there young fella, I see ye’re a paratrooper, butin service, but have you ever been deep sea 

fishin’ before?”  Sonny smiled and shook his head/  ,  “No.”and He shook  Sonny’s  and his cotton khaki Army 

fatigues and felt them, and looked at his paratrooper boots. and Sonny laughed andtold him, told him“I just came back 

from Florida, I just finished my training there, and these are the clothes they gave me, because we’re going overseas in 

a couple of days.”., I’m used to wearing them 

He let out along noisy sigh, “Well, I sure do wish you all the luck in the world, young fella, but it gets mighty cold out 

there on that water, and you don’t have the clothes on for that wind that’s blowin; there,”  Then he stared at me in eyed 

me in my low heels, skirt and, blouse and suit jacket, and and leaned over and asked stepped up toSonny, “You mean 

neither one you didn’t brought warm clothes with you? I’m afraid, yWhy didn’t cha wear warmer clothes, ou’re gonna 

freeze your… ah…rear ends off,  You’re gonna  don’t cha know you’re be  out to sea, thrirty miles off shore, and let 

me tell you, it may be April, but it prettyoff shore? It’s damn cold out there, it’syoung fella!’out a”  

Sonny told him, “Well, thanks, but it’s all I got… I  Ithink we’ll be warm enough?” The old man left shaking his head 

back and forth and shook his head, and went back to men waiting on line and collected their money, and and we heard 

him tell the men, “Neither of them are dressed warm enough to be go deep-sea fishing’ 

Nwell eedless to say, we soon . We certainly would found out how cold it was to be isout in the middle of the ocean in 

April. It was a lot of fun when we first started out, to stand there and look over the railing at the water at Brooklyn as 

the ship headed east, and we could see houses along southern shores of Long Island, but tso. Wthe way he wind was 

relentless, it never stoppedwas blowing.   

We were eyeing the big waves that were beginning to come crashing down on the bow of the boat, and how the ship 

would go up up, up up, then down, down down. I did not like that feeling and kept hoping I wasn’t going end up 

getting seasick. The further out we went, the colder it got. It was so cold, I was weremiserable, and durin I was asking 

myself, why did I ever say I would go deep sea fishing for? Then anotherg the entire trip.of and  wall of water came 

crashing down over the front of the boat and went bubblng all over, and somehow disappeared so fast.  I began to 
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think, we were all going to drown, because there was no let up, it was one huge wave after another hitting the boat, 

that up  I wondered where all the water went until I noticed it how it ran  into all the little holes that were all around 

the edge of the deck  

Sonny found it exhilerating, but not me. He liked while westanding at the rails and actally wait for the next big wave 

to hit, while I was andI figured we were either going to freeze to death or drown. Several hours later,  

weus. Itquite sightsee, passingthealong finally passedheadedas we were Montauk Point, and one of the men told ys, 

‘We’re ninety miles from New York City’, and I assumed we had finally arrived at the spot where they were going to 

go fishing.  

Wrong, it took a couple of and   and outhours before we we reached the place where they were going to go fishing, 

That when I decided if I lived though this, I would never go deep-sea fishing again!  

., andI thought I was cold then,  but t little did little did I know, how much colder itit was going to get. I was so 

miserable, and my face  madefeltel numb from the cold wind. Sonny didn’t mind the cold at all, he was fascinated by 

thewhat  heightsize of the  waves,were ing and  how the ship could  plowed through the huge walls of water,  

everytime we went up, up, up, then down, down, down, and I’d think the ship would never recover and it would pause 

and I’d think,  we’re never going to go back up, when we were down in a hollow, and was looking at nothing but a 

wall water all around us. 

Then I could feel the boat beginning to go up, up, up and I’d  We’d  hold my breath, thinking it was going to roll over 

and that would surely be the end of  us, we’d be stuck underneath it, and we’d all die in that freezing cold water and no 

would ever know what happened to us. 

the boatI looked at  Sonny and his lips were blue, he was that cold but it didn’t bother him. I figured he seemed happy  

h. He finally gotgot his wish, he didn’t’ care, he  was loving every minute of it. I watched how he was holding onto the 

rail and he seemed to be thinking and he turned to me and smiled  to him all his life.  saying, then that ”When I come 

back, I made up my mind, I am going to go to school and would like tobecome an architect.”  

I didn’t say anything, I nodded to be polite, but I , and  I thought to myselfthought, ‘what makes him think he can ever 

afford to go to school and become an architect?’ So, . I askeded him, “HaveDo you any idea know whathow much it 

would cost  to so you could become an architect?”   

He calmly said, “No, I don’t, but, I found out a couple of weeks ago,   I can go to school through the G.I. Bill of 

Rights, and I am going to do it! Have you ever looked thorugh  any of the books I have on Frank Lloyd Wright? I like 

andhis ideas. When you have the time, look at them and see the kind ofhow  hhouses he designs, he builds them 

according to  the land that is around them. The books are I have them t home in my drawer, but, make sure you put 

them back, I don’t want anything to happen to them.,you go look at them, ”  

It was hard to believe, how hard the boat came down on the waves as we went along, that I was wishing I had never 

come, but I would never let Sonny know but it, because I could see ever, and the waves were getting higher and 

higher, it  made me so nervous. Sonny touched my arm and left saying, “I’ll be right back, I want to talk to those men, 

because I was listening to them talking and they seem to know a lot loved being there andabout deep-sea fishing, 

because seemed to they have their own poles andhad the right gear and lures.with them gotat”so 

I couldn’t stop shivering and .seeing howas the boat was being pulled ent up and up and then comedown into a deep 

abyss, and it would stay there awhile before  it it starteded climbing back up the wall of water, and it was such a 

horrible feeling. All I could think was we might beere going to swallowed up in that water, and we were . 

KnowingWhen Ithirty miles off shore, and  I was panicking because no one took down our names and addresses, and 

that meant,  no one knows we are on this boat were there? They didn’t take down I knew nour names or addresses if 

we should drowned and I had no doubt we were going to drown. 

Sonny was still talking to the men and  with the I went over and excused myself and  told told him, “I’m afraid, I have 

to decided I was going inside,, I can’t stand it, it’s too cold out here for me. Come in when you finished talking 

because I can see through the window, they are serving  I see tsidehot clam chowder, and I’m going in to get two 

bowls.”   

When .I went in the bathroom to wash my hands,  andand saw my face in the little mirror, I took a closer look. ,  

again… I and couldn’t figure out how my face got so dirty? I put some soap on the rough brown paper towel and 
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rubbed it, but the dirt was still there. I rubbed rubbedreal hard, only to discover, andit wasn’t dirty, , and tit was 

actually blue from the cold. I cosed my eyes, and wished I was home where it was warm, and dried my face. d 

Was I glad to stand in front of  the warmI went out and stood by the stove. There was pot belly stove, it felt so good. I 

noticed at the end of the long shiny bar, were several stools.  T and the cook motioned to me to come sit down and he 

ladled out a bowl of was hot soup and slid won in front of me and I smiled and told him, “Hmm,  it smells good.”  

out how I got it so dirty? I washed it and kept rubbing it with a wet rough brown paper towel and discovered, it wasn’t 

dirty, it was blue from the cold.  

I came out and wanted to get some of the hot soup, and sat where I I went back out to tell sat where I could Sonny, 

“Come in and get a bowl of their hot soup, it’s really good.”  I heard one through the window, and noticed the older 

men were were telling and asking him. ,  “What were you thinking, goingof fishing at this time of the year in cotton 

fatigues?  Why didn[‘t you wear someshould be  wearing heavy wool clothes?”  I could Sonny was shaking by then, 

and it was obvious, the cold had gotten to him.  tooHe was laughing when he told them, insort of laughedtelling them, 

“I just came from Florida?, a few days ago. , where it’s nice and warm, becauseI did my training there, I’m going 

overseas this week. I never thought it would be this cold. Well, I , but Andalways wanted to go deep sea fishing, and 

here I am!”  

Mumbling between themselves they said, “Here, at leat put this sweater on and give it back to me before you 

leavesome of our clothesing.cold on the ocean  even if it is ”  

I went back in and theA stout gray headed cook, wa stirring the two big pots of Manhattan Clam Chowder that were 

simmering on the stove, and he had the counterman was handing out bowls of hot soup, as the other fierhman came in 

and sat down.  On the counter weredoing the cooking and ing soup from two huge pots  of soup he had s of soup 

simmering on thewhile hmehot  baskets of hot baked bread  soand bowls of and someoleo because butter was not used 

during the war, and two bowls of sugar and metal pitchers of hot milk.   

toSonny and I haId two bowls of the clam chowder hot soupand lots of the delicious just baked bread, and with hot 

coffee. The counterman was going  everythingaroundMovinghe madewith a pot of  hot coffee and looking to see who 

needed more coffee or wanted  wantedmore soup.hilewentastdown the bar to  When we finished, I stood by the stove 

and needed it. Sonny went back finally came in outside with  of the cold get warm and he had on the men, one of them 

insisted he put on his ’s wool jacket on. Sonny thanked him and let him know he was glad he let him borrow it. , and 

he at with me. One of  the older older men, poked Sonny in the ribs, telling him“Go back inside, get yourself a cup of 

black coffee, and I’ll putyou  some of this whiskey in it for ya.” Andtois he warned andSonny, chuckled,  “Don’t put 

any milk in it, I’ll put whiskey in it , it’s the only thing that’Now dt!” He smiled and, assured him, “Now see if llthat 

doesn’t  warm up ya’ ouinsides, boy..” Sonny came back with a cup of black coffee, and the man poured in a lot of 

whiskey, and Sonny drank it down, and he nodded to him, seein ghow it took his breath away and let him know, that 

was what he needed. 

I was warm as long as I stayed inside by the stove. I was so happy for on a day like this, and from the looks of the two 

of you, ye both need a bit of warming up, I’d say.”  I reached over and tasted Sonny’s coffee and handed it  back to 

him, saying, ”Yuck! It takes my breath away,  I can’t drink anything like that.” Sonny, and I watched him nothing like 

weI thought it would be, between the whiskey and the ship rocking from side to side, was so miserable, I andever 

beingthatthrough the thick glass window, talking and laughing with the men out there, and to know he had  before. 

Tld, and there was no place for me to go, because it was all men, I didn’t feel like talking to any of them, and stayed as 

close as I could to the warm stove. Sonny was lucky that one of the men loaned him hiscould borrow Navy pea-jacket 

for the trip, becauseto , onfinally had the thrill of going deep sea fishing, but there was no way I would ever go again.  

I saw Sonny go over to  He thanked him again when they went over tothe man who’s  job was to bait the hooks and 

hand out fishing poles. He handed Sonny sa pole and went back  to the men, who were telling him when to reel his line 

in, and every tme he reeled it in, ,those  but, it was not for me!.  

From inside, he appeared to be quite talkative and he took his time to do a lot of explaining to Sonny what he should 

he should do and Sonny kept trying to catch some fish, and he’d t in andhishis bait waswas gone. He’d shrug and try 

again, seeing how all the other men were .  

While all the other men bringing incatching  one fish after the other, and were taking them and carefully were busy 
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taking the hooks out of out of their mouths, and tossinging their fish m in burlap bags the burlap bagshadwith all the 

other fish that were  and I saw how I could see them flopping around in the bag, and Sonny caught only a few. 

It was a long day and in it edwas I glad when I heard we were heading back. All I wanted was to go home and take a 

hot bath and be warm again. It was a beautiful sight, to watch the sun go down in the west and light up the sky.   

It was the end of avery was I glad to bewe were going home. I could see Sonny was seemedverydisappointed that, he 

didn’thad catch as  caughmany t so few fish as he thought he would, but he would remember that day for a long time.  

Going back home, everyone was sitting around the hot stove, nodding because everyone was up so early. But it felt 

like forever and ever beforeAnd as  the boat headed towards we began to see the skyline of New York City off in the 

distance. When we finally did dock, Sonny returned the jacket and sweater, and thanked them, and meanwhile som eof 

the men , the mend his nearly emptyempty bag,  and came over andwere dumping part of some of their ir catchfish 

into his burlap bag, andto  bag and pattinged him on the back telling him.and told “We couldn’t let you go home 

empty-handed. Now you be sure when you come back home, you All of us want to come on board this ship and we’ll 

go fishing again, because now you know how to fish with the best of us.”  

They took turns shaking hands and telling him, “Well, young man,  we wish you the very best, and w, and we’re 

praying youthis war will be over soon and all you boys can come home.”  will be coming home soon. We couldn’t let 

you to go home, empty handed. Sonny thanked them again, and we continued to say our ‘good-byes’  thanked them 

and returned the warm jacket to the man who loaned it to him andook and thanked him again and wand we left 

carrying this big burlap bag of fish and  headed for the subway and Ileft the boat withg at them, standing there with the 

burlap bag of fish reminded him, “Sonny, do you realize it’s rush hour, and we are getting on the subway with this big 

bag of fish!”.  

Without even thinking what we had in the bag,   we  walked down the subway stairs and I said, “I forgot, we are going 

to be in the middle ofas five o’clock rush hour.” Before we realized it out of buildings, all wanting We were so tWe 

were so tireding we really didn’t care, and we walked along with the crowdstheand we dragged the burlap bag half full 

of fish into the subway, theyit was were too heavy to carry, and throngs of that were for us  Being ipouring out of all 

the office buildings and running down the steps so they could get a seat on the subway. We stood on the 

subwayplatform, and they continued and push and shoveing past us as we waited for the train to pull in. When the 

doors slid open, everyone rushed in all at once, to make sure they got on,. that we hardly walked, they pushed us in. 

We suddenly realized we their way into the subway.. We were jammed in, werenose to nose with all these well dressed 

men and women that were in  dressed in  business suits, as we stood there hanging on to the overhead leather straps, 

with a big burlap bag of fish at our feet.  

The train rattled along and stopped at all the local stations, and as more people rushed in, we were packed in all the 

tighter, so that we could hardly move, well that was, until someone noticed the bag of fish that was at our feet. , so we 

had to stand and hang onto the overhead straps while tnext where edwe kept getting shovedin deeper with with the bag 

of h atlooking like such a mesThey would look at us and at Sonny in his uniform, and smile, then slowly move away, 

as if to say, ‘how could  you get on the subway with a bag of  fish like that?  We ignored the funny looks and Is  

mentioned to Sonny, ”I feelfelt like we are still on the boat, the way my legs and stomach feels, I’m still going up and 

down..”we wereHe smiled and let me know he was experiencing the same thing. , rockingI was sl  neverso 

embarrassed how we looked, and everytime with the bag of fish, iBelieve me, i was whenthe doors slid open. . I keptI 

hoped no one I knew came in because I worked in that area, and I didn’t want anyone to see me the way I looked.  was  

ing to see from my officewould .   downtowndowntown down there, same 

It began to bother Sonny, seeing how the peopleAs thet the different stations, crowds of people pushed in, they began 

to noticeand almost immediately, their eyes fell on the bag of fish at our feet, and theykept moving  grabbed one of the 

empty straps, then see how they would slowly try toaway from us, and he said,.and after itit happened a few times, 

Sonny whispered, ”Let’s make our way  better back to the platform and stay out there with these fish.”  

Wthat’s whate pushed our way through, only to find it was just andas crowded out there, andy the women were eyeing 

us and keeping their distance, so I just leaned up against the door that didn’t open and closed my eyes. Wkept their 

distance. ee finally got got off at 137th Street and Broadway, and we were so tired, and we still had to and City 

College, nd dreadede climb up the 135th Street hill. Wp thee were, and having a good laugh that we were so dumb to 
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gowe started to after a while, think deep-sea fishing, dressed the way we were and didn’t think to wear warm clothes 

or bring any sweaters with us!  

When we walked in, when Anna saw the bag of fish, I know she was thinking she was going have to clean and cook 

them, but Sonny wrapped them up in newspapers and what we weren’t going to use he gave to the next door 

neighbors, and they loved getting fresh fish. He spread out newspapers and cut off all the heads and cleaned them out 

and washed them for Anna. When Momma came home, she dipped the fish we wer having for dinner in flour and egg 

and fried hem in ‘Crisco and they were so delicious. and the rest were put in the refrigerator for later on.  , and not 

know what we were doing,. And we were ing so glad to turn the corner on Amsterdam and know we were home. .. 

The next day it was time for Sonny to leave, and w. Wee couldn’t couldn’t look at him; or because if we did, wwe’d 

only start crying because we knew, all we might. It. It was awful know ning we might never see him again. W, and we 

didwere trying so hard not want toknew better than to cry in front of him, but when we saw his duffle bag, packed and 

ready to go in the hall, it gave me a terrible pain in the pit of my stomach. First he kissed and hugged  let him see our 

any tears. Momma edand she told him that she  refused to say ‘good-bye’ firstt, then Mary Jane and  me, andAnna 

shook his hand and told him how handsome he looked and she wished him ‘good luck’ and let him know, he would be 

in her prayers every day and she would light candles for him in front of St Theresa’s altar in church.  

We could see his eyes were glistening, when he smiled at her and thanked her, and by then we , and we looked at one 

another and then wewere all  bawling. Momma had to turn away. Sonny had big tears in his eyes, whenallstarted to 

bawl and and Sonny lookedhe fast looked awa he went to bend down andy fast. We could seet his eyes were filling up 

, as he bent down and pick up his duffle bag, and he looked at us and took a deep breath and and threw it  itup on his 

left shoulder, and.  Hand he looked so handsome in his uniform, and kept swallowing back his tears managed to  and, 

biting his lips as he tried to smile and as he headed for and the doorone more time. He left and towards the door,,. he 

stopped . Hekept ingand turned aroud  looked back  to tat us one more time akelook at us, andd he very quietly closed 

the door.  

We could hear him going down the steps and walking through the hall downstairs, and we ran to the front window.d 

.door close.We  We hurried waited andto the window, watched him step out and hailed a cab, but hb and get in, but he 

never didn’t looked up. The cab pulled in and he , hjust threw hishis duffle bag in, then got in. Momma was crying so 

hard when climbedt.he cab pulled away, and then we saw him looking up at us, and he kept W waving to us and the 

cab disappeared down the hill, andand waving until the cab disappeared down Amsterdam Avenue and Sonny e was 

gonewas gone. And,  we all had a good cry for ourselves. And it was the most awful feeling to stand there and wonder 

would we ever see him again?..  

WAR IS A TERRIBLE THING! 

see Sonny againSonny was overseasgone a long time, before we and we didn’t heard from him. It thatwas unusual for 

him,  because he was very good at writing letters back home. to.  weMomma was imagining the worst had happened to 

him and she’d cry and keep telling us, “Oh! God, something mnust have  happened to him, they shot and killed t, 

because of Cookie the very first week he was there.” Day after day, we’d open the mail box, and there was no letter 

from Sonny. Momma went toShe was and she was church and kept praying to St Anthony, and was lighting candles 

for him,, ed to St. Anthony, but not even bSt. Anthonyhe could not relieve her of her of the agony she was going 

through worrying about him. Six w, over beauseshehad not heard from him.She washimsending  home eeksto wentto o 

by and, since he went into service. And there was no word from Sonny,, t and Momma was , thatwas convinced 

something happened to him, duringto him in one of his parachute jumps, and she would cry herself to sleep at night. 

During the war, the letters the boys wrote, were copied into  3”X 4” little letters. we would find out, later on, and they 

had to be short and brief.  They could say they were alright, but t, and. we found hey were not allowed to say what 

they were doing or where they were, for obvious reasons.  

t,  he was not permitted to write like he used to, being he was y, we gotSo one day we got several v-mail letters all at 

once since they came by ship, they were lucky to get there, and w hen Momma got all those v-mails from  v-mails, 

tiny little copies of  their letters, but they were not allowed to write about certain things, for obvious reasons. It was six 

weeks before Momma received the tiny V-mail letter, and Sonny let us know he was fine and liked where he was 

stationed, but that was all, since their letters had to be short and brief 
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And, that verySonny,, she all but ran  towent right down  church and lit five extra candles beforein front of the altar, 

where there was big statue of St. Anthony’s altar, on the side of the church,  and she thanked him, and prayed  for 

letting her that he would continue to , and that nothing had happened to him, and he was still alrighttake good care of 

Sonny while he was stationed in Germany..   

Then Momma started being in Germany, and it kept Momma making sending homemade cookies and she sent them 

off to Sonny.  she made, and Hhe’d write back, to please sendher  more, because he had to share them with his 

buddies, and he ask  ‘Did you expect me to sit here and eat your homemade cookies, with all these guys drooling over 

them?”  It s, and Momma was made Momma very happy to know she was making cookies for the boys that were with 

Sonny in Germany, and theyy’d write and let her kow how much they did were enjoyed them.  So, every Sunday, that 

was what Momma did when she came home from church, , make lots of Toll House cookies and wrap them up in wax 

paper and send the box off to Sonny’s APO address overseas, every Monday morning.  

With so many of the boys in the neighborhood fighting in Europe or the Pacific and we would write them letters and 

send them pictures, and p;ictures of Amsterdam to keep their spirits up.                                                             *        *        

* 

 

Mary Jane and I spent our time working and shopping, and wererarely went out on a date, because there was no young 

guys left!.  We loved to go  and we   were so busy growing up that we never realized our how fast those fast those 

childhood days were overyears, or that we no longer went on any ofdid   those wonderful tripshings we use to take 

with Momma. Or that we no longer waited for Sunday afternoons , waiting and wait for Momma to get off the trolley 

and take us somewhere where we would have fun, we had grown older and the past was the past. 

 

We were young Mary Jane and I, and we went on dates and went dancing at the USO, (United Servicemen’s 

Organization) at the USO onon Wednesday nightss and Sunday afternoons.  

It was held in  the old Jewish Orphan’s Home, that was between 136th and 137th Street. The city bought the two 

beautiful blocks that had such gorgeous lawns and old trees, because they wanted to move the orphan’s home out of 

that neighbrood, seeing how it was going down. The city bought it, so they could expand City College and build 

several more new building. When the war broke out, the army took over all the buildings to house the men attending 

City College as well as the ROTC boys that were going to college there too, And that was where  the USO dances 

were held every Wednesday night and Sunday afternoons, and my sister Mary Jane and me never missed one of those 

dances. We had such a good time there. The Red Cross only served dougnuts and coffee,  to the men in uniform, and 

not just the Army, but  the Navy, Coast Guard and Marines were welcomed at the USO dances. 

Momma died when she heard about D- Day, June 6, 1944, and knowing Sonny was over there somewhere. , and kept 

sending boxes of them overseas. .everyone 

was sure that would end the war with Germany, but it didn’t! They continued to fight for another sixteen months, and 

the number of deaths were unbelievable as the war continued, because for the Germans, it was over and they knew and  

it was a fight to the very end.     

It was 1945 andMary Jane and I were working and  

And we were still fighting the war i with Germany,  but, the warn the Pacific and so many lives were being lost while 

we continued to fight and try to take back all those little islands in the Pacific, and the ships at sea were being sunk by 

the Jap;anise and the Germans, but everyone knew, it was only a matter of time, before the Japanese would surrender 

but, meanwhile thousands of  continued. Everyday, we would read hoour men were going down with their ships.  

              

April 12, 1945   
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PRESIDENT FRANKLIN D. ROOSEVELT 

Dies of a Cerebral  Hemorrhage in Warm Springs, Georgia 

It was a terrible shock for everyone,  because  President Roosevet had just came back from a conference with the 

Allies in Yalta.  Everyone panicked, because the war was finally coming to an end, and they knew so little about Vice-

President Harry S. Truman.  

They were so sure he couldn’t handle it, and liked to rub it in that he was ‘only a salesman in a haberdashery shop’,  

but he sure surprised everyone, when he took over the job of being President of the United States and he ordered the 

atom bomb to be dropped on Japan, kowing it would end the war,  when President Roosevelt did not want our country 

to do that to the Japanese. Then there was the shocking headlines, and it was on all the radios from coast to 

coast!.WThehere we were fighting two wars,   when Vice-President Harry S. Truman, was sworn in as President and 

ethe affairs of President Rooseveveryone began to was worried he wouldn’t be a good president, and they worried 

about what he was going to do, because they knew so little about him. When the war in Germany was over, in May of 

1945, everyone breathed a sigh of relief, but the war in the Pacific was far from over, and he did something about that,  

in a few months that war was over too, the following August. 

 

While everyone thought that D-Day would be the end of the war, it wasn’t.  It took another year of gruesome fighting 

and so many more men  died. It It seemed day after day it was nothing but terrible news for four and a half years, and t 

he that brought pain and suffering it was causing all theto families that had boys in service  The ne, and the 

newspapers and magazines would would show horrific pictures of, how these boys died in battle and how theyor were 

suffering in hospitals, and so many mothers  with sons in the war, didn’t know never knew whether their sons,y were 

dead or alive, or if they were prisoners of war?  

I  

We would hold myour breath when Iwe would read about the number ofhow many pilots that werewere shot down , 

and with their planes, and  I would wonder how my Uncle Leo was, being he was major in the Air Force, flying 

bombers over Germany. He, and yet never mentioned in any of his letters, the hardships they must have been must 

have been going through. The stories continued and the media played a big role in keeping the public educateding the 

public, as to what these boys had to face every day, by letting us see the pictures of what actually wentgoes on. 

Countless numbers of navy men drowned at sea anda, or went down with their ships in the Atlantic and the Pacific.  

The n 

ewspapers and magazines did a good job of keeping the public informed, every week they showed pictures of what 

showed theourour boys were up against and how they were fighting against such terrible odds,ur boys had to before 

they idy towon thee war in Europe. On D-Day, especially on D-Day, thousands of menwould  lost their lives whenthe 

the Alliesy landeded in Normandy and and tried so so desperately to push the Germans back and back and chase them 

out of France and back to Germany so they could surround them. T, they had been planning this all out attack for a 

long time, and they Allied Forces came by land, sea and air, but the Germans were waiting for them on top of the 

cliffs. 

W on that day on June 6, 1944.. 

 

A and what a bloody battle it turned out to be, because the was, the Germans  wereould be waiting for them up on the 

cliffs, theyhad the advantage. They had the advantage,being up on the cliffs and looking down at them, with machine 

guns and artillery aimed at the men as they came ashore. them landingHundreds and hundreds of men were and t 

mowed down as fast as they landed and their lifeless bodies of so  lay all up an down the bloodied beaches.  

But, witht, but the Allied Forcesy s. Still kept coming and going ashor ande were able to , land most of their 

equipmenting on the beaches, and some  even managedhad to fight their way up those cliffs, and they 

eventuallypushed the Germans back, but what a bitter fight it turned out to be,  all the way back to Berlin, and it would 
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take siteen months for them to take over Berlin, but they did it. D-Day did not turn out to be as successful as they 

thought it would be. because we had lost so many men and it took a lot longer than they had expected it to, but, it was 

the beginning of the end for Hitler., and eventually, they  

That winter turned out to be the coldest winter in history,and the infamous Battle of the Bulge took place on December 

16th 1944, and six months after D-Day, 75,000 men died in that battle. General Patton won with the help of his 

Sherman tanks, although the German tanks were superior to ours and were equipped with armor piercing plates, it was 

through his strategy and courage, he beat all odds. The Germans put all they had into that battle and  s, was whenome 

they encountered some of the fiercestworst fighting during WWII, took place there, in . The was going on, inthe sub-

zero weather and that it what  in Gecausedd to  so many the deaths on both sides.s of so manythat and  

With  with so much snow, it bogged down  the tanks and trucks and supplies couldn’t get trough, they were finally 

dropped down with parachutes  Nothing could move, and es. Everything was at a stand  still … on both sides. With so 

much snow the mMen were not able to move ahead, and so many of them froze to death, t and theso many Germans as 

well asnd the Allies because  from coldthe men didn’t have adequate clothing to keep them warm and ne, on both 

sides. 

ither sideThe Germans and had enough or the properthe Russians did not have nearly  warm inenough  the clothing for 

sub-zerosuch weather.er. for their men, and TAllies  Little by little the Alliesr, o. Only because they  kept pushing the 

Germans back and it was a long drawn out battle. We would gain some ground, only to be forced back, again and 

again, as we got closer to Berlin, but General Patton was  relentlessly and were  determined to reachget to  put an end 

to the war and that is what he did.  

T were able to pushe Allies struck ed them back by bombing their bridges, ammunition factories, railroad depots, and 

meanwhile the Germans continued  making the V-1’s and V-2 missles that were landing in all the major cities in 

England. The Germans knew they were finished, but they were ordered to fight to the last man, as the Allies were 

taking, and could starting  back over their cities and towns, and had the Germans on the run.  

After D-Day,  iint wtook ten more months of intensive fighting, before we marched into what was left of Berlin, and 

they discovered Hilter and his girlfriend Eva Braun and several of his officers had committed suicide before they got 

there. When the Allies liberated Italy, they hung Mussolini upside down for all to see, and Hitler made sure that 

wouldn’t happen to him.  

As the Allied entered Berlin, they were surprised how so many German people were lined up on the streets cheering 

for them and the girls were kissing the men  and showering them bouquets of flowers and handing them bottles of 

wine. Yet, there were Germans who continued to fight and shoot from bombed out buildings and w.  

But it was a long drawn out battle, , aas theynd  had to fightmade their way through to Germany, and finally they took 

Berlin.y,  but not nearly as fast as they thought it would happen.  

after D-Day,tookthe Allied forces had eleven more agonizing monthsof e went from house to house until they got them 

and made them prisoners..and  

Germany that they won the war 

. No one had television then, but a. In all the movie houses wouldthey   showed newsreels of what was going on, right 

after the main movie,, so we would seeof the bloody battles our boys were fightingin, as they were trying to recapture 

France and Germany. And Germany was , and the terrible bombing England more than ever and causing terrible 

destructions that were still going on in England,  while we were dong the same thing to Germany, when and how the 

Allied forces were getting closer and closer to Germany.  

Efirst thing everyone did every morning, you would see people with newspapers in their face.was to buy a newspaper, 

wanting, to read what was happening in France and Germany, where the battles were fierce , the closer they were 

getting to Berlin.  And out in the Pacific, becausethe fighting there was beginning to escalate, because we were 

advancing and going in there and taking back all the tiny little islands the Japanese had taken over, but we were paying 

a terrible price for it,  because thousands of men were losing their lives, day after day. It was heart breaking to see the 

numbers of boys dead, keep going up and up, that you wondered when was it going to end? But there was no end in 

sight, , he battles continued to rage In Europe and in the Pacific, as  more and more battleships, destroyers and aircraft 

carriers, were getting hit by suicide bombers, and as they went down, they took so many men to the bottom of the sea. 
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It was hard to believe such terrible things were happening everywhere, then one day we heard!.  

 

MAY 8, 1945…..THE THE WAR IS IS OVER IN GERMANY 

HITLER AND EVA COMMIT SUICIDE TOGETHER. 

Eleven months after D-Day, the Germans surrendered and and tfound and t had, and the Allies yOnce again 

wewalkeded triumphantly through the bombed-out streets of Berlin, like they had done once before in 1918,  and that 

was twenty-seven years ago. The war was over in Europe, but there was no reason to celebrate, when there 

werethousands of men from the United States, England, Austrailia were still ns fighting and dying somewhere out in 

the Pacific 

It was 1946, and everyone was so happy that the war was finally over and I was still working at Walter Florells, and 

Momma and I went towork together on the bus, every morning. Little did I know by my working there, it would  

change my life. they were so busy they decided to hire an assistant bookkeeper, and it was Betsy that introduced me to 

her boyfriend Warren’s, best friend, Fred, after I had been engaged to robber, (changed name)  for over two years. I 

met him in 1945, when I was nineteen. The war was over and he gave me a ring before he went overseas,and I wore it 

for over two years. The war was over, and he was stationed in Germany. Two year later, in April of 1947, he came 

home from Germany and surprised me and we spent  Easter together. He stayed and sklept on the floor in our dining 

room for a week, but  there are no words to describe how disappointed I was, when I discovered how he had changed. 

I had waited for him for two yeas, and to find out while he was in Germany, he was living with a German girl, all the 

while he was there. He no longer went to church, he smoked and drank, but he didn’t do any of those things before he 

left.  

All the things I admired about him were no longer there. I had to give him back his ring. He refused to take it back. He 

begged me to wait and asked me tp think it over for at least a couple of months, because he loved me, not her,  and I 

did. I knew time was not going to change anything. He had betrayed me, and let me think for two years,m he still 

loved me.He should have been man enough to let me know? After a week he went home to his parents.  He lived about 

seven hours away, upstate, and we wrote back and forth, and he’d call, but it was obvious where it was going. By the 

end of August, I decided, it was not right to just mail his ring back to him, so I took the train and went to see him, 

because he couldn’t come to see me, he had just enrolled in Hamilton College. I explained to him, how I felt and that I 

no longer knew him.  He understood and we talked and talked, and we parted crying. 

Betsy invited me to spend Labor Day week-end with her. I didn’t want to  because the week-end before I had been to 

Utica to see George. She felt since it was my birthday, and my mother, sister were  at Lake Placid,I should not be 

home by myself, especially after just breaking up with my boyfreind. I At least he was honest and he told me what he 

did, otherwise, I would have never known what he did. It hurt, but hewas not the man I wanted to marry, and I waited 

a couple of months, like he asked me to.  

I don’t know whatever made me change my mind, but as fate would have it, I went go home with Betsy and she 

introduced me to her boyfriend ‘s best friend, Fred. I let her know I was in no mood to meet anyone. We did not hit it 

off, Fred was so boring and was so shy he, wouldn’t to talk to me. I was suppose to be there three days, and I packed 

my things and went home the second day I was there.  

Not even in my wildest dreams, did I ever think …  I would end up marrying  Fred, eight months later.   

shelves enhanced the beauty of thecrystal,  the displays As the SUMMERS AT JUDITH 

GARDEN’S HOUSE ON LAKE PLACID 

Momma loved working for Judith Garden.  Every week she was sent to arrange fresh flowers in so many different and 

of suchbeautiful homes of the rich and famous. And on Friday and Saturdays, she was busy making bouquets and 

seeting up tables for some doingsocialite’s big wedding.  

When Momma came home, she lpvedmost to brag to my sister and me, where she was and who she talked to that day. 

It didn’t interest us, and we were so used to hearing about them. Momma would laugh and tell us about Ray Bolger, a 
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good friend of Judith Garden’s, she went , whento his house and dit the flower every week. He and his wifeall would 

tell her funny stories about him and how he looked forward going to Lake Placid in the summer and get away from 

people, but best of all, he liked to get away from the hustle bustle of city life, but his wife didn’t go that often with him 

to Lake Placid..   

Miss Garden had a big house on Moose island in Lake Placid, and Ray Bolger often went there on weekenJudith and 

her husband Ben Wyker, went there around Memorial Day, and  Tony and Joe ran the business while she was gone, 

because business was slow in the summer, because  most of  their customers were wealthy people, and left the city for 

the summer and didn’t come back until Labor Day. She asked s for several years, and Momma to gowith her to Lake 

Place for the summer, since she was familiar with the house,  since it was  Hazel Kolman’s and she bought it from her. 

Judith liked to boast that Momma was one of the few people she ever got along with and Momma was very flattered 

that she wanted her here, and she tended to would be there, the flowers in every room, and assisted her Miss Garden  

while she was re decorating all the rooms in the house she bought from Hazel Kolman., because she fired the Interior 

Decorator, and was going to do it the way she wanted it done, and hired a seamtress to come. Momma drew the 

sketches for her, while she described what she had in mind for each room. then the seamstress put up her sewing 

machine and made the bedspreads and drapes, with the materal Judith would buy and she would keep checking to see 

if she was doing it the way she wanted it done.  

The two new Chris-Crafts, Mr. Wuker bought, were kept in the boat house, but the utility boat was parked underneath 

the porch tht extended over the water,, since it was used to bring groceries, newspapers and the mail from the 

mainland, and the was something Murray liked to do, the ride over the lake every the morning. Ashe Maynard, was 

still there, he used to work for Mrs Kolman. He was a sweet old Indian and was extremely helpful, when anything 

broke, he  could fix it.  

The cooks and  maids for Mrs. Rose and Judith, were refugees from Germany, and spoke little English, but they got 

along with everyone, and tried very hard to always speak English, and well educated.Mr. and Mrs. Rose had  an 

apartment in the city, and they spent their summers at the Lake or at the farm they had in Washington, New York. 

Their son came to visit them while they were at the lake, but he didn’t come often because was away at college. It was 

wonderful to be there and with so many people coming from different backgrounds, and religions,  so see them at 

night sitting together outside and hear them sing and tell such interesting and sad stories and they did nice little things 

for one another. 

When Judith bought Mrs. Kolman’s house, everyone thought, ‘Oh! How awful. How could she paint that beautiful 

house black?’ She didn’t care what anyone thought. The painters came and they painted it black and she had thme 

paint the trim a vibrant orange-red trim, and had the carpenter make long, flowers boxes that sat on the top of the 

entire wide railing that around the outside porch, that extended way over the lake for about 50 feet. Well, it urned out 

to be a ‘knock out’. It was beautiful once it was finished, and she filled all those continuous black flower boxes with 

big red geraniums, and whit elow flowers on the front oand back, and she had long white and green ivy trailing down 

on each sides, and against that black house, it was positively … stunning. The proch furniture was black wroughtiron 

and the same red cushions on all the loung chairs and chairs that went around a long table. 

On the outside of the boat house, she had them carpenters build a staircase up to the flat roof, an dshe alos had black 

furniture there too and bright red and matching chaise lounges. That was where Judith liked to sun bathe in the nude, 

and the boats went by, and they could see her, it didn’t bother her, and she had every reason to be proud of the body 

she had, but we were shocked, and we never peeked at her, and if anyone did look at her, she didn’t mind. 

When she had company rom New York City, they enjoyed having their meals out on that porch. Her dishes were jet 

black plates as were the black cups and saucers, they must have had to make a mold when they made her dishes, every 

dish  had her initials pressed into a rectangular of red,about 2 X l inches wide, and her initials were raised in black. 

Their company loved to watch the speed boats go zooming by, and they’d wave to the people on the day liner that 

went by every day and they’d wave back and they would sit there enjoy themselves by the hour, they loved being there 

looking at the lake. It was a huge house that she painted black with red trim and black boxes on top of the railings, that 

went around the immense porch, overlooking the lake, and the flower boxes were loaded with vibrant red geraniums, 

with green ivy trailing down and low white flowers in between. The boat house, had steps up to a flat roof where Miss 
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Garden had padded chairs and chaise lounges to sun bathe 

, and her company liked to sit out there and watch the race boats go zipping by and the day liner, with people waving.. 

Underneath the boathouse, were two new Chris-Craft boats tied up, and a utility boat, that was used to get the mail and 

groceries, and the shiny new boats were for guests to be taken out to the island..  

Momma told us us, about Ray Bolgers, when he was there, he would havew he  would have everyone laughing, 

because he waslaughing, the way always clowninged around. She described how he would would go flying through 

her big living room,  he never walked. He just loved to sit out on the deck and, wave the the people going by on the 

Lake Placid Day Liner, and of course, they had no idea it was the Ray Bolger, the ‘Tin Man from the Wizard of Oz’ 

they were waving to.and he was laughing and waving back to them He was so full of life, either skipping and dancing 

through Judith’s house, but  one afternoon in 1948,  he was dancing and leaping up in the air, and he tripped overon 

the end of a big thick red wool rug, and fell hard on his ankle. He screamed in pain and didn’t dare move. .Judith ran 

over to him  and he whispered,“ I heard it snap. Oh God Judtih, I just broke my ankle.” Everyone ran to him and tried 

to help get him up, but he wouldn’t let anyone touch him. He was afraid they would only make it worse. His only 

concern was would he ever be able to dance again?  Momma could see the way he was grimacing,  he was in a lot of 

pain.and he asked her to get a pillowcase and fill it with lots of ice, so he could apply it directly to his ankle and 

thenwrap the towel around it to to stop the swelling.   

They were on an island, and they had to get him to the nearest hospital but he didn’t want that, he pleaded with Ben 

Wyker, to find a way to get him on a plane because he wanted to fly back to New York, to where the best orthopedic 

doctors were. Ben explained to hin they only had  small planes and they didn’t fly out of Lake Placid that often, they’ 

d take him to a nearby hospital. Seeing how his ankle was swelling up so fast  he was afraid he had damageed the bone 

in his ankle, Ben Wyker and Mr. Rose knew they had to get him to a hospital fast. To save time, Ben Wyker called the 

hospital. so they could have an ambulance waiting at the mainland when they got there, and they would bring him to 

the hospital.  

Murray pulled the Chirs Craft speedboat up along  the pier, but no one realized what it was going to be like,  to try and 

get him down the stairs and have him estep down into the boat. Momma held her breath, seeing how the boat was 

going up and down in the rough water, but between Murray and Ashe,  Ben Wyker and Mr. Rose, they somehow 

managed to carry Ray Bolgers down the stairs and then get him into the boat, making sure he didn’t put any pressure 

on the ankle. It was a very scary thing for them  to try and maneuvuer him around,   because it was not that easy to lift 

him and make sure they did not let him fall in the water, the way the boat was going up and down in the rough water  

When they arrived at the mainlnamd the ambulance was waitng. They lifted him out of the boat and  onto the gurny 

and then into the ambulance, while he screamed in pain. All kinds of thoughts were going through his head, because 

here he was scheduled to open on  Broadway play in. “Where’s Charley?” at the St. JamesTheatre on 44th Street. He 

panicked and insited they put him on a plane and get him back to New York,. and that is what they did. He had his 

own doctor meet him at La Quardia  with an ambulance and they took him straight to the hospital where a specialist 

looked after him and his ankle. They put a cast on his foot for several weeks,  he went back up at Lake Placid, .because 

he liked it up  there.In no time, he was back to his old self, cracking jokes and hobbling around on crutches, and 

making everyone laugh, His ankle healed fine and he played on Broadway, and did  792 performances, from 1948-50. 

then in 1952,  they made it into a movie and Ray Bolger was in his original role..    

. 

                                                                  *               *                * 

THE DAY THE WAR WAS FINALLY OVER 

When the war was sgoing on in New York City, from 1941-45,  life went on as usual. Forty-second Street was mobbed 

with people on New Years Eve at Times Square and there were tourists going in and out of stores and theatres, and the 

stores were filled with people shopping.  

But, everywhere you looked there were soldiers, marines and sailors, that it reminded you  the war was still going on, 

Some of them were on leave and seeing New York City for the first time, and they came with their girlfriends, wanting 

to forget the war for awhile. 

In the fall, Judith Garden came back from Lake Placid, and business was as usual. She sent Momma to do the flowers 
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in some of the wealthiest homes, and famous night clubs, and Stuben’s windows, Elizabth Arden salon as well as 

Helena Rubenstien’s. She really liked going to Ray Bolger’s apartment,  and his wife would laugh because he liked to 

tease Momma, and tell her. “Mary, what do you say, we make a trade, every time you to bring me a tin of those Toll 

House Cookies  you make,   I’ll give you a couple of tickets to “Where’s Charley,  and you and your friends can come 

see mebut I want you to go back-stage after the show, and you give them to me, not to anyone else, because I have to 

hide them, so noone else finds them.”  

Momma agreed and was thrilled whenever she saw  him on stage, and she went several times  and he’d always call her 

to make sure she was bringing him the cookies. When she’d go back-stage, he’d insist  grab her hand and close the 

door and hide the cookies she had in a brown paper bag, then take her by the arm and take her around, and introduced 

her to some of the biggest stars that were standing around, waiting to chat with him. Momma never stopped talking 

about  all the movie stars she met back stage, and when she’d go to Ray Bolger;s house, how nice he was.. 

The war was over in Europe, and shortly  after, President Roosevelt died April 12,  1945.and Vice President Truman 

had to take over and by  May 7, 1945.the war in Europe with Hitler was over. and President Truman nwas faced with 

making a terrible decision, whether  to drop the Atomic Bomb on Japan or not.   He decided we had to do it,  knowing 

that it would mean that  thousands of our boys would live saved, and he knew it would end the war.. The  Japanese 

knew they were losing the war,  but they would not surrender, and he gave them a the chance to do it. but they 

refused..He warned them we were going to use the Atom Bomb if they didn’t.and they started droping leaflets telling 

the cities they were ging to bom and that the people should  leave. But there were a lot of people in Washington that 

were opposed to using such a terrible bomb. Many were against it for moral and religious reasons, knowing it would 

kill thousands of innocent Japanese, but Truman he argued back, they thought nothing of killing thousands of our men 

at Pearl Harbor, with no warning..  

 

When President Truman gave the order to drop the bomb, there were was still a lot of men in Washington that were 

totally against using the A-bomb, and they argued the devastation it would cause the people of Japan, would be 

catastrophic and leave thousands if not millions of people dead,  perhaps even wipe the cities off the map. 

Knowing what the Japanese had done to our men, Truman did not hesitate to give the order to us it, knowing how they 

had forced 90,000 to 100,000 American and Filipino prisoners  to march, when they were captured by the Japanese in 

the Philippines, in the early stages of World War II. starting out from Mariveles, on the southern end of the Bataan 

Peninsula, on April 9, 1942. they were forced to march, and the majority of them died along the way, and they’d shoot 

anyone who tried to help them,  

When the war was over it was very difficult to understand the kind of atrocities they did to our boys, when they took 

them prisoners. The inhumane treatment was unbelievable, and what they had to suffer was so cruel todo to these men.  

So many died because of what they did tothousands and thousands of prisoners died at the hands of the Japanese, 

when. they forced them to march days on end with no food or water thought the jungles and on remote islands in the 

Pacific..  

Especially, the men in the Bataam March in the Phillippines, they were forced to walk days on end, with no water and 

they let them starve to death, and those that were too weak to keep walking, they pushed to the side of the road and left 

there to die. Uf their comrades stopped and tried to help them get up, they shot them dead. Those that were lucky 

enough to live,wrote books and told what the Japanese had doen to them, and they made several  movieabout what 

they had to go through.. 

When President Truman took over, he had the courage to give the order to drop the Atom bomb on Japan,nly after  

they had dropped hundreds of leaflets warning  the people to get out.and we gave Japan an ultimatum, to surrender or 

else, and they refused. And we continued to drop hundered sof pamphlets,warning the Japanese people in advance to 

leave.. They didn’t’ believe we would do it and they didn’t belive it and they refused to leave., It was a terrible and 

horrible thing, to know hundreds of thousands of people were just disintergrated, like most of the buildings, and those 

that didn’t die, were burned beyond recognition. Just as many died later on from the radiation burns, having been 

exposed to the fall-out, when the A-bombs were dropped. 

Originally, three planes were scheduled to carry the three bombs to their lethal destination, but one plane developed 
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engine problem, and had to go back ‘very carefully’, and the other two continued on. Bock’s car dropped a bomb close 

to Nagasake, and the Enola Gaye dropped the second bomb on Hiroshima, and ,,, the rest is history. 

In the meantime, inWashington, D.C., they were appalled when they heard President Truman dared to give such an 

order. There is no doubt in anyone’s mind, it was a horrible, horrible  thing, but it did end the war.  Their was mixed 

feelings in America, because some people felt the Japanese thought nothing of killing thousands of our boys in Pearl 

Harbor,  while others felt we were wrong  doing such a terrible thing to the Japanese. anyone,  

The war was finally over, but thousands and thousands of men lived to go home, to their ifamilies. because President 

Truman had the dcourage to do what he done. The war had gone on for over  four years, and it had finally ended and 

so many of our men that would have died, were able to go home to their wives, children and mothers.because of what 

President Truman did. President Roosevelt couldn’t and wouldn’t drop the bomb on Japan, If President Truman didn’t 

do it,  thousands more of our men would have died, and never gone home to their families. The tragic thing about war, 

they are never fought by the men who start them. 

The war lasted four years and nine months. When the news hit  New York City, that the war was over, the city went 

wild. It was August and my girlfriend Rita and I took the subway down to 42nd Street, so we could be in the middle of 

all the excitement. People were running around and screaming, ‘the war is over, the war is over. A lot of people were 

walking around in a daze, they  couldn’t believe it was finally over.  We were afraid it might be a hoax, after almost 

five years of wondering ‘when is it going to end?’ and  to realize, it was over.  

Amidst the celebrating, there were still those who still argued,  we should never have used the A-bomb. There were 

rumors that  President  Roosevelt knew the Japanese was going to bomb Pearl Harbor and, whether it was true or not, 

will continue to be debated for years to come.   

The headlines on August 15, 1945, in the newspapers, was THE WAR IS OVER, and the majority of people felt 

Truman was right that he dropped the A-bomb on Japan, because he gave them the opportunity to surrender and they 

refused. 

THE WAR IS OVER   

JAPAN SURRENDERS 

A-BOMB ENDS WAR WITH JAPAN 

TREATY BEING SIGNED 

No matter where you went, on every block and every street in New York City, it didn’t matter where you were,  people 

chanting, THE WAR IS OVER ,,,THE WAR IS OVER …  THE WAR IS OVER.” 

I don’t’ know where they got so many American flags, but they had them and they were waving them back and forth 

and in the and screaming at the top of their lungs, the same thing,  THE WAR IS OVER, and those same words were 

being said in every home  and it felt wonderful to hear everyone saying it,  but half-believing it,it ws really true, but 

they were still trying to convince themselves it was true. Some were crying and some were laughing with the sheer joy 

of fit all, but it was an unforgettable day in America that hot day in August, knowing that most of the fathers, husbands 

and brothers were coming to come home.. 

 

 The city was exploding with the joy of  knowing it was finally over. They were so happy , knowing their sons and 

husbands would soon be coming home., there were those who shunned the celebrating, because their husbands and 

sons were never coming home,  It was a very difficult time for them when everyone so happy,they would be mourning 

the loss of their loved one,  for years to come.    

 

That was how it was in  New York City, but it was going on in every city and  town across the United States, they 

were all  chanting the same thing, ‘THE WAR IS OVER, THE WAR IS OVER, a day everyone would remember the 

rest of their lives!     

They came by the thousands to celebrate in Times Square  and they stayed all night, because the celbrating never 
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stopped,. it conintued into the next day. There were so many people jammed into Times Square, you could not move if 

you wanted to. Thousands of  people there so they could celebrate, it didn’t matter how old you were, they came to 

spend the night cheering and singing every song they ever knew about America. It was almost impossible to move on 

the street, with so many people jammed  together at 42nd Street, but everyone was isinging,  “God Bless America.” 

They sang it over and over, and cry, and sing it again, and they shared the joy of that night with people they never 

knew before, because everyone was celebrating the same thing They had waited a long time to hear those words that 

were being echoed all across America that night...  

It didn’t matter if you were a man or a woman, you were hugged and kissed in the middle of Times Square, they were 

blowing party whistles and swinging around party favors that made a lot of noise. I don’t know who was paying for it 

but there were  so many bottle of champagne being passed around with paper cups,  and throughout  the city, there was 

the sound of firecrackers going off, that lit up the sky better than any Fourth of July. People kept repeating, THE WAR 

IS OVER, almost as if they were afraid if they stopped saying it, it might not be true. 

The day the news broke, office buildings all along Fifth Avenue and Broadway, opened their windows and for almost 

a week, they threw out tons of confetti and ticker-tape and you could see it  could see it slowly drifting down like 

snow, from all the tall skyscrapers and it fell on  the  crowds of people that were proud to have the bits and pieces of 

confetti sticking to them, like it was a badge of honor. 

When the city  had the official parade on Fifth Avenue, for the boys that returned from overseas, the parade like all 

parades in New York City,  went up Fifth Avenue, and they marched to the bands playing Sousa’s, “The Stars and 

Stripes Forever, as they walked and they looked so proud and had the biggest smiles, and threw kisses to the girls, as 

they walked along, hearing people  cheering for them.  

The wounded men that couldn’t walk, sat in open open limousines and  closed cars and they smiled and waved while 

the crowds  cheered louder for them, as they were being driven up Fifth Avenue in the motorcade, while  the other 

men continued to walk by, their uniforms were covered with confetti that  kept floating down from the office building 

all along Fifth Avenue and Broadway . The sidewalks were lined with their wives,  children, mothers, fathers, sisters 

and brothers and they  stood there clapping and crying seeing them march by, ,but they wept with tears of  joy 

knowing they were home. They covered with confetti and ticker tapes, and it would always remind them, of the day 

they marched down Fifth Avenue, when the war was over.. 

What so many people didn’t realize, was once they were home, it was going to be quite an adjusrtment for them ,, after 

being in the army, the navy, pr the marines. Being in the war, their lives had changed them.They were not the same 

men that left. Most of them adjusted well tgo civilian life, while others had a hard time when they went home. They 

had beenfacing death almost every day, and they saw their buddies being killed, and ghee was nothinv ghey could do 

abougt if. They were used to taking orders, and wearing a uniform.  

Their wives, had to get to used tto them being home, afterall, they wer runningtghe house while they were gone.They 

both had to learn  what it was like to live together again. So many marriages ended in divorce after the war, because 

they thought they could resume their lives, where they left off..But they soon realized,. they had both changed and they 

had to get used to being together again. Their children did not  recognize their fathers, because when they left,  some 

of them were so young, and some of them were not even born yet, and many of them and their faghers were like 

strangers to them, and they had to make a lot of adjustments when they came home.  

. 

After the war in Europe, ended, Sonny was still stationed iin Germany. He was there for two years, in what they 

called, ‘Ooccupied Germany’, The Allies took over certain sections pf Germany. The  Russians ,the English and 

Americans , controlled different parts of Germany.   

When Sonny was stationed in Germany,  Momma all but lived in church, praying for his safe return, because she was 

so afraid something was going to happen to him, because he was a para-troooper.. She seemed to find great solace in 

going to church and praying before St. Anthony’s altar, and lighting candles for Sonny every week.. On 

It has been said that, “All is fair in love and war,.”  

When they did go home,  for some it was very hard on them, knowing they had survied and so many of their friends 

didn’t. They had seen soand many of their buddies killed and wounded. There were so many of them were sent to 
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Veteran’s Hospitals near their homes, and many of them had to be set to Veteran Mental Hospitals,. they couldn’t go 

home when the war was over. but Then there those that were buried in far off graves in Europe, and on little islands 

somewhere out in the Pacific, and there were all  those men that went down with their ships in the Atlantic and the 

Pacific, that they would ask themselves over and over, ‘Why them and not me?’  

Still thousands of men were brought home in coffins and they were given a military funeral The men brought home in 

coffins,, were given military funerals in  National Veteran’s Cemeteries...  

The majority of men and boys that fought in WWII, grew up during the Depression and they, and s and they were one 

the ones who toughed it out in Europe and in the Pacific. They were willing to give their lives, so we at home could be 

free. Sometimes weforget what they did for us. and what they went through to win the war, because they were willing 

to give their lives, for us. When they came home, they wanted a better life  and they were determined they were going 

to get it and they did.. It was the dawn of a new era for tnem, and nothing would ever be the same, when all those boys 

came home, their lives and our lives changed drastically.. 

When Sonny left to go to Germany, it was a long time before Momma heard from him, and she was so worried. As 

each week went by, we all had some very scary thoughts, and the tension in our house with Momma crying was hard 

because we didn’t know what to think. 

Later on we found out that he was not permitted to write, for obvious reasons, but in the meantime, Momma was 

imagining the worst, knowing what happened to Cookie the same week he went over there.. Momma kept praying to 

St. Anthony and even he could not relieve her of the agony she was putting herself through. After six weeks went by, 

Mamma received a tiny V-mail letter, because that was how the mail was being sent from the boys in overseas,  they 

reduced the size of the letters, and sent small copies of it, and it said he was fine, and St. Anthony got five extra 

candles lit before his statue when she wen to church to thank him   

When the G.I. Bill was passed,  it enabled veterans of WWII, to get a college education along with living 

accommodations, and it helped them buy a house with a low interest rate, no closing costs and no money down. The 

G.I. Bill, is what let them fufill their dreams,  go to college and buy a house. When they came home, they got married 

and moved out of the city They were leaving the city in droves and tbought houses out in the suburbs,  where they 

could have green lawns, trees and birds, and a place where their children could grow up  The real estate developers 

started buying  huge ;pieces of  property  potatoon Long Island and New Jersey, to build  affordable houses for the 

G.I.’s..  

Levitt houses became so popular when he built thousands of Cape Cod that had a carpot,  electric kitchen,  washer and 

dryer,  two bedrooms, one bathroom a fireplace, and upstairs was an unfinished attic for two more bedrooms, but the 

ranch house was on one floor. The kitchens had all the modern conveniences, and they sold for around $8,000 or 

$9,000, and he advrtised them in the New York City papers.  

They were such a big hit that the G.I.’s came with their wives and had to stand on long llines with to see them.and they 

liked them so much the G.I’s. bought them... The mortgage payments were around $50 a month, and they had new 

roads and parks and Community pools, and it was called Levittown. And it soon  had it’s own name in the post office.  

Levitt also built another Levcittown,  near Philadelphia, that was too, was very successful.  

The G.I.’s that had jobs, moved in, and they bought new cars to go to work in, and they had the latest  television sets,( 

that were just coming out then. They lived in new houses with the latest refrigerators, electric stoves, washing 

machines and dryers in the kitchens. ,and they had their house in the country.like they wanted.  Having grown up 

during the Depression, it was what  what the veterans dreamed about, having one day..wanted Life was good, 

forthemselves and their familie and for most s, after what they had lived through, and fof them,  theirr dreams came 

trunever before did so many young familes have so much, and to have a new car in the driveway.  

I, but it was a time, I don’t think we will ever see again, when. so many young e Themothers and fathers owned a new 

house, had a new car and appliances, they  mothers were homewhen theireir childrekn came home from shcool,  the 

when they came home from school,  and only the fathers went to work, and took the famiyt to the beachm, they went 

for picnics, that wa show it wasand  few if any childreneven  knew what the word, ‘divorce’ meant. , and  irchildren 

didn’t eveno were not torn apart by divorce?   

In  December of 1946, tSonny came home  home from Germany. but he never let us know, was going to be home for 
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Chirstmas, he wanted it to be a surprise for Momma. When he got off the boat, he took a taxi sto 55th Street, to where 

Momma worked/ When he opened the door and walked in, he saw she was busy making a beautiful floral 

arrangement/ Sue never heard him put his duffle bag down beside her, and.when he tapped her on the shoulder, and 

she saw him standing there next to her, and he kissed her, she wilted and almost fainted, then sthe  burst out crying and 

hugged him again and again, while Judith Garden stood there, shaking he head, she was so touched by what she saw.. 

Even though it was the week bvefoe Chrismas, it was he bvusinesgt time of he year for  Miss Garden, even though .she 

didn’t celebrate Chirstmas, but. after watching Momma and Sonny and seeing how happy they were to see one 

another, she said, “Mary,  go pack your things and go home and bve with your son, before you have me crying too.  I 

wish I had a son like him that cared that much about me.  And and I want you to stay home  and enjoy your Chrirstmas 

with your family..” Momma stood there and was speechless, and  so was everyone else They couldn’t  believe Miss 

Garden would would let Momma have the week off  before Christmas.  

Momma was so choked-up  she could hardly speak,,and she somehowmanaged to thank her and  Sonny went over and 

shook her hand, and he thanked her. She smiled at him, then she hugged him, and told him she was so glad he made it 

home alright, for his mother’s sake. She watched him pick up his picked up his duffle bag,  and even walked them to 

the door and , and watched them leave in a taxi.and waved.  they left, and Miss Garden  stood at the door waited until 

they got in a cabtched, before she went back inside. Then she blew her nose, because she was so touched by what had 

just happened. him hail a taxi and  she waved, and they went home.  

Momma lit a lot of candles in front of St. Anthony, but this time it was for Miss Garden, and she thanked St. Anthony 

for taking care of Sonny.,  

The next day, Tony came to our house and handed Momma an envelope.. He was laughing and , telling her it was 

from ‘Judith’.Miss Garden. Momma opened it andand was surprised to find a checkfound money inside, andwith a 

note saying she was paying her for that week, e entire week, and the bonus was what everyone was getting. Momma 

looked at Tony, and he was stood there smiling when he told her. “I don’t know what it is,  at you do to that woman. 

Because o that woman, but I’ve known her for a long time, and I’ve never seen her do so many nice things for anyone, 

like she does for you.she sure thinks the world of you..”  

Being Sonny was discharged from the Army,  it entitled him to theG.I. Bill and he decided he would  go to Pratt 

Institute, and become an architect.  When Momma went back the following week, she was kept busysent working and  

when sheto decoratingeed the Stork Club, oror  the The Twenty-one Club with flowers, fo wthere that, where the rich 

and famous went liked to gowent and many  movie stars often liked to went gathered for a few drinks and dinner. 

especially there during the war. She used to tell us  surprised to findhow kind  

When she went to Helena Rubinstein’s. they would be so busy fixing the flowers in her penthouse apartment, when 

she had her spring and fall shows there, Momma was always amzed how kind she always was to them. Helena 

Rubenstein liked to entertain and she would have big lavish parties, when the out-of-town buyers came to see her 

spring and fall line, and she preferred to have it at  her pent house. Momma said when werethey busy decorating the 

tables and fixing the flowers,, she herself would go around and ask,.what theythey would like to eat, and she would 

send in the maids over with platters of delicious sandwiches and  had lots of delicious coffee and she made sure,that 

they stopped working and made them take the time to sit down and eat right.. 

That used to fascinate Momma, to see how Helena Rubenstein  cared about them and made sure they had hot coffee 

and as much food as they wanted, whenever they were doing flowers for her.  

When Momma went to Elizabeth Arden’s salon, to do the flowers, she knew her well, because she was a dear friend of 

Hazel Kolman’s, and she often had lunch or dinner at her house.. She. She, and she enjoyed talking about her beloved  

race horses and the  problems she had with some of the trainers in Kentucky. I rmember I met her when I was 18, I 

wondered why she had horses in Kentucky when she lived in New York City. One day, while she was having lunch at 

Mrs. Kolman’s and I remember, how lovely she looked, everything she had on was beige, her suit, her pocketbook and 

shoes, and even her blonde hair was almost the same color as her suit.. She was very sweet to me,and she warned me, 

“You may be young now,  but let me tell you a very important secret,  whenever you cream or wash or cream your 

face,  never rub down, always rub up, and away and you will see  it will keep those wrinkles away, when you get 

older. “And don’t think you are too young to start now, because,  one day, you will thank me!.”   
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When Elizabeth Arden opened her new salon in a beautiful building on the northwest corner of  5th Avenue, she had a 

big bright red door, and that door became very  famous, and she named one of  her perfumes after it.. A little later that 

year, Hazel Kolman moved in with Elizabth Arnd she she opened her lingerie  salon on the second floor of her 

building. Kolman moved in with her, on For years she had her salon in the CBS building on Madison and 53rd Street  

She designed and made robes and nightgowns with pure silk and they were sewed by hand. The second floor was Mrs. 

Kolman’s showroom and  in the back was where the women cut out and sewed the nightgowns, robes etc., by hand. 

Her business became more successful when she moved in with Elizabeth Arden, because there was always so many 

women going in and out her salon, and buying their cosmetics on the main floor, and they’d take the elevator upstairs 

to see what Hazel Kolman had.on the 2nd  floor and being on 54TH Street and Fifth Avenue, helped her lingerie 

business.  

 

Momma had only  been working for Miss Garden,  a couple of months when she sent her to do the fresh flowers for 

Elizabeth Arden  and Hazel Kolman’s salons every week, instead of Michelle. Never did she dream she would be 

standing in Elizabeth Arden’s salon  and  that Mrs. Kolman decided to have their salons together on Fifth Avneue. 

When Momma walked in the side door, Tony  carried in  the boxes of flowers in for her, and she stood there looking 

around, because she had never been there before, so she felt honored when Elizabeth Arden came over and hugged her 

andinsisted on taking her upstairs in the elevator, to see the beautiful showroom Mrs. Kolman had, compred to the one 

she had in the CBS building on Madison Avenue.  

Ot was an awkward moment for her, even though they had been talking on the phone onstantly, butshe had not seen 

Mrs. Kolman since that terrible night, when she was raped in her in her penthouse.apartment. When they stepped off 

the elevated, Momma was just amazed what a luxurious showroom Mrs. Kolman had, and there were two gentlemn 

sitting there, having coffee while they sat on the soft colored sofas, watching the models walking by. The room was 

done in  soft pastels colors, with light pink and off white satin sofas, with matching arms chairs, and the shimmering 

crystal chandeliers made the room all the more beautiful  Elizabeth Arden excused herself, and smile when she said 

she had to go back downstairs, and left so they could talk.  

They went back to Mrs. Kolman office and she looked at Momma and they melted into one another’s arms, and just 

held on to another without saying a word, and she told her, how proud she was of what she was doing and to think it 

was Judith that discovered how talented she was. She stepped back and told her, “She is never through  praising you,” 

She looked at her and let her know she noticed she had gotten a lot thinner, and complimented the moss green wool 

suit  and the silk blouse and unusal beads she had on.and she told her again, how happy she was to see her. .  

She took her by the hand and let her know how pleased she was that  things had worked out for her. when she moved 

her salon there. That she had been extremely busy, setting up the new salon and was very happy that it turned out to be 

so successful.. She had her stand in the doorway so Momma could  watch the long legged, skinny models she had,  

flaunting their bodies as they walked back and forth in front of the two gentlemen, in the silk and satin nightgowns and 

robes.  

Momma was was sort of surprised seeing the half-naked, sensual bodies prancing by in such scanty lingerie, while the 

gentlemen sat there on soft pink satin sofas, and watched one girl after the other, moving to the left and ti the right, 

showing off the intimate, silk lingere, while the men were imagining how their girlfriends would look in them. Then 

they ordered what they liked seeing on the models, and had them to be sent to their mistresses.and Momma couldn’t 

believe how  they opened their wallets and paid for them.paid for them in cash. Mrs. Kolman sort of laughed, seeing 

how it was all so new to Momma, and had he sit down and have a cujp of coffe and some cake before she started to 

replace all the old flowers that were in the big tall vases in and around both salons, with fresh flowers...    

Elizabeth Arden and Mrs. Kolman tried to convince Momma, when Mary Jane was 15 that she should let  Mary Jane 

go to a modeling school becasue she would like her ti be one of her models when she turned sixteen, and Momma was 

very quick to say, “Thanks, but. that is not the kind of life I want for my daughter.” 

Judith Garden lived upstairs and ran her business downstairs, in a brownstone house on 55th  Street, that her husband, 

Ben Wyker owned. It was in a classy, residential neighborhood  between Madison and Park Avenues.It had the usual 

high wide stoop with stairs leading up to the front door and a foyer that led into the living room, dining room and the 
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kitchen was turned into her work shop and a walk-in refrigerator was installed,  and there were several large wooden 

work tables where they arranged the flowers, and sat on big stools, and Judith and her husband always ate all their 

meals out.  There was a small wooden sign that hung to the right of the front door, and it used ti swing back and forth 

in the wind. It was painted black and the printing was edged in gold,  “JUDITH GARDEN … UNUSUAL FLOWERS 

and ARRANGEMENTS.  

When you entered the foyer, there was a door on the left, to the living room.  It was a long and narrow room, but, it 

was unusual and  beautiful with antiques and a lovely old fireplace. Her desk was at the far end on the left, and it sat 

between the two front widows that looked out onto 55th Street, and ,any a time, I would see her sitting at her desk  

writing, and to me it looked like a picture, seeing her siting there at the far end of the living room, with her desk  

facing the length of the room and  centered between two high narrow windows, with long ecru satin drapes that 

touched the floor..On the right side of the her desk was an unusual lamp, she designed, It was a huge glass apothecary 

jar filled with a bright red liquid, and when the sun shone through that glass, it lit up the room and that red color 

reflected through the entire room and give it such a beautiful flow, only when the sun was shining.  Either Joe or Tony 

picked Judith up early in the morning and drove her to the wholesale flower market over on 28th Street, and she would 

pick out the flowers she wanted, because she didn’t trust the men, and  she refused to order them over the phone like 

sll the other florists did. 

The  living room was her showroom and it was filled with beautiful flower arrangements, that when a customer 

walked in, she would have them sit on a lovely antique sofa, and Michelle would discuss with them, what they wanted,  

whether it was for a special occasion, where the flowers were going to be, the colors in the room and period of the 

furniture, and it was all writtten down on the order. Judith did not have showcases filled flowers, to pick and choose 

what you wanted, you could not walk in and just buy a dozen of roses, or a bouquet of flowers..If you were there to 

order a flower arrangement for a dining room table, or one similar to the what was displayed on the desk, the fireplace 

mantel, the coffee table or the end tables. Most of her customes had a weekly service and either Joe, Tony, Hedwick or 

Michelle went to their homes with fresh flowers and they replaced them in all the rooms, with fresh new ones.. 

Whenever a floral arrangement was to be delivered,  Judith made sure they looked like a show piece. The paper  had to 

match the flower arrangemtn  that could be seen  through the clear wrapping..   

Judith Garden was a very attractive woman in her late thirties, with shinsy black hair.that she combed into a French 

twist, and it was very becoming, so she always wore her hair that way..  She had a lovely shape and being an 

extremely smart dresser, she wore attractive but simple suits and dresses, that werecustom made by top designers, her 

jewelry was simple but beautiful, and she designed most of it, and she had Tiffany’s make it for 7her. 

One year, around 1948 ‘CAMEL’ cigarettes had a full page ad,  that featured Judith Garden, and her picture was on 

the back of several popular magazines, showing her holding a cigarette in her hand.  But the thing was, Judith Garden 

never smoked. She hated cigarettes. She wouldn’t allow anyone in her shop to smoke..When she was younger, she had 

tuberculosis and spent some time at Lake Saranac, up in the Adirondack Mountains, in a hospital where patients with 

TB went..  

 

Every arrangement that left her shop sat in a special box that was covered with matching paper, so that everything was 

color-coordinated, and she only used the most luxurious paper. In back of the arrangement, was a shiny silver so it 

would reflect the flowers, and it was held up by three tall bamboo sticks that were inserted in the back of the 

arrangemtn, , to hoold the shiny silver paper that was put in the back and it would to reflect the arrangement, and a 1 in 

band of the color-coordinated paper, then it was covered with clear plastic so that  it almost looked like a painting. 

They looked was so beautiful when it was ready to be delivered them and..No wonder she had such a thriving 

business,and was so busy that she needed three men to do the deliveries, every day, except Sunday. 

One Monday morning, Judith Garden hesitated before she told Momma, cause she knew it was going to upset 

Mommamma, if she told her, s so she surprised her by saying, , “Mary! Now don’t get all upset, because I decided I 

want you to go to the Waldorf Towers, to suite 28-A, with Tony because because I decided from now on every 

Monday morning I want ‘you’ to do the flowers for the Duke and Duchess of Windsor, because I can’t find anyone 
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that can do her flowers well enough to please her, and I feel if anyone could, you could. Tony will take you. I don’t 

know whether you know it or not, but they have their own apartment at the Wadorf Towers. I have to warn you, the 

Duchess is very unhappy with me right now, because she wants me to do her flowers. No matter who I send over there, 

she doesn’t want them to come back so I am sending you this time.”   

Momma shook her head and pleaded,  “Do I really have to go?”  

Judith laughed and told the others, ”Yes, because I think she will like your work, and I know you could get along with 

someone like her, because no one here can.” Seeing the frightened look on Momma’s face,she put her hand on her 

shoulder and told her, “Mary, trust me, if anyone can handle this woman, you can.” 

Momma panicked, “I’d rather not! Please send someone else.” 

Judith shook her head, “No! because  I’m far too busy to go running up there just to do her flowers!.”   

Momma collected her tools, and Judith Garden watched her leave with Tony, and  told her, “Mary, don’t worry about 

it too much, because you know, no one has been able to please her.”   

Momma was a nervous wreck when she got  in the station wagon with Tony, and driving down Madison Avenue, he 

teased, “I wish you lots of luck in trying to deal with her!”   

Momma grumbled. “I don’t know how Judith could ask me do this when she knows I don’t have  the experience like 

the rest of you do. I can’t arrange flowers for the Duchess of Windsor.  I  know I can’t do them and I am a nervous 

wreck having to go there.” 

Tony tried to soothe her fears, “I would like to help you out, but I can’t. Mondays I have to do the ‘Twenty One Club” 

and she already told Judith, she didn’t want me or any of us to go there and do her flowers, she only wants Judith to do 

them. Believe me, she is so hard to please!” 

The Duke and Duchess of Windsor had their own apartment in the Waldorf Towers, and stayed there often,  because  

they liked being in New York City, but moreso,  because the Duchess disliked the heat in the tropics, and hated tht they 

had to live in the Bahamas.  But she had no choice, the Duke was appointed Governor of Nassau when he abdicated 

from the throne, and he had to live there. 

When Momma finished doing the flowers,, Tony was waiting for her, and helped carry the supplies down to the car. 

When they got in, he looked at her asked,  “Well? How did things go, or dare I ask?”  

Momma laughed,, :”I don’t know why I  was so nervous because she liked my work and kept following me around and 

talking to me! You want to laugh, when I finished, the duchess thanked me and said she was so pleased with what I 

did,  she was calling Judith and telling her,  from now on she was not to send anyone, but me to do her flowers.”   

Tony burst out laughing,,”Do you know how many people JUdith has sent up there to do her flowers, and she’dl call 

back mad and say, “Don’t send that person here ever again. I don’t like their work.” 

When they returned to thje shop Judith Garden was waiting and smiling. She went over and patted hMomma on the 

back. “Mary,  I just  got a call from the Duchess,  and guess what,  she liked your work and only wants yuu to do her 

flowers from now on.” Judith kept laughing, “I knew you were the right person to send  because all she has ever done 

is complain about everyone I send her.No one can please her, but you did.” Everyone clapped for Momma, because 

they had been there, and rejected. 

For some reason, it was only through Judith Garden’s persistence, that Momma went to work for her, and was able to 

get over what happened to her, when that black man raped her in her bed, while she worked for Mrs. Kolman.  Her 

pent house apartment house was at 75 East 55th and Judith’s brownstone house was up a few doors at 55 East 55th.  It 

took a lot of phone calls befroe Judith Garden, conviniced Momma to work for her. Somehow she was able to give her 

a new look on life and it allowed let her get on with her life. 

One day  she told her,”Mary,Ben and I  bought Hazel Kolman’s summer hone on Lake Placid. when we heard she was 

putting it on the market. She doesn’t want to go yp there anymore, since her mother died.. Murray, Mrs. Rose’s 

chauffeur is going to work for us while we are there, andhe will run and take care of the  new Chris Craft speed boats 

we ordered, and Ashe will be there too. I hired the same  maid and cook that Hazel had, since they live in town.” 

“What I was wondering is this, would you  like to spend the summer up at the lake with us? It is so slow here in the 

summer, since most of our customers go away for the entire summer.  I could use your help, because I want to 

redecorate the entire house, and I know I could work with you and some of your ideas.  Your children are welcomed  
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to come, whenever they like, they can have the same oattage as they had,  when Hazel was there. I have never taken an 

extended vacation, and I am looking forward to relaxing and getting away from all this...We will be there from 

Memorial Day until Labor Day. and  Joe and Tony will run the shop for me and  Hedwick and Michelle will take care 

of the orders/ Before you deide, I want you to think about it, because it will mean, you will be away from the children 

all summer again?”  

Momma decided to go with her for the summer. I think she was glad to go, to get away from Daddy again. The thing 

was, Judith did not need her up; there, she had more than more enough help as it was,  but she always felt sorry for 

Momma and the horrible life she had, with Daddy. 

We told her how Daddy trated us an she was appalled to think that any man woul treat his children like that, and 

Momma had a fit that we told her what went on in our house…  

I think what put Momma to ease was that would let her know, she enjoyed her company, and she liked to surprise her 

with gifts, whe knew she would never buy for herself, a good sweater, a beautiful expensive, leather pocketbook, and 

unusual pretty wool scarves, to match some of her outfits.  Everyone was  amazed how the two of them always got 

along, and she never, ever argued with her. 

Mr. and Mrs. Ben Wyker, as they were known at Lake Placid, entertained a lot and people  came up from the city. 

They liked sitting outside on their big porch that overlooked the lake, and the would watch the boats going back and 

forth.. The porch extended out over the water and was the full length of the house that was huge.It was a beautiful 

expeirence to sit  there, where it was so peaceful and quiet, and look around at the mountains and the 

majesticWhiteface Mountain, knowing on the other side of that mountain was Lake Champlain and Vermont.The only 

sound was the motor boats zooming by and once a day an Excursion Sightseeing boat went slowly by,  filled with 

happy, smiling tourists waving to whoever they saw on shore.. 

The war was still going on then. I was working downtown and so was Mary Jane. and Sonny was stationed  in 

Germany.  Murrary would drive Judith and her husband, and Momma to Lake Placid  Judith would talk about the 

different projects she had in mind, tht she wanted to do.  when they got there. She was almost like a little child 

deciding which room  the painter could paint next, because she intended to redecorate the entire house and she did. But 

… it had to be done her way or no way There were many an arugment with the carpenters and the painters before she 

finally got it finished. 

She had the outside of the house painted jet black, and the trim done in a bright orangy-red.  

On the railing that went around the deck, she had carpenter make one continous planter, black on theoutside and the 

same orangey-red on the wood trim oln the outside.  She couldn’t wait until tshe had them  filled with an abundance of 

of bright red geraniums, with lots of of snow white flowers andand curly ivy trailing down on both sides, and it did 

turn out to be spectacular, it was beautiful.  

 

They loved being there and  ate all their meals on the porch, weather permitting, and  it became their favorite place to 

relax on the many chaise lounges with littled tables beside them.  The table was big and the top was thick, and it had 

eight chairs painted black and that same red/orange she liked.  

The dinner dishes were designed by Judith Garden, and they were made especially for that house. Shiny black square 

dishes, cups and saucers, and  serving dishes, and in the left hand corner of each dish, platter etc.,  were her initials in 

bright red, in a 2” X 2” square.  

I  remember how mad she was, because she had to wait such a long time before the plates arrived, beause trhey wer 

custom made for her,.  but they were unusual and looked beautiful on the table.. Judith would take Momma shopping 

wih her and Murray would drive them to a bigger town, where  they could buy bolts of colorful material that she 

wanted. She hired a local seamtress to make all the curtains and slipcovers, and matching  bedspreads and she had all 

furniture painted in colors to match the print in the material .. Judith certainly enjoyed herself decorating her house in 

Lake Placid, it was quite a change for her to be away from the hustle bustle of the city and the stress of business/. hen 

she was there she  was more relaxed and happy, and a completely different person.  She had time to swim and sun 
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bathe, and loved to dig in her garden and plant more and more flowers wherever she could find a place space to put a 

few more, and it thrilled her to see the flowers bloom in her garden.                                                                      

 

In the wholesale flower business, Judith Garden had a terrible reputation. Because of her terrible temper and she was 

disliked by most of the wholesale dealers in the flower district, on 28th Street. Every morning she would arrive early, 

because she would not trust them and call an order in, like all the other florists did. She would go there and pick out 

what she wanted. and thought nothing of  cursing and swearing at them, if they tried to put in some flowers that were 

not fresh in her order.. They would never tell her but they told Tony, she knew what she wanted and made sure she got 

what she ordered, or there was hell to pay!.’ 

After work, I’d walk up and wait for Momma at the shop, if she wasn’t working overtime. I’d sit on the sofa in the 

front  and stayed out of the way, but I could see them working and getting orders out. If Momma wasn’t going to work 

overtime, I’d wait for her to finish, and  and that is how  I learned to arrange flowers, was by watching them. Everyone 

had their own style, to a certain degree, but, they all turned out to be unusal beautiful flower arrangements.. 

Sometimes, while I was sitting there, I’d hear Judith Garden start cursing and yelling at either, Hedwick, Michelle, 

Joe, Al, or Tony, after they just finished  a big arrangement, that.someone had ordered,  if it didn’t meet her approval. 

She’d walk over and start yanking out bunches of flowers and be screaming at them. Then she’d stop and very quietly, 

tell Momma,  “Mary, either cover your ears or go outside in the hall,until I am finished here. I am sick and tired of 

telling these people, not to crowd these flowers in like that. Every flower needs a circle of air around them so they can 

breathe.” Momma would leave, and Judith cursed and screamd and flowers would be flying through the air and strewn 

all over the floor, because she’d rip out a third of them and make them do it over   

Hedwig, Michelle and Tony never said a word, they just did it again.  I guess they were used to her yelling at them, 

since they worked for her for years. And she’d be still screaming, as she opened the door to let Momma in,  ”How 

many times have I told  you … every flower needs they need a circle of air, around them! You’re not letting them 

breathe!” Then she  say, “You can come back in, Mary.”  

For some reason, Judith, felt,she had to protect Momma, ever since she first started working for her,  1944, until she 

only left in 1953,  because Mommadecided to go into buiness for herself.  Not that any of the people that worked there 

minded because they all liked Momma. Hedwig, Michelle, Tony and Joe, and came to our house for dinner, but not Al, 

he always went home to his wife and family. 

With the war going on, the priests  encouraged everyone to write the boys from the neighborhood, that were in 

service.. They handed out lists of names to whoever wanted to write them, and asked they only write the kind of news 

that was going on in the neighborhood, that would cheer them up. Then they started to announce every Sunday, only 

the girls who were old enough should attend the USO dances at the old Jewish Home, and that Father Costello would 

be there every Wednesday night and Sunday afternoons. With so many of the boys in our neighborhood in service, we 

were glad to go and meet some nice boys. At the time, when we went in they’d ask how old we were, and I’s say I was 

18,  and I was, but  Mary Jane would ‘say she was 17, so she could get in,  but she was only 15. 

Before we went in, they would remind all  the girls as they entered, the boys were not allowed to leave the dance floor 

or go off the grounds, but were allowed to leave the premises on week-ends     



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1271 

 

 
                                                  

   HEBREW ORPHAN ASYLUM,  BUILT IN 1884 On AMSTERDAM, 136TH AND 138TH ST 

 

Twice a week,  my sister and I went to the USO dances that were held in what what used to be the Jewish Orphans’ 

Home, up the block.  When the city bought it, it was a sad day when we heard they had  moved to Brooklyn.. When 

we were younger, that was where we used to go on Saturday mornings, when it was warm enough for us to sit on the 

grass and watch the wonderful plays the WPA  put on for the children in the neighborhood.  

 

The dark red brick buildings were  built on two city blocks,  and the city bought it because they needed to expand City 

College, being it was on the next block. During the war, the Army took it over to house the soldiers in the ROTC., 

Reserved Officers Training Corp, and they lived there, and they walked up the block to attend the classes at City 

College. 

. 

 The USO dances were a big success,  and more and men came to the dances, from the Army, Navy and Marines and 

Coast Guard went to the fances, when they wer ein town,  becaue it was a place where they could dance and talk to 

girls and  the ladies from Red Cross served only the members of the Armed Forces, hot coffee and doughnuts. And 

they also had ladies, who’s only job was to talk to the boys, because  most of then were eighteen and nineteen, and had 

never been away from home and small towns throught the United States, and being in a big city like New York for the 

first time, they felt lost and lonely. Mary Jane and I, double dated. We had so much fun fun showing the boys around 

the city on Saturdays, when we had off, but we never missed the Sunday afternoon dances, and we had more dates 

than we could handle. There were  boys from way out west, and the south with real southern drawls, and they were all 

so much fun, but  best of all, we were just friends and nothing more, and not one of them ever tried to take advantage 

of either one of us. 

 

The USO went all over the world to entertain the boys inservice, even right up front where all the fighting was going 

on., and went aboard aircraft carriers, and battleships to cheer up the boys. They signed up top movie stars and 

comedians to perform for them, and they put on the best shows to entertain the boys in the Army, Navy and Marines. 

We would see pictures of Bob Hope entertaining the boys, with pretty girls and a band on a make-shift stage, while 

bombs were going off nearby  

Bob Hope dedicated so much of his time to the boys during the war and for years after, he kept entertairing the boys 

overseas. This was a man who was born in England, not in the United States, and.he was the most popular entertainer 

during WWII, because he knew exactly what the boys wanted,  pretty girls singing and dancing for them, and he 
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would be there cracking corny jokes on the front lines, and on the decks of aircraft carriers. As the years went by, Bob 

Hope never missed a Christmas, that he wasn’t with the boys overseas, and continued to put on the best shows he 

could, when he was in his eighties and nineties, so they could laugh and forget, at least for a little while.  

 

The newsreels in the theatres, showed how thousands of navy men would be sitting on aircraft carriers in the middle of 

the Pacific, and there would be Bob Hope, making them laugh, or we would see a stage in the middle of a battletorn 

field, with close-ups of their faces. sitting there listening to Bob Hope, and while orchestra was playing , they would 

all be singing the Chrstmas carols, like they did when they were home, and many of them had tears running down their 

faces, remembering what it was like  being home with their familes at Chirstmas. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

1945-52 THE DUKE AND DUCHESS OF WINDSOR…  

 

Momma loved  going to the Duke and Ducchess of Windsor’s apartment on Monday mornings,  to do their flowers,  

when they flew in from Paris, which was quite often. After four years, from 1940-45,  he was governor in the 

Bahamas. Then they moved to Paris. and they traeled back and forth, because they liked being in New York City, and 

the night life.  They maintained and owned the apartment they had at the Waldorf Towers, where Momma went every 

Monday., to replace the old flowers with fresh flowers, but the Duchess would only have white flowers in all the 

rooms,  except at Christmas, she let Momma add a fewyellow roses with sprigs of long pine needles to the 

arrangements.   

 

Judith Garden was extremely  happy, that she no longer had to deal with the Duchess’s complaints Because Judith just 

got a  phone call from the Duchess, telling her she only wanted her to send Mary to do her flowers from now on..”  

Judith laughed out loud and  told everyone that was working there,  ”Leave it to Mary. I’ve sent everyone of you  

there, to do the duchess’s flowers,  and she’d call and tell me she didn’t want any of you to come back, because she 

wants me to do her flowers. I was ready to give up on her, and who wins her over? Mary. I am much too busy to be 

going there to do her flowers..” Momma laughed and told her, “I enjoyed doing the flowers for the Duchesss.”  

 

The following Monday morning,  Momma was fixing the flowers and the Duke invited her to sit with the duchess on 

the sofa, and have coffee and cake with them. Momma almost fainted when he asked her, to sit with them.  He excused 

himself and a few miutes later, he came back carrying a big silver tray that had  a silver coffee pot, sugar and creamer 

on it,  and the maid was carrying a tray with the cake, the plates,cups and saucers..He set the tray on the cocktail table 

before the duchess,and poured her a cup of coffee and carefully handed it to her, then he poured one Momma. and one 

for himself, and sat down next to them  in a big soft omfortable chair, telling Momma, ”This is my  favorite chair to 

relax in, it fits me in all the right places!”   
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Everytime, she went there to do the flowers,  if they were home, he would see that she sat with the Duchess, and he’d 

bring in the coffee and the maid brought in the cake and plates and they’d talk and talk, about where they had been and 

what they had seen. Momma loved his boyish charm and couldn’t help notice how kind and sweet he was to the 

Duchess. She found it hard ti believe at times, some times, that she was sitting there with the Duke and Duchess 

having coffee and cake.  

 

Momma was never through talking about them.and would tell us, how charming and sweet he is, and how he caters to 

the Duchess. How he’d lean back and cross his legs and get comfortable in his favorite over-stuffed chair, that was 

opposite the Duchess and me. on the sofa, and every Monday, if they were home, when she finished with the flowers, 

he would invite her to sit with them  again, and have coffee and cake, because for some reason, they loved to sit and 

talk. One day while Momma was stirring the cream and sugar around in the cup, she noticed the “Royal Crest” on it, 

and the she  realized it was on all the dishes, even the fork and spoon had the crest on it, but  they were made of heavy 

gold, not silver. She was wishing someone would take her picture sitting with the Duke and Duchess, not that she 

would ever do it,  but it didn’t stop; her from wishing she could, because who would believe they invited her to have 

coffee and cake with them? 

 

The Duke often mentioned to Momma, ‘how fond he was of his favorite niece, Princess Elizabeth, and say,  it was 

very hard for him,  to think of her being grown up and she was going to get married in November.  Momma said he  

sighed.,“I wish it were possible I could be there to see her get married, but … So be it! “   

 

Momma thought it was incredible, that he wasn’t bitter after what they had done to him in England, and eveneiled 

him.. yet she never heard him say an unkind word about the Royal family. Especially after they made had him abdicate 

the crown. But, it was his choice, because he wanted to marry  the Duchess and they told him, he could never return to 

England, except to attend his mother’s funeral, but,. the Duchess would not be allowed to accompany him. 

 

 They enjoyed the social life they had in the city, and what was going on in the Broadway theatres and they were very 

interested in knowing who was in town. Momma told us,  he loved to sit talk and talk about the home they had in 

France, called “The Mills’, and enjoyed showing her lots of pictures of the grounds and the different rooms. And the 

Duchess would interfere and say annoyed, ‘that she did not like  they had to live in Nassau, in the Bahamas, because 

they made him governor there, after they asked him to leave England.? Momma said, she never tried to hide how he 

felt about the Royal Family, for sending him to a place like that,  then she’d  make a  face, and roll her eyes up, and 

sigh, ‘l hate that we have to live there. You have no idea what the humidity and heat is like in the Tropics.’   

 

One day, they took out boxes of pictures they had up on a shelf in the hall closet, and Momma laughed, when she saw 

they kept their pictures  in shoe boxes, like everyone else did.  The Duke  set the box on the cocktail table, and she 

could see the pictures had been taken  professionally and were in separate envelopes. He fingered through them and 

took out certain ones he wanted her to see, and The duchess smiled and told him,“Be sure you who Marythe pictures 

of the living room in our house in France, and the one of thehouse, and only the rooms that are our favorite. We’re 

extremely happy how lovely our house in Paris turned out. we love going there to relax.”  

As they’d handed the pictures to Momma, she was flattered they would spend their time, showing her  pictures of their 

homes. He was so busy pointing out  certain things and proudly explaining where they got the antiques, and told her 

that some of them were very old pieces of furniture that was in his family a long time ago, and they were handed down 

to him.  

 

Momma felt honored they wanted to share their pictures with her, and hen he ame home and would start telling us 

about all th epicutres she had seen, we didn’t want to hear about it.  And she tell us, :he was like a little boy, wanting 

me see pictures of the house they had in Nassau, and he let her know  that he really liked the big spacious living room 
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they had in that house, and that it was beautiful/ But, the Duchess would shake her head  and gt annoyed, because she 

did not want to be stuck on an island in the middle of the ocean.  But Momma could see why he liked the room, 

because she noticed the big windows that overlooked the beautiful grounds, and the room had such bright happy colors 

through ut the house, compared to the formal home they had in France. The Duchess would always let him know, 

”You know that I detest our having to live there, Mary that’s why we come to New York, whenever we can because 

we love being here. ” Momma noticed every time she made a negative remarks about their house in Nassua, he would 

shake his, but he never say a word to her, but he would look very unhappy, that she disliked that they had to live there. 

 

In 1947, Sonny came home from Germany,  in time for Christmas. Momma wanted him to meet the Duke of Windsor, 

and she asked him for permission to bring Sonny with her, when she came the following Monday, and she  explained, 

he was stationed in Germany for two years, and had just come home, and said he would love to meet him, that is, if it 

would it be alright with him?”   

He gave her a big smile.  “Oh, bring him, I would be glad to meet him. We should have a lot to talk about, because I 

am most anxious to find out, where in Germany was he stationed.”  The following Monday, Sonny with with Momma, 

and Tony carried the big white boxes of flowers up to their apartment, and Sonny carried the other box for him. Judith 

had met Sonny at Christams, and was very fond of him, but she was surprised to hear, ‘the Duke wanted to meet 

Sonny?’   

 

When Momma introduced Sonny to the Duke, he shook his hand, “Come sit down, it seems we’ve a lot to talk about, 

because your mother told me, you were in Germany for two years. Where exactly were you stationed? And I want to 

hear all about the towns you were able to visit because,  when I was a young boy growing up, I spent a good many of 

my summers with my cousins  in Germany. Then he explained “The shame of it is, what most people don’t realize 

is,there is a lot of German blood in the Royal family, but, needless to say, they don’ t like to talk about it.” 

 

Momma noticed the Duke was enjoying talking to Sonny, so much so, they continued talking while they were having 

cake, and coffee, and Sonny had tea. The Duchess seemed very pleased to see the Duke was so interested in talking  

about Germany, sitting in his comfortable chair, with his hands folded in his lap,he was listening to everything Sonny 

was telling him, aout where he had been, and seen, and when he couldn’t pronounce the names of certain cities or 

towns, he would let him know how to say it. then they continued on with  their chat. 

 

 The Duke sat back, telling Sonny, “We have so many cousins and relatives that live in Germany, and to we have had 

two wars with Germany, in less than twenty-five years. When I see pictures of the devastation of all those old cities, it 

breaks my heart knowing how many people have lost their homes, and all those old buildings that stood there for 

hundreds of years, lay there in ruins, not only in Germany, but in England, all those old buildings leveled by 

bombs,.they can never be replaced. They no doubt will rebuild them, but they will never be the same.” 

 

When Momma finished with the flowers, she sat with the duchess, and she told her all about the house they had in 

Nassau, where the Duke was governor for four years. tha she hated the heat and the humdity there and described the 

beautiful flowers that grew there, year round. 

 

Momma knew Sonny would have liked to stay and talk some  more, but Tony was waiting  downstairs, and they had to 

do the flowers at the ‘21 Club’ .Leaving, the Duke shook Sonny’s hand, and thanked him for coming.  They took the 

elevator down and Momma got in the station wagon with Tony, and they had to get to the ’21 Club’,  and Sonny 

waved, and took the subway home, still in awethat he had spent all that time, talking to the Duke of Windsor. 

 

 

When Momma came home that night, Sonny was still excited about having met the Duke of Windsor. He thanked 

Momma for letting him go with her.” I never thought I would ever get to meet him. I enjoyed talking to him, and he 
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asked me so many questions about different cities in  Germany.. What I liked about him,  was he was so easy to talk 

to, and we talked about so many things.. I couldn’t get over how he waited on the Duchess and Momma, when we had 

coffee and cake. When we sat there, I couldn’t believe I was talking to the man who was once ‘King of England.’  No 

one will believe me, but I don’t care, I’m just glad I got to meet him.”  

 

Then he laughed,  “I would have loved  to tell him the story about what Daddy did to us, when he  abdicated from the 

throne,  but I didn’t know whether I should..Do you remember how Daddy made the three of us kneel on the floor and 

pray for him, and how our knees hurt from kneeling on that cold linoleum floor, and we had to kneel there until he 

finished his speech, that went on and on? That was ten years ago, on December 11th  , 1936/ 

I remember how Daddy wa hunched over, listening to every word he said, and would warn us, “What you are about to 

hear will go down in history.””You be very quiet, an dno talking, because this broadcast is coming straight from 

London and you are going to hear the voice of King of England make a speech, because he has g to abdicates the 

throne, because he wants to marry that woman, Wallis Simpson. He knew she’s an American and has been divorced 

twice.  He had to be nuts to get involved with her when he knew he was next in line to be king.” 

 

We were snickering among ourselves, kneeling there,  because we didn’t think Daddy knew what he was talking 

about, watching him, talking to the radio, and drinking a bottle of beer, listening to King Edward when he started his 

speech, He sat up staright in the chair and was shaking his head. “What’s wrong with them over there? This is a 

terrible thing they’re doing to him, making him abdicate his throne jbecause of that woman. I liked him and I think he 

is a good decent man. ” We looked at one another, because  we saw tears were running down Daddy’s face and.we 

wondered why he cared  about the King of England, when he was an American citizen?  

 

What we were too young to realize, it was because he was born in Northern Ireland and attended Btitish Schools, until 

he was sixteen, and that was when he came to America. That was why he knew so much about the history of British  

Kings and Queens, and English politics. He had proudly took out the papers he haedin a manila envelope, in his top 

drawer, that showed became a citizen in 1919, after he got his Navy discharge, ane he showed us the papers. He told 

us. his sister Rose,  paid his way to America, when he was 16 ane when he wanted to join  the U.S. Navy during 

WW1, he was still a British subject and he served four years aboard the U.S.S. Blackhawk, stationed off the Azores. 

 

We were young  then,  I was 11, Sonny 10, and Mary Jane 9, and we were so bored listening to so many people 

talking, on and on. Ir seemed like hours to us, because we were on our knees and they hurt but we didn’t dare say we 

wanted to get up. We had no idea why we had to pray for the King of England.we knew so little about English history, 

except the day Mother Mc Carthy announced to the class,  “King George,V, died on January 19, 1935. and his son 

David, is next in line to be crowned King of England.” After the big elaborate cornation they had in London, 

celebrating King Edward, VIII,  being crowned King of England, who would hagve thought, eleven months later,  they 

gave him an ultimatum to either give up the woman h4e planned  to marry, or abdicate the throne, and it was a shock 

to everyone,  he chose her over England.   

 

Being Anna was from Wexford, the southern part of Ireland, she sat down to listen too.Daddy turned around and told 

her. “This is a king that everybody loves, and look at what they’re doing to him/  But, it’s his own fault. They warned 

him to give her up, and he wouldn’t.  He knew darn well, if he married her, she would never be called,  ‘Her Royal 

Highness’ and she could never stand beside him for any of the Royal Ceremonies, and she didn’t like that, and neither 

did he,  is what I read. He gives up the throne. rather than have her slighted like that, when he should have dumped her 

when he could. You can’t tell me, with all the pretty women they have in England,  he couldn’t find one that suited 

him? Now what’s he gonna do? ”  Then, six months later,we  read in the newspapers, the Duke of Windsor married 

Wallis Simpson, on June 3, 1937 in Paris, and no members the Royal family attended the wedding.” 

  

When Daddy read in the paper, they got married, he closed the paper, and drank more beer. Little did he know, ten 
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years later, his wife and son would be sitting in the Duke and Duchess of Windsor’s apartment, having cake and coffee 

with them. and the Duchess would be discussing with Momma, the kind of lace dress she thought, his daughter should 

wear for her wedding. 

.   

When Momma came home at night,  she couldn’t wait to tell us where she had been, and about the movie stars and 

Broadway actors homes she had been to, or that she did Helen Rubenstein’s salon and pent house or she was at 

Elizabeth Arden’s salon and home, decorating the ‘21 Club’, or Stueben’s windows. She went to so many famous 

people’s homes. She liked going to Ray Bolger’s home, and go into so much detail about the flowers she put in the 

rooms of their home. We were tired of hearing about it, but it was Momma’s greatet joy to tell us, where she had been.  

 

Mary Jane and I. were working, and busy with our own lives. usually getting dressed to go to the USO dance, or the 

movies with our girlfriends. On Monday nights, Momma would be so excited when she came home and tell us.  “I was 

at the Duke and Duchess of Windsor’s apartment again today. You wouldn’t believe how nice they are to me. The 

Duchess really has  exquisite taste, you should see the clothes she wears and her jewelry, they are just beautiful. I wish 

there was a way you could see some of the pictures they showed me. I know you would have enjoyed seeing the 

beautiful rooms they have in their home in France, and the big house they have in the Bahamas. Did you know they 

own that apartment they have in the Waldorf Towers?”  

 

Then she’d look at me. “Rose, are you listening to what I am telling you?  I don’t think you realize what an honor it is, 

that they would ask me sit with them, to have coffee and cake and  show me pictures of their home in Nassau and the 

house they have in France.”  

  

I sighed,  “Momma, I am listening to what you’re saying,  but, I don’t care.  I’m not interested in them or what they 

have.  The Duchess didn’t decorate those rooms, they hiad the best Interior Decorators in the world to decorate their 

homes.”  

 

The look on Momma’s face, let me know she was hurt, that I wasn’t interested in hearing what she was doing.. “Well, 

don’t you think it is unusual that the Duke and Duchess of Windsor would take time to show me all those pictures of 

their homes?” 

 

I put my arm around her, “Yes,I think it’s wonderful they did that, in fact, it is hard to believe they invite you to sit 

with them and have coffee and cake. But, you keep talking about them so much, that I don’t want to hear about them 

anymore” It was obvious, Momma was very disappointed. I wasn’t as interested in them, as she was.    

 

Daddy heard us talking  and he put the paper down and got up and asked Momma, “Did  you say, ‘you’ were at the 

Duke and Duchess of Windsor’s apartment today? You mean you had coffee and cake with them?  Well, how do you 

like that?. I will tell you one thing,  what they did to him, wasn’t right.. He was their king and a good king.  He didn’t 

deserve to be treated like that, and then to exile him, so he can never go back in his own country, just because he was a 

fool enough to want to marry her. A good lookin’ man like him, picks someone like her?”  

 

Momma didn’t feel like arguing with him. ”You don’t know anything about her. She happens to be a lovely lady and 

besides, they are very happy together. I am there with them, and you can see how he loves her and, you’d be surprised 

how good she is to him, too but I didn’t know they won’t let him go back to England, Why on earth would they want 

to do that to him for?”  

Daddy sniffed, “Well, where were you when he abdicated the throne? It was in all the papers, ten years ago, why they 

did it. Because he defied them and was going to marry her…that’s why?”   

 

The Duke was Governor of Nassua, in the Bahanams, from 1940-45. Then they moved to their home outside Paris, and 
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stayed there and would fly back and forth to France and spend time in  the apartment they had in the Waldorf Towers, 

an dthey  traveled xentsively thoughout the United States and enjoyed going  horse back riding out in St. James, Long 

Island. Later on the Duke had an eye operation done in the New York Presbyterian Medical Center, in Manhattan, and 

Dr De Bakey in Houston, Texas, operated on the Duke  for an aneuyrismm.  

 

The Duke was born May 28th, 1894,  and died in his home in Paris, Mary 28th  1972, of throat cancer, when he was 78. 

. His body was taken back to England and Queen Elizabeth saw that he was given a Royal funeral and he was laid out 

in the chapel at Windsor Castle. Queen Elizabeth and the Duchess were present, as was members of the Royal family 

and Digitaries from around the world.and they buried him in the cemetery at Windsor Castle, with  other members of 

the Royal family that has passed away.  Queen Elizabeth allowed the Duchess to return to England, to attend his  

funeral. then she returned to the house they loved to live out her life there. She  became a recluse and  a lonely, bitter 

old lady, feeble and  frail and had to be fed by tubes. Fourteen years after the Duke died.,she  passed away on April 

24th , 1986, and Queen Elizabeth saw that the duchesse was buried beside the man who gave up his crown, to  marry 

her.   

 

It  amazed me when we were growing up, that Daddy knew so much about the history of England, yet, he knew little 

or nothing about our country’s history. When we had homework and needed to know about  the Revolutionary War or 

the Civil War, when we’d ask him questions abou it, he didn’t know a thing about what went on. He didn’t even know 

who George Washington, Benjamin Franklin or Thomas Jefferson was, let alone Pres. Grant, and he passed Grant’s 

Tomb every day on his way to work, because it was just up the block, from where he worked.  He was only interested 

in English history and politics, and what was going on in Northern Ireland. It was the first thing he looked for in the 

newspaper at night, even though the English had freed most of Ireland,  Northern Ireland was still under British rule, 

and there was  still a lot of fighting and killing  going on, in towns he knew so well.   

 

LIFE AFTER THE WAR. 

The war was over in 1945, and  the three of us got married from the apartment where we grew up in. Fred and I got 

married in May of 1948 and  Sonny got married in September of 1950, and he moved to Ridgefield Park, New Jersey.   

Mary Jane and John, got married in 1951 and hey lived with Momma,  and.after little Mary Jane was born in 1952, , 

they got their own apartment around the corner on 135th Street, and in 1960, they bought a house in Ridgefield Park.  

In 1950 we bought our first house in Bethpage, Long Island, and in 1952, we moved to Wantagh. 

When Momma went to work full time, she no longer lived at home, and it was Anna that brought Mary Jane up,  since 

she was three years old.  When Mary Jane moved around the corner, Anna really missed her and she would walk 

around the corner so she could spend time with her and the children, and would always bring her own sandwich 

andhave a cup of tea with Mary Jane.   

Anna was a great help to Mary Jane, she’d do the dishes if there were any in the sink or sit and fold clothes for her, 

and there was always diapers tto be folded with four small children, only a year apart. Anna enjoyed the children and 

oet Mary Jane go shopping by herself. 

 

Momma worked for Judith Garden  eleven years, she had her own flower shop.  in Gibson, a small town in Valley 

Stream and, it had an apartment in the back, and a backyard with grass and trees and she moved out of the apartment 

on Amsterdam Avenue and lived there. The following year, she was shocked when when the police called to tell her, 

Daddy was taken to the hospital,, when he tried to get on the bus to go to work in his long johns (underwear) that they 

had put in hin a straight jacket, when tried to fight off the cops.  He was in a a Veterans ‘Mental Hosptial in Kings 

Park, Long Island, and remained there for the next seven years and died there in May of 1961, All the while he was 

there, he believed he was living in 1919, and he wasn’t married according to him he just got out of the navy.and wa 

never married. He didn’t know any of us, but Momma stwent to see him and bring him ice cream and giner ale 

because that whas what he enjoyed, but he never touch ice cream or ginger ale before. 
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I was married seven years by then,  and we had three children. We lived in Wantagh, and 

Momma’s flower shop was a half an hour away, we often spent the day with her, and she’d come and stay week-ends 

with us.  The day she decided she was going to buy a Buick, 1949 Station wagon, I told her. “You don’t even  know 

how to drive and you want to buy  a station wagon.”She never told us, but she  called a nearby driving school.and took 

lessons, and got her license. That station wagon turned out to be was one of her greatest pleasures, because she could 

come and go as she pleased..  

.   

In January of 1958, Fred left TWA after many years, and started working for the FAA, the Federal Government. Het 

was assigned to the Pittsburgh Airport office we sold our house and by the spring we moved there,it was 500 miles 

from New York City. Momma would drive up quite often and bring Mary Jane’s children with her, in the summer. 

Then one morning, Mary Jane called, and she was cry9ign and telling me, Anna died suddenly, from stomach cancer. 

We were both heartbroken and were crying over the phone.  I was six months pregnant with Valerie, and I couldn’t go 

to the funeral, because.there was so much snow on the roads in and around Pittsburgh. With four small children, I 

would never drive to New York in that weather and Fred wasn’t home, he was away on an assignment in Kentucky., I 

explained to Mary Jane, I felt so bad, I couldn’t. She assured me she did not want me to drive to New York in that kind 

of weather and besides Momma decided, since she had no family to have the viewing just one day. and there would 

only be Momma and a few neighbors at the funeral. Momma was at a completel loss who to contact, because Anna 

never let us know who her friends or relatives were or where they lived. After thirty years, of her being with us, all we 

knew was, she had cousins in Morristown , New Jersey,  and she went to see them, once a year at Christmas. What 

Momma never could figure out was why Anna never got a phone call, a birthday card or Christmas card? 

 

There was a  blizzard the day Valerie was born on March 3rd, 1960, and we had almost 3 feet of snow in Pittsburgh.No 

one could get through because they couldn’t move and the roads were blocked with stranded cars so that you cud’t get 

through,  and that is how we got stuck in the snow while I am in labor.. I kept thinking I was going to have this baby 

right there in the snow. Then we saw this wonderful young teen-age boy come by in a jeep, and he offered to help us. 

We told him about our predicament and he got us in his jeep and he cut across corn fields like you wouldn’t believe, , 

and we wemt up and down the ruts of the corn fields. , but he  got us to the hospital just in time, because Valerie was 

born minutes later. He called his parents, and waitied for Fred so he could bring him back to his car. Before Fred  left, 

hecalled our neighbor to tell her, our other four children were home alone and he was going to try and get back home 

as fast as he could. 

We just bought a new and bigger house, just before Valerie was born, and that summer, Fred was transferred back to 

JFK Airport.  We had to move and Valereie was 3 months old, in July of 1960, and we had to pack up and move back 

to Long Island. Around Christmas of that year, Aunt Vina called to tell us that they had gone into town to do their 

Chirstmas shopping and while Uncle Henry was putting money in the parking metor, he slumped down and she 

grabbed him an dh died in her arms, and Sonny drove Momma  to the funeral. Then six months later,  Daddy died of 

cancer, in the Veteran’s Mental Hosptial, in May of 1961, when he was  65 years old 

 

As the funeral procession drove slowly apast the house where we lived on Amsterdam Avenue, a it was a strange 

feeling seeing the house we used to live in and all stores we had been in so many times,  were no longer there, they 

.gone. There wa  not one person we knew walking up or down  the block  There were all these strange faces tht had 

stopped to watch the funeral cars go by, never realizing we had lived in that house at 1508 Amsterdam. Looking up we 

saw a lady hanging out the same window my sister and I used to hang out  in that first floor apartment, a long time 

ago...  

 

After the war was over, everyone started to move away from the old neighborhood. The boys came home from the war 

and they were getting  married and wanted to raise their families pit in the suburbs and they moved to Long Island, 

Westchester and New Jersey, until there were only a few of the old tirers left that deided to stay, when the 

neighbordhood began to change, the Irish and Grman families moved awy  and the Puerto Rican families started 
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moving in. . .   

 

In 1949, Fred and I bought our first house through the G..I. Loan,  in Bethpage, Long Isand. Then Sonny moved to 

Ridgefield Park, New Jersey around 1960, and he had 6 children, and Mary Jane and John and their 5 chilren moved to 

Ridgefield Park and they bought a house around 1963. 

When the war was over it took a long time to bring back all the men that were  the Army, Navy and Marines that were 

stationed in Europe and on islands in the middle of the Pacific.It meant thousands and thousands of men were being 

discharged and became civilians again. For many of them, it was a big adjustment to be home, after being away four 

years.  

It was n’t that easy, beause so many men suffered with nightmares and they kept reliving the horrible battles they had 

been through and seeing so many of their friends get killed. They thought once they were home it would go away,  and 

they wouldn’t keep having those same dreams night after night, thinking they were back in the war and living through 

the bombings and shootings, and they’d wake up in  a cold sweat, screaming, not realizing they were home in their 

own beds.  

The G.I. Bill was signed by President Roosevelt in 1944, before he died. It was that bill that enabled every G.I’s to get 

a good education, and thousands and thousands of “GlIl’s wer able to go to college with living accomdations, for 

single men as well as married men. they were able to get  a good eduation that they could not have otherwise had.And 

it enabled the veterans to buy a house with no down-payment or closing costs, and a low interest. 

 

Whey they came home, they wanted to get married, have a family and a house. Most of them were already married, 

and  had been away from their wives for 4 and a half years,and a great number of them ended up getting divorced, 

because the wives no longer loved them, or they no longer loved their wives. It was an extremely difficult period of 

adjustment for the husbands and  wives to get used to one another again, and the older children had to get used to 

having a father living at home, and telling them what to do. . 

 

So many veterans were buying  new houses with the G.I. loan, and  life was good again for the next twenty-five years. 

In fact, I don’t think we will ever see a time like that again, when mothers were home with their children, they had 

new houses, new appliances, and a new car  in the driveway, then they began to have two cars, one for the wife and 

one for the husband.  

 

When Sonny was discharged from the Army, he attended  Pratt Institute, in Brooklyn, through the G.I. Bill, where he 

studied to be an architect. I was still living at home then, and I liked to see the drawings he did.  I was amazed at what 

he could do, when he unrolled the blue prints, out on the table and show me what he was learning to do.. Sonny  got a 

good job on Fifth Avenue, designing offices and interiors for Vic Tanney, who was opening up gyms around the city.. 

He was very proud of himself, that he was doing so well, knowing Vic Tanney liked him and his designs. 
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 PART 1V 

 

LOVE AND MARRIAGE?. 

 

The war was still on in April of 1944, when I started to work at Walter Florell’s hat salon, on the corner of  53rd and 

Madison, for 4 years. It was only a few doors up from Mr. John, his biggest competirot, who was also very famous for 

his unusual hats, andand well known with the actresses in Hollywood. And Broadway. to be fair, they were both 

known for the beautiful hats they designed, and  were also very expensive.  

 

Walter Florell and he was also known for the costumes he desgined for the poplular Broadway play, “The Three Penny 

Opera”  He was a petite Frenchmen, with a slight accent, gay, and very good looking with bleached blond curly hair. 

He rarely wore a suit except when he had his Spring and Fallshows,  he preferred to wear a black turtle neck long 

sleeve wool sweater and tight fitting black pants, with with.several gold rings and gold bracelets on both wrists. 

 

.The models, as well as the girls in the office had to wear plain black crepe dresses, a string of pearls, pearl earings 

only, black sheer stockings, and high heel black shoes. When we were going home, he encouraged all the girls to wear 

his hats home, so if anyone asked where we bought ‘such a beautiful hat’ we were to hand  them his business card. I 

enjoyed wearing such gorgeous hats home, I used to think, little did he know where I lived. no one could eafford to 

buy his expensive hats. When I used to get on the bus or subway,  people would stare at the hat I was wearing. and nod 

letting me know they liked the hat, but ike all the other girls, no one ever asked  us where we bought the hat..I worked 

there, from 1944-48, and I got to see a lot of movie stars and Broadway stars,  that came to his salon to have their hats 

custom-made  because they could afford to buy his hats. I was working there, when he was designing the costumes for 

“Three Penny Opera” that was playing on Broadway, and he had the sketches of the costumes  pinned up all over the 

wall in the back room, where he liked sit and make sketches and design most of his hats, undisturbed.. 

 

 The Office Manager’s office was next to the bookkeeper’s office, Mary Sweeny. I was his secretary and I shared my 

office with  Betsy, the new assistant bookkeeper to Mary.. The models had their own section in the back, that had long 

counters and big mirrors where they put on their makeup and combed their hair off their face, so that only the hat 

would be noticed.. 
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                        1947- WALTER FLORELL showroom,  corner of 53rd and Madison 

                                        

 

Every Spring and Fall Walter Florell had a fashion show that was advertixed in the newspapers and the Woman’s 

Daily. Buyers from the better stores to see his new line and would fly in from Los Angeles, Chicago, Boston  and 

Houston, to see his latest designs a would write down what they liked and would order them by names, he had to go 

with each one.Miss Martens,  the office manager rented folding chairs and hired the best caterers around  to serve food 

and wine and it was a a lot of fun for Mary Sweeney and me because even though we worked in the office we had to 

participate too. 

 .   

We enjoyed the thrill of walking back and forth in our black crepe dresses with black high heels, and only one strand 

of pearls, with our hair tucked underneath the hat, with the other 4 models that were there everyday.  We paraded 

before the buyers in the gorgeous hats he was showing for the coming Spring or Fall season. The press was always 

there, taking notes about what they saw, and as they were leaving  Walter Florell himself would hand them the press 

releases that he wrote what about his new line’, and the next day there it was in the newspaper, just the way he wrote 

it.. 

 

When I was hired, Miss Martens let me know to work there I was expected to wear a simple black crepe dress, with a 

single strand of pearls, black stockings and black high heels shoes amd the girls in the office were expected twice a 

year to model the hats with the other models that worked there, when they had the fashions shows in the Spring and 

Fall.  

 

I loved doing it. For me it was a great experience to prance back and forth like the other models. I just copied what 

they did, and walk with a provocative look on my face, with my hands on my hips, wearing one gorgeous hat after the 

other, with our hair tucked up under the hat so no hair was showing..Being the salon was all mirrored, I could see 
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myself no matter where I looked, and I’d be wishing Momma could see me.. 

 

the models and the girls in the office couldn’t wait to see the newspapers the next day so we could read what they had 

to say about Walter Florell’s latest Fall or Spring line. They would have his picture with the article, he wrote and gave 

the prress .. After the show, the modles sat with the buyers and they had order pads and wrote down what they were 

going to order liked, and the girls would sit with them and help them with the names, numbers and colors. give them a 

copy to them, and one for Miss Martens, and the third copy went to the workroom in the back Then they were invited 

to enjoy something to eat. Walter Florell insisted on having the best caterers around.and the buyers enjoyed the 

delicious food that was served, especially the French pastries, and coffee and the French wine. .Before any of the 

orders were sent out, Walter Florell, checked to see that every hat was carefully packed in individual boxes with lots of 

crushed  tissue paper, then they were put in big cartons and shipped out to the stores.. 

 

Mary Sweeney and I  happened to become very good friends.when I found out she lived ten blocks  from me, on 

Amsterdam Avenue and she knew a lot of people I knew and went to school with. Her cousin lived on the next block, 

and he happened to be my brother’s best friend. We would go shopping together at Macy’s or Gimbel’s, andoften  had 

dinner at a nearby restaurant. We’d sit and I’d talk about my boyfriend robber, because she had met him before he 

went oversas and she liked him and was very happy for me. Mary told me about her boyfriend Tom Burke,  lived in 

the Bronx and they were saving their money to get married in a year or two. Since I was wearing Robert’s ring, she 

assumed we would be getting married too, when he came back from Germany.  

 

Mary was beautifulgirl, .she had soft black natural curly hair and the whitest skin, and a lovely figure, and she always 

dressed like one of the models. We often went home together because she lived near me and I found out that her 

cousin was my brother’s best friend. but she didn’t like being around Betsy..She would comment, “I can’t understand 

why Betsy dresses the way she does..She was told when she was hired, she had wear a black dress and shoes, like all 

the other girls that work there. You would think she could wear a bit of makeup.because she always looks so washed 

out and pale. There’s no reason she can’t get herself  a black dress and heels in a thrift shop, instead of coming to work 

in those calico cotton drsses she wears.. It’s not someing you wear to an office  in New York City and it t’s pretty 

obvious thtat.she makes them herself,.” I sort of agreed with her but  I also tried to defend Betsy because I felt sorry 

for her. “She just moved here from Maryland.Maybe she grew up in the country and doesn’t realize  you don’t wear 

calico cotton dresses like that, especially in a high fashion salon, like Walter Florell’s  is.right on  53rd and  Madison.”  

 

My desk looked into Miss Martens office, and I heard her threaten to fire Betsy several times, and still she would not 

get a black dress and black shoes. .She would almost cry and tell her, “I can’t afford to”..Miss Martens told her, “Since 

she didn’t have the money, I will loan it to you but you hve to wear a black dress and shoes.and I will $10 out of her 

pay each week”. Betsy didn’t want to do that either, and she tod her, “I need every penny I make, to live on.” ..Miss 

Martens felt sorry for her and kept her on, even though they told her she would have to model some of the hats, she t 

told her she wouldn’t be allowed to, dressed the way she was.’ I couldnt’ believe what Betsy said, “I wouldn’t do it 

anyhow, unless they paid me to do it.”   

.   

As time went by, I got to know Betsy better. Since it wsa just the 2 of us in that office and our desks faced one 

another.and I found her to be a very kind and sweet girl. But she was very shy and quiet. Mary let her know she was a 

very good bookkeeper, and I figured that was probably why Miss Martens overlooked her not wearing a black dress to 

work. 

 

 I usually ate out, but I soon found it was more relaxing to sit at my desk, and bring my lunch then  have to wait on line 

to get a seat because all the restaurants nearby were so crowded at lunchtime.  

Mary always ate out, because she had errands to do, go to the bank to make deposits, and the midels ate in the back.. 

Besty and I sat at our desks and we’d talk during our lunch hour.and shey told me how  just moved from Baltimore 
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and was living in the YWCA in Yonkers, not that I knew where Yonkers was, so she explained it was  an hour north of 

the city. That she had to br so careful with  her money, because what she made each week was all she had, because it 

was very  expensive for her  to commute. She had to pay to get on the trolley and buy a monthly ticket at Grand 

Central Station to get frin Yonkers to Park Avenue and 42nd st, and she walked the 10 blocks to the corner of  53rd and 

Madison to the office.’.  

 

I watched Betsy walk in one morning, and  noticed she was very pale.and I knew she would look alot better if she 

wore  a little bit of lipstick,  she always wore flat shoes and calico cotton dresses to work in the winter,  when 

everyone that worked there always looked so glamorous. I would have thought, Betsy would have wanted to look nice 

too, but it didn’t bother her at all..  

 

One day Miss Martens had a fit, when  Betsy happened to walk past her office, She got up from her desk and called 

her in. She started scolded her.. “Betsy, when are you going to do something about getting a black dress and high heel 

black shoes. I told you before, if you want to continue working here, you have to to wear a black dress and black high 

heels or I hve to let you go..”   

 

Betsy listened, but she didn’t say a word.  She just stood there. I thought she was going to cry shen she heard what 

Miss Martens said.   Betsy didn’t say a word..She sat down at her desk and started to cry. Then she leaned over and 

confided to me, “I can’t afford  to buy a black dress and shoes. that I would never wear again.  I’m trying so hard to 

save my money, so Warren and I can get married. Besides, they can’t tell me what to wear, can they?”  

 

I shrugged because I didn’t know. “Well, as it is, like to told you, I really can’t afford to work here, because it costs so 

much for me to commute. If they want to fire me, then let them,  It takes an hour and half each way, and I could be 

working those three hours and making money, that is if I could get a job in Yonkers, the only thing is the pay here is so 

much better thatn in Yonkers..”  

 

Betsy sighed and looked at me and took out her bag of lunch saying, I don’t know what I am going to do, there is no 

way I can afford to get a dress and shoes..”. We were sitting there, and she noticed I didn’t have a sandwich all I had 

was a cup of coffee, that I got from the back, where they had a coffee machine with coffee for whoever wanted it. 

Betsy held up a half of her sandwich and offered it to me.  I smiled and thanked her.and opened my desk drawer and 

showed her I had a sandwich if I wanted it, but I wasn’t hungry. 

 

She quietly  remarked, “I noticed you are still very upset over what happened last week-end.”  

 

I nodded and sipped at my coffee.because I didn’t feel like talking about it. Even though Betsy was a very warm and 

friendly person, we usually had nothing to say to one another. I was looking out the window and heard her groan, “I 

can’t believe how fast this summer has gone by. It’s Labor Day week end and I thought by now, Warren and I would 

be married, but we can’t afford to...”   

 

I laughed, “This was a miserable summer for me.too. My birthday is this wee end, September 5th   I’m going to be 

22.and  I’m going to be all alone because.my mother and sister are still up at Lake Placid  But. they’re coming home 

next week and my mother is going to bake a birthday cake when she gets back, so we can celebrate..”  

 

Betsy put her coffee cup down.”You don’t want to spend your birthday alone! Come home with me We’ll celebrate it 

together. You stay with me for the 3 day week-end and you can meet my boyfriend” While she was so excited about it, 

I was stuttering, “Well … I…I… don’t know “… I was so surprised that she asked me to stay with her, that I didn’t 

know what to say. It was very sweet of her to invite me, but I didn’t know Betsy that well. I had no idea even where 

she lived.and I had no idea what  kind of friends she hung around with either..  I was so sorry I mentioned it to her that  
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was my birthday and I was going to be home  alone. 

 

Mary happened to walk in and handed Betsy some bills to go over and she heard what Betsy said, she looked  at me 

and rolled her eyes up and went back to her office. I felt sort of awkward, because I knew Mary didn’t like Betsy, .but 

I  thought it was very sweet of Betsy not wanting me to be alone on my birthday, but, it was the last thing I wanted to 

do, spend a 3 day week-end with someone I hardly knew.  I was really looking forward to being home by myself, 

because I had just broke up with Robert and I had a lot of things on my mind, to sort out, because Momma and Mary 

Jane were coming back home next week..  

 

The previous week end, I took the train to Utica and gave Robert his ring back, (I changed his name for obvious 

reasons)  I was very happy o know when we parted, we were still good friends, he wsn’t mad at me and I wan’t mad at 

him.. It hurt me to think  what he did to me, but I still felt I did the right thing,  by giving him ring back,  while 

everyone else seemed to think I was wrong  only because they liked him.and didn’t’ knowl the intimate details why I 

had to do what I did. Even though I still had deep feelings for him, because I had loved him for 3 years, it was not an 

easy to do, but I had to do for me, regardless of what anyone else thought..   

 

When I called my mother and told her,  I gave him back his ring,  she almost cried, “Rose, I can’t believe you would 

such a terrible thing to him, You will never find an nicer boy than he is, and such a gentleman.” . I held the phone 

thinking, you wouldn’t say that Momma if you knew what I knew, but, I would never tell my mother the sordid details 

of what went on. all I told her was he was cheating on me and living with a girl in Germany, and that was why I did 

what I did.. 

 

Betsy’s eyes were dancing because she was wiaiting to hear if I would go home with her.  I sighed,‘”That is very 

sweet of you to want  to do that for me,  but truthfully, I don’t feel like being with anyone or  going anywhere right 

now.. I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but  I would much rather be alone for a few days. It’s been a horrible  week 

for me, I hope you understand?.”  

 

Betsy looked at me, ‘It must have been so hard for you to break up with him, after you were looking forward to him 

coming home, thinking you would be getting married one day soon. That’s why you should come home with me 

.Don’t stay home by yourself, You’re going to keep thinking about him.  I have a room at the YWCA, and we can fun 

and you can forget about him for awhile.” 

 

Seeing the bewildered look on my face, when she said she lived at the YWCA, when she said come home with me, she 

laughed, “You look like you never heard of anyone living at a YMCA? Well, to tell you the truth,  I never thought I 

would be living a a AYMCA, but I had no choice. I have to live there .I moved up here because it was suppose to be 

for only a few months and we would get married.. I was living at home with my parents in Baltimore, and when 

Warren and I got engaged, he didn’t like having to travel back and forth on the bus from Yonkers to see me, because 

neither one of us had a car. So I decided to move toYonkers to be near him, since we were planning to get married in a 

month or two . But, obviously  that didn’t happen, and now I don’t know what we are going to do, it cost so much 

money to get an apartment up there.” 

 

Betsy sighed and threw the wax paper from her sandwich in the waste basket. “I only took this job temporarily because 

it was good money and at the time, I couldn’t find any work in Yonkers.We didn’t get married, because we couldn’t  

find a place that we could afford. and I don’t make that much money and neither does Warren. So,  I guess it’s going 

to be awhile before we can get married, and my mother keeps calling me and asking, “When are you getting 

married?.” 

 

I was listening, but, I didn’t want to hear about her financial problems, and I just kept nodding..  Betsy was smiling at 
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me, rather mischeviously, and I couldn’t believe she said,  “I can get a date for you, for the three days you’ll be there. 

His name is. Fred. He’s a real good friend of Warren’s. He’is very quiet, but he is very nice. He has a car and we 

don’t, and Fred can take us around and we could have a picnic up at the lake.and you could enjoy Fred while you’re 

there.”  

 

I took a deep breath and was so mad at myself for letting myself walk into this situatition and now she wants to get me 

a date.. I asked myself,  why did I ever mention it was my birthday. I politely told Betsy, “Don’t think  I don’t 

appreciate what you are trying to do for me,  but, it’s the last thing I want is a date, not after what I just went through.  

I don’t know if I could ever trust another guy again. I’m sorry Betsy, honestly, I’d much rather be alone. .” 

 

Betsy sympathized with me. ”I  can understand that, but if you stay home, you know are only going to be miserable all 

week-end. Please come home with me, and you will fell much better.” 

  

I was kind of getting annoyed at Betsy because she kept insisting I would enjoy this Fred’s company, when she knew I 

just broke-up with Robet and  gave him back his ring must this last weekend... How could she even suggest  I have a 

date? Because he had a car and she wanted a chauffeur to drive us around for the week-end? I did not think that was 

right to do that to Fred..  

 

Wrinkling her forehead, she said, “You know Rose, I think, maybe you should have waited a little longer, before you 

gave Robert back his ring back? After all, he only came back from Germany, I April that was four months ago, You 

didn’t give him much time to adjust to civilian life. I’d think about it a little more,  because it sounds like he does love 

you and you still love him?”  

 

I shook my head. “Yes, in a way you are right., I realize that is true But, .it was very easy for him to tell me he loves 

me now, that he is home. The fact still remains, he did not love me to begin with, if he could live with that girl,.in her 

parent’s house all the time he was over there?.  I could never trust him again. If it was a week-end fling or a couple of 

months, but it was almost 2 years he kept writing me as if nothing had happened between us..He is very charming and 

good looking , but I couldn’t marry him knowing he might do the same thing to me again! No, I will not let that 

happen to me,  it is over and we said our said good by,  and we have to get on with our lives..”  

 

Betsy asked me. “If you no longer loved him, like you say, then how come you felt you had to go all the way up there 

and hand  him back his ring in person, when you could have mailed it to him. Do you know what I think, you wanted 

to see him again  to see how you felt when you were face to face with him again.”  

 

I mumbled, “You’re right I asked myself that  question again and again.  What I do know is that ring meant an awful  

lot to me, while he was away and I wore it everyday, knowing it mean he ws near me... I could not just  mail it back to 

him in a box, after what it had meant to me..”                                           

 

Betsy smiled, “I thin. you care for him more than you want to admit. I mean, you took the train all the way to Utica. 

That is a seven or eight hour trip. I know,  I have cousins that live up there. It’s okey, I  can tell you don’t want to talk 

about it, I can imagine how you must feel”  

 

I shook my head. “Well, at least not right now.” Before I knew it I started telling Betsy what happened when I went to 

Utica...While she was listening, I asked her, “Do you really want to hear about it?”  Betsy smiled and let me know she 

wanted to hear ‘all’ about it. I looked at the clock.and reminded her, we better watch our time because our lunch hour 

will be over soon.”.  

 

Betsy folded her hands in her lap and waited.and I told her, “Well, when you love someone for 3 years, you never 
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think something like that could happen. All the while he was over there,  I never doubted for a minute that he didn’t 

love me, but every now and then, I woujld wonder why his letters were so far apart, and they were nothing like the 

caring love letters he had been writing. to He’dlet a month or two go by before he would write again, and say how 

busy thery wer over there,  then a couple of months later, I would get another letter. I can’t believe, I was so stupid not 

to think something was wrong.. Who would have thought he would be sleeping with the enemy?”.  

 

The war was over in August of 1945,  and his outfit left for Germany in January of 1946. It  was really only a year and 

a half, not two years he was over there. I was very naïve to think everything wa alright, when it was so obvious and I 

chose to ignore the signs..because I thought it was only my imagination, like I said, I nevr doubted him for a minute, 

ever..  

 

It was the night he came back from Germany, he came straight from the boat to my house. He told me what he did, and 

as I listened, he  turned my whole world upside down, but I just sat there and I listened. I’m very proud of myself, that 

I realized, while he was telling me all this, I would never marry him, because I was not going to spend my life 

wondering, if he might do the same thing again. Believe me when I say, h e was  charming, and so good looking and 

don’t think he didn’t know it, He was such a good talker, that it was no wonder he won so many debates for his high 

school in Albany, which was a long way from where he lived. 

 

That night, I will never forget how happy I was to see him again, and feel his arms around me. It would have been so 

easy for me to just melt in his arms and to forgive and  forget what he told me, having him there beside me, made me 

all the more vulnerable.  As much as it hurt, it was knowing I was right, is what helped me make the decision I had to 

let go, when my heart wanted him to hold me in his arms and never let me go. .”    

 

Betsy asked, “How did you meet him, but hurry up, because we  have only  twenty minutes left.”  

 

“I was nineteen when I met him at a USO dance, and from that day on, we danced every dance and were together 

every week-end for over a year and a half. He was going to City College, through the ROTC, Reserved Officer 

Training Corp.and he could only leave the grounds on week ends. You can’t imagine how happy, we were then,  that is 

why it hurts so much when I think what we used to have and now it’s gone..  What made it worse, my mother was 

crazy about Robert. and so was my sister and all my friends.  He looked like the ‘all American boy’, with his sandy 

blonde hair, and rosy redcheeks.and what  I liked the most about him, he was extremely intelligent .and we got along 

so well, from the first time I went out with him. We were inseparable. I mean it..   

 

When the war was over, the boys in the ROTC were sent  to Georgia for training, and after six weeks,they were sent 

overseas. Robert got a pass so he could go home.before they shipped out.. He pleaded with me to go home with him 

for Christmas that. he wanted his parents to meet me. My mother so happy for me.when Ww took the train to Utica, to 

spent Christmas with his family.”  . 

“When we boarded the train at Grand Central Station, there were no seats.Ut was packed with so many service men in 

their uniforms. going home for Chirstams, like George was, and we were packed in that train like sardines. U ended up 

sitting on my suitcases, nd he sa on his duffle bag like all the other servicemen were doing... It was so nice, because 

everyone was singing Chirstmas songs, one after the other, and it was really a memorable time being there, because 

the war was finally  over and seeing so many service men so happy they were going home to their families for 

Christmas, it was  something I have never forgotten.”. 

 

“Robert’s father met us at the train station., and the next day was Christmas Eve.  Robert asked to borrow his father’s 

car and we went shopping in Utica, in all the snow. He bought presents.for his family and we wrapped them.and he 

couldn’t wait and  gave me a gold cross on a chain that he bought in a jewelry store while we were in Utica.” 
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I cant’ begin to tell you how uncomfortable I was  being in his house, because of  the way his mother treated me. She 

let him know in front of me that she disapproved of me  because I was from New York City. And worse yet, I had to 

sleep with his mother, because they only had a 2 bedroom house. They had twin beds,.andhis father slept with his 

younger brother Harry and George slept in his own bed.next to him. The next morning his mother and father went to 

church with his grandmother, so he could have the car. We went to Chirstmas mass. And that was when I fmet Father 

Shannon, the pastor of his church. I liked him right away. We stayed two days because he  had to report back to his 

outfit because they were leaving that week for Germany..  

 

It was the most alwaful feeling, when we had to say good bye. I think I cried for a week, because I was so used to 

being with him, week after week, and going to church on Sundays and walking around 42nd Street, and having dinner 

at my house.  

 

Although the war was over,  the letters the boys sent home became v-mails. The Army would take athe letters and 

photograph them and reduce them to a much smaller size they were about 4” X 3”,  and you could hardly read.them. 

They were only allowed to write short notes, and they could not mention where they were, and the war was over.. At 

first his letters were filled so much love and how much he missed me, then they dwindled down and down to every 

other month  No more, ‘I love you or I miss you and can’t wait to see you again’. He’d wrote about how he had been 

to Switzerland with the guys from his outfit, and how beautiful the alps were and that they had been to Austria, and 

how well they were treated, What they ate and drank. And that was it.  I still can’t believe I was so naïve that I didn’t 

even think something was wrong. .” 

 

Betsy sat back, “But, all the signs were there. Wasn’t it obvious something had changed him.”  

 

“ At times I’d tell myself, I don’t think he loves me anymore, and then  I’d feel guilty that I even thought such a thing..  

 

It was the night before Easter, when Robert walked in my house  I had no idea he was coming home from 

Germany..He said, he wanted  to surprise me andtook a taxi to my house.and was so glad he could spend Easter with 

me?  Needless to say, I was shocked and happy..  I didn’t hear him knock. Anna let him in.and I almost fainted when I 

saw him standing in the dining room.  I started to cry. I was so happy to see him and we hugged and we kissed and I 

wanted him to keep holding me, and I could tell something was not right, and I attributed it to our being apart for so 

long.  

 

Later that night, when everyone had gone to bed we were sitting on the sofa.and he had his arm around me, and that 

was when told me ‘that he had been involved with this German girl and he lived with her in her parent’s house, 

upstairs, for almost two years and what a lovely family it was..’ Can you imagine having to sit there and listen to him 

tell me this, after I waited so long for him to come home, that I was only dreaming.he would never do that to me, but 

he did. What I noticed the most  was he had no remorse or shame about what he had done, and I was gasping. I felt 

like my heart was going to burst  it hurt so much, to listen to him go on an on as if it was nothing. .All he did was talk 

about ‘her;’.that ny head felt like it was going to explode.  

 

I kept asking myself,, doesn’t he realize what he is doing to me, stting there and telling me this? It almost sounded like 

he.felt proud of what he had done, the way he was smiling and telling me how  her father and mother liked him, and 

the meals they gave him and when Anne got pregnant she hae a miscarriage and lost thebaby.’  

 

That was when I thought I was going to pass out, when her told me that. I thought, how could he sit there and do this 

to me?  I could hardly breathe I was so upset and hurt, still I never said anything. . I started to ask myself, am I 

dreaming, ‘could he really have done these things?’  But but I wasn’t dreaming, I was looking at him, he was sitting 

beside me with his arm around me.. Then I heard him say, ‘When I found out, we were going back home, I knew I  
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had to make a choice, whether it was going to be Anne or you and I decided it was you that I wanted to spend the rest 

of my life with.’  

 

“I stared at him and thought, you’re not spending the rest of your life with me...What was he thinking, that he had to 

tell me all the sordid detainls of his sex life in Germany, whenall weever did was kiss.. Was  I suppose to be flattered 

that he chose me instead of her? I wondered if he even cared how much he had hurt me and have me listen to him and 

he acted as if he was proud of himself, that now ‘he was officially ‘a man! 

 

. I kept thinking how just an hour ago, I was so happy when I saw him.standing in the dining room, because I had 

looked forward and dreamed of the day he would come home,  and to think all that time I was waiting for him,  he was 

sleeping with this girl and to think the army allowed things like that to go on, with the enemy?  

 

Not once, did he say, he was sorry.and when I looked at him he didn’t say a word.  I slipped his ring off and put it in 

his hand.and he pushed my hand away and  refused to take it.back. I told him, “Take it. It doesn’t mean anything to me 

anymore and there is nothing you can say that will change my mind.  I can’t believe how naïve I was, when I’d 

questioned why you only wrote me every other month, and you would write back,. about where you had been and what 

you had seen. You no longer wrote tyou missed me or loved for me, and I was so blind not to realize what you were 

doing.  Didn’t your consciouence bother you, when you got my letter every week?”. 

 

“He sighed and hung his head and sat there looking at the floor.. I told him quietly,  ‘Well, at least you were honest 

and told me now, rather than later.. What hurts is that you didn’t let ne know you didn’t love me anymore,  instead of 

me waiting here when I could have gone on with my life and enjoyed it. .Why did you send me that espensive 

beautiful gold watch, when you were in Switzerland?. I didn’t know it was such an expensive watch, until I brought it 

to the jeweler  to have him take a link off, being it was too big for my wrist. When I told him that you had sent it to me 

from Switzerland, .the jeweler saked me, “Do you know this an Omega watch, you take good care ofit because it is a 

very expensive watch? . I assumed you sent it to me because you loved me, but it was because you had a guilty 

conscience, wasn’t it?.” He slowly nodded and said, “ That was probably why he sent it.” 

. 

Betsy sighed and shook her head, and wanted me to go on.  I closed my eyes and said,. “I still can’t believe how calm I 

was thorugh the whole thing.,He cleared his throat a few times and told me.‘I can understand why you feel the way 

you do, but, I thought, with a little time, I could make it up to you?  I’m home now and things will be different. 

Remember how close we were and the good times we used to have together. it’ll be alright again, you’ll see..’ 

 

“ I  glared at him, “Well, you know that is all I ever thought about,  while you were gone,  but you certainly didn’t 

remember what we had. but for me, remembering all those good times was the only thing that kept me going, when 

weeks and months would go by and I didn’t hear from you.”  

 

 I sat there. I  didn’t cry because I couldn’t.I was in total shock. Then he started tot tell me a lot of other things he got 

involved with and I could hardly breathe. I couldn’t the rotten life he led over there,  nd to hear what he had done with 

his life and how careless he was, I was horrified. He was no longer the person I knew.  I wondered what made him 

think  I would accept what he had done or that we could continue on like nothing happened. I don’t think Robert 

realized, how much he had changed or what he had done had changed how I felt about him, he had fallen off the 

pedestal I had him on. ..  

Listening to him go on and on,   was devasting beause when he left, he had such good marlas, he  was a good Catholic, 

and now he never goes to church.  he slept around over there and drank and now he smoked.and he didn’t do any of 

those things before he left, , and he seems to think it wa perfectly alright, maybe not to him,  but it wasn’t alright with 

me.  
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He sat there and kept repeating that , he wanted to be honest with me, and he sure was honest. He told me everything.  

I don’t know how he ever got so messed up the way he did,  anyone as intelligent as he is. And the Army allowed this 

to go on, .knowing he was living with a German family, instead of in the barracks? I  couldn’t understand that. Betsy, 

don’t misunderstand me, I am not saying it was her fault, he knew what he was doing when he got into bed with her 

that first time.. But, for me it is better I know something like this happened now, then for me to find out later on, if we 

did get married.”. 

 

“Robert and I sat on the sofa and talked all  night. We saw the sun was come up on Easter morning. Everytime I  

looked at him, I couldn’t believe how much he had changed,  Even the way he spoke was different and the way he 

moved his head and laughed. The person I knew was gone, He wasn’t there anymore.and the love we had for one 

another, obviously meant nothing.to him. I lost all my respect for him that night.because .I had betrayed me.and it was 

like I was sitting next to a stranger.  

 

It hurt to think,  he could sit there and tell me what he did, as if he didn’t do anything wrong, because he kind of 

laughed when he old me, ‘You don’t think I was the only one that did that? All the guys were doing the same thing as I 

was. Even the married guys”. I fought back the tears and told him, “Oh! Because all the other guys were sleeping 

around, you had to do it too?” 

 

My head was pounding. I didn’t know how much more I could take sitting there listening to him go on and on about 

what he did, and not once did he ask what I did while he was gone. But to be fair, he knew because I wrote him almost 

every week What hurt me the most, was he never said he was sorry, didn’t he see how it was affecting me. It was as 

though he expected me to say, it was alright wha the did.”  

 

We stayed up all that night talking and he kept his arm around me the whole time. I decided I was going to the 8 

o’clock mass and I asked him, if he wanted to go? He nodded he would. While I washed up and changed my clothes, 

he took a clean shirt out of his duffle bag, and went in the bathroom and shaved and changed his shirt. We had 

breakfast and went to mass and on the way back I got another surprise. He told me, “I’d like to stay here with you this 

week, if it’s alright because I want to try and make up to you for what’s happened. I really do.”  

 

“I stared at him, because I was at a complete loss as to what to say knowing the circumstances, I didn’t’ know how he 

could ask me such a thing. . I didn’t want him to try and make it up to me for what he did. I don’t know what made 

him think I’d want to continue seeing him.  

 

When we walked in, Momma was up and getting ready to go to the 10 o’clock mass  and I told her, “Robert would like 

to know if it is alright if he stayed here this week?” Momma smiled, because she had no idea what he told me.and I 

wasn’t surprised that she said, “Of course he can., but he’ll have to sleep on the floor.” Robert could see there was no 

place for him to sleep in our house.and he certainly wouldn’t fit on the love seat we were sitting on. I laughed and told 

him, ..“I’m afraid if you stay, you’ll have to sleep on the floor in the dining room, because you know we don’t have an 

extra bedroom.”  He shrugged, “I don’t mind.”   

 

We went for a long walk along the Hudson River, and he talked about his trips to Switzerland, and the different 

countries he visited and it was all very interesting, but I was so heart broken knowing what he did, I couldn’t enjoy his 

telling me how beautiful the alps were and the old cities in Germany.  

 

Right then, I didn’t care about hearing about Switzerland,, I was just passing the time, and trying to be very brave and 

not cry. I had waitedfor him to come home for such a long time, and dreamed of the day we could go for a nice long 

walk like we used to do,  along the same path we were following along the Hudson River, and all I kept thinking was, 

‘it didn’t seem real he is here with me and he is really home, and to think how I waited all thos months for him to 
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come come and now this.,, It hurt so much, I didn’t know if I was going to get over it, and it didn’t seem to bother him. 

We stopped in a restaurant and had something to eat, and the both of were exhausted, being we were up all night and I 

couldn’t wait to get home. I had to get up for work the next morning and didn’t’ know what he was going to do all 

day?  That night I got a heavy quilt from Anna’s room and put it on the floor and he helped me cover it with a sheet 

and another sheet and blanket and. I handed him a pillow. He kissed me good night and he slept on the floor the entire 

week.” 

  

Everytime I reminded him, “Don’t you think you should call your parents and let them know you are back in the 

states,” .He’d shrug, “I will, before I leave,  but not now. I don’t want to go home until I can convince you, we ‘can’ 

work this out, because I know all we need is to spend some time together.”  

 

 I told him, “Robert, time is not going to change anything. that happened is done and over with. These past two years 

we both have matured. You changed and I changed We are not the same people we were before you left. But, I know 

my morals didn’t change. I am still the same person you left, but, you aren’t. You are so different, that I don’t know 

who you are. What was important to us before you left, is no longer important to you .How could you let me think 

eveything was alright between us. I loved you and while you were gone, I had a very lonely life sitting at home by 

myself.  I didn’t date anyone/ I was asked out again and again. The only place I went was to the movies, bowling and 

roller skating with my mother.”   

 

“You certainly weren’t lonesome. You were having a good time sleeping with that girl. Robert that will always be a 

thorn in my life that you would do that to me.  You could have written me that it was over andyou wanted to be with 

her, and you didn’t. What makes you think you can make up it up to me now, you can’t.”   

 

“He told me,“ I chose to come back to you. I didn’t stay with her. Doesn’t that prove to you, it’s you that I love you?.   

 

“It was very hard for me to sit there and listen to him because he could not see he had done anyting wrong. He was 

handsome and so charming, that everytime I looked at him I wanted to cry knowing that it was over, but I didn’t.cry. I 

did blame myself for being so blind. I was aware his letters no longer had words of love like before.and I would 

convinice myself he was probably too busy. Being the letter were all sent v mail, maybe he felt some of the guys he 

knew would read them, I don’t know, but now I am just amazed that I never doubted his love for me.” 

 

“I was sobbing when I told him, “What is done is done. What we once had is gone. It’s over.and. there is no going 

back to what we once meant to one another, but you know that.. Well, one day you’ll  find a girl that won’t mind what 

you did , but  I can’t and I won’t,  that is not the kind of life I want, always wondering were you cheating on me again. 

I don’t want that kind of life.”  

 

Betsy asked me, “.What did he do all day, while you were at work? Does Mary know you went to Utica, and gave him 

back his ring?”  

 

I nodded, “I told her but she feels I was wrong that I shouldn’t have  given it back to him. She met Robert, before he 

went overseas, and she liked him a lot  She thinks we should try and work things out.now that he’s home. I have no 

intention of doing that, it’s over.and I’m not going back to him.” 

 

You asked me, what he did he do while I was at work? Well,  he’d go with me to work on the subway and kiss me 

good bye, and take the bus crosstown and look around the city, like we used to do Then he’d take the subway back to 

53rd and Madison and wait for me downstairs by the front door.  We’d walk over to Broadway and have dinner and see 

a movie, like we had done so many times before, and he always had his arm around me no matter where we went. The 

trouble with that was, I was beginning to like being with him more and more, and I felt I wanted him to hold me in his 
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arms again and and kiss me, until I would get a hold of myself and fight not to let my emotions take over.  I never 

wanted to get hurt like that again and I am so glad I was strong enough to keep resisting his ‘manly’ charms.nd it was 

no easy.”  

 

But, there were times, I didn’t know what to do.I’d get so confused and wonder, am I the one that was being unfair?  

My sister thought I was. Then I would argue with myself, ‘What are you thinking of? You have to let go and get on 

with your life. Honestly, it was tearing me apart being with him every day.  I found myself hoping he wouldn’t go 

home. I wanted him to stay with me.”.  

 

“The week went by so fast and he finally called his parents to tell them, he was coming home. I noticed he never told 

them, he had been staying at my house. Leaving, he asked me to promise him, I would wait three months, before I 

made any decision. I agreed that I would  But…when Robert went home, I didn’t hear from him for weeks at a time  

For someone who professed to loved me so much, he never called and heonly wrote me two times,.from April to 

August.that I gave up on him entirely. I began to think he had made a fool out of me.pretending he loved me and I glad 

I was so glad I never gave in and kissed him back when he’d kiss me..   

  

“That was exactly what I needed to make me see how vulnerable I was, and it helped me realize he had no clue what 

he did to me.and I wondered, if he even cared? Knowing that gave me the strength to  let the three months go by, like I 

promised,and I felt I had done my part. I took the little box with the ring in it out of my drawer, covered it in a 

cardboard  box with lots of tissue paper then wrapped it in brown paper. I had every intention of mailing it to him, but 

I just couldn’t mail it  to him, when that ring had meant so much to me.Besides,  I didn’t want it to end that way 

because it  wasn’t that I was mad at him.  I convinced myself, he was honest enough to tell me about the whole sordid 

affair, when he could have easily not told me anything, and I would have never known what he did and maybe married 

him?”   

 

I realized I was making excuses for him because I did not want it to end. I thought how he two letters I did get,  were 

so similar to the letters he sent from Germany, they were friendly letters telling me when he went home, he met some 

of his old friends from high school, and he enrolled in college to become a doctor, and he had a long talk with Father 

Shannon, that I had met when I was there that Christmas.. He never said he was sorry for what he did, or what he put 

me through the night he was at my house. That’s when I realized, I had to let go, because I wanted someone in my life 

I could trust, and it certainly was not Robert. And it was a very difficult thing for me to have to do. ” 

 

“What confused me was my family and girlfriends thought it was terrible that I was going to give Robert his ring back 

, but .they didn’t know why, and I was too embarrassed to tell them what he did.. They felt now that he was home, I 

should forgive him and start over.”  

 

”It took three months to the day for Robert to finally call me. It was only to find out if I had made a decision yet.   I 

told him, “I did, and  I had thought it over very carefully,and I was going to mail his ring back to him,, but I decided I 

would rather give it to back to him in person I was taking the train to Utica. and I was going to stay one night at a 

motel, that I did not  want to stay at his parents’house, because I knew his mother didn’t like me.’ 

 

He told me, ‘I am very glad you are coming but I am not taking that ring back, if you would only listen to me, and give 

me a chance. think how happy we used to be when we were together?”   

He got a little angry on the phone and told  me, ‘ If you would only listen to me, and at least give me a chance to show 

you we can make it work. You know as well as I do, we belong together” ’I sighend and told him I  wrote you a long 

letter why it won’t work, because I couldn’t  say what I wanted to you over the phone,” All he said was, ” You mean 

you are coming all the way up here just to give that ring back to me?  Then that means you do love me.and you know 

you don’t want to give it back to me, or you would have mailed it by now.”  
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Betsy took the wax paper off the other half ofher tuna fish sandwich and held it up and asked me again. “You sure you 

don’t want this?” I shook my head. By then I was so choked up talking about what happened,t I could hardly talk.. 

Betsy asked me, “Did he meet you at the train?.” 

 

I  laughed, “We weren’t angry at one other, we are still good friends. It’s just that all the things I admired about him, 

were no longer there. Before he went to Gemany,  we were together every week-end for a year and a half, , and believe 

me when I tell you, we only  kissed, and he goes to Germany and he sleeps with andlives this woman practically the 

whole time he was over there..” 

 

Betsy sighed and threw the wax paper in the waste paper basket,  “So, it’s only nautural that he matured while he was 

there. He’s no longer that young boy you knew,  So what if he drinks and smokes, and lived with her, it doesn’t make 

him a bad person. You are not that naïve to think that most of those guys over there didn’t  sleep with those French and 

German girls, while they were stationed there.”  

 

“ I shook my head, and told Betsy, “I wouldn’t I know about those kinds of things. About my going to Utica last week,  

the first night I was there, it was hot, being it was the end of August so we sat outside on the porch. Would you believe 

he  kept talking about her, and gloating over the wonderful time he had while he was living with her. He tried to 

smooth it over  by telling me again, that most of the guys did the same thing’  

. 

I asked him, “Didn’t it bother you that you are a Catholic, and you were living in mortal sin? No wonder you don’t go 

to church anymore. What you did was wrong,  but you are going to have to deal with God about that, not me..  I know 

when I get married I want someone who has the same respect for me, as I have for them, ” 

 

“Betsy, do you know the army knew what was going on and even though they forbid the men to sleep with the enemy,  

they still allowed it to go on, and they looked the other way. The war was over, but that was not right,the majority of 

those men were probably married  and the army looked the oher way...”  

 

Betsy looked uncomfortable and sighed, ”Rose, men will be men, whether they are in Germany or here.” Betsy, was 

eyeing the clock,. “It’s almost one,  we better stop talking and get back to work. But be sure you tell me what 

happened in Utica, tomorrow at lunch.”  

 

The next day  we got our coffee from the back as usual and  took our sandwiches out and sat there.  Betsy insisted I 

continue my story, after Mary left. I reminded Betsy, . “You asked me if Robert met me at the train? He did, and the 

two of us stood there like fools staring at one another, wondering whether we should  kiss and hug each other or not?  

Robert leaned over and kissed me on the cheek and to break the ice, I told him, “Wow, look at you. this is the first time 

I’ve seen you in civilian clothes.”  He laughed and took my bag and we  stood there looking at on eanother.When I 

saw the sun shining on his strawberry blonde hair, and he still had those same rosy cheeks,  it  brought back so 

manymemories of  us, when we were together, and I got so choked up I couldn’t talk and I reminded myself, why I 

was there. I took a deep breath and smiled at him an djust said, “It sure is hot here.”...” 

 

“I was determined it didn’t matter what he said or promised, I was not going back to him. I hate to admit it, the but the 

whole time I was with him, it was a constant fight not to want him to hold me in his arms again. Every part of me still 

wanted him, especially when he wuld smile at me,  the memories of what we onxe had, was breaking my heart. I was 

wishing I didn’t come. It was so hard to say good bye..”  

 

“We walked over to his car, and he was telling me how hot it had been, and I was thinking, how he used to hold me in 

his arms and now we were acting like were strangers.we stood there ‘talking about the weather?’  He opened the door 
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for me to get in, and for one brief moment our eyes locked on to one another and he put his hand on my shoulder, and 

when he saw my eyes were filling up with tears,  he bit his lip and looked down at the ground.because it was a very 

difficult moment for the both of us, and I got in the car quick and sat down, before he said anything..” 

 

“I told him on the phone I wanted to stay at a nearby motel, and he wouldn’t hear of it, he didn’t after he had staye 

dinmy house a week nd besided he hought it wouldn’t look right.and he took me to his parent’s house.  I was there 

three years ago for Christmas of 1944, and I was so miserable because I had to sleep with his motherand I knew she 

did not ‘approve’ of’ me, being I was from New York City. 

 

We pulled in the driveway, and it was not where I wanted to be. I wanted to stay at a motel and he wouldn’t let me, 

because  I knew I was going to have to sleep with his mother again, when I could be in a nearby motel. I dreaded 

having to sleep with her.     

 

“When we walked in I got the same, cool reception from both his parents this time... His mother glanced up but didn’t 

say  ‘hello’,. she just nodded a sort of ‘hello’ to acknowledge my being there. When I was there before I heard her 

arguing with Robert, that she did not want him to marry me, and now she was acting liked I was going to steal her son 

away from her and marry him, and  ruin his chances of ever becoming a doctor.  I thought, ‘Lady, too bad you don’t 

know your son better, while he was in Germany he lived with a girl almost 2 years  iand she got pregnant. Seeing how 

she was sitting there glaring at me because I was from New York City, it automatically made me a bad girl in her eyes.  

I was sorry I didn’t insist on going to a motel like I had wanted to, whys hhould I be where I was not wanted and 

knowing I was going to have to.sleep with  his mother again” 

 

“Being it was the end of August, it was hot and muggy and I was glad Robert took me to dinner before we went to his 

house. Robert and I sat on the porch-swing,.and kept the swing going back and forth with our feet.while I listened to 

Robert go on and on about what went on in Germany, and the good time he had with her, and where he went with his 

buddies he was stationed with.. 

 

 I waited for the right moment, before I handed him the letter I wrote, and gave him back the ring.  I could tell he did 

not want to read the letter but I asked to please read all of it. He reluctantlydid and when he finished, he looked at me 

and folded it back up and  stuck in his shirt pocket, and put the box in  his pant’s pocket. All he said, was “I don’t 

think you know how much I do love you, or you would never say the things that you said in that letter. Just because I 

didn’t write you, didn’t mean I didn’t love you.”  

 

“I let out a long sigh.and being it was dark out, he reached over and took my hand and held it  ’Can we talk about what 

you said in the letter tomorrow. because I want to address some of the issues you brought up in it. You have no idea 

how different my life has been, since I am home compared to the life  I had in Germany .I know you can’t understand 

that, but believe me when I say it was different.”  

 

I didn’t say anything, , because I didn’t  want to know or understand what he was talking about, that ‘his life was so 

different while he was over there’...” 

 

He smiled, “I had a long talk with Father Shannon. He makes sure  I go to mass every Sunday and I ‘m going to 

Hamilton College, it’s nearby.because like I told you  I intend to be a medical doctor, and when I graduate. I. will be 

going to Syracuse University to get my degree, that’s  about 50 miles from here. 

 

 I realized, again not once did he ask me how I was or what I was doing, it seemed every conversation we had, was 

about him.”  
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“I just smiled to let him know, I thought it was wonderful he had enrolled in college, and we sat there with nothing 

more to say. Then he said, “Tomorrow after mass I want to make sure we stop to see Father Shannon. He doesn’t 

know you are here yet. He really likes you, and he was hoping one day we would get married.  Did you know that?” I 

didn’t say anything and he went on, “After mass, I’m taking you to see Hamilton College, then to Syracuse University  

where I will be taking my graduate courses.” 

 

 I don’t know why I was shaking, but I was, and I told him. “You know you are going to be a very good doctor.” I 

meant it because.he was very intelligent, and I really  hoped he would become a doctor one day..” He was holding my 

hand, and laughing, ‘I’m sorry, but I guess you know,  you are going to have to sleep with my mother again, t my 

father is sleeping in my room with me or Harry because we have twin beds.” 

 

I whispered,” I hope you  know I am going to be miserable sleeping with your mother. How come she doesn’t like me? 

What did you tell her that she doesn’t like me.”.  He laughed,  ‘I swear,  the only thing I told her was that I loved you.’  

I looked at him and asked, “Why?”  

 

“We sat there a long time going over the fun we used to have at the USO dances.and the different shows we went to 

see down on Broadway and suddenly, all the lights in the house went off.  Robert stood up and said, ”Tthat means 

we’d better go in.”  

I looked at my watch and told him “It’s only ten o’clock.  He sort of giggled, “I’m sorrty but my parents go to bed 

early/.” Robert got up and put the porch light out, and we were going inside. whenhe stopped and put his arms around 

me and kissed me for a long time, and suddenly I didn’t want him to stop but I knew I had to step back to get away 

from him, because if I didn’t, I would have thrown my arms around him,and I would belonged to him again and I did 

not want that to happen..  

 

He quietly opened the screen door and told me., “It’s alright. I understand why you feel the way you do.. just  be 

careful when you go in, beause my parents turn off all the lights before they go to bed.’ I couldn’t believe his parents 

would do such a rude thing, when they knew we were still out on the porch talking.” 

 

Robert took my hand and led me  to his mother’s bedroom door.and kissed me lightly on the cheek and said ‘Good 

night, see you in the morning/ ’ and left.  I slipped my shoes off and. tip-toed in.the room, and I knew darn well, his 

mother wasn’t asleep.  

 

I had to feel my way to the bathroom so I could wash my face and put my pajamas on in the dark, then feel my way 

back along the wall to get  to where the bed was. aI very carefully got under the sheet. I made sure I stayed way over 

on the edge of the mattress, and I didn’t move. I  kept  thinking about Robert and  knew I still had deep feelings for 

him, and that scared me. I began to wonder was I doing the right thing  breaking up with him, and I must have fallen 

asleep because when I woke up, the sun was shining in my eyes.and I discovered I was the only one in the bed.   

 

I got up and washed and got dressed, and put my makeup on. and when I went in the kitchen, no one was there,  I saw 

two empty coffee mugs, two empty bowls, two spoons and a box of Wheaties on the table.  Robert walked in and was 

fixing his tie, and he leaned over and kissed me on the cheek, and .noticed his parents weren’t there.A slight smile 

crept over his face and he said, ” I’m sorry … what can I say. that’s how they are. They’re probably next door  at my 

grandmother’s having breakfast  because she lives next to us. .”   

 

What a horrible feeling it was to sit there knowing you are not welcomed in someone’s house. We had the cereal and 

put everything away and I washed the dishes and left them drip in the rack.wondering why his parents disliked me so 

much,  they didn’t want to have breakfast with me being there.. Before we left, Robert suggested, ”Maybe you better 

bring your suitcase, I’ll put it in the trunk, in case we are late getting back from Syracuse...I wish you would stay a few 
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more days, but I know you won’t, so we better not miss that train going to New York..” 

  

“We went to church and Robert noticed I was concerned  he wouldn’t get me back on time to get on the train, because 

he was going to go all the way to Syracuse.. He  assured me, “Don’t worry, I’ll have you back in plenty of time. but 

you’re welcomed to stay another day if you want”.  I looked at him and rolled my eyes up telling him.. “And sleep 

with your mother again. “No thanks.” He laughed and thought it was funny. and put his arm around me and reminded 

me again. “ Don’t forget after mass we have to stop and say ‘hello’ to  Father Shannon, and then we’ll go to Hamilton 

College..I want to make sure you see where I am going to college,  and where married couples live,  in case you should  

change your mind, you will know where we would live.” He looked at me and waited to see what I would say. I let it 

pass. Then he added, “ I mean, if you did change your mind, I wouldn’t want you to think we’d be living with my 

mother.”   

 

I laughed at him, because I knew Robert liked to play head games with me and I could tell he was fishing to see my 

reaction.. After mass, we found Father Shannon standing outside the church,  What a joy it was to know him. He was 

so gracious how he greeted me and hugged me. and I remembered why I liked him so much, the first time met him. I 

figured he was instrumental in trying to turn Robert’s life around, because he was going  to mass again, and I 

wondered, if Father Shannon  got him to enroll in college. While he clasped his hands around my hand he had the 

biggest smile telling me,” Rose, I’m so glad  to see you again, How long are you going to be here?” I shook my head 

and told him I was going home tonight on the train.  He looked at Robert surprised, and changed the subject and told 

us,” Well, I will be retiring soon and when I’m not praying, I intend to devote most of my time to writing, about the 

hills and valleys everyone goes through in life, at one time or another.  And I am looking forward to the day I can have 

myself a lovely rose garden, I will enjoy that.”  I wondered, if he meant  that remark for Robert because of the way he 

kept looking at him.and.I somehow had the feeling Robert must have gone to confession to him when he came back 

and he had a long talk with him..  

 

As we were leaving Robert told him,”Just so you know, Rose came up to give me back my  ring, is why she is leaving 

to go back tonight.’ “Father Shannon looked at me and seemed so disappointed when his eyes met mine. He was about 

to say something, but thought the better of it and just kept nodding, knowingly. We said our‘good-byes, and Father 

Shannon hugged and  patted me on the back and emphasized, “Rose, I sincerely hope I am going to see you again .. 

Soon? Maybe?”  I didn’t want to say, that won’t happen.  I waved to him and we got in the car.and drove to Hamilton 

College, it was close by  and we walked along the paths and Robert pointed out the different buildings, and  held my 

other hand and kept looking at me, while we walked from one building to the next, and he showed me the 

classrooms.and. then he took me to another section that had a lot of rooms.and never let go of my hand, We looked in 

and he explained,  that was where the students lived on campus..and we continued down a long  hall, and there were 

much bigger rooms we looked into .and Robert said,“This is where  married couples live ,and this is where we would 

live, I mean, if you should decide to change your mind..’ 

 

“I took a deep breath and we continued walking,  and he let go my hand and put his arm around my waist and I loved 

how it felt to be with him again, it was like old times.and it was all I could do, not to let him know how wonderful it 

was to be with him again. As the day wore on,  I could feel myself weakening.and could feel all my defences were 

down, after being with him again. He took my hand and put it through his arm telling  me. ”You/ve seen where I go to 

college, now I want to take you to show you Syracuse University,where I will be getting my degrees. 

 

I was watching the time, because it was 50 miles away and I kind of panicked because I did npt want to miss my train, 

I wanted to go home.before I gave in to what I was feeling. Robert.opened the car door and we stood there and my 

heart pounding so hard, that I had look away.and he took a hold of both my hands and told  me,  ”I wish you would 

understand that I love you, and I wish you would stay a few more days. Tell me why can’t?.’  
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By then I was shaking and we sat in the car and he kept staring at me and put his hands on the steerig wheel and let out 

a long tired sigh..then he  put the key in the ignition and argued. “I don’t understand, why can’t we talk this over like 

two mature adults?  Don’t forget you’ve changed too. You used to be so warm and easy to talk to, and now you keep 

distancing yourself from me. You are not giving me a chance, to show you how I’ve changed for the better since I’ve 

come home..’ 

 

I was a bit sarcastic when I said, “Robert, you are only home 3 months. Besides I don’t  think you even know what it 

means to love someone, because you told me, before you left Germany, you ‘had to make a choice, whether to stay 

with her or come back to me. Well, if you loved me,  you wouldn’t have had to make that choice. We will probably 

always be friends, I’m sure of that. but we can never get back what we once felt for one another. I have no doubt in my 

mind, you will make a wonderful doctor or maybe a lawyer,.and you will be extremely successful no matter what you 

do in life, but, it is not going to be with me.”  

 

“He sat there and was very quiet. “That is why I  wanted to show you where I am going to college so you know, what I 

am planning to do with my life and I am going to be a medical doctor and that is why.I am taking you to see  Syracuse 

University, where I will be graduating as a medical doctor. I thought if you knew what I intended to do, you would 

change your mind about how you feel about this situation we are in, but you are not giving me a chance to prove it.”. 

 

 I was listening to what he was saying and thought, .‘does he think because he is going to college, to be a docotr,  it 

will change how I feel about what he done and the life he lead while he was in Germany.  I sat there shaking my head, 

fighting what I was feeling because I had loved him for more than a year and half before he went away and he was in 

Germany almost 2 years. and being next to him agaom.  I was beginning to feel, I didn’t want to leave him, but I 

lmew, I had to find a way to remain strong and not think about it.” 

 

“When we drove in on the grounds I was surprised what a beautiful building Syracuse University was. It looked like a 

big cathedral with well manicured lawns,  the grounds were so well manicured. He found a place to park. and we were 

both hungry and Robert found a place where we could get a sandwich and some coffee. We sat at one of the picnic 

tables, facing one another and it was breaking my heart to sit there and look at him, and all I kept thinling was, why 

did this have to happen to us, when we seemed so right for one another?  I glanced down at my watch and asked him,, 

“You won’t forget the time, because I have to catch that train and go to work tomorrow.” Without looking at me,  he 

said he knew what time it was. We finished our coffee and walked around and he was very proud that he was going to 

go to Syracuse University. I let him know I was impressed that he was going to go there.”  

 

When we got back in the car, I had to ask,” Will you please tell me why you brought me all way out here to show me 

where you will be graduating one day,  when you know, I am not going to be a part of your life”.   

 

He closed his eyes and sighed, “ I thought if you could see what our future would be like, even it is going to take eight 

to tweleve years for me to become a doctor, I was hoping you want want to be a part of my life, but I guess I was 

wrong. ”  

 

I put my hand on top of his. ”I am very happy for you, because that is probably the best decision you have ever made, 

to be a doctor.  But, it doesn’t change what has happened to us. I wish with all my heart things had turned out 

differently, and I could be there to see you graduate as a doctor. and you will make a great doctor. You have the brains, 

the personality, and  looks. But, as for us, our lives are going to go in two different directions. Eventually you will 

meet someone you love and get married, and so will I, and the memories of what we once had will fade away.” 

 

”When we drove back, neither one of us had much to say. We  made it on time ofr the train and stood on the platform 

while we waited,  Robert, put his arm around me held my face and looked deep into my eyes and whsipered ’ I am 
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trying so hard to change.”. I could feel myself weakening more and more and the train was coming dpwm the track. I 

was afraid to look at him, because I knew if I did, I would give in to all his charms, because at that moment I was so 

vulnerable that my heart was pounding knowing  I did not want to leave him.  

 

People were walking by,.and kept tturning around and looking at us and smiling, not realizing we were saying ‘good-

bye’  for the last time.I had such mixed emotions.I kept thinking I wanted him to keep holding me and never let me 

go..”   

 

Betsy interrupted me.. “Well what did he say? Did he let you get on the train?” 

\ 

“We were both so upset that we tried not to look at one another. He put this hand in his pocket and took  the ring out 

and insisted, “’Will you please put this ring back on your finger before you get on that train, I know you love me. .You 

can’t just walk away like this and not give us a chance.”  

 

 I shook my head and refused to take it  and he shoved it back in his pocket and hugged me to him and he held me so 

tight, and kept kissing me.that I thought I was going to burst out crying.and I came so close to telling him that I loved 

him too, but I didn’t, The train stopped.and the doors opened. and I went to pick up my suitcase and he took it from me 

and he hurried up the noisy iron steps with me in tow and as I walked down the aisle of  the train, he saw how I was 

sobbing.  I sat down next to the window, while he put my suitcase up on the overhead rack. He stood there watching 

me wiping my eyes with my hanky. and sat down beside me and held me sp tight, and his eyes were  pleading with 

me, ‘don’t leave.’  

 

“The conductor came walking down the aisle announcing, ’All Aboard, All Aboard.’ Robert got up.and leaned over 

and held my face in his hands and kissed me and when he let go the two of us had tears running down our faces.and he 

ran off the train, my vision was blurred from crying,  I could hardly see him standing on the platform looking up at me 

and waving.... 

 

The train started to move  and he kept waving and I kept waving,  knowing we would never see one another again. The 

more I thought about it, I knew in my heart, no matter how it hurt, I had done the right thing.”   

 

The train rattled back and forth and I leaned my head back and thought how everytime he put his arm around me, I 

could feel I was giving in and I wanted to stay with him,and I was willing to forgive him for everything,. when I was 

with him, but not when we were apart. I know we will never forget one another and he no doubt willl make a 

wonderful doctor or maybe a lawyer, because he certainly knows how to talk . I am so glad  I was strong, because he 

had no idea how close I came to changing my mind.  It took every ounce of my strength to get on that train and 

leave.him. I cried all the way home, In time, I will get over it and so will he? ” 

 

Besty  wiped her eyes , “Oh my gosh…that is so sad. I don’t know how you could have left  him. He sounds so nice! I 

don’t think he’d do something like that again, now that he is home..”   

 

I was surprised to hear Betsy say that, I wrinkled my brow and told her. “ I have no intention of  finding out whether 

he would or wouldn’t do that again, it’s over and there’s no going back, I will get on with my life and so will he.”. 

 

Looking up at the clock, Besty shrugged, “It’s 1 o’clock, we better get  back to work. But, you don’t really know if he 

would ever do that to you again, because you really didn’t give him a chance to show you that he changed...”  

 

I laughed at her. “ I want to marry a man I can trust and not always being wondering if he was cheating on me.”\ 
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.I walked to the back of the shop to rinse out my cup and suddenly I was really annoyed at myself for telling Betsy so 

much about my personal life and what happened between Robert and me when he came back from Germany, when I 

hardly know her. 

 

THE BLIND DATE 

 

When I went home that night. I was looking forward to being alone for the 3 day Labor Day week-end.that was 

coming up, because my mother and Mary Jane were still at Lake Placid, but they were coming home the following 

week. I  knew I was going to be miserable.because I did was cry, and feel sorry for myself   I kept thinking about what 

Betsy said, ‘that I should have given him a chance to prove himself,.but it didn’t matter,  I did what I thought was best 

for me..  

 

The next morning, I was at my desk when Besty walked in. She put her pocketbook in the bottom drawer.and I smiled 

at her. Then I let her know I decided I would like to spend the week-end with her and she was glad I changed my 

mind. 

 

 That Friday, I brought my suitcase in with me and after work we walked down to Grand Central and boarded the train 

that was going to Yonkers. I had never been to Yonker or to a YWCA.and was wondering what it was going to 

like?.When we got there it was interesting to see how many girls and women actually did live there. They all seemed 

happy and were busy running around and taking turns cooking in a common kitchen. and they had freezer on  top of 

the refrigerator  packed with all kinds of  food in containers with strips of adhesive, with names on them, as was the 

milk and soda bottles on the shelves and I realized this was how some girls had to live, when they were away from 

home. 

 

We had a cup of tea, then walked down the block and bough some food for dinner and for the picnic, and we split the 

cost. Betsy seemed to enjoy cooking, and she put a lot of potates in a big soup pot and boiled them.while we had 

hamburgers and rice.and a salad. Then she inisted on  making me a birthday cake.and after she iced it, we made potato 

salad and cole slaw.to take on the picnic She reminded me we had to hurry because the boys were coming to pick us 

up at 7:30, and I was worried..  

 

It was not something I was looking forward to.and I was already wishing I had stayed at home.  I was very 

uncomfortable being there, because I didn’t really know Betsy, and I didn’t like that she had set up a blind date for me.  

I  sliced  the onions real thin and dumped them in the potato salad and Besty mixed in mayonnaise, vinegar, sugar and 

oil and she pushed and shoved it to get it in the refrigerator . 

 

Betsy stood in front of me and the way she looked at me, I could tell she was about to say something. Finally she said 

“I think I better tell you this now, before the boys get here. I know you are not going to like your date! I don’t mean, 

like,in a romantic way. But please don’t misunderstand what I mean, because Fred is really a very nice guy. when you 

get to know him. Knowing you, he’s much too shy for you.and I understand that. What I am trying to say is, it doesn’t 

mean we can’t have a good time because he’s real easy to get along with, it’s just he doesn’t talk much, Are you going 

to be alright with that?”  

 

I raised my eyebrows, wondering what did she mean by. ‘he ‘s too shy for me’  I just said,  “Don’t worry about it,  as 

long as he understands, I’m not interested in seeing anyone right now, not after what I just went through ” 

 

While Betsy ran the water and washed her hands, she said ‘Just so you know,  Fred is Warren’s best friend and they’ve  

known one another a long time. Warren played the drums in the band they belonged to and Fred played the guitar.and  

piano, I think the band was mostly guys from where they went to Roosevelt High School. They must hve been good, 
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because they had jobs in hotels in the city.”   

 

Listening to Betsy go on and on I began to wonder what kind of a situation did I get myself into? I hardly know Betsy 

and  I am staying with her, and I am going out  with her and her boyfriend in some guy’s car I don’t  know. What was 

I thinking of when I said I’d spend the Labor Day week end with her? Now I ‘m stuck in Yonkers, and I have no idea 

where I am, or how I am going to get bacl home .I wish I had never come. Why did I say I would when I wanted to 

stay home?.”  

 

An hour later, the boys arrived/ Fred was as shy as Betsy said he would be. When she introduced me to Fred, he 

nodded and stepped back, but Warren  politely shook my hand and was very friendly.and laughed, “I hear we’re 

having a double date.” Betsy gave him the eye to keep quiet and they got in the back of the car and she told me to sit 

up front with Fred.  Betsy and Warren started smooching and we wer going along and she  told me, “We’re going to 

Warren’s parents’ house. His father has built a lot of the homes in Yonkers and Fred, didn’t he build your house too ?”  

 

Fred turned around and corrected \Betsy, “Warren’s father built my parent’s house. I don’t have a house.’ Before I 

knew it, we were in Warren’s driveway. As we were going in, Warren told Fred, ‘My parents aren’t home, they went 

to the movies.so we can spend the entire evening here.’   

 

I stood there like a frightened rabbit. I  didn’t like going in a house when the parents weren’t home. I thought, ‘Oh! 

God, what have I gotten myself  into? Betsy said we were going on a date and I brought a good dress and high 

heels?.How stupid could I be? ”.We walked in and Warren pointed to a long brown sofa and told us,”You guys can sit 

there“  Fred sat at one end  and I sat at the other end.   

 

Besty brought in two chairs from the dining room.and tt was really such an awkward situation, because they sat there 

looking at us, and no one had  anything to say. I hated being there.and decided, I’m not staying here,I’m going home 

first thing in the morning/ Then I realized Betsy had prepared all that food, for the picnic and she made a cake for  my 

birthdsay,  I had to stay, but I was going home Sunday... 

 

 I was never so bored in my life. I would rather have been home with my dog, Benny, then be there with them.. Warren 

got up and excused himself and went down the hallway to the bathroom. and Betsy sat there smiling at me with her 

hands in her lap.. I began to realize Warren was gone a long time, and wondered did he leave and go somewhere? 

When he did come back, he was smiling and he went over and poked Fred saying,. “Hey, do you notice anything 

different?” 

 

Fred looked up at him, and all he said was“You’re not wearing your glasses? ‘ Then nothing more was said  I thought 

the whole situation was really weird.  I was very happy  when another couple dropped in.and Warren got up and got 2 

more dining room chairs  and the 4 of them sat opposite Fred and me. It was like sitting in a  funeral parlor. I had 

never seen anything like it. 3 young couples sitting there looking at one another and no one had anything interesting to 

say. I was the outsider. When I tried to start a conversation with Fred., all I would get was a ‘yes’ or a ‘no’ and that 

was it! I did notice they were looking at Fred and me, and then they’d giggle, until I noticed it was because we were 

sitting on opposite ends of the sofa. A couple of times,I caught  Fred taking a quick look at me, but he never said a 

word or tried to talk to me.I was tired of trying  to start a conversation with him..I was thinking what a bunch of weird 

people, why do they bother to go see one another?. 

. 

I noticed Warren kept rubbing his eyes. It was obvious they were  bothering him, because they were all red and 

tearing, still he keptt rubbing them again and again.. Then he let out a long sigh, “In case you guys are wondering why 

my eyes are all red, it’s because I am trying something new called contact lenses, they[re out on the market now, 

where I work at this optical companyl. So far I’m not having any luck with them, I don’t think my eyes are going to be 
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able to tolerate them, they bother me and make my eyes tear.so bad I can’t see. I am suppose to leave them in for a few 

hours, but. I can’t’ leave them in 10 minuties, I  have to take them out. .  

 

We heard what he said, but no one knew what he was talking about, When Warren realized it, he told us,  “Contact 

lenses,  it’s something new, instead of hving to wear glasses. They are tiny little lenses smaller than a dime that  cover 

the eye.  I am trying to get used to them, because then I won’t have to wear glasses anymore. The good news is, they 

said it takes time to get used to them, so I am hoping that is my problem. Not too many people know about  them but 

being I work for an optical company, they have them, and I thought I’d like to try them.” 

 

Warren went back to the bathroom and took the contact lenses out and put them in a little container and he  passed it 

around so we could see them and he told us they were soaking in a saline solution. but we could hardly see what they 

looked like, they were so small. No one could figure out how they were able to stay on the eye and not fall off?  

Warren made a face, “What makes me mad, is I can see great with them on,  but they make my eyes water so bad that I 

can’t see.”  

 

It was very hot in the house, and I was relieved to see Betsy coming with a big pitcher of water, but there were no ice 

cubes in it?  Warren announced, “The glasses are on the tray just help yourselves.” I couldn’t believe they offered us 

water with no ice cubes?. I filled a glass and sat down.because I was so thirsty I drank the full glass of water.  I 

checked to see what Fred was doing , and he quick looked the other way, so I  tried to talk to the other couple and they 

weren’t interested in talking either. I sat there holding the empty glass, and no one had a thing to say!  

 

Warren suggested “How about we go to Howard Johnson’s on Centrla Avnue for some ice cream?” I got my 

pocketbook and was the first one out the door.and Fred followed me out. He opened the car door for me, and  Besty 

and Warren got in the back, and the other couple left saying, “We’ll meet you there.” After  Fred parked the car we 

went in and we found a table where we could sit together. Everyone ordered the same thing, vanilla ice cream with 

chocolate syrup, and again, no one had much to say. The boys split the bill and we got back in the car and the other 

couple waved and went home..  

 

The whole time we were at Howard Johnson’s Fred never spoke to me. Betsy told me she would have a date for me 

and we’d have lots of fun going out, and I couldn’t believe this was what she called ‘fun’.  It might be alright for her, 

but I couldn’t wait to go home.. Fred was driving, and he asked Warren. ”How about going to my  house for a few 

minutes, there’s no one home. My parents are in California, and I want you to hear my new Hamond organ, Iot has big 

Leslie speakers in a separate cabinet.  Wait until you hear it, you’re going to love it!”  

 

I was secretly crying, I didn’t want to go to Fred’s house. I didn’t know him. How come his parents weren’t home 

either.  I was beginning to get  nervous and my heart started to pound.because I had read enough stories in the Sunday 

Daily Mirror about, how many girls get murdered when they are caught in similar situations. I was so angry at myself  

because I didn’t know him or where they were taking me?   

 

When we got to Fred’s house, his dog Tippy was waiting at the door. and he was one happy dog to see us walk in. No 

one was invited to sit down, we stood while Fred proudly showed Warren the new wooden RCA record player and 

radio that stood on the floor. and Warren asked him,   “Wow! When did you get that? Is it yours?”  

 

Fred shook his head,  “Well, yes and no. My mother paid half and I paid  half.” Fred was anxious for Warren to hear 

him play the organ. and he sat down on the bench and kept eyeing Warren . He played some Broadway songs and 

classical numbers and we were all very impressed how well he played, since he only had ithe organ for two weeks.  He 

stood up and bowed  and said, “Okay, let’s go. I know the girls have to get back, ” and we left. Walking towards the 

car, Warren   teased, ”Hey Fred, I thought you always wanted a grand piano. How come you settled for an electronic 



 

 ALL HER TOMORROWS                                    ROSE MC AROW EICHHORN                                                             

 

                                                                          1302 

 

organ?” Fred smirked, “You got to be kidding? Wait until my mother gets home and sees this organ. She doesn’t  

know I bought it yet. Are you kidding, my mother would never let me have a grand piano.besides It would take up the 

entire living room. I know she is going to have a fit when she sees this sitting in her living room.” 

   

Fred dropped us off at tthe’Y’.and as they were pulling away,, Warren  rolled down the window and told Betsy, “We’ll  

pick you girls up around ten, okay.” The next morning Fred and Warren were there at 10 o’clock. and they helped 

carry the food to the car,  and Betsy brought along an old blanket to sit on., and I carried the birthday cake in a 

cardboard box.. The boys were careful how they placed everything in the trunk of the car  and I heard Betsy, say we 

were going to Lake Byron. It was only 10 o’clock and it was so hot out, and they had all the windows down in the 

car.and. I sat there thinking to myself, , Betsy said we wer going on a double date and I packed  two dresses, a suit, and 

two pairs of high heels, because. I though we would be going to a nice restaurant because a ‘date’ to me meant going 

out to eat, and  go to a movie or go dancing.   

 

I had never been in a guy’s car before, nor had I ever been offered a glass of luke warm water on a hot summer’s night  

insomeone’s house, and I leanred a date to them meant going to Howard Johnson’s for a dish of ice cream?  

 

I was from the city, and last night to think I was dressed no nice and wearing high heels and we go to Howard 

Johnson’s for a sundae.. Whenever I went out with Robert, or anyone else, I always dressed up and made sure I looked 

nice and I realized, I was not being fair, because I knew Betsy didn’t dress up, and the only reason she invited Fred 

was so he could drive them to where she wanted to go, for a picnic at a lake.. I couldn’t wait to get this over with and I 

could  go home, because all the way up to the lake, Fred drove the car and he hardly said 2 words to me..  

 

We arrived at the lake.and Fred parked the car. Betsy noticed  some big high rocks and suggested we should have our 

picnic up there.  I kind of groaned, because it meant I had to climb on those rocks and I had on high heels, I didn’t 

think to bring any flats witgppfr gj dph me. Before we left, Betsy had me try on her flats, and they were much too 

narrow, I couldn’t get my foot in them.   

 

Seeing the size of the big rocks  I asked, wouldn’t it be more comfortable if we sat at one of those picnic tables?” 

Being I was a guest, and they didn’t want to,  I had to go along with what they wanted. The boys carried the food and I 

somehow managed to make it up on the rocks with my high heelson, and I sat down on the blanket.and  the view was 

spectacular, how it.looked the lake   

 

We passed around the paper plates, forks and spoons and helped ourselves to what was in the bowls, while the boys 

talked about music, andBetsy and I talked about work. The boys forgot we were even there, they were so ijvolved 

about talking about the band they used to belong to.. I complimented Betsy on the food she made because everything 

was delicious. The ice tea with lemons, was still ice cold and it tasted so good sitting in the hot sun. She put candles on 

the birthday cake and lit them,  no one even attempted to sing “Happy Birthday”  It was the strangest birthday I ever 

had, being with them. After everything was putback in the trunk of the car.Betsy and Warren left hand in hand and 

went for a walk around the lake.  

 

That left Fred sitting with me on the rocks.. Of course he had nothing to say and at times I felt I could scream sitting 

there that I finally got up and told him “I’m going for a walk.” I was surprised when he asked me, “Would you mind if 

I went with you?” I shrugged to let him know, I didn’t care. As he was helping me get down off the rocks, Fred asked, 

:Where do you live?” I told him. He said he didn’t know where Amsterdam Avenue was.and I could see he seemed to 

be more at ease. And he started talking about the band that he and Warren belonged to and that he had been in service 

and came home a few months ago, and he was lucky to get his old job back with TWA, over at La Guardia Field, in 

Queens,’ letting me know it was near where the World’s Fair wasin 1939-41.’..  But I already knew that. 
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Fred kept talking and I was surprised to find he was very nice after all  and once he got started he very interesting to 

talk to. He asked, “Do you have any hobbies?” I laughed, “No, not really,  I liked to draw and listen to my records.  I 

enjoy certain operas, but I don’t have a beautiful record player like you have. Mine is a real old fashioned one. I have 

to wind it up, it’s a big tall wooden RCA victrola. I’m sure you/ve seen them, it has a big wooden cover that come 

down over the top of it, but it still plays and I can enjoy hearing my opera records.  

 

He really laughed and I told him, “I don’t care.  I like having it in my bedroom because no one else in my family likes 

opera and my father always has his Irish music on, and I don’t like listening to it.”  

 

Fred looked at me sort of  funny and laughed and I didn’t know why and I didn’t ask. I complimented him on how well 

he played the organ.and he told me,  he had been taking piano lessons since he was little. He used to enjoy building 

model airplanes and boats, but now he’s into shooting and learning to play Hammond organ, because it was different 

than playing the piano.”  

 

When we were about to get off the rocks. I almost fell and Fred grabbed my hand and pointed to the deep crevises that 

were in the rocks, telling me to be careful. “Don’t get your heel caught in one of those cracks, because you could get 

hurt.” No sooner had he said that, and my heel sank down in one of the crevices and I snapped the heel off my shoe. It 

was stuck there and I couldn’t pull my foot out. I felt ridiculous standing there, while Fred tried to pull the heel of my 

shoe out. I quicky took my foot out of the shoe, so he could get to it. 

 

 It wouldn’t budge. He.went to get a tool from the trunk of his car and he worked on it and he finally got it out. He 

looked at it and asked. “Do you think you can make it over to the car? Because I will try to hammer it back on, but I 

really don’t think it’s going to work.”  

September 5, 1947…Lake Bryon, New York…my 22nd birthday, and the first day we met 

  

               
 

 

The people walking by were laughing as they went by, seeing me walking in one high heel and holding the heel of the 

other shoe in my hand, limping over to Fred’s car. He thought he could reattach it with tools he had in the back of his 

car..and he carefully lined up the holes in the heel with the nails and he hammered it back in place.but as soon as I put 

it on andwalked on it, it fell off again.. He fixed it again, and the same thing happened. I was surprised the kept 

apologizing  that he wasn’t able to fix it.  We went back and sat on the rocks and everytime I tried to start a 

conversation with Fred, all I got was either a yes or a no and I could not undertand that, and felt so awkward sitting 
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there and not talking.. I was so glad when Betsy and Warren came back 

 

                                          
                                 

                                          

It was late afternoon by the time we went back to Yonkers and Fred dropped Betsy and me off at the Y. I thanked him 

for trying to fix my shoe, and we said ‘good-bye’ and Betsy kissed Warren good-by,  .  

 

When we got back at the ‘Y’.  I knew I had to tell Betsy I was going home.but, I kept putting it off., because she kept 

telling me she was so happy  I was there. She probably missed being with her family, and her twin brothers in 

Maryland. I thanked her for making the birthday cake for me and let her know, “I had a very nice time, but, Betsy I am 

going home first thing in the morning.I’m sorry but I need to have some time alone.” 

 

 I didn’t have the heart to tell her how uncomfrotable I was being with Fred and told her I thought  Fred was a very 

nice guy, but I wasn’t up to being with anyone right now, and I think Fred understood that.’.  

 

Betsy begged me to stay and she wrinkled her forehead and asked me,  “Didn’t you like Fred? He really is nice. Too 

bad you didn’t get to know him better, because I think you would like him.’ I shook my head,  “No I don’t think so. 

Betsy, I am not interested in getting to know any guy, let alone Fred. Besides, he is so shy, iI couldn’t carry on a 

conversation with him no matter how hard I tried And he just sits there and has nothing to say. We would never get 

along. Besides, I need to go home and sort  things out. I want to be where it is quiet, so I can think since no one is 

home right now.  It bothers me that everyone but me, feels I am wrong for not trying to work things out between 

Robert and me.” 

 

Betsy sighed, ”Of course, I understand.. You have to think this out, so you can feel comfortable about giving him back 

his ring,  It doesn’t matter what anyone else thinks, as long as you feel you what you did was  right.  Did you tell Fred 

you were leaving?”  

 

I asked surprised, “No! Why should I?  I’m not interested in Fred and he’s not interested in me. Betsy, honestly,  I 

don’t know if I want to date anyone again. especially after what I went through past weekend, I never want to go 

through that again.  But it was something I had to do because I could never marry him, knowing I didn’t trust him. I’d 
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always be wondering, was he or wasn’t he fooling around?.” Betsy agreed and she hugged me.. 

 

The next morning Betsy was good enough to walk me to the trolley and then she decided to go with me  to the New 

York Central train station inYonkers. I was glad she understood how I felt and she told me, “ I’m sorry you want to 

leave. because I enjoyed having you stay with me.” I thanked her for being so thoughtful.and boarded the train, and we 

waved, and I was so glad I was going home. I needed to be by myself to sort things out and get on with my life. 

 

With the three day week-end over, and when I went to work Tuesday, Betsy came over  and whispered, “I feel so bad 

for you,  I notice you never smile anymore.” 

 

I gave her a big smile, and she laughed and I told her, “I know it’s not something I’m going to get over in a week or a 

month..but  I will deal with it..day by day is the only way.” 

“ I sort of groaned, “I know when my mother comes home from Lake Placid, she is going to be furious when she hears 

I gave Robert back his ring because she liked him. She doesn’t know the truth,, I  lied to her about what he did,  I 

couldn’t tell my mother what he did  I’d be so embarrassed.”  

 

Betsy said annoyed, “Why should you feel embarrassed, he was the one that slept with that girl, and never let you 

know all the time he was in Germany, what was going on. I know I ‘m so lucky to be engaged to someone like 

Warren. He would never cheat on me. 

 

The weeks went by, and Halloween waw coming up and Betsy came into work and I could see he had been crying and 

I asked her if he was alright”?  

 

“ Right now, I am so upset with Warren, he quit his job,  of all times for him to quit his job.”   

 

Betsy  wiped her eyes. “That means we’re not going to be able to get married anytime soon. We argued last night, 

because I felt he should have at least, talked it over with me before he quit. I left my family so I could be with him, and 

the only reason I did was he promised me, we would get married in a month or two.and he keeps dragging his feet and 

it’s been over a year And I am stillwaiting. I have to work to support myself,  I have no one to help me likeWarren has, 

his parents does everything for him. I have to pay for the trolley and a ticket every month to commute back and forth 

to the city is very expensive, and I have to buy my food and pay for my room at the ‘Y’. He doesn’t seem to 

understand why I have to watch very penny I spend.  I don’t make enough money, so I can save some and put it in the 

bank each week, towards our getting married. Warren doesn’t understand what it costs  being on your own. He 

has.always lived with parents, and he works and he isn’t putting his money in the bank. In fact, I never asked what he 

does with it because he doesn’t own a car. 

 

“The problem I have, is my parents keep calling and asking me, ‘What is going on that you are not married yet?.” 

They want me to go back home.’ The last thing  I want them to know,  isWarren doesn’t make enough money so we 

can have our own apartment.  I wish I could find a job in Yonkers  and take the trolley to work then I could put the 

money I pay for my railroad ticket in the bank and save it because it is expensive taking the train into the city.  Now 

that he’s quit his job. I don’t know what is going to happen..”  

 

I sympathized with her, “ What a shame, because you seem so happy together. I’m sure things will work out for you 

and Warren , he will find a better job and you can get married.”  

 

Betsy sat there shaking her head, “I don’t see that happening any time soon, I don’t.” 

 

Halloween was coming up that week and on my way to work, I stopped and bought a big bag of ‘candy corn’ for the 
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office. As I was dumping it in a bowl, Betsy walked over to watch what I was doing. It was the way she looked at me. 

I could tell something was bothering her. She leaned towards me and whispered, “ Warren called me last night and 

wanted your phone number so he could give it to Fred.  I told him no, that I didn’t have it and I doubted you wanted 

Fred to have it.and reminded him, you two didn’t hit it off at the picnic.”  

 

I looked at Betsy,“I don’t care, he can give it to him  He seemed like a very nice guy, but, he‘s so shy. You can be 

sure, he’s not going to call. It’s a kind of guy thing. he’s just letting Warren think he is going to.. You saw how many 

times I tried to start a conversation with Fred. ’ Betsy agreed, and I wrote my phone number on a piece of paper and 

gave it to her.  

 

The next morning when I walked in the office I was laughing when I told her “Guess who called, Fred?  Would you 

believe he talked so long that the operator kept interrupting him and telling him to put in another nickle, and another 

nickel? He laughed,“I guess I’d better hang up, because I’m running out of nickels. I had a roll of twenty and now I’ve 

only got four left.” He waited all that time before he asked me for a date and he is coming this Saturday to pick me 

up.” 

 

Betsy looked bewildered. “Where was he that he had to keep putting nickels in? His father works for the phone 

company.and I know for a fact, they don’t pay for their phone calls. I bet he called you from a phone booth, so his 

mother wouldn’t hear him ask you for a date. Did he say where he is taking you?”   

 

“Since he said,  is coming around noon, I  guess, he will be taking me to a restaurant for lunch.  Did you ever meet his 

mother?” Betsy said,  No, but Warren has,  he said, whenever he’s been there, she’s always telling Fred what to do.” 

  

Saturday around noon, the doorbell rang and there stood Fred. I invited him in, and figured he was going to take me 

out for lunch, and probably to the movies,  I wore a suit and jacket and wondered where we would be taking me to 

lunch, because there were no nice restaurant in our neighborhood. Anna came out of the kitchen to meet Fred, and 

wiped her hands on her apron first, and shook his hand and I could tell, she seemed pleased to meet him. 

When I introduced Fred to Mary Jane, she stood there and looked him up and down, said a quick, “Hi,” And right in 

front of him, she demanded, “If you are going with him in his car, you make sure he leaves his phone number and 

address with Anna just in case, because you never know.” And she walked away. 

 

 I could see Fred was kind of taken back by what she said. But, what he didn’t realize where we lived no one owned a 

car.  Where he lived, everyone had a house and a car in their drveway. When the girls in our neighborhood went out on 

a date, they took the subway or the bus, because none of the guys in our neighborhood owned a car. 

 

Fred looked at me funny and felt awkward writing down his name, address and phone number on a piece of paper and 

he handed it to Anna and we left.  I was so embarrassed that Mary Jane did that and I kept apologizing to him. He said, 

“It’s alright, I understand why she feels that way, she is right.’ I was happy to see Anna really liked Fred, because she 

asked him would he like a cup of tea and some of her cinnamon toast. He thanked her, and let her know he had a late 

breakfast and he wasn’t hungry. ”  

 

Seeing his car was parked in front of our house, as Fred opened the door for me, I thought heard him say,  ”My 

mother’s with me.” I was so surprised I almost almost blurted out, “Your mother’s with you?” and Mrs. Eichhorn was 

sitting on the back seat, smiling at me.  

He never told me on Saturdaymornings, he had to bring his mother to a foot doctor on Park Avenue. I somehow 

managed to look in and say,  “Hello!” She was very friendly and said, “Hello!”  I was doing a lot of thinking when. I 

got in that car and sat down next to Fred. and was wondering why  his mother wasn’t sitting up front, and maybe I 

should sit in the back? Then I thought, ‘Why would he bring his mother with him on our first date?  I was so 
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uncomfortable  knowing his mother was sitting in back of us, and again, no one was talking.  

 

The more I thought about the situation I had gotten myself into,  the angrier I got. I kept looking out the window and 

asking myself,  why did I  agree to go on a date with him? I should have known this is what it would be like, now I’m 

stuck with him until he brings me back home. Going up the Westside Parkway,  Fred turned and finally smiled and 

told me, “We’re going to my house, my mother is going to make lunch for us. Okay?”  I thought, ‘He is taking me to 

his house, and his mother was  making lunch for us? That is not what I thought we were going to do, and I reluctantly 

nodded my head that it was okay.  

 

 I was so mad at myself for not realizing he was not going to be any different than he was the day we were on that 

picnic’ He was 22 and he makes a date with me, and brings his mother along, and now he is taking me to his house so 

his mother can make lunch for us, instead of taking me to a restaurant? I didn’t know what I was going to do. I was 

stuck in his car on the parkway and there was no way I could get to a train and go home, so I sat there looking out the 

window, and had to grin and bear it beause there wasn’t a thing I could do about it.   

 

Since the three of us sat there and no one was saying anything, to be polite I turned around and asked Mrs. Eichhorn, 

“How was your trip to San Francisco?” She smiled, “Oh! It was very nice, but, of course, I was glad to get home. We 

rented a car and stayed with my friend Gussie and her husband. We used to work together at the telephone company 

years ago and she was my Maid of Honor when I got married. They took us to Fisherman’s Wharf, and to see some old 

Spanish churches and the Golden Gate Bridge and we took movies of what they call the crookest street, but it was very 

hard for me to get around, because of my foot, it hurt so much, with all that walking around, made it so much worse.”  

 

Mrs. Eichhorn looked at Fred and I could see she was upset when she told me. “When Fred came to pick us up at the 

airport, he never mentioned he bought that big electronic organ. I walked in my house and there was this big organ and 

a big wooden cabinet with speakers in it, sitting in my little living room. I don’t know what he was thinking when he 

bought that organ. It doesn’t belong in a house, it belongs in a church. He had no right to buy something as big as that 

without discussing it with me. Do you think it was right for him to do that, when I was in California?” 

 

Fred looked at me and sort of smiled.but I wasn’t going to get in the middle of it. It made me very uncomfortable to sit 

there and have to listen to his mother tell me that.  I didn’t say a word and there was dead silence. I could tell she was 

upset over what he did,   and nothing more was said about it. Mrs. Eichhorn changed the subject. and asked me, “Did 

Fred  tell you, every Saturday morning, he’s been taking me to an Orthopedic Specialist for my foot, it’s way 

downtown on Park Avneue. Last Saturday, they took ex-rays and they are going to operate on the bones in my big toe, 

that it would stop the awful pain I’ve been having. “.  

“I dread having it done, because he told me, it was going to be very painful at first, but  it will put an end to the pain 

I’ve been having.” 

 

When we got to Fred’s house, I helped his mother up the steos, because she was having a hard time walking up them 

and go in the house. She thanked me and we went in the kitchen and she took a couple of aspirins. before she made a 

pot of coffee. While it was percolating  I helped her fix lunch and she thanked me again for helping her up the steps.. I 

got what she needed from the refrigerator, so she didn’t have to walk back and forth,because I could see she was in a 

lot of pain.  

 

As for the date Fred and I was suppose to have, we didn’t go anywhere and it became very brious thath e had no 

intention of taking me anywhere and we spent the entire afternoon at his house. What a date meant to Fred was very 

different from what a date meant to me.  

 

At least I found  he was not as shy as I  thought.  He had me laughing because he would say the funniest things and I 
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was surprised he had so much to talk about.and I  couldn’t believe we had such interesting talks together. It surprised 

me to find we seemed to more or less to agree on almost everything  and it turned out, Fred was extremely talkative. I 

found it very interesting  how knowledgeable he was about so many different things, and he knew about most of the 

cities around the world, and ancient history.  

 

He loved talking about cars and airplanes, and his love of music  and seemed to enjoy telling about the band he put 

together and how they played in the city and in different hotels I really enjoyed the afternoon I spent with him in his 

house, we sat in the living room, going through old photograph albums his mother had, filled with pictures of Fred and 

his brother Herbie, who was 3 years younger than him..Pictures of them when they were growing up and in their teens 

and when they were in the Army. 

 

 Fred put on several records on his new RCA record player. I was fascinated to see how it dropped the records down 

automatically, one after the other. I had never seen one like that before, especially since my tall wooden RCA record 

player had to be cranked by hand.  

 

While I was helping his mother put dinner on the table, she told me, ”I guess Fred probably told you I’m very upset 

with him that he paid so much money for that organ.” I shook my head to let her know. he didn’t. She said, “Well, he 

had no right doing that, because he will be paying it off for the next couple of years, instead of putting that money in 

the bank where it belongs. He doesn’t need that big organ.”   

 

I listened, and thought, ‘he is twenty-two and he has a good job, so why couldn’t he buy what he wanted when he was 

paying for it.. I did feel he should have talked it over with his mother before he had delivered, because it was not his 

house, and the living room was small and the Hammond organ was big and it also had a Leslie cabinet with big 

speakers in it, but I was not going to get involved, it was their problem not mine.   

 

Well, it  wasn’t an exciting date, and as strange as it was, I did have a nice time. We talked and talked and there was 

never a time he didn’t have something to talk about.  

 

Fred had me home by ten and  walked me upstairs to my door ,shook my hand and said ‘good-bye’ and as he started 

down the stairs he stopped.and asked, “Would it be alright, if I came back tomorrow morning and picked you up. My 

mother thought maybe you would like to have Sunday dinner with us? I could be here by 9:30 in the morning,or  is 

that too early?”  

 

I laughed. “No! That’s fine.I’ll go to the 8 o’clock mass, and be back before you get here..” 

 He waved and continued on down the stairs and I went inside and kissed Momma good-night, even though she was 

asleep. Anna was in the kitchen and I told her that  Fred’s mother had invited me for Sunday dinner. With a twinkle in 

her eye, she said, “Sure and your Fred a lovely young man, I liked him a lot?” I smiled and agreed with her.    

 

Sunday morning, I woke me up and put on a suit and high heels and went to mass. When I came back, Fred was sitting 

in his car waiting for me. We went upstairs, and Anna offered him some bacon and eggs, and he said, no thanks but he 

would to have a cup of coffee with I changed into a pair of gray wool slacks and a grey sweater,  put on a pair of flats 

and kissed Momma ‘good-bye’.She a liked to sleep late on Sundays, and go to the 12:30 mass and I knew Momma 

was pretending to be asleep,  and was aware I had kissed her and was leaving.    

 

Momma didn’t meet Fred until a few weeks later. Every Saturday, she usually was working overtime on weddings, so 

she never got to meet Fred when he’d  come and pick me up. Then one night in the middle of the week, as we were 

leaving, Momma was coming in and we met downstairs in the vestibule... I hugged and kissed her and happily told 

her, “Momma, this is Fred. We’re just leaving to go to Riverdale to a gun match. Fred belongs to the Tuckahoe Gun 
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Club and they are competing against the Riverdale Gun Club..”  

 

Fred smiled and graciously and as he extended his hand out to her,Momma backed away from him. She  refused to 

shake his hand.and she grabbed me by my arm and pullsed me to the side and told me. ”I don’t like him, and I don’t 

want you going with him, and I don’t want you in that car with him, because I don’t trust him.” 

 

I was so hurt that Momma would say something like that while Fred was standing there, especially since she never met 

him before  and she doesn’t even know him.. She stood there glaring at me and then at him, and  turned around and 

stomped down the hall mad. I  heard her going up the stairs and then I heard our door slam shut...I never thought 

Momma would be so rude to Fred. and I apologized and told him. “I am so sorry the way my mother acted towards 

you. I don’t know why she acted like that. That is so unlike her to say something like that..” Fred shrugged it off,  but 

from that day on, for some reason Momma did not like Fred and she made my life miserable. 

 

Every week-end Fred continued to  pick me up around noon, and his mother was always with him because they just 

came from the foot doctor. Momma was never there, she was always working on Saturday. She  never said a thing 

about Fred to me after that episode downstairs in the hall,, but she had her ways of letting me know she did not want 

me going with Fred. She  never wanted to hear anything I had to say about him..  What I could not understand was she 

never acted like that towards Robert or any of the other boys  I met at the USO dances. She would invite them to stay 

for dinner and give them a piece of her lemon pie, and go out of her way to make them feel at home, but Momma 

never asked Fred to dinner or offered him a piece of her delicious lemon pie! 

 

Saturday mornings, Fred continued to pick me, and he’d stop near his house and get some hard rolls and Swiss cheese 

and we would have lunch with his mother and father. His mother made very good coffee but they used evaporated 

milk and I could not get used to it, becauseAnna always boiled the  milk for our coffee. I learned to drink it black and 

still do to this day.  

 

Fred and I would put on record albumns and listen to them, while dinner was cooking, and I’d set the table for his 

mother.. On Sunday afternoons,  Fred and I would readi the comics together in the living room ane I found little by 

little there was something about him, that made me feel relaxed and so comfortable when I was with him, but there 

was nothing romantic going on between us, we just enjoyed one another’s company and it was alright with him and it 

was so relaxing for me.. 

 

One Sunday, his mother made a pork roast with sauerkraut for dinner and she also made a German, lemon torte cake 

while we were there. Mr. Eichhorn rarely said anything, but while we were having dinner,  Mrs. Eichhorn told me that 

Fred’s brother Herbie, was a paratrooper, and she was very happy he would be coming home soon That he was going 

to college in Springfield, Massachusetts..” And we sat there and no one had anything else to say.while we were having 

coffee ane Mr. Eichhorn asked me, “Where on Amsterdam Avenue do you live?” 

 

I told him. “I live near City College, between 134th and 135th. Streets.  We used to live at 500 West 131st Street from 

1927-34, Cushman’s Funeral Parlor was across the street on the opposite corner, and I know where all those railroad 

apartment are, they are still there...” 

 

 He laughed, “Well, what do you know that is where I grew up, 129th and Amsterdam, around  1900 to 1910, and. all 

those old railaroad  apartment houses are still there?’ 

 

When he asked if the the trolley car barns were still there., I told him,  “Well, they were there when I was growing up, 

but now that we have buses,  the trolley car barn and trolleys are gone.. 

When it got to be around seven o’clock, Fred’s mother would tell him, “It’s time you take Rose  home, because you 
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have to get up early and go to work in the morning,.” Fred would roll his eyes up and look at me, but he didn’t argue 

with her, but it was obvious he resented her telling him that. .  

I said ‘goodbye’ and thanked Mrs. Eichhorn for dinner and we left.. While Fred was driving me home, he was so 

relaxed and different from what I had expected and he very bashfully told me he enjoyed my company an dlooked 

forward to being with me. and I smiled, “’And  I enjoy being with you too, now that I know you better.  Then he told 

me,  he was in the army, and he was very lucky he got his old job back with TWA. And as I sat there, I was amazed at 

how talkative Fred really was, compared to the first time we met  What I liked about Fred, was how comfortable I was 

when I was with him, and he was such a gentleman. He always walked me upstairs, shake my hand and he never tried 

to kiss me. He’d wave and hurry down the stairs and go home...From then on, every week-end he’d come and pick me 

up on Saturday and again on Sunday morning, and we’d go to his house week after week, we never went anywhere but 

to his house., no movies or to a restaurant, ever.. . 

 

When I told told Betsy, we were spending every week-end together,she wasn’t surprised, she giggled, “Fred told 

Warren  he likes you a lot. Is there something going on between you two?”  

 

I sighed, “I assure you, Betsy, there is nothing romantic going on between us He just happens to be a really nice guy 

and a very good friend. We enjoy one another’s company and nothing more! We go to the shooting range, or just listen 

to our favorite records and he likes to sit ane  play the Hammond organ, and hec1alls me every Wednesday night.. 

That is all there is to it.” I could see Betsy didn’t believe me, but I didn’t care. 

 

Fred called one Wednesday night, like he usually did, and told me his mother was in the New York Hospital 

downtown. and they had operated on her foot.”  He cleaee his throat, then  asked me, “Would you go with me to see 

her tomorrow night?  I mean you don’t’ ha e to if you don’t want to.  I heard you say you get home around 6.and I 

could be at your house by 7. Would you mind going with me?  We won’t stay long, because I have to get up early to 

go to work..”  

 

I told him, ” I’ll go with you,.but we need to pick up some nice flowers for her and I’ll get a card..” I had dinner, and 

Fred was there by 7.  W e stopped at a florist  and we bought his mother a dozen of tiny sweetheart yellow roses.When 

we walked in her room, I could see his mother was in a lot of pain.he way she was grimacing. S he tried to smile and 

managed to say, “Thanks for the lovely roses, but I ‘m sorry, I am  not up to company right now..”  I let her know,” I 

understand, don’t worry, we’re not staying. We just dropped in to see how you are and bring  you these roses.” She 

thanked us for coming and closed her eyes and we left and I felt so sorry for her..   

 

About a week later, Mr. Eichhorn brought her home, and Fred told me, she had a very hard time trying to hobble 

around on her foot and she was concerned that the operation didn’t help The pain gradually went away, and the foot 

healed and she was thrilled to find she could walk and she didn’t have to put up with the terible pain she had in her 

foot.anymore.  

 

Every Saturday, Fred continued to  pick me up; we’d go to his house and he’d bring me home that bring  Saturday 

night. Sunday morning he’d drive all the way back to pick me up on Sunday morning. I realize, as the weeks went by, 

I was looking forward to being with Fred, more and more, and I found it very confusing.having recently broke up with 

Robert.   

 

Pne Saturday, while I was helping his mother to make melted cheese sandwiches for lunch, we had the bread lined up 

and she was putting slices of cheese on them,  when his mother asked me, “Don’t you think it would make more sense 

if you stayed here Saturday nights, instead of  Fred driving you all the way home and picking you up on Sunday 

mornings?”  
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I never thought his mother would ask me that. Fred looked at me to see what I was going to say. and I stammered, 

“Well, I guess it would be easier for him, I mean if you don’t mind my staying here. That is very nice of you to let me 

stay here Saturday nights.” Seeing Mr. Eichhorn  pulling in the driveway, she poked Fred, “Get up and go help Pop 

carry in the groceries.”   

 

While Fred was gone, Mrs. Eichhorn told me that Fred had been in love with a girl in his high school and her name 

was Rosemary, that she was a beautiful girl. But she only wanted to be friends, nothing more. They remained friends 

while he was in service, they wrote one another, other  She became a nurse and works in a hospital downtown.” It was 

interesting to hear that,, but I didn’t know why she felt she had to tell me about Fred’s attraction to this girl. .  

 

One day at work, I mentioned to Betsy that Mrs. Eichhorn had invited me to stay over on Saturday nights, so Fred 

didn’t have to drive me back and forth. She gave me that ‘all knowing look’, and I told her. “I know what you’re 

thinking, but, it’s not like that at all. I like Fred, but I don’t consider him my boyfriend. He’s never even kissed me. 

Like I said, we’re just good friends.” Betsy gulped! “You mean, he’s never kissed you? You got to be kidding.”  

 

When I told my mother I’ would be staying at Fred’s house on Saturday nights, she stared at me in disbelief. Her eyes 

narrowed and she put her finger in my face and told me, “Oh, no you’re not. You see that he brings you home here 

where you belong. I don’t want you staying up there over night. I don’t know what kind of a family he comes from. 

Besides, it doesn’t look right you are always up there with him!.“ 

 

I argued back, “His mother invited me to stay over, not Fred. There is no reason why he should have to drive me back 

and forth. And just so you know, both  his parents are always home, they never go out, not even to a movie when I am 

there.” 

 

Momma looked at me, and let out a long annoyed sigh, “ I would like to know what you were thinking when you gave 

Robert  back his ring. A lot of good it did for you to wear his ring while he was gone, and as soon as he comes home, 

you give him back his ring?  It doesn’t make any sense to me. I don’t think you know what you want.. How could you 

break up with someone as fine as Robert.is, and he is a good Catholic. You’re never going to find someone like him 

again.”  

 

I walked away and I let her think what she wanted tom because she had no idea what he done or how he hurt me and I 

wasn’t going tell her the truth because she probably wouldn’t believe Robert would do such a terrible thing like that, 

because she used to say, when I was going with him before he went overseas, “I was so lucky, he was such a good 

Irish Catholic.”  

 

I was beginning began to look forward being with Fred on the week-ends, more than I wanted to admit. Not that we 

ever went anywhere, we stayed at his house and as boring it sounds,  I liked how comfortable I felt when I was there 

with him..  His mother never went anywhere, and his father all but  lived in the cellar. His mother would laugh and tell 

me, .Pop is always fixing something, I hardly ever see him..’ I helped Fred’s mother with dinner and the dishes,while 

Fred played the organ. Later on he’d put the  radio on and we’d sit together in the big over stuffed chairfthat had a big 

ottoman and  we sdtrech our legs out on and we somehow managd to squeeze in the chair together and listen to the 

news, because Fred was always ver intrste din hear it. He would voice his opinions about what was going on, because 

WWII  was only over two years and a lot of changes were taking place.in Germany as well as all over the world..  

 

The one thing I never discussed with Fred, was what happened between Robert and me, but. I was pretty sure Betsy 

had filled him in on all the sordid details.  He was kind enough, not to ask me any questions or bring it up.  We had a 

very strange relationship because.we never went anywhere, and we ‘never’ went out. We were content to just sit for 

hours listening to beautiful music and we’d have  some very interesting conversations about different subjects and 
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different people. All those week ends I spent went with  Fred  he never had to spend a penny on me, for one reason, he 

had to pay off that expensive organ he bought, that his mother never forgave him for buying and he had to ay her $20 

for room and board out of his $60 a week pay at that time..   

 

We have been going together for 6 weeks and I liked being with him, because he never tried to kiss me. He probably 

realized I wasn’t ready to get involved with anyone, at least not yet, and he respected that was how I felt, yet he kep 

seeing me every wee end without fail..   

 

We had been going together for six weeks and Fred walked me up to my door and one Sunday night,  instead of 

shaking my hand, he suddenly kissed me on the cheek,  and hurried down the stairs and never looked back. He left me 

standing there.wondering, ’what was that all about?’   I was so surprised, that I laughed and went inside  After all, 

Fred was 22 and just got out of the Army, so he could not be that naïve about kissing a girl good night, or could he?. 

 

Fred called the following Wednesday night, and never mentioned the kiss, ahd neither did I. The following Saturday 

when Fred came to pick me up, I was getting in the car and he handed me a newspaper clipping from the Daily News. 

I  recognized the column, “THE  INQUIRING PHOTOGRAPHER,   ut was a long narrow column that was in the 

paper everyday. They stopped people on the street and would ask a question , and their answer and their  picture would 

be in the paper, with the answer underneath. I read it everyday, and must have missed seeing that one. 

 

I read it and they had asked several girls “If a guy asked you out three times, and he didn’t kiss you, would you go out 

with him again?”  They all answered, “No”!  I laughed and teased Fred, “Oh! So that is the only reason you kissed 

me?” He nodded his head and smiled at me. That night, when he left me at my door, he finally did get around to 

kissing me and down the stairs he went..     

 

One Saturday morning wen we got to his hous and had lunch, Fred called Warren, “How about going shooting with us 

at the gun range?” Warren told him, he’d love to. We picked him up.since he didn’;t drive or have a car.  When we got 

to the range., we were the only ones that was there that day/. While they were busy talking and shooting at targets, I sat 

in the car with the door open, reading a book.  I noticed  Fred got almost every shot  in the bulls eye., but Warren 

wasn’t used to shooting, so he wasn’t even getting them inside the black at all,.but  he kept trying..  

 

I put the book down and walked over to them and asked Fred, “Could I try?” The two of them looked at me and started 

giving me all kinds of reason why I couldn’t and shouldn’t, and evrn t warning me  I had to be very careful, that there 

were real bullets in the rifle etc., eyeing one because I was a girl. I told them. “You guys talk like I didn’t know how to 

shoot a rifle?”  

 

They laughed all the more  knowing I grew up in the city, they figured where would I ever get a chance to shoot a 

rifle? Fred handed his  rifle to me.. I put it up against my cheek real tight, aimed, pulled the trigger and. hit the bulls-

eye, not once, but every shot went right in the bullseye. They stood there with their mouths open, saying, “Holy cow, 

did you see what she did?” I handed the riftle back Fred and Warren ran down and got the target.and they stood there 

examining it to see where the shots went in. Fred kept shaking his head and laughed when handed me the target.”You 

sure surprised me. Wow, that was pretty good shooting “ They didn’t know I used to shoot at tin cans with a BB gun in 

the summer,  when we were at Aunt Vina’s,  At least I was smart enough not to try again. I walked away with the 

target telling them, ”I’m framing this. It’s proof I got them all in the bulls-eye.”   

 

When we got home, Fred told me he did a lot of target shooting and was proud of the medals he won in service and 

with the gun club he joined, andI saw them neatly lined up in his drawer  He wcplained he went to the weekly 

meetings, because  was a member of the Tuckahoe Gun Club,and  there were a lot of gus there and  they practiced 

their shooting  and theylike  talked to one another. about fisnish the stocks on hteir guns and how to keep them 
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polished..Most of the men were in  service, and now they  enjoyed shooting as a hobby and they looked forward to 

competed. With different  gun clubs in different towns.  Fred showed me the pile of National Rifleman magazines he 

got every month.and that he saved them because they had valuable information in them about guns, and each month 

they list the dates and towns in Westchester County, where the gun clubs meet and compete that month.  

 

When I was at work, Betsy would talk to me during our lunch hour and she toldl me she had to decide whether to keep 

working there, or get a job with less money in Yonkers’, so she wouldn’t have the expense of commuting by train.  

She was depressed  becauseWarren wasn’t doing enough to look for another job, where he’d make enough money so 

they could get married and hve their own apartment. My heart ached for her, but I didn’t know what to tell her about 

the problem she was having with Warren, and I thought it didn’t apper  he was that  interested in getting married . 

 

                                                               *            *          * 

 

After what happened at Mrs. Kolman’s apartment, it was good to know Momma was happy  working for Judith 

Garden. She loved her job and the people she worked with. But.it took a long time for her to recover from such a 

trumatic thing  being raped and strangled, but she did try very hard to overcome her fear of meet him on the street, 

near where she worked at Judith Garden’s shop. I have to give  Judith Garden a lot of credit how she handled Momma. 

She,believed in her and she tayght her to become a wonderful florist, and I think that was part of why Momma was 

able to get her life back again and regain the confidence inherelf that she once had. Knowing she was arranging 

flowers for the rich and famous, gave her a new sense of pride,.Judith Garden let her know how pleased she was with 

her work, because no matter where she would send her, Judith  knew they would like her. She did such a fabulous job 

for her customers  they would call Judith and let her know, how pleased they were with what ‘Mary’ had done for 

them, her new name. 

 

.   

THE WEDDING DRESSES                                       

 

In December of 1947, the Duke and  Duchess of Windsor had their own apartment in the Waldorf Towers.and  they 

often came to New York City, being it was one of their favorite places to relax and enjoy themselves.  When they were 

in town, it would be a couple of weeks and Judith sent Momma to their flowers  every  Monday morning. She would 

replace and rearrange the fresh flowers in all the rooms.  

 

The Duchess only allowed white flowers in their home, except around Christmas, she liked to add few yellow flowers 

with a couple of sprigs of pine. They looked forward to parties and mingled with the theatre crowd and liked to see the 

plays on Broadway. Momma said,  the duchess told her, she hated that they had to live in Nassau because it was so hot 

and humid,  but they had no choice they made the duke was the Governor of Nassau  for 4 years  She was not bashful 

telling Momma that she did not like how they demoted him down to being a Governor of the Bahamas, after he 

abdicated the throne. and they had to live in the oppressive heat of  Nassau, when they could be enjoying their 

beautiful home in France or their apartment in New York City.. 

 

One morning when Momma arrived, she noticed  the duke seemed unusually happy, and she went about doing the 

flowers.. After she finished, the duke brought in a tray with coffee and cake, like he always did and invited her to 

come sit with them, that, he wanted to show here something. The maid took the tray away, and the duke went to the 

hall closet and got a large envelope from the top shelf, telling Momma,  “Look what came in the mail from London 

this morning, more pictures about Princess Elizabeth’s wedding...” 

 

Momma said he was like a little child, while he was lining up the pictures on the cocktail table. Big and small 

photographs, snapshots, and magazine articles about the Royal Wedding that took place the month before in 
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November of 1947, that showed most of the members of the Royal family together. but, she noticed the duchess 

wasn’t interested in seeing them. The duke picked up one picture at a time, and was very  proud telling her ‘who was 

who’, not realizing , it was all very confusing to Momma seeing all those strange faces, but she didn’t want him to 

know the only ones she recognized was the King and Queen, Princess Elizabeth and her sister Anne.in the pictures. 

And, whenever the duke talked about England or his family, she was pleasantlysurprised he didn’t appear to be angry 

or hurt about what happened, and she never heard him say an unkind word about any of the Royal family. He always 

spoke very lovingly of his family. When he was showing her  the  pictures,  he stopped and smiled and told her,  “This 

my favorite niece, Princess Elizabeth, and needless to say, I  regret I couldn’t be there to see her get married.”  

 

Momma was touched to know he really cared about his family, and he was very happy he was still getting pictures of 

the wedding from his relatives and friends in England. Momma, like so many other people, assumed the duke would 

be bitter and hurt, and he was just the opposite, But Momma always did like him, and she admired how kind and 

gentle he was to the Duchess and to the people in his private life.. 

 

When Momma came home that night, showing us the pictures of the Royal wedding they got in  in the mail, that they 

gave her to keep.. We were so tired of hearing about the Duke and Duchess. that I finally told her, “Momma, Princess 

Elizabeht got married over a month ago. Those pictures of have been in every newspaper and magazine. Maybe you 

are excited about having those pictures, but we’re not interested in them. I could not understand why Momma was so 

happy because she had those pictures of the Royal Wedding, and I figured it was because the Duke and Duchess gave 

them to her. But, I was wrong, and I soon found out whatr she had in mind, and I didn’t catch on..    

 

It was first week in December, and I had done most of my Christmas shopping. It was Saturday and  I was at Fred’s 

house wathcinghis mother was grinding almonds and walnuts to get them ready when she made the traditional German 

Christmas cookies..She would make so many, that it took her weeks to make them for her family at home and her 

sisters and brothes to enjoy for the holidays. She would store them in big glass jars to keep them fresh and while she. 

putting one of the glass jars of cookies in the closet, she asked me, “Since you mentioned to Fred, your mother is 

always so busy every Christmas, I was wondering if you would like to spend Christmas with us?”  I smiled and told 

her, ”I would love to and I thanked her for asking me.”  

 

When I went home and told Momma, Fred’s mother had invited me to spend Christmas with them, she was furious 

that I was planning to do that.. She got so angry she yelled at me, “No you will not spend Christmas with them. You 

will spend Christmas here with us where you belong. I told you before  I don’t like him and I don’t want you going 

with him do you understand me? Why do you keep upsetting me like this? Why do you have to go up there every week 

end?.”. 

 . 

I said queitly, “Because I like being there, Momma.. It’s so peacefull and quiet all the time.not some of the time. His 

father isn’t drunk everynight like Daddy is, and there is never any arguing and figting going on. Besides, ever since 

you’ve worked for Judith Garden, Chirtmas Day, you are so tired after working so hard during theholiday rush,  of 

course you are exhausted. and you sleep most of the day. How ocme you didht’ say anything I told you a couple of 

weeks ago, Mrs. Eichhorn invited me  for Christmas dinner. Well, I‘m going, and I’m sorry you feel I shouldn’t be 

with Fred, but you don’t seem to understand that  I want to be with Fred, I am so happy when I am with him.and I’m 

certainly not going to tell him, I can’t go because my mother said I couldn’t like I was 5 years old  I am twenty-two 

years old and all my life I am used to make my own decsions, because you were never home for 13 yers, , and I had to 

think things out for myself...  

 

The look on her face said it all Seeing how she was grinding her teeth back and forth, she was ‘really’ mad at me, but I 

didn’t care. I was going to spend Christmas with Fred like we planned 
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Momma got up and gave my an angry look and went in the kitchen, and talked to Mary Jane. then Mary Jane came om 

talk tome. She ws obfiously annoyed at me too, when she said, ” Momma told you she does not want you going to 

Fred’s house.for Christmas  I jus tdon’t understand youl  Have you any idea how you keep upsetting Momma, by 

going to his house every week –end,it’s not right.?  Now you want to spend Christmas with him too. How you could 

do that to Momma..She wants home here with us, not with his family..”  

 

I groaned at Mary Jane.  “In the first place, I told Momma a couple of weeks ago I was spending Chirstmas with the 

Eichhorns, sn eshe never said anything then. I  wish I knew why she dislikes Fred. so much because he is the nicest 

guy you would ever want to meet amd Momma rtill efuses t to get to know him. She has never even invited him to 

come and have dinner with us..”  

 

Mary Jane hesitated before she said, “Well, for one thing, you know how much Momma  liked Robert  and it upsets 

her that you went and broke up with him. She feels you should have,.at least given him a chance, that it couldn’t be 

that bad you wouldn’t eventually  get over it.”  

. 

I let out a long tired sigh, ”Momma can think what she wants about Robert, I did what I did because I had to.We are 

still friends, we’re not made at each other, it’s just I would never want to be married to him, it’s as simple as that 

without going into andy sordid detaisl. If she knew the truth she wouldn’t want me to marry him. And for her to say,  

‘it is my place to be home with my family, you know that doesn’t make any sense.  Have we ever all sit down at the 

table and have a Chirstmas dinner? Never?..If you remember, two years ago, how happy she was for me when I went 

home with Robert and we spent Christmas with his family in Utica. But, it’s not alright that I am spending Christmas 

with Fred and his family. She is not being fair. Do you see what I mean?”  

 

Mary Jane shrugged , “I don’t know what to think anymore, I feel sorry for Momma not you. I just  wish you would 

stop getting  upset, just because you want to be with Fred all the time.”   

 

Whree you looked in the city, the holiday shoppers were out.and there was a lot of excitement in the air  with people 

rushing in and out of  stores buying presents and looking around for what they still had to buy. I loved to look at .the 

Christmas decorations in the store windows and see the faces on people at that time of the year,  becaue it is the only 

time that people wre smiling and seemed so happy they are buying something for someone else, as they were walking 

out the stores with bags of gifts.they bought, with scarves around their necks and wool or leather gloves on.  

 

It was was a very busy time of the year for the flower business too during the holidays.. Judith Garden was extremely 

busy.and Momma had to work late all week with lots of over-time. We rarely saw her because she would leave extra 

early and come home late and she’d be gone when we got up..Her day off was Sunday, she would g to mass, and be so 

tired she’d go back to bed to rest and read the Sunday papers.while Anna cooked the Sunday dinner before she left to 

see her ladyfriends and we’d heat up dinner when we got hungry and eat in the kitchen, as usual.. 

 

Momma decided to ignore me, rather than argue with me about my not being home for the holidays, and not doing 

what she she wanted me to. Whenever I’d walk in a room, she would walk out, but I knew it was her way of punishing 

me because she felt hurt that I had disobeyed her..  

 

IChristmas Eve I was home, waiting for Fred to come pick me up. Lloking out the window, it made me very nervous 

seeing how it was snowing out and it was coming down so fast that  the streets were all white and so was the park 

across the street, and it really looked so pretty, but ad spretty as it looked, that hill on Amserdam was a vry dangerous 

hill. I though how almost every year  there were such bad car accidents rogt in front of our house, that people killed 

because Amsterdam Avenue was paved in the 1800’s with cobblestones and they were so slippery when there wa soice 

or snow onthem.   The cars coming down the hill would brake and then start slipping and sliding and slam jhead-ito 
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into the cars coming u[ the hill . . 

 

I had finished wrapping all the presents for my family and piled them under the tree before I left and was glad.no one 

was home but Anna .Fred came to pick me up, and he laughed to see how I was bundled up with a big scarf and 

gloves, when he kissed me, befause he only had a light jacket on. I showed him the shopping bag I had that ws full of 

presents for him and his family  I waved to Anna and wished her a “Merry Christmas” and told her, don’t forget your 

gift iss under the tree, That tickled her and she thanked me. I was so happy when I heard her say,”Merry Christmas 

Fred” He smiled and nodded told her the same thing.. .  

 

Fred put the shopping bag in the trunk of the car, and we got in. Before he turned the key, I snuggled close to him and 

felt I had to him, and he seemed surpsied when I said, ”I can’t begin to tell you how happy I am going to be with you 

and with your family for Christmas.”.  

 

He looked at me and smiled and looked a little puzzled, but he had no way of knowi what allour Christmas were like, 

year after year. All his life he was used to having his mother home, having a nice Christmas dinner and sitting around 

the dining room table with his father and brother Herbie, except of course, when he was in the Army.. They had a big 

beautiufl wreath hanging  on their door, and the bushes outside were trimmed with colorful lights that went on and off. 

There were bowls of hard Christmas candy and pepermeint sticks in dishes, and homemake cookies sitting around on 

pretty plates.. His mother was walking around singing Christmas carols, land then she straightenedt the little candles 

that were on their tree that she was going to light that night. For me, it was wonderful to be there and see how most 

families celebrate Christmas, because we never had that luxury in our house, except when we were very little, before 

Momma started to work.. 

 

Fred sat there looking down Amsterdam Avenue and  seemed concerned, seeing how the cars were slipping and 

sliding down the hill.and the ars that couldn’t make it all the way up. I got worried  too and asked him, “Are we going 

to make it to your house in this snow?”  

 

Fred shrugged it off, “Of course, we are.  I drive in weather like this all the time in the winter. I work over at La 

Guardia Airport at TWA and I live in Yonkers” 

   

That made me feel better when I heard him say that. We got on the elevated Weside highway at 125th Street the snow 

was coming down so thick we could hardly see. Neither of us said a word, Fred drove very carefully, because there 

were  times he couldn’t see.where the road was and there were very few cars on the road. He put his headlights on so 

he could be seen by other cars,  because the visibility was so bad...I thought, being it was Christmas Eve, there would 

be lots of traffic but there wasn’t.The windshield wipers were noisily  swishing back and forth and keep th snow off 

the windshield, and Fred kept his eyes glued to the road. We were going so slow, I figured it was going to take us a 

long time to get  toYonkers. As we kept going uptown, we began to see the WPA trucks were out  plowing the 

highway and sanding it, and it made it so much easier for Fred to drive, except at time sit was so hard to see up aheadl 

it was that.bad..  

 

I kept looking at Fred, because I was so happy and tried not tothink about Momma being mad at ..I thought about how 

we met in September and I I didn’t like him, becaue I thought he was so boring and I went back home, and Betsy was 

so disappointed.I was glad Fred took the initiative to call me and asked me for a date, even if it was almost 2 months 

later. What a funny date that turned out to be, I never ever thought I would fall in love with him, no after all the 

negative thought I had about him that first day, only  becaue no mtter how I tried,  he didn’t’ seem interested in talking 

to me,  but at the time, I had no idea just how bashfull he really was.. I realized I had fallen in love with him, and 

wanted to be with him as much as I possibly could.. I had no doubt he loved me too, because of the way he would 

study my face and look into my eyes, but he’d never say anything..  
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He must have read my mind, he reached over and squeezed my hand and put his hand back on the steering wheel and 

asked, “Why is your mother mad at you because you are with me?” 

 

I just told him, “I really don’t know why she doesn’t want me to go with you. But it’s not up to her to tell me who I 

can go with. He didn’t say anything. It was such a relief when we finally made it to Fred’s house and he parked at the 

curb that was hidden in the snow. We were out on the road instead of the driveway, because he said it was so steep 

because the garage was under the house, and he wouldn’t be able to get out because of all the snow.  

. .   

We had a wonderful Christmas dinner, and lots of German cookies his mother made from recipes her mother had 

written in a book she she brought with her from Germany. The tree was decorated with little wax candles about ¾ inch 

wide by 5 inches high, like she had as a child in Germany. Uncle Otto enjoyed making them for her when she ran out 

of them. The candles were clamped in tiny tin holders, and clipped to the branches.. I had never seen real candles 

being lit on a tree, and I watched Mrs. Eichhorn lighting them, dn I also notice dhow ervous it made Mr. Eichhorn.    

 

 I noticed whenever I was there,  Mr.and Mrs. Eichhorn never kissed or hugged one another or were the least bit 

affectionate towards one another, maybe the did and may they didn’t  but her sister Emmy told me, how she always 

doted over her 2 boys, Fred and Herbie.  Mr. Eichhorn came and went and had little to say, not that they ever argued or 

said an unkind thing to one another/. After growing up and hearing how my mother and father always fougtht their 

entire married lives, I know how important we were to my mother, and she ignored my father.  I decided when I get 

married I did not want that to happen to me..my husband came first, not my children... 

 

 Mrs. Eichhorn would laugh and tell me, she was ‘a cellar widow’. because every night Mr. Eichhorn spent all his time 

downstairs in the cellar puttering around.  I had seen too many marriages like that, where the wives get so involved 

with the children, the husbands are forgotten. When the children are gone, they look at one another as if they were 

strangers.  

 

It amuxed me to see how happy Mrs. Eichhorn was, while she holding the wooden match and going from a candle to 

candle, lighting each one.them. She had.Mr. Eichhorn take movies of the tree when she finished and and we stood with 

her in front of it...She explained to me how important Christmas always was in Germany and Switzerland, when she 

was  little girl, that they always had candles on the Christmas trees. I sort of asked myself, how could she remember 

that when she was only 7 years old when she came to America with her mother, but I would learn many years later, 

she had a fantastic memory about where she lived when she was a little girl..  

 

I watched how she very carefully,reached in between the branches with a wooden match and lit each candle, while Mr. 

Eichhorn would take a deep breath and wait for her to light the next one. I was fascinated how many candles she dared 

to put on the tree, and when they put the lights out, it was beautiful how the tree glowed in the dark, but no matter how 

beutiufl it was,  I would never have lit candles on a Christmas tree, it’s much too dangerous.  I noticed  when Mr. 

Eichhorn put the camera away and he picked up a pail of water he had ready,  in case the tree caught on fire.and he 

warned her, ‘I wish you would stop lighting these candles every year, because these trees are so dry and they’ll go on  

fire so fast, and the whole house will burn down..” She didn’t argue with him, but she continued to to light the candles 

year after year, because it meant tso much to her I guess, and she contuned to do did it for as long as she lived and they 

never had a fire.  

 

Around 1972,  Mrs. Eichhorn flew by herself to Germany and Switzerland, to see where she used to live. Before she 

left she drew me a picture of what the house looked like, and showed me that underneath the house was where the 

goats lived, and that it had a big long starcase leading up[ to the kitchen door on the outside, and she eve drew the big 

mountains in the distance.  When she came back, she showed me movies she took while she was there and I was 
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amazed at the details she remembered, at such a young age..  

 

 

We had such a nice Christmas dinner and as I sat there  I looked at Fred’s mother and father and Herbie.and thought, 

we never had that anything  like this in our house,  even if we were a family, we rrely ever sat together and ate in the 

dining room,and Daddy was always drunk. So Christmas had little meaning to us. Momma was never home when we 

were growing up, she was working for Mrs. Hardon from 1931-39  and she was always in Wilton with them for 

Christmas.. Several times, Mrs. Hardon had her chauffeur come get ua dn we stayed Christmas week, so we could be 

with Momma, And when she worked for Mrs. Kolman, she didn’t get Christmas off at all, she would hurry home 

Christmas Eve late stay for a few hours.and she had to get back.because Mrs.Kolman always had a lot of company, 

and her married daughter and husband and grandson, Tiimmy would come, and Momma had to cook a  a big dinner...  

 

When Momma worked for Judith Garden,she officially had Christmas off, but being she was so exhausted she spent 

the day in bed.and Anna cooked Christmas dinner, and then she would leave We didn’t sit around the table like most 

families did, we ate in the kitchen, one by one, at the staionary tub like we had done from 1936, until the day I got 

married. ..  

 

That was why I could not understand why Momma was mad at me for not being  home for Christmas with my family, 

knowing what it had been like for us, most all our lives. 

 

Christmas night, when it came time for me to go home, it was snowing something awful but Fred drove me home, and 

luckily most of the roads had been plowed. He walked me upstairs.and kissed me good-bye and looked concerned,  “I 

feel bad your mother is mad at you because you spent Christmas with me. Maybe when you go in, she’ll be over it. 

well, at least I hope so..“  

 

While he was going down the stairs I  leaned over and told him, ”I don’t think so! You don’t know my mother like I 

do.” He looked up and laughed and waved and he was gone. I hesitated to go inside, because I knew Momma was 

going to start in on me again. I took off my boots and noticed she was in her bedroom,  sitting in a chair with her back 

up againt the radiator looking out the window. Watching the cars when they’d hit a patch of ice and snow that was still 

on Amsterdam Avenue. She never looked up when I walked in and when I went to kiss her, she put her hand up in 

front of her face and turned her head away.. I was so hurt I asked her, “Why are you acting like that towards me 

Momma,  because I spent Christmas with Fred and his family?  

 

Christmas was not something we looked forward to in our house.We always had a live tree that the 3 of us trimmed it. 

but that was how we grew up, with no mother there and little or no celebration and of course, Daddy was drunk  

Momma seemed forget that was our Christmas’s the time we did go to Connecticut, and Mrs. Hardon saw that we had 

a real Christmas tree set up in the room we stayed in, and Momma and Mary and Chris put our presents under it for 

us.The house was decked out with pine branches and long red ribbons and a big wreath on the front door, and we 

looked forward to helping Mary the cook cut out Christmas cookies and she let us decorate the gingermen she made, 

with white icing, those were plesant memories.. 

 

I met Fred in September of 1947 and he didn’t call me until Halloween and asked me for a date, and from then on,  we  

saw each other every week-end until the day we got married 6 months later. I  When I told Momma we were going to 

get married in May, we argued over it and we cried because she did not want me to marry Fred, because he was a 

Protestant and for other reasons .She avoided me and we no longer went to work together in the morning, like we had 

been doing for the past  3 years had passed since that terrible incident, when she was raped and strangled in the 

neighborhood where she now worked. I waited for her and so I could go home with her, and Tony or Al didn’t have to 

pick her up or take her home  anymore I got a job so I could work near her, in case she ever needed me, that was 2 
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blocks away from where Momma worked. Icoudln not understand dhow she could treat me the way she was, and to 

walk by me and ignore me like I had done something wrogn, just becaue I wanted to get married.. She would leave 

early in the morning to avoid seeing me,that was her way of letting me know she was mad at me that I had disobeyed 

her and didn’t do what I was told. I was 22, and I don’t know why Momma thought she could tell me who I could 

marry..  

 

Christmas week went by and it was New Year’s Eve,  Momma was working, and she knew I was going to a party with 

Fred.because she heard me ask Anna, “How do you like the fancy dress I bought. for the New Year’s party we’re 

going to at Fred’d aunt’s house?” Anna was delighted  how loely it was and told me, “It’s gorgeous.” I happily put it in 

my over night bag. anc dould seeing how it was snowing out, and I shivered to think of having to drive in that snow 

again. Fred came to pick me up around noon on New Years’s Eve.and I made sure I bundled up warm, seeing As I was 

leaving I told Mary Jane where we were going.and she made a face at me. She got up and with her hands on her hips 

and told me,  “I wish you weren’t going out with Fred again. You really are getting Momma all upset that you are 

being with him too much.”  

 

Fred was standing there, and Mary Jane said really loud,” You know she  told you, she doesn’t want you going with 

him, so why are you are still going with him now?.”  I disregarded what she said and put my boots on and wrapped a 

big long wool scarf around my neck.and I was angry wen I left..that Momma was telling me who I should go out with. 

. I pulled my gloves on.and argued with Mary Jane, “I am not going to stop seeing Fred.Why should I,  just because 

Momma doesn’t like him, well I like him a lot and that is what counts. ”   

 

We left and Mary Jane was mad at me and I was terribly upset when Fred opened the car door for me. I sat down 

grumbling to him, “I’m so annoyed that my mother thinks she can tell me who I can go out with. ’m not a child 

anymore.I am 22 years old. I know who I want to spend my time be with.”  I could see it was making Fred 

uncomfortable, so I didn’t say anything more about it..  

 

Fred sat there awhile thenhe asked “Are you alright” I nodded, I was. He turned the radio on to see what was going on 

with the weather.and we looked at one another when we heard we were having a blizzard.and the big snow storm 

might last a day or two. It was snowing so hard we could hardly see across the street. I asked Fred, “Do you think we 

should go to that party in the Bronx tonight?   I think we are going to have a hard time trying to get to your house. If it 

is snowing like this now, what‘s it going to be like tonight?” Fred assured me ‘I told you before, I’ve driven in a lot 

worse wether than this going to work. My car is a very heavy car and it really holds the road ’  

 

I did not like being in a car when it snowed. It was bad enough what we went through going to his house at Christams  

Fred turned around on the Amstedam Avenue hill and drove down the 135th hill, very slow because it was slippery. I 

held my breath everytime we’d start to slide, and hope he wouldn’t slam into one of the cars that were parked along 

there..Going down Broadway was’t too bad and once we got on the elevated Westside Highway at 125th Street  we 

were surprised how traffic was moving.but it wa very difficult to see..Fred looked over at me and shook his head, 

“Will you please stop worrying,  I have never been stuck in the snow with his car, like I told you, it’s is a Century 

Buick, it’s a real heavy car.” 

 

 I sat back and told him, “I don’t’ know one ar from the other, so what makes you think I know what a Buick Century 

is? No one in our family ever owned a car.” 

 

He told me, “It was my father’s..I bought it from him.because it just just sat in the garage. He never went anywhere 

with it, ever since they started rationing gas. He prefers to take the bus and subway wherever he goes and he laughed, 

he likes that it’scheaper that paying for a tank of gas.’.  
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When I saw how some of the other cars were sliding around, I felt better I was in his car.because his car held the road, 

not like some of the cars we saw... It seemed to take such a long time to get to his house that I was so relieved we 

pulled in, and I could see the snow was very deep on the road outside his house.When we got out of the car. Fred 

looked up at the sky ,  “I don’t like the looks of that sky, I think we are really in for it..”. He left the car parked on the 

street and reminded me,  “I  can’t park in that driveway when it snows” ... 

 

Fred shook hiead, “This is a blizzard.” I shrugged, because coming from the city to me  it was a beautiful sight, seeing 

all  the roofs of the houses covered with snow, and the front doors decorated with wreaths and strings of colorful 

Christmas lights, that it looked like scenes on Christmas cards. It reminded me of when Mrs. Hardon’s chauffeur used 

to pick us up and take us to Connecticut for Christmas. Living in the city, very few people had wreaths on their doors,t 

they had tiny little ones about 5 inches big, hanging on a string that went over the lock on the windows.It was the 

Depression and no one in in our neighborhood could afford to spend money on a wreath to hang on their door. It was 

all they could do to pay 20 cents for a Christmas tree, knowing that 20 cents would buy a pound of chopped meat for 

their dinner, but they always had a Christmas tree.. 

  

When we walked in Fred’s house and his mother let us know she was very worried about is being out in the storm. She 

made hot cocoa with gobs of whipped cream and poured it in the cups and put ot a plate of her delicious German nut-

cookies. She  kept looking out the window and told Fred, “We are trying to decided whether to go with you or not, to 

Albina’s party tonight, because that storm is getting worse.” .Fred laughed and thought nothing of it and told her not to 

worry, he would get them there. He dressed warm and we went outside to try and make a snow man. Mr. Eichhorn 

came out and took movies of us making it, when he saw we were having so much fun. He whispered in a sing song 

type of voice, “I don’t think I am going to be able to take you home tomorrow. I threw a snow ball at Fred because I 

thought he was kidding mel He  knew he had to drive me home tomorrow because my mother would have a fit if he 

didn’t.  He threw a snowball back at me.and we started making a big snow man, He rolled a big ball of snow over and 

over along the sidewalk.and we made a second one and we had a big snowman. Fred pushed a broom through it for 

arms and poked two holes in it for the eyes, and his father plopped his hat on the headit, and Mr.Eichhorn took movies 

of us with the snowman...  

 

His brother Herbie was a paratrooper and he was home on leave for Christmas He was wearing  his paratroopers outfit 

when I met him. He changed and went out to be with his friends that still lived down the block. Later on, we saw them 

walking r up the street togehter in the snow and  Mr. Eichhorn came out with the movie camera again.and started 

filming the boys  having a big snowball fight. We were laughing at them and they started  pelting snowballs at us. and  

Fred and I were ducking them and we fell down in the snow  he started rubbing the snow in my face and I dd the same 

thing to him and Mr. Eichhorn enjoyed watchingus and kept taking movies of us..  

 

It was getting cold and we decided to go in. We stood on the porch and took off our boots and brushed all the snow off 

our clothes before we went inside. I loved how we laughed so much and had so much fun that afternoon, that I even 

forgot Momma was mad at me 

 

As the snow continued to fall. I wondered if Fred was still going to go to his aunt’s, seeing the roads were covered 

with so much snow., because it was way down in the Bronx.  Fred asked me, “Well, what do you think, should we try 

to go?”  

 

I suggested, “Turn the radio on and listen to the weather report, and then you can decide.”. Fred turned the radio on 

and we heard, ‘There will be heavy snow all through the night and into all tomorrow and it will not taper off until late 

tomorrow evening or around midnight.’ 

 

I closed my eyes, and shuttered to think what my mother would say, if I didn’t go home tomorrow. I told Fred, “Even 
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if it means my taking the train, I have to go home tomorrow. 

 

He let out a long sigh, “Maybe it’s not my place to say this, but I don’t understand why you allow your mother to upset 

you the way  she does. You are 22 years old. I mean.” and then he stopped. .  

  

I looked at him. ”Well! You know what, you’re twenty-two years old too and your mother still tells you what to 

do.Doesn’t she? I love my mother and I have to live with her, you don’t. because you have  no idea what she is like to 

live with when she gets mad..”  

 

                                         

DECEMBER 16, 1947 …BLIZZARD HITS NEW YORK CITY         

 

 

 Dec 26,  Heavy snow blanketed the Northeast, burying New York City under 25.8 inches of snow in 16 

hours. A record 26.4 inches fell and led to 77 deaths.  

    (AP, 12/26/97)(Econ, 2/18/06, p.28) Hastings Historical Society: Tales of the Blizzard -- of 1947  
 

The Yonkers Herald Statesman newspaper put out the day after the blizzard. ... and no  trucks 
and no carriers went out of the Yonkers Post Office… ... 

        
hastingshistoricalsociety.blogspot.com/2010/03/tales-of-blizzar... - Similarto Hastings Historical 

Society: Tales of the Blizzard -- of 1947  
        

Fred put on records we both liked while we sat in the big over-stuffed chair together.He had his arms around me and 

we were sitting in front of the big wooden RCA radio in the living room that he. went  50-50 with his mother on it, and 

he was so proud of the fancy record player and he was that automatically dropped the next reord, after each song was 

finished.  

 

with his arms still around me, he gently turned my face around so I would look directly at him and he whispered in my 

ear, “Marry me?” I was so stunned.that  I looked at him because we had only been going together since Halloween. 

Even though we talked about it, and went to see Msgr Quinn, becaue I was worried because Fred was a Protestant, and 

I found.out it wasn’t a problem. We could be married in the rectory, when that day came,  white dress and all.. .  

 

I loved Fred and I wanted to be with him. I had such an inner peace when I was with him and he had his arms around 

me. I love how it felt and I wanted to marry him. I hugged and kissed him, and let him know I did want to marry him. 

Fred didn’t give me a ring  I didn’t care. A ring didn’t mean a thing to me.Not after wearing Robert’s ring for 2 years, 

Alot of good it did..   

 

Fred’s parents were out in the kitchen having coffee and we ran out and told them the good news.. Fred’s mother got 

up and  hugged and kissed me.and it made me feel good she was  happy for us. I asked if I could call and tell my 

mother, and wish her a Happy New Year, before all the lines got tied up for New Years, and I couldn’t get through.’. 

 

I called and Momma answered the phone. I knew right away, she was still mad. I decided, I wasn’t going to tell her we 

got engaged. I’d wait until I got home. All. I said was, ”I just wanted to wish you Happy New Year Momma nd let you 

know. we’re going to a New Year’s party at hisAunt Albina’s house n the East Bronx.”  then I laughed, “I hope we can 

get there because the roads up here are so bad, with this blizzard. Well, Happy New Year,  I’ll be home tomorrow.” 

There was dead silence.but I could hear her breathing.  She slammed the phone down so hard it hurt my ear. 

 

http://hastingshistoricalsociety.blogspot.com/2010/03/tales-of-blizzard-of-1947.html
http://search.aol.com/aol/search?s_it=similarPages.search&v_t=keyword_rollover&o_q=yonkers%20herald%20statesman%201949&q=related:hastingshistoricalsociety.blogspot.com/2010/03/tales-of-blizzard-of-1947.html+yonkers%20herald%20statesman%201949
http://search.aol.com/aol/search?s_it=similarPages.search&v_t=keyword_rollover&o_q=yonkers%20herald%20statesman%201949&q=related:hastingshistoricalsociety.blogspot.com/2010/03/tales-of-blizzard-of-1947.html+yonkers%20herald%20statesman%201949
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After dinner, Mr. and Mrs. Eichhorn told Fred they had decided not to go with us. The did not want to get stuck in the 

snow, they felt it would be better if theytook the el down to the Bronx. They bundled up and dressed warm and put 

their galoshes on, and.leaving  his father told Fred. “Since you insist on driving in that snow, we’drather take the train 

then get stuck somewhere.”  A 

 

Fred insisted,  “Pop,don’t take the el,  I’m not going to get stuck in that snow.. Not in that car.. Mom’s going to have a 

hard time trying walk down that  hill in this snow..” I could see he really didn’t want them to take the ‘el.’ His father 

argued ,’Hav eyou looke doutside. Do you see how it’s snowing out there.  well, I ’m not taking the chance of getting 

stranded somewhere along that parkway and I think you should ake the ‘el’ too.”   

 

Fred  laughed, him, “Pop, I have never been stuck with that car and thr’ no way I’m going to take the el. I drive in 

weather like this all the time..” Then he turned around and explained to me, “TWA is at La Quardia Field and that’s 

way out in Queens, where the World’s Fair was in 1939.” I nodded that I knew where it was.”   

 

Fred’s father opened the door and leaving he told Fred, “Well, good luck,.but you better take a shovel with you. 

You’re not going to make it. That snow is too deep for that car to get through.” 

  

It bothered me to see them walking down the block in all that snow, because.we could hardly see them. I could see his 

mother was holding on to Mrs. Eichhorn’s arm, so she wouldn’t fall.. After they left Fred told me, “ I  hope those snow 

plows don’t hit my car when they go through. They do all the other streets first and our block is usually last,. being it’s 

sucha short block, sometimes they do don’t even bother plowing it, or they forget..”.  

 

We had some lentil his mother left for us to heat up.  I washed the bowls and put them away and  it was time for us to 

get dressed and go,  I was getting nervous knowing what Mr. Eichhorn told Fred,  he should leave the car home and 

take the el.because the snow continued to get higher and higher.that I wondered how Fred was going to get through 

when it was so deep.Even thought I was New Years, there only a few cards going by on Central Avenue,and that was a 

big wide street about a block over. We dressed warm, just in case, and walked through the snow to get to the car. amd 

Fred looked at me and he asked me,  “Are you worried we’re not going to make it?.Well,  don’t  be,  that car will make 

it  with no problem.’.    

 

We only got half way down the block and we couldn’t go any farther. The snow was too deep. The car  wouldn’t 

move. Fred gunned it and tried to go back and forth to try and pack down the snow, He found it would go backwards 

but not forward... Somehow he was able to manage to back up and we were back where we started, and he turned the 

key off. He sat there laghing and  holding the steering wheel,  “Well, that was a short ride Pop was right.. Do you still 

want to go? If you do you know it will  means we have to take the el and walk down that long hill.. It’s up to you..”  

 

I squirmed, “If you are asking me,  well, I would rather walk down that hill and take the el,  than get stuck in the snow 

somewhere. I’m not used to this because in the city and there is never a problem getting around when it snows. The 

traffic goes a little slower, but they keep cleaning the roads so the cars and buses can get through.”  

 

Fred sighed and agreed to take the el. We went back in the house and he called his aunt to check if his parents got 

there alright? His father got on the phone and Fred told him,  “ I’m glad you made it.alright.. Pop you were right, that 

snow was too deep. We only got half way down the block. We have to take the ‘el’ after all.. We should be there in 

about an hour.”  

 

We bundled up and put galoshes on over our shoes and started walking. What a long hill we had to go down, and it 

was so slippery.  The train station was at the bottom of the hill.but we had to climb up several flights of metal stairs to 

pay and wait for a train to come along..We stayed in the station house that had benches and a kerosene stove to keep us 
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warm... We were surprised to find the train was crowded with so many people going  to Times Square to celebrate 

New Years. 

 

When we got off where his aunt lived, we  had to trudge through the deep snow, and I wondered how his mother ever 

made it with her bad foot. We finally got there.and when we walked in,  Fred’s aunts and uncles were all there, and  

people Fred didn’t know.  They were sitting around laughing and talking, while they were eating and drinking. We 

waved ‘hello’ to everyone, and took our boots off in the foyer.and his Aunt Albina insisted she take our snow-covered 

coats downstairs and hang them across the line near the furnace to dry. We thanked her and told her we were so cold.  

Fred’s mother started showing us all the different food everyone brought, that was on the table. We were starved but 

what we wanted most was a cup of hot coffee and she is showing us there was plenty of wine, liquor, beer or soda, But 

neither one of us drank wine or liquor, , and Fred said, “That’s great Mom, but right now we need a cup of hot coffee, 

and we were so thankful to get a cup of hot coffee, we wre so cold.”  

 

Aunt Albina’s friend was plaiyng the out of tune  piano and Fred’s mother stood there singing several songs she knew 

in German and some in English and everyone clapped. Then they insisted that Fred sit down and play the piano. he 

backed away and  shook his head and refused, then his mother pleaded with him to play it, and he wouldn’t do it.. 

 

When it got to be near midnight everyone stood  in a circle holding a glass of champagne. His Uncle Otto counted, 

“Five, Four, Three, Two, One, and everyone shouted  HAPPY NEW YEAR, 1948’ There was a  tinkling of glasses as 

everyone toasted one another,.then Aunt Albina stood in the middle of the room and started clinking her glass with a 

knife to get everyone’s attention. ”Quiet please! Quiet! I have an important announcement to make.”  

 

Everyone looked around wondering what she was going to say, and she said, “Fred and Rose just got engaged and they 

are planning to be married May the second.” All his aunts and uncles were staring at Fred, and they seemed to be so 

surprised to hear he was getting married! They clapped and clapped and took turns congratulating us, and we were 

hugged and we were kissed. While outside the snow continued to fall and it was getting deeper and deeper, but no one 

cared to  because everyone was having such a good time. Fred’s mother was 1 of 4 girls and she had 4 brothers, and 

they were  there with their husbands and wives, singing to the German records, being they were born in Germany and 

came to America around 1907,  when they were almost teenagers. They enjoyed singing some of the old songs from 

the 20’s and th 30’s while they were drinking and dancing and everyone was having such a good time. 

 

 When the party was over, they put their hats, coats and boots on, and opened the front door. Then everyone gasped 

when hey saw how much snow had accumulated while they were inside partying. Most of them lived nearby, and had 

no problem getting home. But we had a long way to go so we could get back to Yonkers...Mr. Eichhorn looked at 

Uncle Otto, “ I wonder if we are going to have a problem getting home, with all this snow on the tracks, I’m hoping 

the trains are running.” 

 

Uncle Otto insisted, “Maybe it would be better if all of you stayed here tonight. We have plenty of room. You don’t 

want to walk all the way to the train station,  and find out the trains aren’t running.” Mr. Eichhorn, assured his brother-

in-law, “Well, I think we can make it. But, in case we don’t,  don’t go to bed, we might be back knocking on your 

door.” They had themselves a good laugh. I couldn’t believe how tiresome it was to walk through that snow.and I 

heard Fred’s mother complaing she was having a hard timetrying to walk in the path Fred and I made in the snow. 

 

Walking back to the train station seemed to take longer than we came.. The wind was blowing hard and stinging our 

faces and we were so cold,  but we made it to the  station.and. Mr. Eichhorn went to a pay phone and called Uncle Otto 

and he laughed telling him, , “We made t and the trains are running, so you can lock the door and go to bed now..”   

 

We had ti climb several flights of metal stairs to get up to where the train tracks were, and we paid to ge in, and sat 
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down in a nice warm room that had benches and we waited for the train to come.. We were exhausted and we sat there  

what seemed like a long time before a train came along.. When the doors opened, we had to stand because it was sp 

packed with  people celebrating and most of them were still celebrating.because they had too much to drink, and they 

were singing Christmas carols. off key, andFred’s mother laughed, because they were having a good time. 

 

When we got off the train, we had to be careful going down all those stairs covred with snow, and the wind was 

blowing and it was bitter cold, and we still had that big hill to climb. Fred looked at his watch, and told his mother, 

“Do you know it’s four in the morning?” I could see his mother was extremely tired, and she was groaning because her 

foot was really hurting her, but she was a good sport. and we’d wait for her to rest, then start walking again We finally 

made it to Fred’s hous  and Mr. Eichhorn left us and shoveled most of the snow off the steps giung up to the porch, , to 

make sure Mrs. Eichhorn didn’t fall. We went in the kitchen door and got a big welcome from Tippy, and left all our 

snow covered coats and boots outon the porch, since it had a roof over it. 

 

It felt good to be in a nice warm house, and the first thing Mrs. Eichhorn did was take a couple of aspirins before  she 

put the kettle on to make a pot of tea. I  put the mugs out and we sat at the table with our hands around the hot mugs 

trying to get them warm, and we talked about the party. Then Fred’s mother stopped and looked at him, “I don’t think 

it’s a good idea for you to get married now, you have that Hammond organ you have to pay off.and that cost a lot of 

money.You You better wait, because can’t afford to get married, not until you get that organ paid off.”  

 

I was embarrassed sitting there, while his mother was scolding Fred and teling him, he couldn’t afford to get married,  

Fred told his mother, “Why are you telling me what to dowhen  I know what I am doing.. I know how to handle my 

money. We are getting married May 2nd, and that is that..” I didn’t’ know where to look, becaue I could tell she did not 

like the way Fred spoke to her..  

 

I decided to excuse myself and say ‘good night’  I slept in the attic, in a little room that his father made for his Uncle 

Otto, when he lived with them. It was in one section of the unfinished attic and it had no heat.. It was so cold the glass 

of water I had by the bed would freeze solid at night.. Getting into that bed was like climbing into an ice box it was so 

cold. that I left all my clothes on to try and get warm, but my feet hurt they were so cold.  The wind outside was  

moaning and groaning and the snow kept oming down and never let up all night.. The next morning I woke up and 

looked out the window and I panicked.  It had snowed so much during the night that  I almost cried.  I had to get 

home.and I could still hear my mother yelling at me  “I want you back in this house tomorrow; do you hear 

me….snow or no snow.” 

 

I could hear the snow plows somewhere in the distance, and was relieved to know they were plowing the roads.and  

was hoping Woodbine Street would be next. I was dressed and went downstairs to the bathroom, and washed up and 

combed my hair. I saw Fred was in the living room, listening to the radio.and he got up and kissed me and from the 

look on his face I knew what he was going to say,  “We had eighteen inches of snow on top of what we had, and we 

can expect several more inches today! I’m afraid, I won’t be able to take you home” I whined.“I can hear the snow 

plows are out.”  

 

Fred sighed, “I know they are, but I told you, they plow the main roads first,  then they do the little roads.”  I didn’t 

know what I was going to do and I was very upset  I wasn’t able to get  home. Fred finished his oatmeal and put  his 

leather army jacket and boots on and took the broom and told me, “I will try to get through, but you will see we are not 

going to make it.” He went outside and brushed all the snow off the car and when he came back in. his mother 

cautioned him, “I hope you are not thinking of driving Rose home in this snow,  you will never make it.. Why does her 

mother insist she has  to go home today, why can’t she wait one more day?” 

. 

Fred looked at me and he told her, “I am going to try to because her mother is os mad that sh eisn’t comint home 
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today.” Fred wernt out and brushed the windshield off and the back window. and  he came back he sat down in the 

kitchen, saying, “I’m sorry. There’s no way I can make it down  to your house and back in this snow.” He poured 

himself another cup of coffee, and looked at me and I could tell he felt bad. I quietly told him, “I know you can’t, but I 

have to find a way to get home.” 

 

Fred sat straight up in the chair, “What is it with your mother? It’s snowing just as hard in the city, as it is here? Can’t 

she see it is impossible to drive in this kind of weather.  It’son every radio station, we are having a blizzard!  Not just 

here, but, all up and down the east coast.”  Seeing the worried look on my face, he finished his coffee, “Well, I’ll try 

for your sake, not hers. and, if we don’t make it, we don’t make it and that’s it. I tried.”  

 

Fred couldn’t get the car to move forward in  the snow, even though he was  parked on the street. He apologized again 

“I’m sorry. I can’t take a chance to drive in this. .It’s much too deep and if it doesn’t stop snowing, , I won’t be able to 

get to work tomorrow. Call your mother and tell her, I can’t make it, that we have over two feet of snow here, and I’ll 

try to get you home tomorrow.” 

 

When I called,  Momma.answered the phone. I took a ddep breath and told her, “Fred can’t drive me home in this 

snow,  the roads are so bad, he can’t get through. ” BANG!.. She hung up on me. I was so embarrassed that my mother 

would do that to me. The phone rang and Fred answered it. He handed it to me, whispering, “It’s your mother?”  

  

Fred’s mother and Fred could hear Momma screaming, ”You get home here right now where you belong. I don’t care 

how bad the roads are, You find a way to get back in this house today..”: ‘BANG!’  She slammed the phone down 

again. I stood there wondering what was so important 

I had to go home when we were in the middle of a blizzard?  

 

Fred put is arm around me and insisted, “Will you tell me why you are so scared of your mother? What do you think 

she is going to do to you if you don’t get home … kill you?” 

 

I yelled, “Yes!”  

 

Fred laughed and so did his mother while she was stirring the oatmeal we were having for breakfast. I  was so upset 

but I put the bowls and spoons on the table and told Mrs. Eichhorn, “I’m sorry. I can’t eat . I don’t know how my 

mother could expect Fred to drive me home in weather like this when it’s been on the radio all yesterday and today we 

are having a blizzard.” Of course, I realize she wouldn’t say what she really thought,  being it was my mother. 

 

Fred and I had decided not to tell anyone that he was  talking about our getting married soon and I was concerned 

because he was a Protestant and I was Catholic, I thought we should first talk it over with Msgr. Quinn,.being I l knew 

him ever since I was in grade school. The Saturday before, we wentto see him and he seemed to like Fred a lot and he 

asked us, “Do you know you can’t be married in church, but I can marry you in the rectory.’ He asked Fred did he 

know, ‘if we shoujld childrent that I’ was obliged to raise them as Catholics?” Fred said, yes, he was aware of that. 

Then I told Msgr.Quinn the problems I was having with Momma, and he put his hand on my shoulder and hs smiled 

when he told me, “She’ll get over it..”    

 

Fred poured milk on his oatmeal and the way he looked up at me  I could tell now he was annoyed,  the way he said, 

“I’m sorry but I don’t get it. Your mother is demanding  I bring you home, when every radio station is talking about 

this blizzard. It’s not a case of your mother not knowing how bad the roads are, she just wants you to come home 

because she said so.What is wrong with her?. They just said the city got 2 feet and we got 33 inches and it’s going to 

keep snowing until tomorrow tonight!”  
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He reached over and touched my hand, “I’m sorry, but I feel your mother is being unreasonable and I wish you 

wouldn’t let her get to you, like she does. I don’t like seeing you getting upset. I am going to try one more time, but 

that’s it! Alright?”  

 

Fred went out with a broom and brushed all the snow off and took a shovel dug out as much snow as he could  away 

from the car, especially around the tires, and he came back in with realy rosy cheeks, smiling...”Get dressed and be 

ready because  I’m going to try one more time to see if I can get you home, but, like I said,  I doubt we’re going to 

make it.”  

 

When we were getting in the car, Fred’s father and mother were at the window watching us. Every time Fred tried to 

go ahead the tires would spin and whine and the car wouldn’t move. Then we saw his father coming with his boots on, 

carrying two pails of sand.and he.dumped some of around the front and back of the tires. And waved to Fred to try 

again. The car moved forward and we were so surprised to find we kept going and going and we waved to his parents 

hoping we would make it out to Central Avneue, one of the main roads.. But, once we did that we still  get to the 

parkway, and  go down that long steep hill.  I held my breath because the car started to slip and slide and before we 

knew it we were all over the road. Seeing the cars  parked along the side,  I thought for sure we were going to slam 

into one of  them. bht Fred maneuvered the car so well, to the left and then to the right, and I ddidn’t like how it felt as 

we were going down that hill.   

 

 We got on the Bronx River Parkway and assumed the snow plows were out on the roads, but there wasn’t one in sight. 

We were the only fools out on a night like that.We could hardly see because it was snowing so heavy and I was a 

nervous wreck, because  I could see there were times Fred had little or no control of the car.and we’d slide across the 

road instead of going straight ahead, and if there had been any cars near us, we would have slammed right into them...  

 

I was so scared, but I tried not to let Fred  know it, because he was concentrating on the road ahead of him, seeing it 

was covered with snow, he didn’t dare take his eyes off it. I soon realized, he was a very good driver and I kind of 

relaxed. but being I grew up in new York City, I had never been in a car that was slipping and sliding on the road. I 

had never experienced anything like it before, and my heart was pounding and my teeth were shattering, that was how 

scared I was wondering if we weregoing to spend the night stuck in a snowbank somerwere along the Bronx 

Parkway... 

  

Tt was eerie to be sitting there, and see everything in front of us was absolutely ‘white’. Fred could hardly see where 

the road began and ended on each side. and only way he knew where we were,  was by watching the lamp poles on 

each side of the road, and he stayed in the middle, sespecially since we were the only ‘fools’ out on a night like that.  

Then I started to wonder, what would happen to us, we did get stuck in the snow,, because there wasn’t another car 

out. not even the snow plows, unless there were plowing in a different section. 

  

The wipers were thumping back and forth and pushing off all the snow off and as fast as the wipes swished it off, it 

was covered with snow again.. Somehow, we made it over to the Westside Highway, and there were snowplows out 

everywhere, cleaning the roads. We passed only a few cars that were brave enough to be out and we finally made it 

tdown o the 125th exit and got off. but it took us 3 hours.We went up Broadway with no problem, and turned to go up 

the hill on 135th Street, and it was  a relief to see it was well sanded, and we  kept going.and turned the corner. I was 

never was so glad to get home as I was that night, only to  discover there was no place to park because all up and down 

Amstersam Avnue,there  were mounds of snow 4 and 5 high along the curbs, where the snow plows kept pushing all 

the snow up against the curbs... 

 

Fred stopped in the middle of the road,  in front of my house, and as I was getting out, I realized how dangerous it was 

with him being parking there and I kissed him fast and told him, “You better keep going, or you will get hit by a car 
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coming down the hill.” He pull away.and I waved to and tried to climbed up on the mound of snow and  was slipping 

and sliding, and I  made it to the top, but when I  tried to make m way down off the to get on the sidewalk, I noticed 

Momma at the window. watching me. I waved happily to her and couldn’t wait to tell her I was engaged. Then a shiver 

ran through me, when I realized she was looing right at me and she never waved back to me?  

 

The mound was so slippery and I was slipping and sliding the rest of the way down and almost fell.. Our janitor was 

shoveling snow, and he grabbed my arm and helped me onto the sidewalk... .He grumbled, d“What are you doing out 

on a night like this, young lady? Doesn’t your boyfriend  know any better, than to be driving around in weather like 

this?”  

 

I nodded and thanked him and wished him and his wife, ’A’ Happy New Year’ and told him,.” I was in Yonkers at my 

boyfriend’s parents house for New Years, and the roads were so bad yesterday,, he couldn’t bring me home and 

mymother demanded I come ehome. . Would you believe it took 3 hours to drive from Yonkers to here ,and what a 

horrible experience it was..”  

 

He made a face and stuttered. “Good Lord. The roads are worse today then they were yesterday.”  

You kids are crazy to be out in a snow storm like this, You couldn’t pay me to drive in weather like this, it’s  a real 

blizzard, is what it is..” He went back to shoveling the snow.and I hurried in the vestibule.and rang the bell  I waited 

anxiously to hear the buzzer that would release the lock and let me in. I flew up the stairs, two at a time I was so 

excited to tell Momma I was getting married, nevr dreaming what I was walking into.  

 

Anna was sitting in the kitchen, like she alwaydid  and I said a fast ‘Hello, and asked her, “Where is everybody? What 

is going on that Momma wanted me home today?”  

 

Anna shook her head ,”I don’t know... Mary Jane’s out with Theresa and Sonny’s out with his friends.in this terrible 

weather..” Anna put her fingers to her lips and motioned for me to come closer.and she leaned towards me 

whispering,, “Let me warn ye, before ye go inside, ye’re mother’s in a very  bad mood. Sure and she’s all upset  ye 

didn’t come home yesterday.” 

 

I told Anna, ”She made Fred drive me home in this blizzard.when ot was on the radio, it’s the worst snow storm we’ve 

had in years, and as dangerous as it is,  she demanded I come home, to what?.” I pulled my boots off and set them on 

the newspaper in the hall.and went inside.  

Momma was still sitting at the window and her back was to me, .She saw me get out of Fred’s car and she was 

ignoring me.and  letting me know she was still mad at me. She was pretending she was watching the cars slipping and 

sliding back down the hill.and I could hear the tires spinning, because  the cars were trying to make it up the rest of the 

hill,  so  was aware of how bad the roads were, and to think she emade Fred drive me home, just because she said so. ”.   

 

I looked at her sitting there with her back to me.and I knew, that was so unlike  Momma to act  that way.just because I 

spentChristmas and New Years.with Fred and his family..Without turning around, she told me, “Did I tell you before, I 

don’t want you going with him anymore?” 

 

 I wondered what she was going to say when I tell her, we’re getting married.  I came home and was so happy and 

excited tI couldn’t wait to tell Momma Fred had asked me to marry him.  I don’t know why I thought she would be 

happy when I told her, if she is that mad at me now.   

 

I took a deep breath before I asked very sweetly, “Momma, would you please turn around and look at me.because I 

have some wonderful news to tell you.” She never moved, she froze.  I knew she heard me.and I sat on the end of her 

bed,  it was only two feet from where she was sitting. I asked her, “Momma, why won’t you turn around  look at me? 
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We never had a problem talking to one another before. We’ve always talked things out. If it is because I want to be 

with Fred,  yes,  I do want to be with him. Maybe you can’t understand that  but I am so happy when I am with him.” 

 

Momma repositioned herself and let let out a long sigh, and eased hers houlders deep into the warm radiator, making 

sure she did not look at me when she did it... I asked her. “What was so important I had to come home today in this 

weather? I just asked Anna, if you had a New Year’s dinner. and she said no, there was no ham or turkey, no cakes or 

pies, and Mary Jane and Sonny were out all day yesterday. They weren’t home. .Then why did you demand I come 

home, like I was a 5 year old.. Come home to see Daddy passed out drunk, and you sitting there ignoring me. Is this 

what you wanted me to come home to?”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          

 

Momma didn’t realize I could see her reflection in the window.andI told her, “I’m glad you can see what the roads are 

like, because there wasn’t another car on the parkway when Fred drove me home. Do you know why?  Because it’s 

snowing so hard you can’t see where the road begins or ends and yet Fred was good enough to drive me home, 

because … you demanded it.”  

 

There was no reaction whatsoever from Momma. she sat there as if I wasn’t even there. I might as well have been 

talking to the wall because she was so mad  I loved Fred and wanted to be withhim for Christmas and New Year’s, 

because  he was  the man I am going to marry, even though she didn’t know that yet. I had to first  find the courage to 

do it.  

 

Anna came in. “I put the kettle on to make a pot of tea for your mother, would you like a cup?”  

 

I thanked her and said, “I would,   but just tea, no cake or cookies.” Momma was sitting there and I leaned over her to 

look out the window.seeing how the cars were trying to get up the hill.and couldn’t. They were  gunning their engines 

and  the tires were spinning so fast there was smoke coming from them and they were n’t getting anywhere.. Then  

some of them started to slide down the hill  to 134th Street, backwards...I didn’t know Fred was one of them, I thought 

he was on his way home., until I recognized his car was one of the ones that was sliding down the hill. . 

 

The people that weren’t familiar with Amsterdam Avenue, were not aware there was big long hill that went from 136th 

down to 128th Street where the trolley car barn was, and when it had snow and ice on those cobblestones,  it became a 

very dangerous hill because it was 12 blocks long, it . Every year there was an accident and someone got killed in front 

of our house, because the cars coming down hill a little too fast they ,would  brake and  lose control and slide head-on 

into the cars trying to make it up the hill on the other side..That was why I warned Fred when he stopped in front of 

our house, what could happen if he stayed there too long,  a car might come down the hill and have no control and  hit 

him.  

 

When we said  goodbye, I thought  he had turned around and made it up the hill, and turned down 135thStreet. It 

seemed when he turned around, he couldn’t make it up the rest of the hill.and he was with the cars that were sliding 

down the hill. I tried to watch, but I could hardly see him and he wasn’t getting any traction and he went forward then 

backwards and  suddenly he made it and he kept going.and didn’t stop,  he turned down 135th Street.and he was gone. I 

dreaded to think what he was going to go through, before he got home. I felt so bad because of what I had  put him 

through, because of Momma. I felt it was not right that she made him drive me home, knowing he had to drive back in 

that snow, that I wondered did she do it on purpose being she didn’t like him?.  

 

Amsterdam Avenue was one of the few streets in New York City that still had cobblestones.. During the 

1800’s  the city had so many,  they didn’t know what to do with all of them, because every time the 

sailing ships came from Europe or South America, they were empty and they used  cobblestones as 

ballast.to add weight to the bottom of their ships. But,  going back they were loaded with new 
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merchandise and didn’t’ them tht extra weight.. When they docked at the piers along the Hudson River 

they dumped the cobblestone on the piers.t and the city ended up with so many  they built  roads with 

them. since they required no maintenance and would last forever.. When they built those roads with the 

cobblestones,, it was when they had horses and carriages. and there were no problems until  the early 

1900’s  when  the automobiles started to become popular.  when it snowed,  they found the cobblestone 

roads were slippery and extremely dangerous, especially on the hills, like Amsterdam Avneue,  and it 

caused so many bad accidents.. 

 

Our apartment house was at the top of hill on Amsterdam Avenue, between 134th and 135th Streets, and it was a big 

wide busy street with trolley cars, trucks, cars and taxicabs. But, when it snowed,.because of the big long hill that went 

from 136th  Street down to 128th Street.  

 

It seemed every time there was an accident it was in front our house, because that was where the crest of the hill was. 

Most  people knew how dangerous that hill was in winter when there was ice and snow on the road..So many times, in 

the middle of the night there were such  bad accidents on that hill that people got killed again and again, and it would 

wake uop in the middle of the night. Being we lived on the first floor,  we’d be jolted out of our sleep.when we’d hear 

the horrible sound of metal against metal, and  people screaming and crying for someone to help them. Many times 

we’d see a trail of blood in the snow where theytried to crawl over to the mound of snow, to get out of the way of a car 

that might be coming down the hill again..  

 

My sister and I knew what happened.and we’d grab our pillows and we’d put the quilt over us, and hang out the 

window to see what was going on, and it would be freezing out. We’d shiver. and shake because we were so nosey to 

see what was going on.. We’d hear the ambulance’s siren and the police cars arriving, but they couldn’t get all the way 

up the hill, they had to leave their cars and ambulance and run up to where the accident was, to help the injured and 

and there were times, they were dead when they got there, but that was a long time ago. ..   

 

I stood in front of Momma and tried to stay calm, but I could see Momma was so mad at me, that it didn’t matter what 

I said, Anna came in with the tray with two white mugs of tea and some Christmas cookies. and carefully set it down 

on the edge of Momma’s vanity where she could reach it. since she was still sitting at the window. I took my tea and 

thanked Anna, but Momma didn’t say anything. Leaving Anna told Momma, ”I’ll be next door to wish the Dwyer’s, a 

Happy New Year.” Momma nodded and took the tea, and drank it as if I wasn’t there. She never looked at me because 

she ws ignoring me and I was sitting right next to her on the end of her bed.  

 

 I brought the tray back to the kitchen, and I don’t know what possessed me to do it . but I went back inside and took 

Momma by the shoulders and turned her around so she would face me. I asked her, “Will you please tell me why you 

are mad because I stayed one more day at Fred’s, because of this storm, and thenyou demanded Fred bring me home in 

this weather,. Because you said I had to come home. Well,  I am not a child anymore Momma.  I happen to be a very 

responsible person  but what you had Fred do today, was not a responsible thing to make him do.because  no one in 

their right mind would be out in weather like this,.yet, he loved me enough to do it for me. didn’t he?” 

  

Before I finished what I had to say, Momma yanked her arm away from me and went back to watching the cars that 

were slipping and sliding down the hill.  I was determined she was going to hear my good news, even if  I had to talk 

to the back of her orange wool sweater, and that is exactly what I did. I made sure she heard me say.“I came home so 

happy tonight and couldn’t wait to tell you that Fred asked me to marry him.and we are getting married, Sunday May 

the 2nd.”  

 

Momma whirled around and her eyes got as big as saucers and she screamed ”Oh! dear God in Heaven, don’t tell me 

you are going to marry him. Are you out of your mind?’. Then she got very  quiet and said, “Well, let me tell you this 
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right now, if you do, I won’t be there to see you marry him,.” and theh she sobbed, “How could you marry someone 

like him?” 

 

I couldn’t believe  she said such a thing. sayWhat a cruel thing for her to say to me, when I was so happy I was getting 

married.. . It was hard for me to understand why Momma would react like that, when we had always been so close. I 

was the one that stayed with her when she was lonely. I was the one that went with her to the movies, and now she is 

crying because she doesn’t want me to marry Fred. I thought should would be so happy to know we were  I stood 

there, and  watched how the back of her sweater moving with her every breath, wondering why. .I stepped back to get 

out of her way, because she  got down onher knees, in front of me and started  praying out loud,  ”Dear God, I beg of 

you to find a way to stop Rose from marrying Fred..She doesn’t realize what a terrible mistake she is making,onlyou 

can help her now, she won’t listen to me..”   

 

I couldn’t’ believe Momma was praying to God and asking him to stop my wedding and. I was so naive to think  , if 

she  knew I was going to marry Fred,  she wouldn’t be mad at me anymore that I was going up and staying at his 

house.  I was confuse,  because I had never known Momma to act that way towards me before.. She was my best 

friend.and for her to say I am making a terrible mistake, because I loved Fred.. She means she made a big mistake 

when she married Daddy, because he was a drunk and a gambler.  It didn’t mean I was making the same  mistake 

because..Fred didn’t smoke, drink or gamble.Knowing the horrible life she had with my father. 

 

 I made sure when I went out with a guy that didn’t drink or smoke, and  if I saw him take more than 2  drinks,  I 

would not go out with him again. I think that is one of the many reasons I did not marry Robert, because when he told 

me he drank and smoked when he was in Germany.and didn’t go to church anymore, I found it very hard  to 

understand because he never drank or smoked  before he  went to Germay and he had changed so much, he was no 

longer the person I knew..  

 

It was hard for me to accept how Momma felt about Fred, and Irealized it was definitely going to change our 

relationship as mother and daughter. But,  I would never  allow Momma to interefere in our lives, once Fred and I 

were married..He would always be the most important person in my life, not that I stopped loving Momma, but she 

was sure I didn’t love her any more.. 

 

 I went in my room and closed the door and fell on my bed and cried,  knowing this was a time when a girl looks 

forward to coming home and telling her mother she’s getting married.  Momma hurt me so much, when she pushed me 

away  because she did not want me near her . I was so happy when I came home, but little did I know this was only the 

beginning.  .  

  

Momma seemed to forgetI was always there for her when she needed me. She used to cry and tell me,  how lonely she 

was that she had to be away from us,.and she had to live in a room all by herself, day in and day out with no one to talk 

to, with only Sunday afternoon off and she always have to go back the same night.. That is how it was when she 

worked and lived with the Hardons, and then with Mrs. Kolman, yet she never saw how lonely we were. We had to 

grow up and only see her on Sunday afternoons for the next 13 years and we rarely ever saw her in the summer..    

 

I was fifteen and in high school.and I left my friends to stay with Momma, so she wouldn’t be lonely.  Not for a few 

days, but weeks at a time. Then I’d  go back home every so oftem .so I could be with my friends.and this is what I did 

for her, for several years. And, for me to get to my high school, it was way up on 114th and 7th Avneue, in Harlen, I 

had to go from 75 East 55th Street, and  change buses twice..  I did it for Momma, because I loved her. I did’t want her 

to be lonely.and I missed my friends, Rita, Kathleen and Ellen, because the 4 of us went to Wadleigh High School, that 

was predominately black and in the middle of Harlem.  Our parents couldn’t afford to pay to send us to a Catholic 

High School, like most the other girls in our class. In fact I used to have a high school year book with a picture of me  
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playing the viola, I was sitting in the first row, and I was the only white girl in the orchestra.  

 

When I was old enough to be working, I still stayed with Momma. She had a way of making me feel guilty and. she 

would cry and tell me againt I didn’t care what it was like for her to be alone with no one to talk to,, while I was out 

having a good time out with my friends. I felt sorry for her, and stayed with her when I was working. It worked out 

well, because after work, I was going to an art school, then a business schcol and it was very convenient for me to take 

the subway and stay with Momma at  53rd Street and Madison, than go all the way home late at night..   

 

Wiping away my tears,  I wondered if Momma remembered how I shared my life with her when I was in high school 

and when I was working...Then in the fall of 1944, I was 19 whenI got a job at Walter Florell’s at 53rd and Madison, 

just so I could to be near Momma in case she got upset and needed me, because she lived in fear that the man who 

raped her  would see her again, because Judith Garden’s shop was only a few doors up from where.it happened at Mrs. 

Kolman’s house... 

I’d call her before I went home to see if Tony and Al were doing flowers at one of the clubs, which were very popular 

then, because they usually brought Momma home after work, unless they were working on a job.  When they were,  

I’d walk up the two blocks and sit on a stool and wait for her until l 6 o’clock,.but  I happened to enjoy watching them 

make the flower arrangements and wrap each one so attractively with beautiful paper that matched the colors of the 

flowers, then Joe would deliver them.. Momma often worked overtime, when they were doing the flowers at a big 

fancy wedding, or a big party that goin on at the Twenty-one Club ir the Stork Club. And every years she did Elizabeth 

Arden and Helena Rubenstine’s Spring or Winter Cosmetic shows, and she always remarked how kind and good 

Helena Rubenstine was to them..   

 

Judith Garden had quite a reputation for having a bad temper and bad mouth, and it amazed me how she was 

unbelievably kind and good to Momma, for years.. The way she worried about her and made sure either Tony, Joe or 

Al took her home, but they didn’t mind because Momma invited them up for coffee and a piece of her lemon meringue 

pie, which they loved..  

 

Many a time when I’d meet Momma after work,  instead of going home, we’d have dinner at a Chinese restaurant, or 

we’d walk up to Bloomingdale’s and eat along the way,  then go shopping. All the while Robert was in Germany, I 

spent most of my time with Momma. We’d go bowling and we’d meet Rita and my friends at the indoor skating rink at 

59th and Columbus Circle.and we’d have so much fun laughing and falling down, and every year we went to the 

International Flower Show. We always enjoyed each other and for Momma to put a wall between us, was extremely 

hurtful, because of how close we were, so how could she just shut me out of her life? 

 

While she was working and living away from home all those years,  I doubt Momma had any idea how lonely it was 

for us, to growi up without herm  the most important years of our lives.  She was suppose to have Sunday afternoons 

off, but when she worked for the Hardons, she had to spend 6 months of the  year in Connecticut and we never saw her 

for 6 months at a time  After Mrs. Hardon died Momma worked for Mrs. Kolman and every summer she went with to 

Lake Plaicid with her and her mother Mrs. Becker. They had a big summer home on the lake and they were there for 3 

months every year from 1940 to 1944.and Lake Placid was 300 miles away. Luckily, we ween’t home in the summer, 

because every year we were with Aunt Vina on her farm. 

 

It was a rude awakening for me to see Momma sitting there with her back to me, and she refused to talk to me. I would 

let me try to tell her what a wonderful person Fred really was.but she was so angry at me for going what I was tod,., 

she did not want to talk to me or  hear anything I had to say.about Fred. I was very confused as to ‘why’ she was so 

against my marrying  Fred, when he was the nicest person I ever knew and I was so happy to have found someone as 

good as he was to me. We loved the same music and he liked to draw and I liked to draw. We had so much to say to 

one another that it never ceased to amaze me  I evert hought, ‘he didn’t talk because she was shy.  
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.I looked at Momma and by then  I had calmed down and decided I would try to make her listen to me  I took a deep 

breath and said, “Momma, will you please turn around and  talk to me like a mothr should. ?.” I put my hand on her 

shoulder, and turned her around to face me.. Her lips were white, they were so tight and she closed her eyes and 

wouldn’t look at me. I asked her, “Momma, would you please tell me why are you acting like this towards me, when 

you should be so happy for me?”  Momma  pushed my hand off her shoulder.and sat there glaring at me.and turned 

back around and it looked like she was going to explode the way she was breathing in and out so fast. 

 

I sat there thinking  how we spent so much time together and we went everywhere together, until I met Fred. Because 

she does not like him, she is going to shut me out of her life?. I just got engaged tonight and here I was crying because 

Momma does not want me to marry Fred and she said she is jnot going to our wedding. .  I decided I was going to  let 

her know that  I was angry at her for the  the way she was treating me, and I sobbed, “Momma, maybe if you had taken 

the time to know Fred a little better, you would understand why I love him. You were so rude to him, you wouldn’t 

even shake his hand, andyou walked away and left us standing there.You should be proud of me that I chose someone 

as good and honest as Fred is  I know one thing, he will never cheat on me the way Robert did.  And you seem to think 

I should have married Robert, after what he did to me, now that would have been a terrible mistake, Momma.”.  

 

Momma squirmed uneasily in the chair.but she still wouldn’t turn around.  It ws still snowing and she kept looking out 

the window pretending she was watching the cars slipping and sliding back down the hill.what she didn’t realize was I 

could see her reflection in the window.  I  sat on the end of her bed and told her, “Momma, I came home so happy 

tonight that I couldn’t wait  to tell you I was engaged, and you ruined that special moment for me.. You know how 

much I love you, but, now I love Fred  too. How you can say, you won’t come to our wedding, that is so cruel.. I can’t 

believe you would do that to me. I certainly can’t make you go, but just so you know we are getting married Sunday, 

May 2nd, with you or without you being there, because we already spoke to Msgr. Quinn and he talked to us about 

being married in the rectory...”. 

 

I headed back to my rrom and stood in the doorway and told her, “I never thought, you of all people would act like 

this, when e should be making plans for the wedding together/ We should be talking about  kind of a wedding dress I 

should get, and the flowers I should have for my wedding bouquet. Then I burst out crying.because I lost it and I 

yelled at her “What’s wrong with you?  Is it you don’t want me to get married because you want me to stay here with 

you all my life?.”  

 

Without turning around Momma said , “Go to bed Rose, and leave me alone.. I don’t want to talk about you getting 

married. I told you before, I am not going to your wedding and see you marry someone like him! If  you want to ruin 

your life, then go ahead. I hope you realize since you met him, you’ve  done nothing but hurt me. I no longer count in 

your life anymore.and you don’t have time for me because you are with him every week-end. I hardly ever see you 

anymore....”  

 

I was devastated that she said she wouldn’t go to my wedding, Why could she see,. I had never met anyone as 

considerate and kind as Fred was.but it was obvious nothing I was going to say was going to change her mind.. I went 

back in my room and laid down because  I was going to marry him regardless of what Momma thought and if it meant 

she would never talk to me again, that would be her choice not mine. What I could not undertand, what was ther not to 

like about him? 

 

While I laid on my bed I was thinking about when I  was 9 years old., I admired Momma so much  I wanted to be just 

like her. I asked the barber to cut bangs in my hair so I would look like her. He wouldn’t do itl He said he had to ask 

my mother first, and she said, I could..I remembered how I used to sit and  practice her handwriting, over and over, 

until it looked almost like hers, and I was so proud of myself. When the nuns in school saw it, they weren’t impressed, 
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I was told I could not awrite like that I had to writei the way I was taught.. I was no allowed to write like that I school.  

It didn’t stop me from writing like Momma outside of school and to this day, I still write like her.  

 

I sort of laughed when I thought about when I was 11,I missed Momma so much  I decided I was going to take the 

trolley and go downtown and see her. It was Saturday morning and  I took the 5 pennies I was saving in my drawer, 

that was ied in a hanky, that an elderly lady in the apartment upstairs gave me.because I carried her bags of groceries 

upstairs for her,  and I never spent them.. 

 

 I told Anna where I was going and left before she said’ I couldn’t. I walked to the corner and stepped up on the trolley 

and sat there swinging my legs back and forth so unconcerened. .. I knew where to get off a t 66th Street and 3rd 

Avenue.and walked down the block to 137  East 66th Street. The doorman opened the door for me and watched me get 

on the elevator.and the elevator  operator knew me and stopped at  the 7th floor,  and waited for me to Mrs. Hardon’s 

kitchen door, and I waved to him and went in.  

 

When Momma saw me standing there,  she almost dropped the big pot of soup she was taking off the stove.  At first 

she yelled at me for daring to do such a thing. and seeing how ishe broke my heart that she wasn’t glad to see me,. she 

knelt down and hugged me and  apologized and kissed me, letting me know,”That was a very a sweet thing  you did,  

but you don’t kinow how dangerous it is for a little girl like you to be on the trolley by yourself.”   

 

I tought bout Fred trying to ge home, seeing how the snow kept falling. I could hear Momma crying, I got up and went 

out to see if she was alright. She was still sitting at the window and  stopped crying when I went over to her. I was 

trying very hard to let her know how mad I was at her, when I said. “Momma, I don’t know how you can say you 

don’t like Fred.when you don’t even know him or anything about him? He is very shy but he is honest and intelligent, 

and that happens to very important to me He has a very good job at TWA, at La Quardia Field, and he doesn’t drink or 

smoke. I am sorry you don’t like him, but I am marrying him, and I wish you would happy about it.”   

 

She got hysterical and without turning around, Momma waved her hand in back of her to let me know she wanted me 

to leave her alone. I didn’t I continued telling her about Fred.because I was determined to let her to know he was a 

very good person and I toldl her how I admired so many things about him,  and she yelled at me. “Stop it.  I don’t want 

to hear another word about him. Haven’t you hurt me enough without standing there trying to tell me how good he is. 

You are the one that doesn’t’ know him, and you think you are so right, Well, you know as well as I do Rose, I have 

never been wrong about anyone.Right, and he is no good and you better find out that now.?”   

 

I told her, “Momma,  you are not right this time..I wish  you should hear how beautifully he plays the organ, and we 

get along so well. We sit and listen to classical music for hours at a time.. I love how I feel when I am with him. He is 

so interesting to talk to, and that is why I feel so content being with him, and  I have never had that feeling with 

anyone else!” 

  

Ir was the wrong thing to say.  Momma got up and threw her hands up in the air and screamed at me, “Stop it, Rose! 

Stop it right now. I don;t want to hear another about Fred. I can’t understand why you can’t see, he is not for you. I 

could care less about him,  I only care about is you.You are breaking my heart because you won’t listen to me. I know 

what I am saying but you don’t know what you are doing, because if you did, you wouldn’t be marrying him.”  

 

Momma walked over to me and shook her finger in my face.  “Are you that blind that you can’t see he is not the 

person you think he is. Why in the name of heavens, did you ever give Robert back his ring for,  when you wore his 

ring for twoyears, You should be marrying him, not Fred!”  

 

It was then I asked myelf,  is that what is really bothering Momma.Was that why she is so against Fred?  There was no 
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way I could possibly tell her the reasons why I wouldn’t marry him,  it would be too embarssing for me because we 

never talked about such personal things. I could never explain the sordid details of his life, all I told her was ‘he 

cheated on me while he ws in Germany’ andleft it at that. My mother sort of blinked and fluffed it off saying, “Oh! 

Well,:you can be carn sure most of the boys over there probably did the same thing..”  When I heard her praising 

Robert, I thought, if you only knew the truth you wouldn’t be praising him like that, not that it made him a bad person, 

what he did, but he was no longer the person I wanted to marry..   

 

From the first time Momma met Fred, she did not like him. She had no way of knowing how I admired his integrity 

and the depth of his love for me, and his quiet ways is what made me feel I wanted to be with Fred, the rest of my life. 

It was a differnt feeling I had, compared to what I had  for Robert. and I was going to have  to live with Momma 

thinking, I should have married Robert.. 

 

I thought about when we were growing up, Momma was so used to us doing ‘exactly’ what she said, that she couldn’t 

imagine any of us ever disobeying her  Now she felt betrayed because  I disobeyed her by staying at Fred’s. when she 

demanded that I come home because she said so..  As much as I loved her, , I knew it was time for me to let go. I had 

to break the binds that had bound us together for such a long time, because if I didn’t,  I would never have a life of my 

own, I would still be doing what Momma said when I was sixty. 

  

I hated to hear Momma crying.so I went over and put my arm around her and told her, “Momma, you know I love you 

and you may be mad at me now, but  I know you love me, so how could you say you won’t come to my wedding?”  

 

Momma  pushed me away. “You heard what I said,  I am not going to your wedding and that is that... Do you think 

I’m going to sit in church and see you ruin your life by marrying Fred?”  

 

Looking at Momma, I realized, she still didn’t know Fred was a Luthern, a Protestant.and I had to tell her that is why  

we were going to be married.in the rectory, not in church. She didn’t catch it when I told her we had been in to see 

Msgr. Quinn and he said he would marry us in the rectory. I dreaded telling her because I knew she was going to have 

a fit when I told her. 

 

 I watched her.sitting there, rocking back and forth  and bawling and it sounded like someone in the family had died. 

Meanwhile,  the hot tears were running down my face .because I knew we were only going to have another big 

argument, when she hears Fred is a Lutheran.. She was going  to ruin my wedding  by not being there and I wondered, 

by her saying she wasn’t going, was she using it as a tool, thinking if she said she wouldn’t come, I wouldn’t marry 

Fred?  I didn’t know what to think and I sat on my bed .telling myself, and sighed and  this is suppose to be the 

happiest day of my life. I never dreamed Momma would act like this when I told her I was getting married, but I knew 

my life was going to be living hell for the next couple of months.   

 

My mind  was going around in circles, having gone to several of my girlfriend’s weddings, I knew how happy they 

were and jpw their mothers’ faces were beaming with pride. They were so proud of their daughters getting married... I 

kept thinking, the mothers of the bride is suppose to sit with her daughter and help plan what had to be done for the 

wedding Help her pick out a wedding gown for her and the bridesmaid,find a reception hall and decide on what food 

should be served at the reception, ha dto order the wedding cake, and decide on the flowers I would carry. ..  

.  

I wondered, if my mother was so unhappy about Fred and I getting married, I wondered what’s Fred’s mother thought 

about our getting married Because  Fred told me, he asked her if we could live there until we got a house, in a year or 

so. Since he paid her $20 a week for his room and board, she agreed I could stay if he paid her $40 a week out of his 

$66 a week pay, and he had the organ payments, and pay for his gas to go to work/ I thought, wow, that was a lot. of 

money when I only made $40 a week working at Walter Florell’s 
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Nothing was making any sense and my head was pounding so hard that it hurt.  I opened the window to let some of the 

cold air in, because the steam pipe in our room was putting out too much heat.that I was sweating. I inhaled the crisp 

air and it felt good...I took another hanky from the drawer and wiped my eyes and tried to think. What is happening 

did not seem real, I felt like I was in the middle of a nightmare and I was going to wake up and none of this was real, 

how could Momma turn her  back on me the way she did?  I stood at the window watching the snow blowing up and 

down wondering did something happened to Fred, that he didn’t call to let me know he home alright.. All of a sudden 

Momma came barging in my room. I could see she was ready for another fight. She grabbed me by my shoulders and 

started shaking me back and forth screaming at me. “Have you lost your mind? Why won’t you listen to me, .when I 

know what I am talking about. when I tell you not to marry Fred, when you know he is a gangster and he carries a 

gun?”  

 

Hearing that took my breath away completely, .she was accusing Fred of beng a gangster.. I was so stunnedI didn’t 

know what to say. Why was she saying such a terrible thing about him and.I asked her, ‘Momma, how could you say 

such a terrible thing about Fred,  he is not  a gangster?’ 

 

Momma took a hold of me again and looked deep into  my eyes and she was bawling when she said, “You heard what 

I said, he is a gangster.That night you tried to introduce him to me downstairs in the vestibule,  he thought I didn’t see 

his gun,  but I did. It was hanging from his belt in a leather holster.”   

 

I yanked  my arm away from her and backed away.. I had never known Momma to act like that before. I felt like I was 

in the middle of a nightmare. I was shaking when I said, “You don’t want me to marry Fred, because he carries a gun. 

Well, maybe instead of accusing him of being a gangster, if you had asked him or me, why he had his gun with him, 

we would have told you.we were on the way to a NRA match in Riverdale  He wouldn’t walk around with a gun, if he 

didn’t have the proper permit and licenses,.all his guns are registered with the Yonkers Police Departmentl” Momma 

kept staring at me andclearing her throat and  wouldn’t  look at me. 

 

 I told her..”A lot of men that were in service like to shoot as a hobby now. They join gun clubs and compete with 

different gun clubs,  they like to win medals and trophies. Most of them were in the Army and were trained to shoot 

accurately because their lives depended on it. Now they enjoy it as a sport and they get to know other guys, and make 

their own bullets and gun stocks. Fred was an expert marksman in the Army, and he is with the Tuckahoe Gun Club 

and he has won several trophies and medals.” Momma didn’t say a word, she walked away and left me there talking to 

myself..”   

 
When I looked at the clock again, I was really concerned because Fred had left two hours ago, I was worried but I 

realized it took us three hours to drive from his house to my house and I decided to wait another hour before I called 

his mother to see if he got home alright.  

 

Momma came back in my room saying  “Rose, why won’t you listen to me? I am begging you to think about what you 

are going to do.because once you are married that is it. There’s no going back.  You are still young. You can wait a 

year to see what kind of a person he really is. If you marry him,  you are going to see I was right, then you are going to 
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be sorry you didn’t listen to me..He can tell you anything he wants, and you would believe him.but he’s not fooling 

me,  I know he’s involved in something illegal.or he wouldn’t be carrying that gun. You don’t know what he might be 

involved in.”  

 

I closed my eyes saying, “Momma, you don’t know what you are talking about. If you did, you would never say such a 

terrible thing.  I wish I knew why you disiliked him so much.”   

 

 Momma came over to me and  the tone of her voice changed when she said, “After all I’ve told you, I am so worried 

you are still going to marry him.  I don’t want to keep fighting with you,  but I just wish you should wait a year?  

That’s not too much to ask, when you have your whole life before you. Believe me when I tell you, you will be 

thanking me that you  listened to me.”  

 

I knew there was no way I was going to change how Momma felt about Fred.and was wishing she would go to bed,  

but she had no intention of going to bed.,.she wasn’t finished with me yet. She  sobbed. “Why you didn’t marry 

Robert, I will never understand..Why are you in such a hurry to marry Fred for. Look at all the nice boys that are right 

here in this neighborhood. You mark my word … you are going to find ou tFred is some kind of a gangster.and he is 

involved with a big mob. You don’t realize it. but he knows he can convince you of anything. You keep listening to 

him, and not me, because you can’t even think for yourself anymore, because you think you love him. He is not what 

you think he is” 

 

Before anything more was said,  I  told her, “Momma, I don’t’ want to keep arguing with you. We are getting 

marrying us in the rectory on Sunday May 2nd, like we planned, and whether you are there or not. I don’t care 

anymore. I am tired and I am going to bed.”  

 

Momma did not like hearing that I dared to speak to her like that., and she came running after me, ‘Well, let me tell 

you young lady, you better listen to me, because if you marry him you are going to regret it, if you live that long. 

because.you know I am always right..”  

 

Momma got another hankie out of the drawer and wiped her glasses.and then her eyes and when she looked at me, I 

said, ” “You know what Momma, I feel sorry for you, that you have such evil thoughts about Fred, when you don’t 

even know him., and you have never tried to know him.” I walked away and she ran after me.   ”Oh! and I suppose  

you do. Hmph…after 3 months you know all about him. I can’t believe you  can’t see him for what he is!’  

I was  exhausted from fighting with her that I finally said, “ I told you, I am not a child anymore Momma and I don’t 

need your approval to marry Fred .” 

 

 Momma’s face turned white as chalk, and she went to say something, and went in the kitchen intead and I was glad 

she did.  I could hear her puttering around out there and wondered what she was doing,and she was making hrself a pot 

of coffee. I didn’t care anymore. I felt drained of all my emotions and hated to think what my life was going to be like 

for the next 4 months, living in the same house with Momma.My head was pounding so bad that I began to feel 

nauseous . I got scared when the room started to go around and I kept taking short breaths hoping I would make it to 

my bed so I could lay down. I couldn’t remember when I was ever so upset. and Iaid down before I passed out because 

of the ringing in my ears and  the pain in my head was getting worse. I closed my eyes.and tried to relax and take deep 

breaths, hoping that funny feeling would go away. 

 

 I had just closed my eyes when  Momma barged in and stood over me.and warned me. “Have you  any idea how 

dangerous it is if you marry Fred, when he has all those guns. Because after you are married, you’ll see,  there’ll come 

a time when he will get really mad at you for something you did, he will take one of those guns and, he will shoot you 

dead and don’t think he won’t.”  Then she sobbed all the louder, “And you are going to be dead before the year is out, 
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I know it, I just know it. Will you please listen to me, and stop being so subborn, please don’t marry him.”   

 

I turned my face to the wall, I didn’t want to listen to her any more,.and Momma stormed out of my room. I could hear 

her crying in her bedroom.and wondered if she knew what was doing to me and to herself, when she was so wrong?  I 

could not imagine why she thought t Fred was a gangster,  .My head was pounding so bad that I pulled the pillow over 

my head so I wouldn’t’ have to hear her crying,  

 

What should have been such a happy night, had turned into a nightmare.  

 

I lifted the pillow off my ear, and heard Momma praying again and heard her saying , “Oh! Sweet Jesus, you have 

always helped me in the past, why won’t you listen to my prayers now and make Rose realize what a terrible mistake 

she is making before it’s too late. She won’t listen to me.”  

 

Then she came back in my room again, and sat on the end of my bed.and said very calmly, “I’ve always been a good 

judge of character, haven’t I?. Have you ever known me to be wrong about anyone? ” 

 

I agreed with her,“Yes, that is true. But, I’m afraid this time you are wrong Momma,” She gave me that look of hers 

and went back to her bed but  I knew she would be back. because she wasn’t finished fighting with me. . I looked at 

the clock  again and  it had been over 3 hours since Fred left  I felt it was too late to call his house and .I got up and 

stood at the window and saw it was snowing worse than before, and moved the curtain to the side, so I could see the 

park across the street. where we used to play everyday. It felt good remembering the fun we used to have on the 

swings, and the monkey bars and the laughs we had when we’d tumble off the see-saws. I thought how fast those days 

went by. and how different life was now..But everyone’s life had changed when we went to war in 1941, I was only 16 

then, but I never forgot the fear we lived in, night after night, hearing the sir raid sirens go off, and we’d be paralizyed 

with fear, wonderingif the German’s were coming to bomb New York City, like they were bombing London., then 

we’d hear the all clear sirens, and go back to sleep.  

 

The boys that used to hang downstatair at the candy store,played basket ball, and they called themselves ‘the Vinegar 

Hill Boys.’ Most of them were sent overseas and were gone over 4 years, and they felt  very lucky they made it  home. 

But, pne by one, everyone was moving away from the neighborhood,  they were getting married and buying houses on 

Long Island and New Jersey, and Westchester, but they still went to the Vinegar Hill Dances every year. 

It was eerie to stand there looking out the window and hearing the wind howling, and seeing the snow blowing all 

around. The WPA trucks were out working at the top of the hill and I could barely see the men because it was snowing 

so hard, but they were spreading  sand and ashes and putting out the wooden barriers with red kerosene lanterns across 

the top of the hill to close it off,  as a grim warning not to go down that hill because it was so dangerous whenever 

there was snow and ice on it. 

 

I kept thinking how happy I was when I came home, and I ended up crying because I felt so hurt by what Momma had 

said, especially when Momma and I had always been so close, and now she was so angry at me.  Looking down 

Amsterdam Avenue there wasn’t a car in sight.and it looked like no one could get up the hill.  It was interesting to 

watch how the snow  swirling and curling round the street lights, and how the snow makes even the ugliest things 

appear beautiful for a while, and then it melts and everything is exposed for what it really is. 

 

The park was covered with several inches of snow, and not one foot print anywhere, it looked beautiful. The street 

lights were dull because of the heavy snow swirling around them, from the force of the wind blowing the snow up and 

down and around. The bushes in the park had so much snow on them,  the branches they were touching the ground., 

The slide over in the playground had several inches of snow on it and the see-saws looked strange sticking up in the 

air, surrounded by nothing but snow. It was eerie seeing the swings with no one on them,  because the wind was 
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moving back and forth with only snow on the seats  

 

I let the curtain fall back in place and tip-toed out to see what Momma was doing. She was lying on her bed, sobbing 

into her pillow. It hurt me to see Momma crying and once again I sat down beside her.and I gently rubbed her back 

and quietly asked her, “Momma, why can’t you be happy for me?. I feel I am so lucky to have found someone like 

Fred, so don’t try to  tell me I don’t know what I am doing, because I do. How would you ev know what Fred was like, 

you have never tried to get to know him..”  

 

The phone rang, and I was so relieved to hear Fred’s voice, He apologized for calling so late, but he said, he just got 

home and it took almost 4 hours to get to Yonkers,  the roads were so bad and the drifts made certain areas almost 

impossible to get through.. He said was very tired ,we said good night and I felt so much better knowing he got home 

alright.. 

 

Momma got out of the bed and knelt down on the floor again and started praying before the statue of St. Anthony, her 

favorite saint. the statue was 3 feet tall, she always kept him on her night table with a red vigil light burning in front of 

him. for as long as I could rmember.  

 I looked at her kneeling there praying, and it made me so mad that I turned around and went to my room and got back 

in bed. I couldn’t stop crying because I knew she was going to ruin my wedding. and.my head was pounding so hard 

ithought I would pass out from the pain, b I couldn’t sleep and was wishing it was all a bad dream and I would wake 

up and Momma would be so happy for me, and not be on her knees praying to St. Anthony, to stop me from marrying 

Fred.   

 

 

I couldn’t take listening to her asking “St. Anthony, to stop me from marrying Fred”.  I got up and went out to her and 

I somehow had the courage to tell her,  “Momma, you can  pray all you want, because your prayers are not going to 

stop me from marrying Fred. But, there’s going to come a day you are going to regret what you’ve said about Fred 

because you are going to find out just how wrong you were about him.and how you can say the things you’ve said 

about someone who is as good as he is, I don’t know.  I came home tonight so happy, and pictured you and me sitting 

together and we’d be so happy planning what we were going to do for my wedding... ”.                   

 

“Well, I am going to marry Fred and I am going to be living in Yonkers and you won’t see me and you will never get 

to know Fred,.and you are going to regret what you’ve said.”  Momma was crying so loud she was hysterical and she 

buried her face in the pillow. She woke Daddy up,he was drunk as usual,  and grunted and turned over and went back 

to sleep.   

 

Hearing the front door open I looked out and saw it was Mary Jane, She was taking off her boots but when she heard 

Momma crying, she ran in and put her arms around her. She looked at me, and I didn’t say anything. Then she asked 

me,.”What happened? Why is Momma crying like this for?” Momma sat up in the bed and pointed to me, and sobbed 

to Mary Jane, “ You don’t know what Rose just put me through, did you know she wants to marry  Fred?”    

 

Mary Jane shrugged, “Well! Yes and no. They’ve been seeing one another every weekend for the past couple months, 

I can’t say I ’m surprised.” Mary Jane was waiting for me to say why Momma was crying and I shook my head and 

told her, “Let Momma tell you.” As I walked away, I  grumbled to her, :” I don’t think the problem is,  Momma 

doesn’t want me to get married and leave her, is why she doesn’t want me to get married..” 

  

I could tell Mary Jane did not like what I said.and  Momma started telling Mary Jane, what a terrible person Fred was, 

I went in the kitchen and sat  with Anna in my flannel nightgown. She was sympathizing with me, and blessing herself 

at the same time,  because she heard what Momma said and she kept shaking her head while I cried to Anna, “Momma 
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has no idea what a kind and honest person Fred is.and I’m  marrying him. I don’t’ care.whether she likes him or not, 

she is not going to tell me who I can marry, I know what I want in a husband and he is everything I want.”  Anna 

smiled,, “Sure and didn’t I meet him, and he is a lovely young man. Sure and ye’ll make him a lovely bride, you 

will..and to think in 4 months ye’ll be so happy together, and ye’ll have ye’re own little place and you’ll be puttin’ up 

some curtains at the windows.”  After talking to Anna, I felt a lot better and went back to my room.  

 

I was surprised when Mary Jane spoke to me, she was so serious when she saod,  “I happen to agree with Momma. I 

don’t think it is a good idea that you are getting married so fast. Why can’t you wait a year, like Momma asked you to 

do. How could you know him in  3 months? Right now, he’s at his best behaviour and you believe everything he tells 

you..” 

 

After arguing with Momma, I was in no mood to argue with Mary Jane. I just said, “No. I am not waiting a year, we 

are getting married May 2nd like we planned. Why should we wait, because Momma said we should? It’s up to Fred 

and me when we get married, not Momma.”  

 

Mary Jane argued, “Rose, did you think maybe Momma is right about him and you are wrong? Don’t forget Momma 

is a pretty good judge of character, and she did not like Fred when she first met him, and you kno,, she has never been 

wrong..”  

 

I laughed at her, “Well,  that is true, but not this time. She can’t be right all the time or they’d write a book about her.. 

Besides, she only met Fred for half a minute when we were on our way to a gun club, and she was so rude to him. I 

was so embarrassed.because when he extended his hand to meet her, she walked away and refused to shake his hand 

and went upstairs and left us standing in the hall downstairs, looking at one another, confused. ”   

 

Mary Jane was definitely annoyed at me and she put her hands on her hips and asked me, “Why are you being so darn 

stubborn for? Why won’t you listen to Momma? She has every reason to be worried, because of all those guns Fred 

has. You were the one who told her what a good marksman he was and how many guns he has.. That’s why she is 

worried sick  you are going to marry him. It’s not normal for a guy to have all those guns, unless he intends  to.use 

them.” 

 

I snapped back. “If she is so worried about  Fred being such a good marksman, I guess she should be worried about me 

too then. On one of our first dates we went to a local shooting range with his friend Warren,  and I got all 5 shots in the 

bull’s eye. Does that mean I am going to shoot Fred?” 

 

Mary Jane sort of laughed saying,“Come on Rose, would it hurt you to listen to Momma. She is only trying to prevent 

you from making a terrible mistake, before it is too late..”  

  

I demanded, “What mistake? You heard Momma say that, and you are repeating what she said. Why are you were 

listening to Momma for. None of it makes any sense Mary Jane. But,. if you want to believe Momma, that’s up to you, 

but she does not know what she’s talking about, the shame of  it is, she is so wrong. She really is.. But, how could she 

know him ,she only met him once. She is.working every Saturday, and she is never here when Fred comes to pick me 

up. “ 

 

.I could tell Mary Jane was not listening to a word I said..It was  obvious I was boring her, but I still told her, ”You 

know everytime I’ve tried to talk to Momma about Fred, she changes the subject and walks away.  When I come home 

at night, and I go to kiss her, even if she is not talking to me most of the time, she pretends to be asleep and I know 

she’s not .”    

One night I tried to tell Momma about Fred, so she could get to know him a little better. I told her,“Fred has a very 
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responsible job at TWA, he worked for them before he went in service and and after he was in the Army, he got his 

old job back. What did Momma do,  she looked away and said “ I’m not interested in hearing a thing about Fred, 

Rose.” Mary Mane looked at the floor, and didn’t say much..I told Momma, “Wre going to  Florida for our 

honeymoon and there.was no reaction, then I said,. He  has worked for TWA a couple of yearwhen we get married, we 

can fly all over the world  free, Isn’t that wonderful?” Nothing. Momma acted as though I wasn’t even there but.when 

she got up she said  “You can still change your mind, because I want you think about what I just told you.”  Mary Jane 

just sat ther, and I said, “Why doesm’t Momma like Fred?”   

 

Mary Jane  shrugged and I went on. “ I don’t know how anyone that lioves in church the say she does, could say such 

awful things about, because  Fred has several guns as a hobby? They’re all registered. I reminded her, “Uncle Henry 

always had several guns in his gun cabinet”, but she did not want to hear about that.” 

 

Mary Jane threw her hands up,“Well, what I don’t understand is why you want to get married so fast for. If Momma 

doesn’t like him then that should tell you something ”  Mary Jane headed to the kitchen saying, “I’m making a pot of 

tea for Momma, do you want some?”  

 

“No, but, thanks. it’ll  keep me awake” I went back to Momma and tried a little humor. “Momma, the men that belong 

to those gun clubs, don’t go around shooting people. They shoot at paper targets, .the ones with a black bull’s eye in 

the middle., I know you’ve seen them!”   

 

Momma gave me the eye and got up and put her night gown on and sat in the dining room waiting for Mary Jane to 

bring her in a cup of tea. Seeing how she was chewing her bottom lip, I knew it what the meant, and that was when all 

hell broke loose.  

 

Momma flew off the chair and came at me so fast, that I stepped out of the way. She had fire in her eyes and was 

shaking her finger at me and she demanded to know, “Is Fred a Catholic?”  Mary Jane walked in just then and she 

froze, because she knew Fred wasn’t a Catholic. She put the tray on the table and suggested to Momma, “Let Rose go 

to bed. and you can finish talking about this tomorrow!” Momma shoved her aside, “No, I asked her a question and I 

want an answer.  Is he or isn’t he a Catholic?”   

 

 I told her, “No Fred is not a Catholic, he’s a Lutheran, Momma.”  

 

She cried out, “A Lutheran? Oh! My God! No, don’t tell me that ….you mean he’s a Protestant?” 

  

I was so mad at I said, “Yes,  Momma, Fred is a Protestant that carries a gun!.”  

 

Momma sat down and put her head on the table and started to bawl Then she lifted her head up and cried. “Oh! dear 

God in Heaven!  Don’t tell me, you are going to marry a man who is not a Catholic, You can’t do that.. you were  

brought up a Catholic and he is a Protestant!.”  

 

I couldn’t believe what she said, when her mother, father, sisters and brothers were all Baptists, and she only  became 

a Catholic so she could be married in the Catholic Church!  

 

Mary Jane was standing in back of Momma, waving her hand at me, whispering, ‘leave her alone and go to bed.  

Momma looked up at the ceiling and clasped her hands in prayer and fell on her knees praying to God again, now that 

she knew Fred was a Protestant that carried a gun.”  

 

I tried to convinced myself, this was not happening to me, Why was she so against him being a Protestant, when she 
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was a Protestant until she married Daddy? . Then she started screaming at me., “You can’t get married in Church, you 

will have to be married in the rectory, You can’t walk down the aisle or hear the pipe organ playing .”Here comes the 

Bride.”  

 

I said very quietly.. “I know all that, Momma. We already spoke to Msgr. Quinn and went to see hi  He wished us 

well, so why can’t youm and  he is going to marry us in the rectory,.”   

 

Of course, Momma was furious when she heard I had talked to Msgr. Quinn about getting married. She ssat down and 

gulped down the rest of the hot tea and didn’t say another word and went to bed and so did I.. The next morning when 

I go up,  I was surprised to see Momma was still in bed. Mary Jane made a face at me and said Momma had her call 

Judith Garden, and say she had an upset stomach, but it was because she had cried all night because you are going to 

marry Fred..”. 

 

When Aunt Vina called to thank Momma for the Christmas presentsshe sent, I answered the phone. We chatted awhile 

and I told her I was getting married, and what Momma said about Fred. She sort of laughed, “I don’t know why your 

motherwould say that when she was a Baptist like the rest of us. Why is she against Fred, just because he has guns is 

hard to believe, because she grew up with them, Her brothers and every man and boy in town owned a couple of rifles,  

But, come to thin of it,  they had rifles, not guns, and only ‘gangsters carried guns. Maybe that is what is bothering her, 

but today it’s so different, most of the men around here were in service and they  have guns and rifltes..  Oh.. I’m sure 

she’ll get over it. and don’t let it get you down Rose., Just think a year from now, you will be in oour own place with 

Fred and you will be on your own..”    

 

From that night on, there was an invisible wall in our house. I was on one side and the rest of the family was on the 

other side..I was no longer considered a member of the family, it seemed, I had become an outcast.because Mary Jane 

and Sonny took Momma’s side.and they decided not to talk to me because it would get Momma upset, so I was given 

the ‘silent’ treatment in my own house.. 

 

Only Anna talked to me. I ’d  get up and go to work and eat out before I went home. No one was talking to me at 

home, not even when we passed one another in the hall, because Sonny and Mary Jane had believed everything 

Momma said about Fred . 

 

I was very surprised that Mary Jane and Sonny would shut me out like they did.  I felt they were not being fair.because  

I had done nothing wrong. The only reason they disapproved of Fred, was they were listening to Momma, and now 

that she found out he was a Protestant, it gavehr all themore ammunition to dislike Fred.. .I kept telling myself, I will 

be leaving soon, but they still had to live there with Momma, and I’d be miles away living in Yonkers..  

 

Fred came every Saturday morning and picked me up,  and.we’d spent time with his mother and father. We never even 

went to the movies or felt the need to be entertained.For me it was a wonderful feeling to know how much we enjoyed 

being with one another and we talked and talked and we were never bored with one another’s company..  

 

We had obeen going together since the first week of November, and Fred asked me to marry him on New Year’s, Eve  

that was only 2 months we were going together. Now tht we wr getting married, after he’d pick me up,  when we got 

to Yonkers,  he would want to go window shopping in Getty’s Square, in Yonkers. It was fun because there were a lot 

of nice stores there. One day, Fred wanted to look at  rings and put them away, and he wanted to look at furniture 

because he said he was going to buy a house through the GI loan in about a year.  

 

It made me very happy to know that was what he was planning to do,.but he was always planning ahead. There was no 

one at home  that I could share this exciting news with, since no one was talking to me..We liked to look in the 
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windows of the stores that had nice furniture and what amazed me, when I would point to what I liked, he would laugh 

and tell me,  it was exactly what he liked. We were window shopping and picking out  furniture we were going buy 

‘one day’ for the house we didn’t have, never dreaming it would really happen. . 

.  

Since Fred wanted me to look at rings. I told him, when I was on my lunch hour, I was looking in jewelry store 

windows along Madison Avenue, and saw a  beautiful wedding ring that I really liked. .I described it to Fred, and he 

agreed to go see it,. ut, he asked that I first look at a wedding ring  he saw in a jewelry store in Getty’s 

Square,Yonkers.  

 

We went  and when he showed it to me in the window, I was so surprised how similar it was to the one I liked on 

Madison Avneue. Most of wedding rings I looked at, were narrow gold or white gold wedding rings.but the one I liked 

was a wide ring, with a band of gold on the top and  bottom  and in the middle were red and green gems, and the ring 

he was showing me was wide too an dit had gold bands on the top and bottom and a wide white gold filigree design in 

the middle  with tiny little diamonds in.it. Fred stood there waiting to see my reaction, and seemed very happy when 

he saw that I liked it. He cautiously asked, “Are you sure this is the ring you want, because we can still go downtown 

and look at the one you liked.” I squeezed his hand, “I love it.”  I couldn’t believe how similar it was to what I had 

seen.except for the red and green gems in the middle.  Fred nudged me,“Do you want to go in and try it on? I’ll buy it, 

so they don’t sell it to someone else.” We went in and when the clerk slipped it on my finger, it was beautiful.. Fred 

asked, “Are you sure this is the one,. because it if is,  I will pay for it now.” I nodded, it was.. 

 

While we were there, he  picked out a plain gold band for himself.and we left the store so happy with the rings that I 

couldn’t wait until we got in the car, so I could take the ring out of the box and put it on my finger again. We sat there 

smiling at one another and admiring the ring.and I hated to put it back in the box  Fred kept them in his bureau drawer 

and every now and then, he’d take them out and we’d look at them a and when he’d close the drawer Fred would. say. 

“May the second, is getting closer and closer.”  

 

What a wonderful feeling it was, everytime I’d put a line through another day gone by, but I stukk had almost 3 month 

to go. One night  Momma came home from work, and I was  surprised she started talking to me as if nothing 

happened. I thought it was strange, after weeks of her ignoring me, and I wondered, what was she up to that she was 

being so nice to me all of a sudden?   

 

Momma gave me a big smile, “Guess what happened today?  While I was was doing the flowers at the Duke and 

Duchess s apartment this morning. he was like a little boy he was so happy because he just got some more pictures in 

the mail from London. When I finished, he had me sit with the duchess on the sofa, and he always sat in a big 

comfortable soft yellow chair oopposite us, and he showed me all pictures of Princess Elizabeth’s Royal Wedding, that 

just came in the mail from his friends and relatives in London. We had our usual coffee and cake and after the maid 

took them awy,  he opened a big envelope that was filled with so many pictures and newspaper articles he said his 

friends  keep ending him, and he was so excited about looking at them, and of course he had a lot of duplicates and he 

gave them to me.”..  

 

Momma kept eyeing me to see if I was listening and then she rolled her eyes up and asked me, “Did you hear what I 

said, they were mostly  pictures of Princess Elizabeth’s Royal wedding.  

 

Meanwhile I stood there listening and wondering what was all this leading up to and why was she so excited about 

getting those pictures, when they had been in every newspaper and magazine for the past 2 months. To be polite I told 

her “That was very nice of him to give you those pictures of his family Nothing more was said  and I was surprised she 

didn’t say another word about the pictures, and I innocently thoght, oh well, that was that. 
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I kept marking off the days and was so happy my wedding day was getting closer, but it hurt me to see how.Mary Jane 

and Sonny were still ignoring me. Nither one of them ever asked about Fred or about what we planned to do for the 

wedding. . I knew they were not taking any chances of Momma getting mad at them, because once I was gone, they 

still had to live there with Momma. I  

 

Every day after work I ate out and when I went home it was a terrible feeling knowing the only one that would talk to 

me was Anna. She would sit  listen to my woes and sympathize with me, and go ‘Tsk, Tsk Tsk,.’ While I complained  

how miserable and unhappy I was because of the way Momma was treating me, and Anna had a lot of compassion for 

me. I knew she wouldn’t say anything against Momma..because so many times I would tell her, I wish we could elope, 

so I can get away from my mother, but Fred won’t hear of it. He would say, “Just tell your mother to stop her arguing 

with you. You are 22 and you are  enough to know what you are doing.”. He didn’t understand the kind of a mother 

and daughter relationship we had, being he was not close to his mother. He thought nothing of telling his mother off, 

but she allowed her boys to talk to her like that. I tried to explain to him, “If you knew my mother better ,you would 

understand why I could never say that to her.and he just shook his head..  

 

 

THE ROYAL LACE DRESSES 

 

fl  

 

As  bad as it was in February, I was not prepared for what Momma put me through in March and April.  The tears we 

both shed during tmonths, when we should have been celebrating like most  mothers and daughters do, and we were 
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two very unhappy people.. 

 

The situation evolved into a heart breaking situation that could not be resolved unless I did not marry Fred. It was sad 

to see what this wedding was doing to us, since we had been so close. We knew we loved one another, and yet we 

were hurting one another. We were crying ourselves to sleep every night. .When I’d come home, no one would talk to 

me about the wedding, except Anna.and when I  tried to kiss Momma good-night, she put her arm up and covered her 

face and she wouldn’t let me kiss her   There are no words to describe how that hurt me, when I had done nothing to 

deserve the way she was making me feel.At times I wondered was it because, she didn’t want to lose me, lmpwomg I 

would be leaving and living in Yonkers and that was so far away?  

  

I was stunned when Mary Jane let me know,  Momma  was working on the things she wanted done for the wedding, 

but she did not tell anyone I was  planning to get married, not even our relatives? I kept asking myself but why? This is 

the mother I .used to go to work with every morning when she got back to herelf, and we usually came home together 

if she wasn’t working late.We went to the movies, and we went bowling together and  roller skating at the 59th Street 

Rink. Now we were going out of our way to avoid on another and we were going to work at different times, so we 

would not see one another.  Before I went home, I ate dinner out to avoid any confrontations at home.and it was a sad 

and lonely time for me, because what my family was doing  to me, just  because Momma disapproved of my marrying 

Fred.  

 

I survived February, but I dreaded March and April. The weeks went by so slow, and May 2nd seemed so far away. 

One day I noticed when we went to pass one another downstairs in the hall, when Momma stepped back to let me pass, 

I noticed all the weight she had lost, but it was very becoming to her..       

 

One nightI was in the kitchen talking to Anna, ahd she whispered, “Sure and it’s a shame ye’re mother’s not goin’ to 

ye’re weddin’ She’s been  goin’ to church every night after work, and lightin’ candles and prayin’ because she’s  

sure’.God will get you to change ye’re mind.”. 

 

I groaned, “Thanks Anna, I know she is. But, I have reached a point that I don’t care anymore, Momma can light all 

the candles she wants, Msgr. Quinn is going to marry us in the rectory and it is up to her whether she wants to be there 

or not..” Mary Jane has reconsidered and she will be my  bridesmaid after all. I wonder what Momma is going to say 

about that. Theresa Lamasney  is letting her borrow tye dusty pink satin gown  she wore at her cousin’s wedding last 

month  Anna, don’t you forget you promised me you would be there, so you better not let me down..”  

 

Anna gave me a big grin. “Sure and ye know I wouldn’t miss ye’re weddin’ for all the tea in China Monday mornin’  

I’m goin’ over to Blumstein’s  to get my dress and hat to wear to the wedding.”  

 

The following Saturday, Fred was waiting for me downstairs, because he wouldn’t come up to the door anymore, 

knowing how Momma felt about him. I looked out the window and waved to let him know, I’d be right down. I 

grabbed my pocketbook to leave, Mary Jane stopped me. “Wait, s before you go, don’t you think you should be doing 

something about your wedding instead of going off with Fred every Satruday? You need to find a reception hall, and 

you have to get the invitations out, because the wedding is less than six weeks away?”  

 

I opened the door and told her, “ I know I haven’t done  anything about the wedding because  I didn’t think anyone 

was going, except Fred’s side of the family.. You told me,  Momma didn’t want anyone to know I was getting married. 

Well, I really haven’t time to talk now, Fred is waiting downstairs in the car, we can talk about it when I get back.”  

 

Mary Jane grumbled,“Well, you need to start doing something.about it now..”  
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I smiled very sweetly at her,. “I will, but not today Mary Jane,. Okey?.”  

 

Her eyes got real big,  “For heavens sakes, you have to get those invitations this week. First you need to find a 

reception hall so you can  put the directions in with the invitations. They’re going to be all booked up if you don’t take 

care of it now. And you haven’t  even started to look for a wedding dress. Would you like me to go with you Monday 

night? We can look around in Kleins.?”  

 

I went down a couple of steps and looked up at her  “You mean you would do that, I’d love to.” 

  

Mary Jane nodded, “ Alright. After dinner we’ll go and see what they have.  No, I think it’s more important you find a 

reception hall first, because you need the address to put in with the invitations, and you have to mail them out this 

week  I’ll ask Sonny to look around, because he would know where we could find a nice reception hall. I found 

Momma’s Christmas mailing list with all the names and addresses we’ll need.” I started down the stairs again, and she 

said in a stern tone of voice, “I don’t understand it. How you can leave and spend time going to Fred’s house, when 

you know that these things have to be done. Doesn’t’ it bother you?.”  

 

Going down the stairs, I looked up at her, “Mary Jane, stop your worrying  I’ll take care of it.” 

 

As the wedding was getting closer,  Mary Jane was so willing to help me and it made a big difference how I felt about 

getting things done. Sonny found a nice reception hall, and told us where it was and Monday night he borrowed a 

friend’s car and took Mary Jane and me to see it. I liked it and put a deposit on it. Leaving, Mary Jane showed me a list 

she made what I had to get done and I laughed at her, but I did thank her for being so concerned.. Sonny let us decide 

if we liked the reception hall and we did so we  put a deposit on it and he left to spend time with his best friend, Artie 

Guy, who had a bar nearby, and we left to take the bus home.  We noticed a  very nice bakery across the street.and 

Mary Jane suggested, “Why don’t you order your wedding cake there?” We looked at the books they had, and I 

ordered the cake and Mary Jane took out her list and marked that off saying, “ But we still have to get the invitations 

and get the m out.”  

 

On my lunch hour I went to an art shop and bought 150 nice looking thick ivory colored blank cards with matching 

envelopes. We didn’t look for a dress, because we wanted to get the invitations out, and it took a lot longer than I 

thought. Mary Jane had warned me, “Doyou ralize how long that will take?” I was sorry I started it because I decided 

to print each invitation myself, with Indian ink..We had the dining room to ourselves, because Daddy went to bed early 

and Momma was working late and ot felt good to sit there with Mary Jane and be laughing and talking  while I printed 

the invitations. It took so much time, I couldn’t finish all of them. We continued the next night. and Mary Jane put the 

directions in and addressed them and  suggested I give her the money for the stamps, since she worked near the post 

office she would mail them. I looked at the invitations and decided to take certain ones out,  that were for Aunt Vina’s 

family and Aunt Ruth., “Maybe I’d better not send these invitations, .because maybe they won’t want to come, when 

they hear Momma’s not going to the wedding, and I wanted so much for them to be there..”   

 

Mary Jane just said,, “Send them, because … I hate to tell you this, .Momma didn’t tell Aunt Vina you are getting 

married because she  feels she can still talk you out of it. You know she all but lives in church, praying and lighting 

candles that you will change your mind.”   

 

I put my head down and I cried. . Mary Jane got up and started rubbing my back “Oh Rose, don’t cry! Just because 

Momma’s mad at you,  it doesn’t mean Aunt Rose and Aunt Mary won’t go toyour wedding.  I know Aunt Vina and 

her girls and Aunt Ruth will come. Maybe you should include a little note and tell them what has happened, so they 

will know and let them make up their minds whether they want to come or not.”  I shook my head, no, that I was not 

sending them.. 
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Mary Jane insisted,. “You have to  They will never forgive you if you don’t. Let them decide whether they want to 

come.and I’m telling you, I know Aunt Vina she will see that they come!”  

 

I groaned,  “Then what about Aunt Rose and Aunt Mary and their families?. Momma is always going to see them, so 

she must have told them she doesn’t want me to marry Fred. and you can be sure they’re not going to come, if 

Momma’s not there.”  

 

Mary Jane grumbled, “Momma hasn’t told anyone you are getting married, so send them.”  

 

I threw the pen down and looked at Mary Jane, “Why Momma is so against Fred?”   

 

Mary Jane sat there twiddling the pen back and forth, and.she took a deep breath.  “Rose, you keep saying Momma is 

hurting you. Have you any idea how you have hurt her. because you want to marry Fred?.You could wait a year to get 

married, like she asked you to do.  Johnny and I are waitung a year or two before we get married and we’ve been 

going together for several years. I can’t understand why are you in such a hurry to get married, especially since you’ve 

only known him a couple of months. That is why Momma doesn’t want you to marry him. because you hardly know 

him and she had ever right to feel he is a gangster because she saw he was carrying a gun.”  

 

I was getting annoyed at Mary Jane, and she went on,   “Doesn’t it bother you to see how much weight Momma’s lost 

from her being so upset. She’s done nothing but cry since you told her you wer getting married..I wouldn’t want to be 

in your shoes the next couple of weeks, as your wedding day gets closer. I hate to think what it’s i going to be like, but 

I know she is going to be impossible to live with, so be prepared..”  

 

I grumbled at her, “Why is it always about Momma? How come no one cares how I feel and what Momma is putting 

me through. I have done nothing wrong. Why are you and Sonny listening to what Momma is saying about Fred. 

Neither one of you have even tried to get to know him, or asked me one question about Fred, because you’re afraid of 

what Momma might say,” 

 

Well, .there’s going to come a day Mary Jane, Momma is going to be ashamed of what she said and how she ruined 

my wedding, all because she was so wrong about Fred, and she would’t listen to me. What is wrong with her that she 

is trying to make Fred out to be this horrible person. .I should be so happy now and Momma should be busy helping 

me plan my wedding, like any mother would do for her daughter.. .And you wonder why I have had no interest in 

getting anything done for the wedding. I wish we could elope and I would never have to come back to this house again 

Why would it, after  the way Momma has treated me and the awful things she has about Fred.and the shame of it is, 

she will never find a finer person than he is.” 

 

Mary Jane sat back and was horrified that I said such a  thing, and I reminded her “ You know Mary Jane,every girl 

dreams of the day she will get married,. Haven’t you, and I’ve always pictured Momma going with me, and we’d look 

for a beautiful wedding gown, and find a nice reception hall and we’d plan the food to have at the reception, because 

that is what a bride’s mother is supposed to do.” I decided to stop talking about it and told  Mary Jane, “I’m sorry you 

have to be in the middle of  this, but I hope when you  marry John, Momma doesn’t do to you what she’s been doing 

to me..”    

 

Mary Jane sighed.  “I doubt it because Momma happens to like John/ I.know she will be very happy when we finally 

get married. Rose, I want you to know I really do hope Momma is wrong about Fred,.because the few times I met him, 

he seemed very nice. But, did you ever stop and think, maybe Momma is right and you are wrong?. You don’t know if 

he’s a gangster or not. How many guys do you know goes around carrying a gun in the holster on his belt.”  
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I gasped. “Mary Jane, isn’t bad enough what Momma is saying about Fred without you saying it too. All I am going to 

say is,  Fred belongs to gun club and he is no different than thousands of other servicemen that enjoy shooting as a 

hobby.. They meet and go to gun club matches that are listed in the NRA magazine.. Fred only carries his gun when he 

goes to the gun club or whenh competes against another gun clubs.  I could see.Mary Jane wasn’t instrested in hearing 

what I was saying, because she probably never heard of men going to gun clubs to shoot.. 

  

Mary Jane got up,  “I’m making some tea, then you and I have  to sit down and make a list of what still has to be done,  

because there are a lot of things you  have to take care of right now..“ I agreed with her because the wedding is less 

than  six weeks away and I had done nothing towards it.   .Mary Jane ran her hand through her hair sying, ”It is going 

to feel strange when you are gone.”  

 

I laughed. “Well,  I can’t wait for that day to come. I know you don’t like hearing me say that, but it’s  true. 

Sometimes, when I look back and think what we went through when we were growing up in this apartment,  it makes 

me so mad. how Momma and Daddy are always figting, and he would beat us and he burn us by holding us up against 

the mad hot radiator,,when.he was drunk which was every night. And just a while ago, he tried to burn you when you 

came home form work and I walked in and stopped him. You can’t imagine how it feels to know in a few weeks, I will 

be away from all this, I will be married  and I will never have to come back here again.” 

Mary Jane looked at me like she was shocked that I said such a thing.“How could you say something like that Rose.  

Once you are married, all of this upset over you marrying  Fred, will blow over You know as well as I do, Momma’s 

going to miss you and she is going to be crying her heart out when you’re gone..After seeing what you’re going 

through, I’m glad she likes John.”                                                                                

I thought about what she said,  “I guess you are right, I shouldn’t keep saying, I will never come home again. because 

you will still be here. I guess knowing Momma  refuses to go to the wedding. hurts so much.. .I know  Momma loves 

me, and she knows  I love her..Maybe it’s nature’s way of making me let go of her, so  I can get on with my life with 

Fred!” 

                                                             

The days were going by and it became obvious Momma was not going to the wedding. She continued to ignore me 

whenever I  walked past her, it was as if I wasn’t even there. I would hear her late at night  praying out loud, toGod,not 

go to let the wedding go through’ and that hurt a lot.  

 

Night after night I continued to cry myself to sleep, because I loved Momma We were more like pals rather than 

mother and daughter, We went everywhere together.because we enjoyed one another’s company.Time was going and I 

knew I had to do to find a wedding gown. I bought several magazines that had bridal gowns featured in them, since the 

month of June was coming up, they had several pages of wedding gowns and accessories.  I saw one gown that I liked, 

a plain long white satin gown. It reminded me of Aunt Ruth’s wedding gown that I liked, when she got married in 

1945. She said I could borrow.it, when I admired it. That was  three years ago. I was 20 years old. and on my vacation. 

I went to Pennyslvania to see Aunt Vina.and Uncle Henry took us to see Aunt Ruth because she just had a baby. 

.While we were sitting in her living room, I noticed her wedding picture sitting on the end table. I picked it up and was 

admiring her wedding gown.and Aunt Ruth said, “Would you like to see it?  She brought out a large white shiny box 

and removed layers of white tissue paper and took out the gorgeous white satin gown. I sat there. ‘oohing and aahing 

because it was beautiful and I pictured myself in that gown when I got married one day.  I knew it would fit me, being 

Aunt Ruth was only a few years older than me.and we were aout the same size. While she was putting the tissue back 

between the folds, I asked her, “Do you think when I get married one day, I could borrow your dress, I mean, if it fits 

me?”  She hugged me, “I would be glad to let you borrow it, just let me know when and I will mail it to you.”  

 

I had forgotten about the dress, until I saw the satin gown in the magazine .I figured Aunt Ruth had received the 
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invitation by now.. I would write and explain to her what was going on between Momma and me and why Momma 

was not going to the wedding. because she did not approve of my marrying Fred, because he carried a licensed gun 

and he was a Protestant. But, I wondered if I could still borrow her wedding gown because I was going to be married 

May the 2nd. I assured her,  I would understand if she felt she did not want come or get involved, because she was 

Momma’s sister-in-law, and I didn’t want to create a problem.. 

 

  I mailed the letter and let her decide what she was going do about the dress and whether she was coming to the 

wedding.. When I told Mary Jane, she got upset that I asked to borrow the dress. “Why did you ask Aunt Ruth to 

borrow her wedding dress for?. I’m sure she doesn’t want to get involved  because Rose,  this is between you and 

Momma, not her.. Now you put Aunt Ruth in a very awkward position because you know,  iin a few weeks you’ll be 

gone and Momma will still be going to Towanda to be with her family. Then what?  I’m telling you Momma is going 

to be furious when she finds out you did this behind her back..”  

 

I shrugged,  “How can you say I did it behind her back, .when she’s not talking to me! I’ll just have to wait and see 

what happens. Are you going to tell Momma I wrote Aunt Ruth and asked to borrow her wedding gown?”  

 

Mary Jane shook her head, ”No way. But when she does find out, she is going so angry, that you better be prepared!”  

I felt everything was going wrong, and the wedding was only 5 weeks away.  

Mary Jane sat down and told me, “Rose, I do feel sorry for you, but, I love Momma and I don’t like seeing her getting 

so upset and hurt,  because you want to marry Fred.”  

 

Then she  got all choked up, saying  ,, Now, don’t get me  all upset … beause I am not taking Momma’s side or your 

side, but, this wedding has turned out to be such a nightmare. I hate what it is doing to Momma and you.. I keep 

thinking what’s it going to be like when you’re gone/ I’m going to be stuck here with Momma, and sheis going to be 

bawling her eyes out because you’re married to Fred and living in Yonkers/.  I don’t even want to think about it and 

don’t think, you are not going to miss Momma too, because you will!”  

Mary Jane smiled,. “John and I would love to get married, but we can’t. Not right now. But I would never hurt 

Momma like you are. I  would never marry someone Momma didn’t like!”  

 

When she said  that, I argued.  “I am not hurting Momma and I wish you would stop saying that.”.   

 

Mary Jane grumbled. “Oh come on Rose, you know darn well you are.. Didn’t she ask you to wait a year and you 

wouldn’t do it. You insisted that Fred wanted to getting married in May..”  

 

I was getting mad.at her, “Like I told you before.Mary Jane that is up to Fred and me, when we want to get married, 

not Momma.. You know what I think, she doesn’t want me to get married. period,  Not to  Fred or anyone else” I 

shook my head, “I hate how everyone is so unhappy,when we should be looking forward to my wedding, and it is 

going to turn out to be a  miserable and unhappy wedding..”  

 

I have to ask you, “Tell me the truth MaryJane. if Momma accused John of the things she has accused Fred of , and 

you knew what she was accusing him of, was not true, how would you feel?  

 

Mary Jane shrugged, “Well, I can’t answer that, because John doesn’t own a gun, and he’s not a Protestant, and like I 

told you before, Momma likes John … so, I don’t  know how I would feel?”  

 

The days went by and I was getting worried because I didn’t get a letter from Aunt Ruth, not that . I could blame her 

for not wanting to get in the middle of our problems. Every night when I’d ask Anna,  “Did I get a letter from Aunt 
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Ruth?” She would shake her head and I’d be so disappointed. 

 

Meanwhile, Mary Jane kept pestering me, “When are you going to look for a dress because I’m telling you, Aunt Ruth 

is very smart. She does not want to hurt Momma or you,.so she probably feels it is better she doesn’t get involved and 

it will  keep peace in the family.” 

 

I had to agree.” Well,  I’ll wait two more days and.if I didn’t hear from her then we’ll go down to Klein’s and maybe I 

can find a nice white satin dress to match the one Theresa is loaning you.”  

 

The next night  when I came home I felt very depressed. Anna asked me, “Did you eat?“ I told her, “No,b ut  I don’t 

feel like eating anything.” I let her know, “When Mary Jane gets home, we’re going to Klein’s, to look  for a wedding 

dress..” Anna frowned, “Sure and ye need to have somethin’ to put in your stomach. I’ll heat up a can of tomato soup 

and put in a few oyster crackers.. It’ll make ye feel a bit better. that is what Mary Jane wants, because she called and 

told me didn’ t have time to eat that she was going down to Kliein’s with you tonight..”  Anna opened the can of soup, 

and she was smiling.  She seemed very pleased with herself and told me. “Guess what I did today? I went to 

Blumstein’s and bought myself a lovely navy blue crepe dress and navy blue straw hat with a pretty pink rose on it, to 

wear to ye’re wedding. Let me show it to you.”   

 

Anna hurried to her room, and came out with her dress on a hanger and the new hat in her hand, and she was grinning 

from ear to ear. I looked at tye new dress and assured her that it was very pretty and told her, “It’s  lovely Anna. It’s 

perfect for the wedding”. When I go shopping, I will buy you a nice rhinestone pin to pin on your dress..” Anna 

seemed so happy when she took the dress back to her room and hung it in the closet. 

 

Being we were alone gave me the chance to tell Anna something I should have told her  a long time ago, but never 

did..”Anna, I want to thank you because I will never forget how good you have always been to us, when we were 

growing up and now.. You were  there whenever we needed some one to comfort us when we got hurt. You would put 

vaseline on our scraped and bloodied knees, and when Daddy beat us, you would put cold towels on our arms and legs. 

If any of the kids hurt our feelings, we’d run to you crying for sympathy and you would make us feel better with a 

glass of milk and 2 Lorna Dune cookies. It seemed those Lorna Dune cookies cured a lot of our problems..  I don’t 

remember you ever being mad at us or you being in a bad mood.”  I saw the tears  running down her chubby face,and I 

felt bad, I had not told her this before. She quick wiped the tear away with the back of her hand, while I went on. 

“Daddy would hit us and yell at us, but you never hit or yelled at us in all the years you were with us... I couldn’t leave 

and not let you know how much you mean to me ” Anna  was too choked up to talk. and kept patting my hand and 

nodding her head.. At least I  knew it pleased her hear what I said, becaue of the way she was smiling. Then she went 

back to stirring the soup with a big wooden spoon and turned off the gas off and ladeled the soup into the bowl  and 

put  a handful of oyser crackers on the side, smiling.  

 

When I finished the soup I thanked her and  thought what a strange lonesome life she has had, and I wondered why she 

went to mass every morning and was always lighting candles in front of St. Theresa, her favorite saint. Anna was not 

one to tell us too much about her life in Ireland except  

she said,  she had a cousin in Morristown, New Jersey, that she visited once a year at Chirstmas.  Momma didn’t 

believe her. She felt she only said that because she had no family, because she never got a letter or a card in all the 

years she lived us. Anna did tell us she was born in Wexford, Ireland in1895 and grew up in an orphanage.but she was  

a rare human being the way she took care of us and watched over us like we were her own. I was very happy she was 

able to see the three of us get married and got to know our children. She loved to fuss over them and give them 2 

Lorna Dune cookies and a glass of milk  like she used to do for us. We were living in Pittsburgh, in  December of 

1960, when. Mary Jane called to tell me, Anna had died suddenly from stomach cancer, when she was 65. It was such 

a shock because Anna was never sick for as long as I knew her, except every Fall she got hay fever and asthma, but 
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that was it. Being I was in Pittsburg, and six months pregnant with Valerie. Fred wasn’t home, his job with the FAA, 

took him to Italy that week.Itr was snowing out and  I was afraid to drive 500 miles from Pittsburgh to New York City 

with 4 small children but it  broke my heart  I couldn’t gol Momma and some enighbors were the only ones there. . 

 

 Anna was with us for 30 yers from 1931 until 1960,, and she never mentioned she had been       

 engaged to a young soldier in the British Army, during WW1 and he was  killed in France.  

 

When  Anna died, Momma and Mary Jane couldn’t wait to see what was in the trunk Anna had   

been paying storage on in Brooklyn,  ever since she first came to us back in 1931.When they   

brought the small trunk home, and opened it, they were so disappointed to find there was only  

newspapers and  some letters and cards in it.. Then Momma noticed there were several old             

Irish  newspapers from Wexford,  1917, that had yellowed and oxidized. and it had an article that  told of  Anna’s  

engagement to a British soldier, and the other paper had the story that he had 

been killed, when he was sent to France, during WWI.   

 

Momma picked up a box that had several yellowed cards, congratulating Anna on her engagement and several 

Christmas cards from friends.. And there was a little box with a 14K gold watch, with a black ribbon for a band he 

had given her for their engagement, and a note from him telling her how much he loved her. In  another box tied 

together with a narrow blue satin ribbon, wre all his love letters,  and when Momma read them, she started to cry.  

After all the years Anna had been with us, was it still so painful she couldn’t talk about it, because we could not figure 

out why she never mentioned his name or ever told us what happened to him.  

 

Momma put everything back the way it was and said,  “It’s an eerie feeling to hold his love letters in my hand,, 

knowing how Anna must have grieved over this young man dying because, he took all their dreams with him when he 

was killed  in France, and she nevergot to see him again.”  

 

 While Anna stood at the stove wiping up the splatter from the tomatoe soup, she gasped, “Oh dear, we  were so busy 

talkin’ about me new hat and dress, didn’t I forget to tell ye, ye’re  package finally came rtoday. It’s in me room, 

because you said, ye didn’t want ye’re mother to see it.”  

 

I was so excited knowing Aunt Ruth did send the dress afterall. Anna handed me the box.and when I put it on the 

dining room table..my heart was pounding, I could’t wait to see it again.  I ripped off the brown pape, because I knew 

Momma would be  home from work soon, and I opened the shiny white box.  It was covered with so much tissue paper 

and  an envelope tucked in it with a letter..   

                                                                                                                                                                                    

                                                                      March  21, 1948 

 

                         My dear Rose, 

 

                     I’m sorry it took so long to get this dress off to you. 

I sent it to the cleaners, so it would be nice and fresh when you wear it on your wedding day. I do hope it fits. 

                     when you wear it on your wedding d hope it fits. 
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                      Congratulation. I am so happy for you.  

                           Don’t worry ,I’m coming and so is               

                           Vina and Henry  and their daughter Dorothy. 

 

                       We wouldn’t miss your wedding for the world. 

                       Fant’ wiat to see you in it. I am thrilled you are               

                            Going to be wearing my wedding gown.                       

                             

 

                           See you soon….Love,  Aunt Ruth 

 

 

  

The phone rang, and it was Mary Jane, “ I was on the way home, and I passed this store and it had   beautiful wedding 

gowns  the window. The Bridal shop  isnear Macy’s., and I think you should go look at them  before we go all the way 

down to to Klein’s?”  

 

I sighed, “Aunt Ruth’s dress came in the mail today, so we don’t have to look for a wedding gown, and in the note 

Aunt Ruth said they’re coming to the wedding..”.  

 

Mary Jane questioned me, “Did you try it on?. If you didn’t, try it on now while I get a cup of coffee and a cream 

cheese sandwich at Nedicks. I’ll call back because if it doesn’t fit,  meet me down here and you can look at these 

dresses,  and if you want then we can go to Klein’s.”        

 

I laughed, “I  know it will fit.” I hung up and was so happy they were coming. Then I wondered, where is everyone 

going to sleep? Our apartment is so small.I shuttered to think how awkward it was going to be with them here and 

Momma not going to the wedding or talking to me. 

\ 

I  removed the layers of white tissue paper and Anna stood there smiling wathing watched me.carefully lift the heavy 

white satin dress out of the box, making sure the long train did not hit the floor.  I hugged it to me because it was more 

beautiful than I remembered. I stuck my arm in the sleeve and loved the feel of the heavy, cool satin, and I could tell it 

would fit me as I held it up against my waist. I noticed the tiny satin covered buttons in the back that went down past 

the waistline, knowing I could never button them up by myself.  In the bottom of the box, wrapped in more tissue 

paper was the tiara and the veil and as I looked at it it seemed like it was too good to be true. I held the dress up against 

me, and it was all I had dreamed it would be!  

 

What a feeling it was knowing I had the dress I was going to wear on my wedding day. I put dress over my arm, amd 

carried the box to my room. I laid the dress on the top bunk bed, and undressed Off came my skirt and blouse, and then 

my shoes.  I was shaking I was so excited, standing there in my  stocking feet, seeing how beautiful the dress  was, and 

how the white satin glowed under the one naked light bulb that was hanging on a chain from the ceiling in our room. 

 

 I was intoxicated with the joy I was feeling as I pictured myself walking towards Fred in that gown, and he would be 
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standing next to Msgr. Quinn waiting for me.  I knew when he saw me in that gown, he would be so proud of me. I 

was so happy I no longer cared Momma was not going to the wedding! My heart was pounding and I slipped my arms 

in the long cool sleeve, and hoping and praying the dress would fit me like I thought, and it did...  

 

The feel of the satin against my skin was quite a sensation, it was so cool and slippery and it glowed and shimmered 

under the light.when I stood in front of small mirror that was in our room.  

I couldn’t remember when I was so happy as I was at that moment. I never felt anything so exquisite as that satin , as it 

slithered down over my body body and the train fell noiselessly to the floor and I was surrounded by the gorgeous 

satin train of the dress that was on the floor.. . 

 

 I breathlessly turned and straightened out the train and was amazed how it fit me but,  I.still had to try and reach the 

buttons in the back and being they were so tiny I could hardly hold them and push them through the tiny loops,  and 

there were so many of them.. I decidded to button only a few, I could see it fit me esactly the way I wanted it to. Then  

I noticed the bottom of the dress was touching the floor, it was a little too long and . I slipped my  heels on so the 

bottom of the dress wouldn’t get dirty, and did the trick.   

 

Anna folded her hands like in prayer, and she oohed and aahed, she was so excited and  happy for me, when she went 

back to the kitchen.  Mary Jane called back.and I told her “It fits perfectly.”. She sighed, “I am happy that it does, but I 

don’t think you should tell Momma that’s Aunt Ruth’s dress.where you got that dress.?”. 

 

Being  we didn’t have a big mirror in our room. After I discovered the little loops to hold the train up, I slipped them 

over my finger and then I hesitated going in my mother’s bedroom, since she was probably on her way home.. But, she 

had a nie big three-way mirror over her vanity, and I jus had to see how I looked in the dress.. My hands were actually 

trembling, when I took the sparkling tiara and veil out of the box, and picked up the skirt and hurried  to Momma’s 

room.and I stood before her three-way mirror. I could not believe that was me, I saw in the mirror. I looked and looked 

and thought how beautiful I looked, and was wishing Mary Jane would hurry up and come home so she coul  finish 

buttoning the back of the dress for me, before Momma came home. 

. 

I felt like I was Cinderella standing there. The satin wedding gpwn had transformed me into a different person, and it 

fit me as though i had been poured into it, the way it was clinging to all the right places..I never knew I could look so 

sexy. The satin flattered and accentuated my body in all the right places that I could not stop looking at myself. I was 

mesmerized by what I saw in the .and let my hand slide down over my hips, as I turned provocatively before the 

mirror, checking every angle of myself, as I moved to the left, and to the right, loving how the dress looked on me, as I 

stood under the. big round ceiling light,  that had 5 small bulbs in it, shining down on me.. 

  

My hands were shaking asI placed the sparkling tiara on my head, and looked in the mirror. I had to adjust it, so it 

would  stay right and ot looked like it a crown of sparkling jewels, as I stood under the ceiling light because the 

rhinestones had taken on a new life. Tthey dazzled and shimmered and lit up the walls in Momma’s room, because the 

light was hitting the rhinestone s just right so that they sparkled glittered and there were rainbows all around the room.. 

 

I never forgot that night I stood there under those lights and nonchalantly, fluffed out the long veil in back of 

me,thinking I was all alone.  I didn’t notice Mary Jane standing in back of me and the way  she was smiling  I could 

tell she liked how how the dress looked onm. But, she seemed very uneasy and nervous and said worried, ”Yes, you 

look beautiful. Now that you see it fits you, take it off. and hide it, becauseMamma’s going to be home any minute and 

hurry up!”  

 

I refused to take the dress off and told her, “No! Why should I? Aunt Ruth sent it to me and she is very flattered I am 

going to wear it. I am not going to hide it? While you are standing there, would you please finish buttoningthe back of 
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the dress. I can’t reach the rest of those tiny  buttons,”.  

 

Mary Jane started to button the tiny little satin buttons and she suddenly stopped. “I give up there’s so many of them, 

but I got most of them. I don’t want to waste any more time on them, because you  can do that some other time. Just 

take it off and put it back in the box and put it in Anna’s closet Momma never looks in there By the way,  I just picked 

up Theresa’s pink satin gown from.the cleaners, and they put a long paper cover over it,.because I would rather 

Momma didn’t see, well not  just yet. Will you hurry up and take that dress off before she gets home?.”  

 

I whined, “No. Momma’s going to see it eventually!”  

 

Mary Jane shook her head and sat down on the bed and rubbed her face between her hands, “I’m really worried about 

Momma, You are going to get her all the more upset if she finds out where you got that dress .You’ve seen all the 

weight she’s lost. She won’t eat and.all she does is cry  She never laughs anymore.. Doesn’t it bother you, what you 

are doing to her by marrying Fred?” 

 

I snapped back at her, “Well, you know what Mary Jane, I cry myself to sleep every night too.There is no reason for 

Momma to be crying. She should be happy I am marrying someone like Fred. and I don’t understand why it bothers 

you and Sonny, that I am goingto marry him.”  

 

Mary Jane wrinkled her brow, “It doesn’t.  Not really. Why would it? “ Then she started to giggle, “So what if Fred is 

a Protestant that carries a gun!” We both laughed,  because of what she said.. 

 

I complained, “I wouldn’t mind, but everyone in Momma’s family are Baptists, Her mother and fater, her, brothers and 

sister, and she loves them! So, for her to say she is against my getting marrued because Fred is a Protestant,  doesn’t 

make any sense, And how dare she say he is a gangster, That is the craziest thing she could ever say about Fred. I think 

she just doesn’t want me to get married . She wants me to stay with here and be an old maid.” 

 

Mary Jane pushed a hanky in my hand. “Here, wipe your eyes before you get that mascara on the  dress. I’m warning 

you, if you still have that dress on when Momma comes home, I’m leaving. I’ll go to Theresa’s.. because when she 

finds out you wrote and asked Aunt Ruth for that dress, she is going to demand  you send it back..” 

 

I groaned, “Well, I’m not. Mary Jane, she is not telling me what to do anymore.  I will be so glad when I get married 

and get out of here,  and I won’t have to listen to Momma telling me what to do.” 

 

Mary Jane tone of voice changed.. “Come on Rose, you don’t have to say something like that.  I know you think you 

are right and Momma thinks she is right  and that leaves me in the middle of this mess. Come here and let me unbutton 

that dress, and put it back in the box before it’s too late.  Please.. “ I smiled, “l will but I want to look at myself again 

in the mirror again.”   

 

Mary Jane shook her head, “Okay, you look lovely, now take it off!”   

 

I was laughing at her because she was so worried, and I groaned “I hate to take it off because  I love how I tmakes 

mefeel and how I look in it,”  I looked in the mirror and  Mary Jane was gone,  and my heart almost stopped when I 

saw Momma standing in back of me. From the look on her face, I knew I was doomed. I spun around, and wewe were 

facing one another and Momma was looking me up and down and staring at the dress. My knees went out from under 

me and all those wonderful feelings I had disappeared . 

 

Momma looked at me, as though she didn’t believe what she was seeing. I saw Mary Jane grab her pocketbook. and  I 
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knew she was leaving and she was juab about to finish unbuttoning the back of the dress. She stopped and told 

Momma a lie, “I’m sorry. I have to go, I’m late, I am going to meet Theresa, and we’re going to Mary Miller’s house”  

She  kissed Momma and left.  

 

When I heard the front door close, I wilted. and got a pain in the pit of my stomach.  I didn’t know what I was going o 

do because I couldn’t get out of the dress by myself, and I certainly wasn’t going to ask Momma to do it for me.. 

Momma stood ther and never moved, she kept glaring at me, and threw her big leather pocketbook in the middle of the 

bed. It was very obvious, she was angry seeing me in that dress. I could tell by the way her chest was going up and 

down that she was really mad,. yet, she never said a word and he expression on her face never changed. I stood there 

not knowing what to do, in a slinky satin wedding gown, unable to take it off.    

 

Suddenly, I felt ridiculous standing in front of Momma in the white satin wedding gown.under the light, and  Iwas 

wishing I had listened to Mary Jane and let her unbutton the back of the dress for me. like she wanted to. Now what 

was I going to do, because I couldn’t ask Momma to do it for me. 

 

I kept thinking how happy I was just a few minutes ago, and the Momma came home.  I slipped the loops of the dress 

over my finger to keep it off the floor and quietly went in my room.. I knew I didn’t dare to cry or I’d get mascara on 

the dress.and I couldn’t lay down, the dress would get wrinkled.  I removed the tiara and folded the veil carefully and 

put the tissue paper back between the folds and laid it in the box, hop;ing Mary Janewould hange hre mind and come 

back.,knowing there  

 Momma came walking in my room and seeing I still had the dress on, she demanded, “Will you please take that dress 

off  I can’t stand looking at you in it. Can’t you see it doesn’t do a thing for you. It’s much too plain to wear on your 

wedding day! I guess you went down to Klein’s with Mary Jane. Momma was eyeing the dress and walked over and 

took a hold of the skirt and examined it, telling me  “It ‘s a nice heavy satin, but what you need a dress with lots of lace 

and ruffles and hoops underneath it, not a satin dress that is clinging to you like that dress is.”  

 

She started unbuttoning the back of the dress, and I moved away from her. and she pulled me back saying,,, ”Let me 

unbutton youl You can’t possibly reach these buttons back here. .I’ll do it and you can put the dress back in the box 

and bring it back to where you bought it.”     

 

I was fuming and waited for her to leave, and thought to myself, , ‘who does she think she is, to say she doesn’t like 

this beautiful dress?’ I was so heart broken I started to cry and got another hanky from the drawer, to make sure the 

mascara on my eyes wouldn’t get on  the dress  

 

.I was so angry at myself for not telling Momma, when I had the chance that  it was Aunt Ruth’s wedding dress, that I 

asked her some time ago, if  I could borrow it when I decided to get married. I didn’t care what Momma thought,  I 

loved that dress, and I was going to wear it, whether she liked it or not.. Besides, it’s not for her to say what kind of 

dress I should wear. I am the one that decides what I will wear for my wedding. I thought she said, she wasn’t going to 

the wedding... . 

 

I heard her in the dining room doing something, and I was curious to know what she was up to. I slipped off my shoes 

and held the dress up and sneaked out in my stocking feet and I could see her through the sheer curtains on the French 

doors that separated the dining room from her bedroom, She was at the dining room table, shaking  everything out of 

her big leather  pocketbook and things were flying all over and she was bending down and picking them up.   

 

 Seeing she was headed for my room, I hurried back and I stood by the window. Having seen the look on her face, I 

wondered what she was going to say to me now. Walking ink she rolled her eyes up,  “I wish you would take that 

dress off.  I told you, I can’t stand looking at you in it.,”  And she picked up the train, and looked at it.and sat on the 
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end of my bed and took a deep breath, and told me, “I’m really surprised at you, Rose. I would have thought,  you of 

all people would have gotten the kind of dress that people would admire. A dress with a big full skirt and lots of 

ruffles, so everyone would remember how beautiful you looked on your wedding day.  No will admire you in that 

dress..” 

 

Why  can’t you see,  it’s not for you. It would look beautiful on a tall skinny girl, with jet black hair, but not you. 

Besides, a bride should never wear such a tight fitting dress like that. It shows every curve of your body and I think it’s 

vulgar for a bride to wear such a revealing dress when she gets married in church.”   

 

I kept looking at Momma and wondering why was she being so nice to me, she hand’t talked to me in weeks. I knew 

she was up to something, but what?  She started to finger the dress again, and told me, “I would like to see you wear 

something a lot more elegant, more feminine, like I said a dress made of lace and lots and lots of ruffles and petticoats 

underneath it to make the dress stand out. Where did you buy that dress?”   

 

I sort of hesitated before I said, “I didn’t buy it. It’s Aunt Ruth’s wedding dress When I was there, a couple of years 

ago,  I saw her wedding picture and admired her dress.. I asked her could I borrow it when I get married one day.  I 

wrote her about my getting married. and I would love to borrow her wedding dress and she was thrilled to mail it to 

me.” 

  

Momma glared at me as if she couldn’t believe I would dare do such a thing.without letting her know  I wrote Aunt 

Ruth for her dress. She cleared her throat a few times, and treid to act as if nothing happened,.”Here, let me unbutton 

the back of that dress.”  I moved away from her to let her know I did not want her to do it, and kept hoping Mary Jane 

would hurry up and  come home.  

 

I could tell Momma had something on her mind, otherwise she would not be talking to me. Her eyes were going from 

me to the dining room and finally she said,, “Well, as long as you’re not going to listen to me, then go ahead and 

marry Fred.. But, let me tell you something, you may be 21, and you think you know everything,, but you’ve got a lot 

to learn. You haven’t lived as long as I have, and mark my word, you are going to regret the day you married Fred. 

You won’t listen to me, and you are making the biggest mistake of your life!”   

 

I argued back, “Momma, if you don’t like Fred, that is one thing, but don’t stand there and tell me I don’t know what I 

am doing . I know exactly what I’m doing!” Momma lips were white she was so angry at me,  and she grabbed  me, 

and sobbed. “Will you please listen to me, all I am asking is that you wait a year before you marry him.. Is that so hard 

to do?” 

 

Just like that she changed the subject and sat down saying, “Every Bridal Department in the city is showing satin 

wedding gowns, I would think you want a wedding gown, that no one else has.!”  

 

“What do I care about the wedding dresses that are being shown in the Department stores, Momma.  I have the dress I 

want.what makes you think. I’d want a dress with lace and hoops. I don’t think I  need you to tell me what kind of a 

dress I should wear, when it’s up to the bride, not what the mother thinks she should wear.”  

 

Momma sat down disappointed. “Rose, I am only trying to make you see,  a bride should look as beautiful as she 

possibly can the day she gets married. Why are you being so stubborn. You know  every week I am doing flowers for 

weddings, and I know what brides wear today, and you don’t. ”   

I could feel my face getting hot, because she was really upsetting me..  

 

It was a strange feeling to be arguing with my mother so much. We never argued until I told her I was getting married 
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and I was tired of her constantly fighting with me abou tit.. We’ve had our disagreements through the years,  but we 

never argued like we have done these past weeks.  

 

 I went in my room to get away from Momma, and she came in right after me and made a face,  “Why won’t you let 

me help you take that dress off.”  

 

I told her, I like how I feel in it.because it makes me happy to know this is the dress I will be wearing when I get 

married..”  

 

Momma sat on my bed.. “Rose, this is not right that we keep arguing like this. You get all upset and  I get upset and 

we both end up crying.  I promise this is the last time I am going to talk to you and say how I feel about you marrying 

Fred, when you don’t really know him  I want you to think about what you are doing.and listen to me, because I know 

you are going to ruin your life if you marry him. I’m only telling you this because I love you. Can’t you see I am 

trying to prevent you from making a terrible mistake. You don’trealize what you are doing.marrying someone like him 

that  goes around carrrying a gun. I want you realize what will happen to you if you marry him.?  

 

I took Momma’s hand off my shoulder. I was so mad my heart was pounding so that.I could barely breathe.  I was 

wishing  I could go somewhere so I could just get as far away from Momma and I couldn’t. I still had four more weeks 

before I got married and it seemed like  more that I could bear. Little did I  know what I was going to go through the 

next couple of weeks with Momma. 

  

I watched her sitting on the edge of my bed and wondered why she was trying to be ‘so’ sweet to me. She was smiling 

when she said, “I’ve been doing a lot of thinking about your wedding and as you know,   I decided  I am going to 

make your wedding dress and the bridemaids dress for  Mary Jane.Are you able to sit down with that dress on, because 

I want to draw a sketch of what I think it the dresses I am going to make should look like and see if you like it..” 

 

I backed away from her,. “I don’t want you to make me a wedding dress. I  have the dress I am going to wear. What 

makes you think I am going to change my mind?” 

 

She smiled,  “Well, when you see the  wedding dress I am going to make you,  you will change your mind because it 

will be the most beautiful dress you have ever seen. I am going to wsh ad starch those beautiful hand made lace 

curtains in Anna’s room that  I have saved since 1919. Don’t think it is.because I approve of your marrying Fred, I feel 

this is something I want to do for you, because that day I want you to look more beautiful than any other day in your 

life!”  

 

When I heard her say , “the old lace curtains in Anna’s room, I thought I was hearing things and  I got hysterical. I 

started to cry and somehow I managed to ask her,.  “Momma, how could you even think of making me a wedding 

dress out of those dirty old, filthy  curtains that have sat in that box since 1919?”  I thought, what is wrong with her tht 

she woul even consider doing such a thing.   

 

Momma stood there smiling and seemed very was happy that she had decided she was going  to make my wedding 

gown  I was furious to thinking she would do such a thing to me. She tried to be nice by saying very sweetly. , “Now 

Rose dear, trust me. I know what I am doing. You know all I have ever wanted for you girls, was to see that you were 

dressed in the prettiest clothes I could make you! I can’t understand why don’t you have any faith in what I am going 

to do for you?”  

 

I felt betrayed. I couldn’t look at her.when he took my hand saying,  “I want you to look beautiful that day, and like I 

said, every bride should look beautiful on her wedding day. Don’t you agree?.” 
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I wouldn’t answer her, and she put her arm around me and repeated what she said,, “I just asked you, don’t you agree a 

bride should look more beautiful on the day she is married?”  

 

I knew she was setting me up for something, but what I didn’t know or she would not be standing there smiling at 

me..She sat on the edge of my bed again and continued to smile, “When I finish these dresses the way I want them to 

look, you are going to be so proud when you walk down the aisle in church with Daddy and Mary Jane. You will hear 

everyone saying, when they seeyour gowns, they are  be the most gorgeous gowns that anyone in our neighborhood 

ever seen. While others will be saying “How beautiful you look in thos gowns.” and the women will be asking you, 

‘Where did you get such gorgeous gowns?’  I can’t wait to get started on them, and see you girls in these dresses when 

I finish them.”   

 

I was silently screaming.inside because  I knew it didn’tmatter to Momma what I thought or wanted. It was very 

obvious all that really mattered, was what Momma wanted, not me.. I developed a terrible headache and my 

head.began throb. I looked at Momma and said sternly, ”I won’t be walking down the aisle in church. Momma, Msgr. 

Quinn is marrying us in the rectory!”   

 

Momma pretended she didn’t hear me, her only concern was the dresses. “Oh! Rose, wait until you see the dresses I 

am going to make you.I know they are going to be the most gorgeous gowns you have ever seen, and you will be so 

glad you listened to me and didn’t wear that satin gown you have on now.” I had to sit down, because I began to feel 

dizzy. I could hear Momma going on and on about the dresses. Momma’s face was a blur, because I was crying so 

hard I couldn’t see..I raised my voice and let her know,  ”Momma, how many times do I have to tell you, this is the 

dress I am wearing,  but if you want make those dresses, go ahead, as long as you know I am not wearing any dress 

you make from those dirty old rotten lace curtains you have in that box.” 

 

I lifted the train and slipped the loops over my finger and  ran in the bathroom and put a towel in front of me so I could 

wash the mascara off my eyes, and dried my face. I passed Momma in the dining room. and she asked me, “Rose, 

please sit down here a minute. I want to show you these pictures I have, so you can see the kind of dresses I am going 

to make you and Mary Jane.”  

 

As it was, my head was pounding and I quietly told her, “No! I don’t want to see them, Momma.. Why can’t you 

understand, I don’t want you making me a wedding dress, and I am  not interested in what they could or would look 

like..”  

 

From the look on her face I knew we were in for another big fight. I felt as though I couldn’t get enough air to breathe. 

I was afraid I was going pass out.because Momma’s voice began to sound far away  I made it to the dining room table 

and sat down and  put my head on my arm, and the room kept going round and round. Then little by little, I began to 

feel a little better, and Momma standing over me, she was definitely concerned. 

 

I lifted my head and decided I was not letting those lace dresses do this to me and I pushed the chair back and 

mustered up as much courage as I could, and announced to Momma loud and clear, “Momma, this happens to be my 

wedding, not yours.and I will make my own decisions. I don’t need you to tell me who I should marry, or the kind of 

dress I should wear. I am going to wear Aunt Ruth’s dress  and I don’t care if you don’t like it, and why do you even 

care, when  you are not going to the wedding anyhow?”  

 

Momma looked at me and changed the subject and asked me, “How come you never told me, why you gave Robert his 

ring back. Frankly, I think you are only marrying Fred to get back at him.”  
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I glared at her.I couldn’t believe she asked a question like that? I hesitated to answer her at first, then I told her, 

“Because he had changed so much. He lived with a German girl in Germany  for almost a year and a half, while he 

was stationed over there and never told me, and a whole lot more heich I have no intention of talking about. .When he 

came back he told me what he did, and he wanted me to go back to him and he showed me where we would live at the 

college, if we got married. That is not the kind of man I want in my life, to be always wondering if he was cheating on 

me again, and we parted very good friends, we really did..”  

 

Momma sat down. “Oh! No! Oh my God, I didn’t know that. is what he did. I am sorry. I really am.” Why didn’t you 

tell me this before?” I started to cry and she put her arm around me and hugged me to her and I went back to my room. 

Momma stayed in the dining room drawing how she was going to make those dresses from the 2 pairs of hand made 

lace curtains and I wondered how she was ever going to even handle them, they were so full of black soot and they had 

yellowed with age..   

 

I was stillstuck in the white satin dress and had to wait untill Mary Jane came home.and Momma knew it. I peeked out 

to see what she was doing and saw her  dumping her big leather pocketbook out on the table and out. came tubes of 

lipstick, pens, pencils, a note book, loose change, knives, wire-cutters, rosary beads and several rolls of peppermint 

LIFE SAVER’s that rolled off the table and onto the floor. She bent over and picked them up.so I figured she must 

have found what she was looking for, seeing how she was putting  everything back in her pocketbook. Except for a 

small white paper bag she was holding.. She shook it and out came pictures, post cards, sections of newspapers and 

magazines, and a couple of small studio photographs that slid across the table.  

 

When she discovered  I was watching her, she gave me a big smile and it reminded me of the ‘Cheshire cat’ the way 

she was grinning at me. I hurried back in my room and she followed me.and in a  a sing-song tone of voice said, “I 

have something to show you!”   

 

I froze because I knew that was why she had been acting so nice to me. She was much too happy when she said, “You 

won’t believe how many pictures the Duke and Duchess of Windsor  gave me today. I feel very honored they gave 

them to me …  me of all people!”  She stared at the dress again, and in an different tone of voice she grumbled, “Let 

me unbutton the back of that dress, so you can take it off.” 

 

I disregarded what she said and continued to tell me, “Can you imagine … the duke himself gave me all these 

pictures?” I told her  I had seen most them before, while she lined them up on the dining room table, like she was 

going to play a game of solitaire. 

 

 “Come here. and sit beside me so I can tell you who is who, and then I want to show you the dresses Princess 

Elizabeth and Anne wore at the Royal Wedding. Then you will understand why I am so excited that the Duke and 

Duchess gave me all these pictures..”  

 

I couldn’t evensit down with the dress on, so I stood in back of Momma’s chair and I she in a loud voice, “Momma, 

you want to show me pictures? You put me through all this razz-a-ma-tazz, just to show me pictures of the Royal 

Wedding?” 

 

“Yes, can’t you see it’s Princess Elizabeth’s wedding...”  

 

I told her, “Momma! Do you know how many times I have seen these pictures? They were married back in November 

and they have been in every magazine and newspaper for months. Momma kept pushing them in front of me.and 

finally I said in a sarcastic tone of voice, “I don’t care about Princess Elizabeth’s wedding, and I’m not  interested in 

these pictures of people I don’t’ know..” 
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Momma cleared her throat and smiled, “Instead of getting so upset, whydon’t you give me a chance to explain  to you 

why I am so glad they gave them to me.  The duchess herself put the pictures in a bag for me and whispered, “Oh! I 

am glad you are taking some of these pictures home with you, because we have so many of them and  we’re still 

getting them everyday from relatives and friends in England and France.”  

 

Momma’s eyes were dancing as she coveted the pictures she had lined up in front of her. I looked at them only 

because I did not want to cause any more problems between Momma and me. I was glad she was talking to me 

again..Of course,  I had no idea what she was really setting me up for, but seeing how she was grinning at me, I got the 

feeling she was leading into some kind of a trap. It was the look on her face and the way her eyes twinkled everytime 

she looked at me..  

 Then she asked me“What do you think of  the beautiful dresses Princess Elizabeth and Princess Margaret wore at the 

wedding? Aren’t they gorgeous?”   

 

I glanced at them “Yes, they are, but like I told you, Momma, I’ve seen them again and again.” 

 

 Momma handed me a few more pictures and pointed to them,  I want you to take a real close look at their dresses. Do 

you notice anything you might have seen before?” 

  

I was getting annoyed.and grumbled,  “No, and I am not interested in seeing the dresses they wore. Why would I care 

about them?” I was going to leave and Momma started fidgeting with her fingernails. “I was hoping you’d notice the 

beautiful lace that was in their gowns.” She held up one of the pictures and pointed to Princess Anne’s dress.  

 

I shook my head. “No I didn’t notice it, but, why should I?”   

 

Momma was so disappointed  I didn’t notice what she wanted me to see.. With the wedding a month away, I certainly 

didn’t want to get her mad at me now, in case she might change her mind and go to the wedding,  I looked at them 

again and  told her, “Yes, it must have been a beautiful wedding and I have to say, the dresses are gorgeous, but why 

wouldn’t they be, Momma?.Afterall,  Princess Elizabeth is the daughter of the King of England, They can afford the 

best lace that was ever made for her wedding,”  and I handed the pictures back to Momma. 

 

 “Don’t go! Wait! I have something else I want you to see..”  I stood there and  Momma had the nerve to ask me, “You 

do know who the Duke and Duchess of Windsor is, don’t you?” I let out a long annoyed sigh, that she could ask me 

such a dumb question. I made a face and I told her “ Of course I know who they are, didn’t Daddy make us get down 

on our knees and pray for him when he abdicated the throne, almost 10 years ago?”. 

 

 That was all Momma ever talked about, everytime she went to their apartment at the Wadorf Towers on Monday 

mornings, to do their flowers, that is when they were in town, which was quite often. .I sort of laughed, remembering 

the day Daddy made the 3 of us get down on our knees on the cold linoleum floor, and pray for what seemed hours to 

us, that we thought it was never going to end.  when he made his  speech on December 10, 1936.  

 

Daddy sat there listening to the broadcast coming directily from London, on BBC, as  King Edward V111, abdicated 

the throne, being it was coming direct from London. We had a big wooden radio that stood on  4 wooen legs, and 

Daddy used o ge stations on it from all over the world. We had never seen Daddy cry and we couodln’t believe he was 

crying about the King of England, because we felt he was an American.  made his speech that seemed to us like it was 

never going to end, when he adbidcated the throne in 1938, so he could marry Wally Simpson.. 

 

I grumbled, “What makes you think I don’t know who the Duke and Duchess of Windsor is?”  
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Momma cleared her throat a few times, before she said,  “Well, I didn’t know if you remembered my talking about 

them, but I go to their apartment at the Waldorf Towers on Monday mornings, when they are in town. When I finish 

fixing and replacing the flowers, the duke always invites me to sit with thim and the Duchess,  and I have coffee and 

cake with them. Is that unbelievable?.”  

 

Having heard all this before,  I simply nodded.because I could tell, she was stalling for a reason,  I didn’t have any idea 

why. I watched her unfold a section of a London newspaper.amd carefully  took out the magazine section, and sje was 

still smiling at me.while I questioned why was sshe being so devious about this. Was.she was trying to distract me by 

telling me all these interesting facts about the duke. because she aked me, “Did you know he was only 5’4, and the 

duchess was  5’2”, and during WWI, he was in France working behind the lines to help the soldiers? What a shame his 

mother, Queen Mary, never forgave ‘him’ for abdicating the throne, so he could marry Wally. She is an American you 

know.and was divorced a couple of times.  While she is telling me this,, she is smoothing out the magazine section of 

the London newspaper, I could see it was  pictures of the Royal wedding and the Royal family in it, that I had seen so 

many times before. 

 

   
 

NOVEMBER 1947, ,THE ROYAL  WEDDING OF PRINCESS ELIZABETH TO PRINCE PHILIP WITH 

PRINCESS MARGARET,  KING GEORGE VI AND QUEEN MOTHER MARY AND MEMBERS OF THE 
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ROYAL FAMILY.  

      

 
(on th back of the[ icture, there is a stamped seal..and the red ink  has since faded, but you can still see the word 

‘London’. 
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I could understand why Momma felt so  proud she had those pictures and she pointed out who was who in the 

pictures.and added that she rmembered.whothey were, only because the duke had told her who they were. Then she 

stopped and looked at. amd she is holding ta picture of Princess Elizabeth,  “Did you happen to notice the beautiful 

‘lace dresses Princess Elizabeth and her sister wore?” I nodded my head, tjat I did. I was still at a loss as to what she 

was up to, because.she went on and on about ‘how gorgeous the lace dresses were and can you imagine if you  had a 

wedding amd had dress like theirs? ’I didn’t even catch on to what she was leading up to/ I just nodded my head to  be 

polite to let her know I was still listening, but  I couldn’t wait until she finished showing me all thpse pictures. .I was 

so bored I let my mind wonder and thought about the kind of clothes I should buy, being we were going to Florida for 

our honeymoon and we heard  it was very hot down there in May. Momma looked at me, and realized she had lost her 

audience/ Sje put all the pictures back in the bag, and she didn’t say a word , but I knew what she was little  annoyed....  

 

I was happy she was talking to me again, and maybe, now she might change her mind about going to the wedding,  

knowing Aunt Vina and Aunt Ruth were coming. I was so naïve to think the worse was over, when the worse was yet 

to come.  

 

Momma started to talk to me  about the Duchess again, and  I thought I heard her say, “And when I told the duchess 

you got engaged during the holidays and you were planning to be married next year or the year after….” 

 

I said, “Excuse me. Why did you tell her we were getting married next year or the year after?”  

 

Momma wouldn’t look at me,. “Because, I had to. I certinaly couldn’t tell her you just got engaged and you were 

getting married ‘next’ month,  I couldn’t do that?”  

 

I questioned her,  “Why not?”   

 

“Oh, for heaven’s sakes,Rose  it would look like you had to get married!  Most couples that get engaged,  wait a 

couple of years, they don’tget married in a few month or two like you are.”  

 

I told her, “You got engaged and were married a few months later.that is what Aunt Vina told me.   

 

Momma sat there for a few minute before she said, “Well, I didn’t have a mother that cared about me like you do. 

Besides, I left home when I was only 13, and I guess I didn’t know any better.”. 

 

I reminded her. “Didn’t you tell me Mrs. Eggleston begged you not to marry Daddy, and she pleaded with you to wait 

a year or two to see if he would stop drinking and gambling, like he  had promised you he would, and he didn’t. Is that 

why you are telling me to wait a year? Momma, Fred does not have a drinking or a gambling problem  Daddy does, he 

doesn’t.” 

 

Momma looked away “Well, I lived to regret what I did  and that is exactly what is going to  happen to you.  I didn’t 

listen to Mrs. Eggleston and look at the miserable life I’ve had .” 

 

I grumbled, “How come you didn’t you leave him when the priest told you to?” I could see Momma did not like 

hearing what I said, the way she looked at me, a little surprised.. 

 

She took a deep breath and sighed,  “Well, I can tell there’s no use of  arging with you anymore, You are going to do 

what you want, you won’t listen to me  If you are that blind, then go ahead and marry him.You will find out soon 

enough, what kind of life you’re going to have.with him.”  
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I went to walk away.and Momma came after me, and stood in front of me. “Wait. I don’t want to keep arguing with 

you, I don’t.  I just wanted you to know when the duchess was showing me the pictures of those dresses, I saw how 

similar the lace in their dresses were, becaise they looked just like in the lace curtains I have at home,.that were hand 

made by nuns in Brittany, France. 

 

When I described them to the Duchess and told her how similar the lace in theirdresses were to the lace curtains I had 

at home,  the duchess suggested I should try to copy the dresses for your wedding.and gave me several more 

pictures.and I told her, ‘I could easily copy these dresses.’ The duchess is almost as excited as I am, and she wants me 

to show them to her, when I finish them”  

 

I stood there gasping.  I couldn’t believe what Momma was telling me.  I was shaking when I told her,  “What made 

you think I wouldwear a  dress made from those filthy old curtains, Momma. I can’t believe you even thought that I 

would, and you told her that you could copyu them.?”  

 

My head started to pound.agian and and all I wanted to do was lay down and I couldn’t. I was exhausted and so tired 

standing there in the white satin wedding gown, and Iflet I dint’ knwo what was happening to me. Momma looked 

away and closed her eyes  because she was so annyoyed that I wouldn’t listen to her and she was telling me how 

beautiful I would look in the dresses she was going to make for me, when=. I could feel the hot tears swelling up in my 

eyes and I took a hanky out of Daddy’s drawer and blotted my eyes, I was so afraid I’d get some of the mascara on the 

dress, because I was crying so hard.. 

 

 I asked Momma. “I don’t know what has happened to us, but there was timewe used to be so close,  and now look at 

us, now all we do is fight and why because I want to get married. In a few weeks, you know I will be gone Momma 

and you won’t be able to fighting with me anymore. I won’t be coming home anymore.and to think I will be leaving 

knowing you have done everything you can to ruin my wedding and say you won’t come. And you say I am blind.. I 

don’t think so. You are the one that is  blind because you can’t accept that Fred is one of the most wonderful guy I  

ever met. Yet, from the very first day I introduced you to him,. you have been rude to him and you  have said such 

such horrid things about him, when he is nothing like that at all. Well, you will find  one day, just how wrong you 

were,  but by then it’s not going to matter because it’ll be too late, you have hurt him and you’ve hurt me by all the 

mean and nasty things you’ve said about him and aout our wanting to get married, when you are so wrong about 

everyhing you’ve said about him.. ”. . 

 

Momma sat there listening to what I said, and she got hysterical. She started bawling and ran in her room and threw 

herself down on the bed.  I followed her in. and stood over her, and told her “I’d like to know why you told the 

duchess you were going to make my wedding dress out of those dirty old lace curtains? You discussed the kind of 

wedding dress I should wear with her, and not me. I’m the bride. I bet you didn’t tell her that those curtains are so old 

and dirty, that they’ve been sitting in a box for 30 years.and I know you didn’t tell her you are not going to go to 

wedding?” 

 

I was hurt that Momma bragged to the duchess, of  all people,  she was going to make my wedding dress and the 

bridesmaid’s dress for Mary Jane and they would look just like the dress Princess Elizabeth’s sister wore, that I 

wondered why she would tell her something as ridiculous at that? th 

 

Momma sobbed,  “I certainly wouldn’t have said it if I couldn’t doit. You have no little faith in me, after all the 

beautiful clothes I’ve made you girls since you were little.” 

. 

I had to ask, “How did the duchessknow you could sew well enough to make dresses like that?” 
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Momma stammered. “Because one day we were having coffee, and I happened to mention, that I  always made you 

girls your dresses and coats when you were little.  That is why she suggested,  “Since you know how sew so well, 

think what a gorgeous wedding gown you could make your daughters with those lace curtains you have.Do you think 

you have enough to make both dresses? I told her I was sure there was enough. When I get a pattern I will know 

exactly how much I will need..”.She looked at me and smiled, “ In case you are worried  I won’t have them finished on 

time, I promise to have them finished and on a hanger before the wedding.” 

 

  I thought my head was going to explode listening to what Momma planning to do.  What I could       

  not understand, was why she was going to make me a dress when I already have the   

 dress I am going to wear  Just the thought of those filthy curtains next to my skin made myskin crawl..Seeing the way 

Momma was pouting,, I quietly told her,  “Momma you  know those curtains are  so old, they are only  going to fall 

apart when you start sewing them together..Have you looked at  them lately? They are black wth soot from being in 

that box under the window for years.and they have yellowed.and worse yet, they are so dirty that they stink. They 

really do.”   

 

Momma sat down and sighed,  “Don’t worry,  some bleach will fix that. I don’t care what you think I am making 

them, whether you want me to or not because I know exactly how they will look. I realize you can’t picture them, but 

when I am finished with them, you wait and see  how beautiful they are going to turn out.  I know.you will love them  

and you will want to wear the wedding dress I am making you, and Mary Jane’s too.. You  just have towait and see.. .   

I grumbled, “I’m sorry Momma, there is no way I am wearing any dress made from those old curtains. I told you that 

before,  I am wearing Aunt Ruth’s dress. It fits me like it was made for me.and that is the dress  I want to wear to my 

wedding. I don’t understand why you are so concerned about the kind of dress I wear,  when you’re not even going to 

the wedding.”  

 Momma wouldn’t look at me, so I went back to my room because she was in another world picturing the dresses she 

was going to make. The next hign I know, she was in my room to tell me,  for about the hundredth time, “You do 

know Mrs. Eggleston gave me those curtains, when I was only 19.and when she did, I;m sure she never thought they 

would end up being my daughter’s wedding gown  

I mumbled to myself, ‘they should have been thrown down the dumbwaiter years ago. But I did realize  Momma 

treasured them because they reminded her of how happy she was when she worked for Mrs. Eggleston’s and those 

curtains hung in the front parlor of their brownstone house on Riverside Drive.”  

 I knew she was going to try and make those dresses, just so she could show the duchess she could do it. I looked at 

Momma and seeing her face, she looked so unhappy,  I didn’t  know whether to be mad at her or feel sorry for her but 

I.was relieved when she went back to the dining room.. I was wishing I could lay down but I couldn’t, I still had the 

satin gown on and was waiting for Mary Jane to come home.. I stood at the window watching the buses and cars going 

up and  down, realixed it was awfully quiet.and I tip-toed out  to see what Momma was doing and saw her sitting at the 

table. She had some paper in front of her.and I assumed she was trying to make some sketches of  the dresses she was 

planning to make. When I got closer, it wasn’t.the dresses, it looked like 4 big rectangles.Then it dawned on me,  they 

were suppose to the curtains and the valances because she had measurement written next to them.  

 

She sat there trying to figure out how to place the pattern of the  skirt, the sleeves, the top and back of both dresses on 

thepanel.and.seeing me standing there,, she kept tapping the end of the pencil on the pad,  “From what I can see the 4 

panels willl be more than enough to make both dresses”   

 

I went to my room, before I would say something I’d be sorry for. I will never forget what my brother Sonny used to 

tell Momma when he was going to Cardinal Hayes High School,“Mom, you had to come from Mars, because I don’t 
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know anyone that ‘thinks’ like you do. You can do whatever you set out to do “ .Before I knew it,  she was backand 

she was smiling from ear to ear. 

.  

“Here look, I made a couple of sketches  how the dresses will look.  I want to make sure all thosel ace roses are at the 

same level, and I want them tog o all the way around the middle of the skirt, evenly lined up..  Oh! I can’t wait to  see 

them, they are going to be absolutely beautiful. I will have to soak the curtains one by one overnight in bleach to get 

them nice and white. I decided I am going to buy some “INTEX and make Mary Jane’s dress sky blue. I  just wish you 

were as excited about this as I am, but you will be. because I can’t wait to get started on them.” 

 

I stood there staring at her, thinking, didn’t she hear what I said, I am not wearing a dress made from those rotten old 

curtains. And Momma was so happy telling me , “Your dress is going to have a  long train, with long sleeves that taper 

at the wrist, and a sweetheart neckline. Mary Jane’s will  have a small bustle in the back.that will make it look really 

elegant. Both dresses are going to need hoops and lots of ruffles on the petticoats,  to make them stand out the way 

they should, like the dresses in “Gone with the Wind.” Mary Jane’s dress will be exactly like yours, but with short 

sleeves, and short lace gloves to match, and I will make round head piees and starch them stiff , so  they look like 

crowns and I’ll  sew lots of pearls and rhinstones all around them..”  

 

Momma went on and on that I didn’t want to hear anymore about those dresses..All I wanted was to get away from her 

and go in my room and I heard her say, “ I’’m going to need to buy several boxes of a sky blue “TINTEX”  for Mary 

Jane’s dress and of course, your dress will be white  Once I sew them together and I’ll have them finished in no time!”   

 

I saw her writing down what she wanted to do in a little notebook. and she was listing what she needed to buy. I did 

not even exist,  she ignored me completely.and sat there  talking to herself about how many years she needed to buy 

for the French tulle veil.  She looked up at the ceiling saying,  “The bride’s bouquet, will be big white Duchess roses 

and tiny English ivy trailingdown,  and the Bridesmaid’s bouquet will have hot pink roses and English ivy trailing 

down, but not as long as the bride’s..and she wrote that donw in the book.”  

 

Momma put the pencil down and looked at me saying . “I can tell by the look on your face, you don’t thiank I can do 

it, but I can. You must wait until you see how they are going to turn out...” 

 

I was so choked up as it was an I said, very quietly to her,  ”It seems to me, it doesn’t matter what  I say Momma., but 

f you want to make those dresses.  then go ahead.,as long as you know I am not wearing it.  I don’t know why you 

would waste your time making them when you know we are not going to weat them.because I have my dress and 

Mary Jane has hers..  

 

Momma dug down in her pocketbook and took out a small paper bag.and held it up for me to see telling me. “Oh, that 

is what you think now. Look at what I got this afternoon in Bloomingdale’s, the perfect pattern for those gowns, you 

won’t believe how similar it is to the dresses in those pictures.While I was there, I bought several yards of fine, 

delicate French tulle for the veils and I will hem it, and two hoops, several yards of crispy white taffeta for the 

petticoats and for the ruffles because those dresses will need them, to make the skirts stand out the way they should.”  

 

I could hardly breathe I was so upset. She wasn’t listening to me because she was saying, “Take a look at this pattern  

it’s almost identical to the gown Princess Margaret wore. I showed it to the duchess today.and even she was amazed 

how similar it is to the dresses in the pictures.You are going to be so proud wearing these dress, when you walk down 

the aisl  I mean in the rectory.”  

 

Momma sihed,, “For heven’s sake, let me unbutton that dress so you can take it off, instead of.walking around the 

house with that gown on..”  
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I backed away from Momma saying., “Isn’t the bride suppose to pick her wedding dress? Well, I  picked mine and that 

is it Momma. I do understand you feel flattered that the duchess suggested you make the dresses, but Momma how 

ocme you never discussed it with me nor did you ask me if I would like you to make me a wedding dress like the 

Princess Ann wore..” 

 

Momma got really annoyed and snapped at me  “I would think you would be happy I would tke the time  to do this for 

you. You’ve done nothing but complain about how old and dirty the curtains are. Why can’t you picture how beautiful 

they will look when I am finished with them?” She walked away saying, “ You will change your mind when you see 

what I am going to do with them.”,A cold shiver ran through me.because Momma couldn’t see the condition they were 

in   

      Hearing the front door slam, I looked out. I was glad  to see Mary Jane was home.. She came in our room laughing 

and apologized, ”I came back because I remembered, I didn’t unbutton the back of the dress for you!” Then she 

giggled, “I knew you would never ask Momma to do it for you. . See, if you had let me do it when I wanted to ….”   

       Momma was in the dining room and Mary Jane whispered, “Is Momma still planning to make those dresses out of 

those old curtains?” I nodded and whispered back, while she was unbuttonug all the tiny little buttons the back of the 

dress, “I told herI was not waring it even if she does make them.  I don’t know how she had the nerve to tell the 

duchess, she could make dresses like the ones in the pictures out of those old curtains. Little does the duchess know 

the condition they are in.” I could feel Mary Jane was getting annoyed because the were so many little buttons. Mary 

Jane  helped me get the dress up andover my  head and I folded it carefully and put the tissue back in the folds, s I put 

it back in the box, trying to hold back the tears back. I was so tird of fighting and fighting with Momma almost every 

night, over Fred or the dresses..  

 

Mary Jane tried to smooth things over by  saying “ Oh Rose! Stop your worrying. You know darn well, she can’t do it!  

The wedding is only 4 weeks away. Not with the hours she has to work, unless she has a magic ball or something. 

Leave her alone, because they’re only going to fall apart when she tries to sew on them because they’re so rotten.”  

 

Mary Jane stopped talking and put her finger to her lips, and went out to see what the noise in the dining room was, 

and. she came  back fast  pointing to Anna’s room. “Guress what? She’s pushing the box of curtains out into the dining 

room.”  

 

Mary Jane grabbed her pocketbook , “I‘m leaving. I’m sorry.  I don’t want to be here when Momma takes those God-

damn lace curtains out of that box, ”  

 

Before I knew she was gone.and Momma came barging into my room with the lace curtains over her arm.and opened 

them up to show me how beautiufl they there.  I have to move away from her because they were so dirty and covered 

with so much black soot from the coal dust that had been coming in the window for years, that the black coal dust was 

all over the floor in our room and the air was so full of it that I started to coughl. . Momma stood there so unconcerned, 

telling me, “I knew the minute I saw the dress Princess Margaret in that ;picture, the lace in her dress was just like s 

the lace in these curtains. Look, see for yourself. Didn’t I always tell you girls, twhen you were growing up,  these 

curtains were very rare and expensive, because they were hand-made by nuns in a convent in Brittany, France?”  

 

Hearing Momma say that again, I thought how years ago, Mary Jane and I  used to mimic Momma  because she would 

tell us that same thing, that they were handmade by nuns in France. .I tried  a gentler approach and told Momma, “I 

know you love those lace curtains, because they  are filled with a lot of happy memories when you worked for Mrs. 

Egglstons, but, you alsp know how I’ve always felt about them. I hated them because they’re so old and dirty and 
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youknow they’re only going to fall apart.Momma, if you try to sew them. You can’t make a dress out of them.” 

 

Momma didn’t listen to a word I said. I thought, ‘how could any mother want her own daughter wear a wedding dress 

made from those dirty old curtains?   I asked her, “Why did you let the duchess think you had the ‘expertise’ to copy 

those dresses  in those pictures?  How could you do that, You lied to her. There’s no way you can possibly make 

dresses like that and you know it?”  

 

She argued back, “Oh! Yes I can and when I finish them, I promised the duchess,I would show them to her and she is 

thrilled. She can’t wait for me to get started..”  

 

I was out of the dress finally so I could lay down on my bed. As I lay there, thinking about growing up, I was getting 

flashbacks of Momma and my sister and I when were were younger. Saturday mornings, I used to bring Mary Jane 

with me on the trolley, and we’d go see Momma  when she was working for Mrs. Hardon at 137 East 66th Street. We’d 

have lunch, then Momma would take us shopping with herover on Second Avenue. The el still ran  along Second 

Avenue, and it was usually a dirty messy street with newspapers blowing all over, with the tracks oup over head, 

making a lot of noise when the trains went by... The first place we went was to Gristides.and Momma gave them a list 

of groceries, being the Hardon’s entertained sooften, and they would be delivered tto the back door of the kitchen the 

same day.   . 

 

Walking along Second Avenue, we would hold Momma hands and go in and out of the dry good stores along there 

that sold bolts of material and out front they had big cardboards boxes filled with mennants, that wer 10 cents each and 

25 cents each. This was Momma favorite thing to do,look for pretty remnants of silk and wool to make us a skirt or 

dress, or a coat..There were all kinds of stores along there,Thrift shops and Antique shops that were real dingy and 

dark. Momma always foind a couple of remnants she liked,  but we’d be so embarrassed when she went inside and 

tried to talk to the man to get a better price.She would walk up to the counter with the material in her hand,  and tell 

the little Jewish man who stood there and believed every word she said.. Momma was an actress, because she would 

lie to him, with a real sad face, hoping to get a better price, while we hid knowing it was a sin to lie. Yet,  she would 

stand there and tell the man how poor she was, that she had 8 children and no husband, and she had to work to support 

her family. Which was true in a way, but she only had 3 children.  

 

The poor man who owned the dry goods stores felt so sorry for her he’d come dnwn in his price.and throw in  few 

extra paieces for the ‘poor widow’.. Most of the dry good stores along Second Avneue thad remnanats outside in big 

cardboard boxes, and that is what she did, not just in his store but all the dry good stores. It got  to be we were so 

ashamed of what she did, d run outside and hide in one of the doorways.. What we could never figure out was, how 

come if we lied we had to go to confession and tell the priest we lied, but not Momma,  she didn’t consider it a sin to 

lie, she’d brush it off and tell us,. ”Oh! They’re just little white lies, they’re nothing..” 

 

 I looked at her holding those dirty old curtains and remembered those days and  just shook my head. I realized, 

Momma was not going to give up and I heard her say. “Would you please come here because I want you to see the 

work that is in these crocheted roses that are on these curtains?”  

 

By then I had had it. I turned away saying, “Momma, please leave me alone. I’m not interested in seeing them.” Then 

she flipped the curtain to open it all the way and shook it  all the way and the dust and soot went in every direction. I 

sneezed and I sneezed again and  walked out of the room,  I  tried so hard not to get angry when I told her, “Why can’t 

you see they can never be anything more than old rags Momma?”. Her eyes got big and it showed how angry it made 

her and she folded the curtain up in a huff.and stuffed it back in the box.and shoved it back in Anna’s room.  

 

I was laying on my bed with my face to the wall, and Momma poked her head in my room and saw I was in bed.. I was 
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awake, but. I didn’t want to talk to her or let her see I was crying,  She shook me, “Rose, I know you are awake … 

please turn around, I want to talk to you. I can’t bear seeing you so upset over these dresses.  I want to be fair, but you 

keep fighting me over them, when I know how beautiful they are going to look”  

 

I wouldn’t turn around, I just wished she would go away. I didn’t want to hear another word about those dresses. I felt 

I was trapped and I couldn’t get away from her constantly annoying me. when so she sat on the edge of the bed and 

started rubbing my back, “I’m really disappointed you have so little faith in me, when I know I can do it. At least, let 

me try?”  I wouldn’t answer her, so she rolled me over saying, “Look at me, now tell me the truth, have I ever made 

you a dress or a suit you didn’t like? Have I? You girls never had to be ashamed of anything I made you. Then why 

won’t you let me make your wedding dress?”  

 

Momma was waiting for me to say something, but it was useless for me to say what I thought. She was going to do 

whatever she wanted to do anyway. She wasn’t kidding me..I saw the way she was grinding her teeth, and I knew it 

meant she was mad at me again.   

 

She got up off my bed in a huff and I could see her lips were white when she announced., “I don’t care . I am making 

those dresses because it’s the only way you will see I know what I am talking about and you don’t have the slightest 

idea what they are going to look like.  When you girls walk into the rectory wearing these dresses,  no one will have 

ever seen the likes of them before, at least not in our neighborhood. .” 

 

Momma leaned over and took my hand and she pulled me up on my feet. and we were standing face to face.  I looked 

away from her, because I didn’t’ like how she was forcing me into a situation that I didn’t like. She said very softly, 

“Rose, listen to me, we can’t go on hurting one another like this. because you know I love you and you love me,, well, 

at least you did until you met Fred, and he has changed you so much that I don’t know who you are anymore!”  

 

That was all I had to hear and the  tears started running down her face, and my face. When I went  to pull away from 

her, she held on to me and she wouldn’t let me go. She  pleaded with me, “Please, don’t be angry at me..” The next 

thing I knew, I felt Momma arms go around me, and she hugged me to her so tight, like I had wanted her to do for a 

long time. I missed her love and affection and melte din her arms, because we had always been so close.and I buried 

my face into the warmth of her neck and sobbed as though my heart would break, knowing how we had  hurt one 

another these past  months, over the dresses and Fred.. 

 

 It was a very moving moment because we knew I would be gone soon and our lives would never be the same again. I 

was crying and she was crying when she said, ”Suppose we do this, you hold on to Ruth’s dress and Mary Jane will 

hold on toTheresa’s,  and let me make the dresses with hoops and petticoats and lots of ruffles to go underneath them, 

the way I want them to look. When I finish them, and you feel you don’t like them, and  you would rather wear 

Ruth’sr dress, you will still have it. Alright?” 

 

Momma  smoothed my sweaty hair back off my face, and hugged me so tight, that I thought she was going to smother 

me, and somehow all the anger we both felt ws gone.and I didn’t want her to let go of me. I think we realized, we were 

facing the inevitable; I was leaving and getting married. and what we were really doing was saying ‘good-bye’, It was 

something neither one of us wanted to face, and we realized how much we really did love one another..  

.  

I laid down on my bed and for the first time in months, I was relaxed and able to breathe a little easier.because I 

thought we had resolved our differences when we stood there clinging to one another. I thought about all the things she 

done for us whern we were growing up, and how she made sure we always had fun when she took us out on her 

Sunday afternoons off. What a lonely life she must have had, being away from us for thirteen years, all because of 

Daddy’s drinking and gambling, and I thought, what a horrible man to be married to. . To think she worked seven days 
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a week, with Sunday afternoons off. She  paid the rent and all the bills and he did nothing to help.. 

 

 I knew in a way, she was very lucky that she worked for such wonderful women, like Mrs Hardon, then Mrs. Kolman 

and Judith Garden. They cared enough about us to see we spent a couple of weeks with her every summer. we went ito 

Connecticut and Lake Placid and to Aunt Vine’s farm for years, while all our friends were stuck in the city every 

summer. 

 

 I began to  wonder would she really let me make that choice, and pick the dress I wanted and she wouldn’t  be mad at 

me, if I said, I didn’t like the dresses. I  know her, she would never forgive me for as long as I lived, if I didn’t wear 

the dress she made.. The only reason I did agree was because Mary Jane kept insisting, ‘they are so old, let her make 

them., you know they’re only going to fall apart when she starts to sew on them.’ 

 

For some reason I was thinking about when we were young,  how we used to look forward to Momma coming home 

on Sunday afternoons, because when she walked in the door, she brought such excitement into our lives. We missed 

her because we had no one to hug or kiss us at night,, like she did. Then  I thought of  the cold snowy winter nights, 

how she would come all the way  home on the trolley after working all day, and take us sleigh riding on her big sled.  

Momma would hold onto us and we’d be screaming at the top of our lungs, going down that long hill at St. Nicholas 

Park. When we got older, we no longer took those wonderful trips anymore, when we used to go  hiking with her, and 

cook over an oen fire, and she’d  take us on the subway on a hot summer’s night to Coney Island and we’d walk 

around, and she’d buy each of us a Nathan’s hot dog and a cold orange drink, that we had to share.. 

 

 

Around midnight, Mary Jane came home from Theresa’s. I was having a cup of tea in the dining room. and she was 

surprised to see I was still up, She whispered, “How come you are sitting out here. What happened after I left?  I just  

kissed Momma good-night, and she’s in there crying and  I asked her, ”What’s wrong?”  She wouldn’t answer me?” 

 

I looked at Mary Jane and shrugged. “I don’t know why she is crying. About an hour ago, we kissed and kind of made 

up.and I agreed to let her make the dresses, But, only because you said, they would fall apart when she starts to sew on 

them.”   

 

Mary Jane assured me, “They will!. At least  you did say she could make them.  Maybe now we can have some peace 

in this house again. She’ll find out soon enough that lace is so rotten, she’s not going to be able to make a dress out of 

them curtains.” 

 

Fred called Wednesday night, liked he usually did.  I told him,,”I’m sorry but I won’t be able to see you this 

Saturday.” He was disappointed, because it was the first Saturday we wouldn’t be together since  we started going 

together in November.. Momma and Mary Jane are giving me a small Bridal Shower for me Saturday night.  I didn’t 

know Mary Jane had sent out invitations to our family, Fred’s family, and all my friends. When I was walked in that 

night, I was shocked to see so many of my friends, cousins, aunts and girls from my office, and Fred’s mother and his 

relatives and friends were sitting in our dining room.  

 

At the shower, I asked Mary Jane, “Where’s Daddy?” She pointed to the bedroom, and laughed  “Thank God…he’s 

asleep”. I was afraid he would start arguing with me,  because he is still mad at me, because I put him to the floor and 

beat him up, when he was  trying to burn you.”.Momma seemed happy, even though she was back to not talking to 

me..She had prepared all the food.and shehad bottles of wine and liquor lined up with glasses, on a card table with a 

fancy lace cloth over itl  There were so many beautifully wrapped gifts piled next to a decorated chair that I had to sit 

in..It was strange to see our dining room decorated with white bells and streamers of white and silver and  paper 

umbrellas.and  in the middle of the table was a big square cake with an umbrella on it, from the bakery, and everyone 
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was having such a good time.. 

 

                         

                                                      THE SHOWER….1948 

              

Momma, Rose and Fred, Mrs. Eichhorn, the Mc Cann girls and Mary Sweeny 
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Of course, everyone was asking what kind of a wedding gown did I get and I happily described the satin wedding town 

I borrowed from Aunt Ruth. It upset Momma when she’d hear me say that, because I saw she was chewing her lower 

lip, because she wanted me to say, I was wearing a wedding gown she was going to make me...  

 

 We ate first, and balanced paper plates on our laps and the food was delcious, especially the ham and potato salad. The 

paper plates were collected and thrown away and  I started to open the presents. As I looked around I was amazed how 

Mary Jane was able to get everyone to come the shower with so little notice  I opened  the wonderful presents, and 

thanked everyone and everyone was exchanging stories.and Momma served the cake and coffee afterwards. It was 

such a nice shower, and  when it was over we said our good-byes.and I thanked everyone for the lovely gifts and 

reminded everyone, “I’ll see you at my wedding on May 2nd, and don’t forget it is going to be in the rectory, not the 

church,” Momma looked down on the floor when she heard me say that.. 

 

When everyone was gone,Mary Jane and I went around and  picked up all the ribbons and papers andthrew them down 

the dumbwaiter.and we piled all the gifts in the corner to get them out of the way, Then we squeezed and put  the 

platters of left-over food in the refrigerator.and Anna was smiling, and talking to me  in the kitchen, and seemed so 

ticked tha she was going to  the wedding tand reminded me, it was only three weeks away, while we tried to make 

room for what was left of the cake in the refrigerator.   

 

I whispered to Mary Jane, “Momma must have changed her mind.  She is going to the wedding because I heard her tell  

Mrs. Mc Cormick, she would see her at the wedding.”  

 

Mary Jane pulled the tablecloth off and groaned, “Well!  Don’t be so sure about that, because she never mentioned it 

to me and for as far as I know, she is s not going.”  

 

 I looked at her, “Then why did she go to all the trouble to give me this shower and that beautiful set of white Samson 

luggage then?” 

 

Mary Jane made a face, “Because I made her do it, that’s why, okey?..” 

 

I hugged Mary Jane and told her, “Well, thanks, because it was a very nice surprise but I thought it was Momma did it 

for me. Oh well ,, Do you know if she is still going to make those dresses, because, she hasn’t mentioned a word about 

them all week.”  

 

Mary Jane stared at me then shook her head. Then her eyes got real big, and she started waving her hand in the air, 

going “Sshh!! Be quiet a minute!” I wrinkled my foreheard wondering what she was talking about. She tip-toed inside 

and came back saying,  “Oh! God! She’s in there dragging that box of curtains into the dining room and has the box in 

the middle of the floor..”  

 

I couldn’t.move, my knees were shaking so bad!. Then we heard Momma yell out to us, in , “You girls won’t mind if I 

don’t help you because .I want to get started on these dresses tonight, or I won’t get them finished in time for the 

wedding.”   

 

Mary Jane plopped down in the only chair we had in the kitchen. “No! I don’t believe it. With all that is going on, she 

is going to start making those damn dresses now, with the wedding 3 weeks away?” 

 

Momma called out to us again, “Would one of you girls please run the hot water in the tub and pour in about a half a 

bottle of bleach in and plenty of ‘RINSO’ so these panels can soak. They’re so big,  I can only do one at a time!”   
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Mary Jane scratched her head  “What is she thinking. There is no way she can get those dresses done on time, if they 

will hold up when she sews on them, which I doubt .”  

Mary Jane saw I was crying, and  put her arm around me, “Oh! Rose, don’t waste your tears. Tor heaven’s sake. I told 

you those curtains are so old and rotten, they/re only going to fall apart.Leave her alone and let her do what she wants. 

She’ll be so busy, she won’t have  time to keep fighting with you over those God damn lace dresses..”  

‘  

We weren’t fast enough, because we saw Momma go in the bathroom and start running the hot water in the tub.. When 

we looked in., she humming away to herself and shaking in some ”Rinso” and we went  back in the kitchen. When 

Anna saw the tears running down my face, she patted my hand to let me know, that she understood.. Mary Jane made a 

face. “Don’t let those stupid curtains get you all upset again, after you had such a nice night. Let Momma do whatever 

she wants. Oh! I can’t wait until this wedding is over.” 

 

When I  passed the bathroom to go inside I gagged when I saw the water was black from only one of the curtains that 

was soaking in the tub..Momma pushed me aside, and I noticed she had changed into her nightgown and was standing 

over the tub, and started using the rubber  plunger and she was pumping it up and down, trying to get the years of 

black soot out of the old curtains. 

 

 Mary Jane bit her lip and sighed, “To think only an hour ago,we were having such a good time, and I guess she was 

planning to do this when everyone left?”.I went to go inside, and saw othe pile of curtains on the floor waiting their 

turn to go in the tub. I looked at them and wished I had the courage to pick them up and throw them down the 

dumbwaiter. Because I felt Momma should have done to them, a long time ago, but I would never do such a thing, 

they were not mine. I knew they meant a lot to Momma, because Mrs. Eggleston had given them to her, but I didn’t 

like them..  

 

I stood at the bathroom door watching Momma and yelled in, “Momma” over the noise of the water running in the tub. 

She didn’t hear me, so I went in and shut the hot water off so I could talk to her..She looked up at me annoyed and the 

steam coming from the hot water had coated her glasses, so she could hardly see, and there was charcoal gray bubbles 

running down both of her arms from the dirty soapy water. She grabbed a towel and said really annoyed, “What?”  

 

I told her, “Momma, I am sorry  I know what I promised you, but there is no way I am going to wear a dress made 

from those curtains. So stop washing them.. I tried to be fair too, but, after seeing them soaking in that black water, , I 

can’t. Besides, they’re only going to fall apart when you go to sew them on.the sewing machine because that lace is so 

old.”  

 

Mry Jane came running in when she head me arguing with Momma. She pulled me out of the bathroom and pleaded 

with me,. “Will you leave her alone, if she wants to wash and bleach those curtains, and if she thinks she can sew them 

together…. then let her!”  

 

Momma turned the hot water back on and passed me by, without saying a word and went in the kitchen and made a 

big pot of  “Argo” starch and let it simmer on the back of stove,,while Mary Jane and I finished  putting the food away 

in the kitchen. Mary Jane yawned, and I told her., “I’m sorry, but I’n going to bed / I drank some  wine and it’s made 

me so sleepy., Here my  wedding is three weeks away.and  Momma works 6 days a week, and she os gomg tp start 

making those  wedding dresses now?”.  

 

Mary Jane told me. ”Oh..go to bed Rose, Oh God, I’ll be so glad when this wedding is over.” 

 

I laughed. “Me too! Me too!”  
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When I got up the next morning, there were two bleached white curtains, starched stiff hanging on the line outside..and 

the next morning,there were two sky blue curtains starched and hanging on the line. Every  morning. when I’d get up, 

Momma would be gone. I’d look around and there would be bits and pieces of the pattern and  some white lace on the 

floor and the following moring,  there , tiny pieces of blue lace here and there, and pieces of the pattern on the table, 

but there were no dresses anywhere around.. 

.  

Night after night, Momma and I  avoided one another. I ate dinner out, and would go went shopping for clothes to 

wear in Florida, and I’d waste time wandering around in Macys, so I would get home late. Then all I had to do was 

wash up and go to bed. Every night I would hear sewing machine going into the wee hours of the morning. and Mary 

Jane would groan and plop a pillow over her head so she wouldn’tt have to listen it.  

 

I didn’t care because I knew they were going to fall apart like Mary Jane said they would. I had no interest in seeing 

them.because I had the dress I was going to wear...I loved to mark off the days on the calendar, and I only had two 

more weeks to go.  It was hard to believe, the sewing machine was still going late into the night, and I wondered where 

did she get the energy, sewing  those old curtains together. One morning I noticed a big brown shopping bag   on top 

of the cardboard wardrobe in her bedroom. I peeked in the bag and.there were yards and yards of white and blue 

taffeta ruffling she made, and I wondered what did she intend to do with all those ruffles?.  

 

Mary Jane came home and showed me a pair of silver sandals she got down on 14th Street and asked me,. “Aren’t 

these pretty, I got silver because they’ll look nice with the dusty pink satin gown, rather than gold.” Then she looked 

around before she whispered, “You will never guess what Momma is planning to do now?”  

 

I took a deep breath and told her. “I don’t care.  I don’t even want to know.”  

 

“Well, I’m going to tell you anyhow, she is planning to do all the cooking for the wedding because she said she 

doesn’t want any delicatessen food served at the reception!” 

 

I laughed, “In our little kitchen, she is going to cook for 150 people? And exactly where is she is going to put all the 

food?  Not in our tiny little refrigerator? Then, that means she is going to the wedding then?” Mary Jane cringed and 

just rolled her eyes up and just shook her head, ‘no’…. I am afraid she told me,  she is still not going.”.   

 

I groaned, “I don’t understand it. Then why is doing so much for my wedding. It just don’t make any sense. She goes 

to work every day, and is on her feet all day, and she is up all night  making those wedding gowns. Now you tell me, 

how is she going to do all the cooking … in that little kitchen?  Mary Jane,  do you see what I mean, she is taking over 

my entire wedding, and she is doing all these things without even discussing any thing with me and she is telling 

everyone she is not going, well is she or isn’t she?” I sobbed. “My wedding has turn out to be such a nightmare.  It is 

all about what Momma wants, It doesn’t matter to her what I wantl  I thought I was the bride not her.. I wish Fred and 

I could elope, I mean it.” 

 

“Mary Jane sighed “Oh! Don’t say that Rose, you would regret it if you eloped.” 

 

I heard Mary Jane sort of laugh, “There’s more…I didn’t tell you everything. I was with Momma when she went in the 

butcher’s downstairs. She put in an order in for 3 roast beefs, 4 turkeys, 4 hams, 3 big pork roasts and 12 cut-up 

chickens!”  

 

I groaned, “She didn’t! When she cooks all that meat, what is she going to do with it?”  

 . 

“And I think you better call and cancel the wedding cake we ordered. I hate to tell you, but Momma is going  make the 
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wedding cake too?  I was with her when she stopped in the bakery after mass Sunday. and she took Mrs. Weiss aside 

and had the nerve to ask her, ‘If I bring all my own ingredients, could I mix and bake my daughter’s wedding cake 

here and use your oven? Mrs. Weiss told her, “Why of course, Mrs. Mc Arow, I’d be only toohappy to help you with 

it. Come in any week day, but not Saturday ot Sunday, just let me know when.”  

 

I sat down and kept staring at Mary Jane.. “Momma has taken over my entire wedding She is making all the decisions  

and not once has she ask me what I wanted.” 

 

Mary Jane sighed, “On second thought, maybe you better wait before you cancel the wedding cake, Momma, she 

might not have the time to do it and  you would end up with no cake at all/”  

I cried, “See…See … what did I tell you? It’s not my wedding… it’s Momma’s wedding What is wrong with her that 

she thinks she can cook for 150 people in that little kitchen?  Can you imagine what it is going to be like here the day 

before and the day of the wedding? Don’t foreget we are going have relatives coming from Pennsylvania and where 

are they going to sleep. With all that going on the week before the wedding. how is Momma going to have time to 

cook all that food?. I know they will be glad to help her., because Aunt Vina, Uncle Henry, Dorothy and Aunt Ruth are 

coming. They are taking the train and are suppose to get here this Wednesday to help Momma, and there’s six of us, 

that’s eleven people in this tiny little apartment. We have 2 beds.and a bunk bed and who is going to sleep where? .  

I’m glad Uncle Jake called too say he’s coming to the wedding,.and he has made  reservation at a hotel downtown for 

Sunday night, the day of the wedding, but he’s going back to Wilkes-Barre in the morning.”  

 

Mary Jane thought about it, “Oh God, it’s going to be like a crazy house here. I can stay at Theresa’s. That will be an 

extra bed for someone and I am sure Sonny can stay with Artie..  

 

I said, “I can sleep on the floor, andl Shirley and Dorothy will have to sleepon the floor too.. Aunt Vina can have my 

bed and Aunt Ruth can have your bed and Uncle Henry will have to sleep on  sonny’s day bed. Good Lord, can you 

imagine what it is going to be like here?”   

 

The next night, I was putting some things in my suitcase, and checking the list and suddenly felt so depressed that I sat 

down and couldn’t stop crying, I felt like I was on a merry-go-round and I couldn’t get off.  Mary Jane.walked in and 

told me.. “Oh!  Rose, for heaven’s sakes, don’t start crying now, it will all be over soon. What am I going to do when 

you’re gone? I’ll never see you . I doubt I could find my way toYonkers because you’ll be living with Fred’s parents  

John and I can’t get married for awhile, but I know when that day comes, I’m plannng my own wedding, not Momma. 

and I’ll buy and wear the dress that I want.” 

 

Mary Jane stretched her arms up saying,  “Don’t think Momma doesn’t realize, once you are married, she will no 

longer have the hold on you, like she has always had on you and me..Can you imagine what it will be like when you 

are married, and you won’tt have to answer to Momma or anyone but  Fred.  I  hope he’s worth it,  after all you’ve had 

to go through with this wedding.”  

 

“You might not think it right now, but Momma is going to miss you. She is going to be bawling her eyes out when she 

comes home from the wedding. and you’re not here. I’m going to be the one that’s going to here trying to console her.  

I feel bad  your wedding had to turn out like this, because like you said, .a wedding should be a happy time everyone 

in the family. I am hoping Momma changes her mind  because it would be a terrible thing if she didn’ go toyour 

wedding.” 

 

THE WEEK BEFORE THE WEDDING 
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With all that was doing on, I decided to take the week off.and was looking forward to being home alone. I could relax 

and concentrate on what I was taking with me on my honeymoon, and do some last minute shopping.  When I told 

Mary Jane I took the week off , she gasped.. “Rose, I hate to tell you, but Momma is taking off this week too. She told 

Miss Garden she had so much cooking to do for the wedding, and her family was coming, so Judith Garden gave her 

the entire week off.”  

 

I hung my head, “ Oh no..I was looking forward to being home alone  Momma still hangs her head and wnot’ look at 

me when  passes me in the house, and she won’t  speak to me.. Why can’t she see what a wonderful person Fred is, but 

in a way, it is going to make my leaveing  a lot easier. Just so you know,  I am not coming back here again after I get 

married.  Not after the way Momma has treated me these past 4 months.. It is breaking my heart to think I have to 

leave feeling this way.because I thought Momma loved me, but after the way she has fought with me and the things 

she has said to me, leaving will be that easier..” 

 

I sobbed to Mary Jane, “I’d like to  know why Momma is doing all these things for the wedding, if she is not going?  I 

feel like a stranger in my own house. Mary Jane, she is going, but she doesn’t want  me to know. Is what why she is 

doing so much for the wedding?”   

 

The phone rang before Mary Jane could answer my question. She picked the phone up and  I heard her say, “Oh! Hello 

Miss Garden. No, Momma isn’t here. She’s at the bakery making the wedding cake..” Then she looked at me and 

handed me the phone, “Miss Garden wants to talk to you.”  

 

I was in no mood to talk, but I took the phone and said, “Hello Miss Garden,  

She said,  ”Rose, I called because I wanted you know how happy I am for you. And yes,  I know all about your mother 

not talking to you and she doesn’t want to go to the wedding. Rose, I know how close you two are.and I am sure when 

the day of the wedding comes,  your mother will be there for you, and if she isn’t, then she will live to regret it!. The 

other reason I called is, have Mary Jane tell your mother,  she is not to come near this shop. She was going to come 

here and make the bouquets.  I will see that everything is taken care of for your wedding, And, Rose, I want you know 

all the flowers are my gift to you and Fred.  I will see  you have plenty of beautiful flowers. Michelle and Hedwig will 

take care of the church and Joe and Tony will decorate the reception hall.”  

 

I interrupted her, ”I don’t  know whether you know it or not  I am not allowed to be married in my church, because 

Fred is a Protestant. We have to be married in the rectory?” 

 

She chuckled,“Oh, so I heard … I said the church but I meant the rectory .Rose, I will make sure that rectory looks 

‘extra- beautiful’ .I am going to loan you some of  my beautiufl  big urns and they will be filled with big tall white 

glads and big white spoon mums  with plenty of baby’s breath, and  I want them standing around in the rooms, to 

brighten up the rectory. Please let your priest  know, Tony or Al will pick them up Monday, becasue they are some of 

my best containers” 

Sunday morning, Tony and Al, will deliver the bouquets,  corsages and butoniers to your house on their way to the 

reception hall. They will put the arrangements on the tables,  and I warned them to make sure the tall tapered candles 

in the middle of the arrangements are straight..After Hedwig and Michele finish the flowers at the rectory, they will go 

back to your house and change their clothes for the wedding and the reception. Ben and I will try to make it to the 

reception, but we can’t make it to the wedding. because we are going to Ben’s brother’s birthday party that same day. 

.But  if it ends early, enough we will drop in to see you at the reception, because I would love to see you girls in those 

beautiful lace gowns your mother made you for the wedding..”  

 

I gasped when I heard what she said.  I didn’t know if I should tell her that I am not wearing the dress Momma made 

me, I was wearing the satin gown my Aunt Ruth loaned me.  I decided not to say anything. Momma lied to her. She let 
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her think I was wearing a wedding gown she made from those old  lace curtains, It really bothered me that Momma 

told her that. .I was very flattered to think  Judith Garden was going to do so much for my wedding. and I thanked her 

and let her know I appreciated what she was going to do for my wedding.   

 

When I hung up, I sobbed to Mary Jane.. “See … didn’t I tell you … it’s Momma’s wedding not mine. Did you know 

Momma decided the flowers that I should carry in our bouqets and never asked ne what I would have liked to carry.”  

 

Mary Jane sighed, “Yes, I knew she did, but Momma  knows more about weddings than you do. But, I do feel she 

should have asked you what you would have liked.”  

 

I covered her face and sat down and I was shaking and I could not stop crying.    

 

WEDNESDAY … I was happy to  mark off another day on the calendar, and I closed my eyes thinking only four 

more days. It was the first time I actually felt excited about the wedding and our trip to Florida. I took out the map that 

Fred gave me and traced my finger where he had marked it, because we were going to follow  US 1 , down to 

Washington D.C,  and stay over-night and spend the next day seeing the White House and different government 

buildings  US I  went all the way to Florida, and I saw where we had to turn and go west at Jacksonville, and that 

would take us to Tampa/Clearwater area, that was on the Gulf of Mexico. I closed my eyes and wondered what Florida 

was going to be like.  

 

Fred worked for TWA then, and because we were not married when he applied for the passes, when he went to pick 

them up, they explained to him, he could only have one, tht I was not entitled to a pass,. until after we were married.  

Fred decided to drive and we would have the car to go eat and go sight seeing.    

  

When I came home from shopping I was glad, Momma wasn’t home. Anna was sitting there with a big smile on her 

face and told me..“Listen, ye’re mother just left, She went downtown to buy herself a gown for ye’re weddin’. She’ll 

be back soon, because her family.is comin and she has to meet the train at Pennyslvania Station around seven 

o’clock.”   

 

I asked Anna,, “You mean she changed her mind? Why,  I know because Aunt Vina is coming? Or was it all those 

candles you’ve been  lighting for me these past couple of months?” Anna nodded and she believed it was all her 

prayers and candles she lit,  that made Momma change her mind...    

 

I heard the door open and was surprised Momma was back so soon. She walked past me as if I wasn’t there.and 

dropped  the packages on the bed.and I went in my room  I was packing the  white Samson leather overnight bag she 

gave me,  part of the set of suitcases she bought me for the as a wedding gift. She didn’t give them to me, she had 

Mary Jane give them to me, wrapped with pretty white and silver wedding paper with streamers of white and silver 

ribbons on them. .   

 

Every time I walked past the French doors, my heart pounded when I saw the white satin gown hanging on the back of 

the door, and the long train pulled up and hooked on the hanger.I ran muy hand over it,  remembering the thrill I felt 

when I saw myself in that dress standing in front of Momma’s three-way mirror. Now I didn’t feel anything, because 

of all the arguments we’ve had over my wearing that dress.I only had  a few more days and I would no longer had to 

feel angry and hurt,  I was glad I won’t have to come home and see Daddy drunk every night and  Momma not talking 

to me. I was tired of crying and couldn’t wait to leave all the stress and tears behind.  I was going to start a new life 

and I was going to be so happy being married to Fred. 

 

I noticed a royal blue gown hanging on the other French door. and knew that was Momma’s dress. I guess it was a way 
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of her letting me know, she was going  to the wedding afterall. I said,  I didn’t care if she didn’t go, but I knew that 

was not true,  I hated to think what it would be like,  if Momma wasn’t there for me when I got married. Then I heard 

Momma in the kitchen telling Anna, “They’re going to be here soon, so we better get those chickens and potatoes in 

the oven, because I have to meeti them in an hour.”  

 

.I was in my room  listening to the familiar sounds that were going on out in the kitchen, dishes rattling, the clanking 

of pots and pans,  Anna water running in the sink, and for some crazy reason I wanted to remember  those sounds I 

heard Momma tell Anna,”I’m going to lay down for 10 minutes, so be sure to wake me up in  ten minutes.” She laid 

down and went right to sleep...  

 

 I decided before I got married, I was going to give to Anna a big hug, and  kiss whether she wanted me to or not. And 

that is what  I did. She got so flustered she didn’t know what to say. For as long as we knew Anna, she never let us hug 

or kiss her. but  I wanted  her to  know, I appreciated that she was always there for me. when no one else would talk to 

me and Mary Jane and Sonny believed everything  Momma said about Fred.  Anna was the only one that listened to 

my problems and I thanked her for always being there for me.Anna never hit us or ever hollered at us, but we were 

good, and she never had a problem with us..When I kissed her, she had big tears runnig down her chubby face and she 

told me she thought Fred was  a lovely young man and that she knew I was going to be very happy with him, and that 

made me feel good. Sonny came home and grabbed something to eat, and hardly spoke to me, then asked Anna where 

Momma was?.  

 

When Momma was fighting with me over the dresses, Anna would bring a cup of hot tea and toast with broiled sugar 

and cinnamon on it, and tell me, ‘the hot tea will make me feel better”.   

 

 I was very glad Mary Jane was talking to me, but she let me know she was not taking my part. that she believed 

Momma was right and I was wrong, that  I should wait a year before I married Fred..  Anna went in and nudged 

Momma and told her it was time for her to get up and she flew around the house and never looked at me. She washed 

her face and powdered her nose and put on a bit lipstick, and took the subway to Pennsylvania  Station at 34th Street. 

Later on,  I saw a taxi pull in in front of our house,  and Sonny ran downstairs and got their suitcases.  

 

They came uptairs laughing and..I met them at the door.and Sonny set their suitcases down in the dining room. 

Momma went in  the kitchen and made a big pot of coffee to have with their dinner. becaue she did not like Anna’s 

coffee.  I was so happy to see them. I kissed and hugged them. I had talked to Aunt Vina on the phone  the week 

before, and told her Momma wasn’t going to my wedding, so she would know why I was so upset. She kept patting me 

on the back and whispered, “I spoke to your mother, so don’t worry, she is going to go to your wedding. I know what 

you’ve gone through, but don’t cry,  you have so much to be happy for. Just think this time next week  you will 

married and in Florida on your honeymoon.”  I laughed and agreed with her then  kissed Uncle Henry and Dorothy 

and I hugged Aunt Ruth and thanked her again for loaning me her wedding gown..  

 

Mary Jane told  Momma , “Theresa is letting me stay at her house, until after the wedding, so Aunt Vina can have my 

bed. And Sonny will be staying at Artie Guy’s house.“ Momma nodded and looked so happy  Aunt Vina was coming. 

She tried to find a spot where she could put their suitcases. We never had anyone staying with us,  since Aunt Vina and 

Gramma came to see us a couple of years ago. Later that night, when it got time to go to bed, since they were elry riers 

having  farm, I told Aunt Vina she had the lower bunk bed and Aunt Ruth had to blimb up and sleep in the top bunk 

bed.and Uncle Henry slept in Sonny’s daybed. I  put 2 sheets and two pillows on the floor in the dining room, and  

Dorothy slept with me on the linoleum floor  because we had wall to wall people and I think we laughed and talked 

half the night before we finally fell asleep..  

 

The Sunday before,, the Bans of Marriage were announced from the altar for the last time, and  Rose Mc Arow’s 
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wedding was the talk of the neighborhood. The women were telling one another, that Mrs. Mc Arow was going to do 

all the cooking for 150 people all by herself.!.’ 

 

THURSDAY … Early the next morning, there was a knock at our door. Several women from the neighborhood were 

standing there and said they came  to help Momma with some of the cooking. At first Momma was puzzled as to why 

they were offering her so much help, and when they explained to her, why, she pulled them inside and got them started 

in the kitchen. 

 

 It was amazing to see how happy they were to be there.with Momma. She had one scrubbing potatoes, another one  

peeling onions, and some of the ladies were mixing cookie dough, while others were making and shaping small 

pastries to go in the over, that would be be filled later withapples or jam. . Another knock at the door and two more 

ladies  another woman came to help. Momma  laughed, “Come in! Come in!  I can use all the help I can get”. 

 

It was amazing how many women came, when word got around that “Mrs. Mc Arow” was planning to do all the 

cooking for the wedding and needed help.. They explained to Aunt Vina, that the wedding gave them the opportunity 

they had been waiting for, because they had waited a long time, before they could show their appreciation for all she 

had done for them.   .  

 

During the day,  I stayed in my room. I didn’t want to be anywhere near Momma. I could hear the women while they 

were working,  telling Aunt Vina stories about what Momma had done for so many women in the neighborhood 

during the Depression.  

 

Aunt Vina was rther surprised to hear what she did because Momma never told her The women were enjoying 

themselves, taking turns telling stories about what it was like during the Depression, when they had no money for the 

doctor, and how Mrs. Mc Arow always loaned them a few dollars, and they’d always gave it back to her, and many a 

time when  they had no money to buy milk, she would dig down in her pocketbook and give them a dollar help them 

out until the next pay day.  And it was not just them, she did that for other women in the neighborhood and she would 

never take anything in return,  

 

They told how they never forgot how many times Momma came with a bottle of alcohol to their apartment and would 

bathe their feverish babies in the sink with the alcohol and warm water.  What she did for some of  the elderly bed-

ridden women that lived alone, that she would make chicken soup with dumplings at work,  and bring it to  them hot at 

night, and spoon feed it to them. The women marveled over over how many times she helped them with their children 

when they were sick, andshe did it on Sunday nights, her only night off, and that was what was so remarkable about 

“Mrs. Mc Arow..”  

 

Aunt Vina and Aunt Ruth enjoyed hearing the stories they told, while they worked side by side in dining room with 

our relatives from Pennsylvania. since there was no room left in the kitchen for them to work. That so many women 

wantd to help Momma, she was in all her glory ane giving orders how to do this and eo that. , and they were  working 

and laughing and having a good time   Aunt Vina was telling one funny story after the other while they were mixing, 

and stirring cookie dough according to Momma’s instructions., and she was walking back and forth and making sure 

they did it the way she wanted it done..  

 

To think, all those women were there, because they wanted to help Momma when she really needed their help. They 

explained to Aunt Vina, the wedding gave them the opportunity they had  waited for, so they could show their 

appreciation for all she had done for them, and some of  the other women in the neighborhood during the Depression, 

she had helped so many mothers take care of their sick and feverish babies, and the told what she did for the elderly 

bed-ridden women that lived alone, how she would make chicken soup with dumplings and bring it to them warm  and 
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spoon feed it to them. Aunt Vina was so interested in hearing the stories, because Momma had never told her, she 

helped all those babies and elderly people. 

. 

When it came time for the women to go home and cook dinner for their families, before they left, they wanted to know 

if there was anything they could do at home for her?  Momma’ face lit up and she gave them each of them a job to do, 

and sheo. and handed outthem a smoked hams to cook, and some of them went home with another lady went home 

with a fresh hams, and they got boxes of brown sugar, cans of sliced pineapple, cherries, and whole cloves, while 

others carried home a turkey, together with garlic, onions, bacon, sausage, apples and stale bread for the dressing, and 

I didn’t think those women would remember what she was telling them to do, but they did it and the funny thing was, 

they were so proud of themselves, they were helping her. 

 

Everyone of them you can be sure, got strict orders from Momma how the meat was to be prepared and she gave them 

written directions how she wanted it done. They were surprised to learn, Momma was a ‘Certified French Chef’, 

because Aunt Vina told them, and they all looked at one another,  “ So that is’s why Mrs. Mc Arowshe knows so much 

about this fancy cooking.’  

Momma was in total control, and they listened to her tell them how she wanted the cut-up chickens roasted in a real 

hot oven until they were brown and crispy. The chickens were in two big bowls, and  she told them to mix the cut up 

pineapple, garlic and ginger and honey together.. .  Then pour it over the chickens and let it marinate, and the other 

women she gave them several boxes of rice to cook and to add  butter while it was still hot,, because it was going to be 

served with the chicken. The second big bowl of chicken was to get a good sprinkling of paprika, with several cans of 

undiluted mushroom soup poured over them, with lots of fresh mushrooms cut up and mixed in with it.and gbake it in 

the oven.  And gave them several boxes of noodles to cook  to go with it and she wanted hot butter and parsley over it 

then and it was to go in the two large, burnt orange terra cotta casseroles she handed them and let them itit would be 

heated  up in the oven up inat the hall.  

 

It was so funny seeing the women leaving with the meat and Momma running after them, trying to explain to them  

how she wanted it cooked.Momma invited them to come to the wedding, and gave them the instructions how to get the 

reception hall, way up up Broadway and 205th Street.  

 

FRIDAY … The women were so excited about the wedding, they  couldn’t do enough to help Momma. They were 

fascinated when they saw the delcious food she was making and she trusted them to do whatever she told them. They 

followed her direction and did exactly what they were told and of course, they thought Momma was a genius and they 

never stopped telling her, what an ‘unbelievable’ woman she was. They never stopped  marvelling over all the deliious  

food she was preparing for the reception.. They told her they had never tasted such delicious food and the way she 

cooked and prepared it.and then they found out  Momma was a Certified French Chef. 

 

Momma was not bashful asking them to keep the cooked food in their refrigerator until the day of the wedding, and of 

course, they were only too happy to do that for her. While another group of women were given bags of potatoes and 

onions, with jars of Momma’s ‘special dressing, she had made and told them exactly how she wanted the potato and 

macaroni salads made, and for the cucumbers and onions they were to be thinly sliced, and the vinegar, oil and honey 

was to she made was to over them, and let them marinate in it. She made a special dressing for the potato salad and she 

wanted crumbled boiled eggs and crisp bacon sprinkled over the top of it,and the elbow macaroni was to get the same 

dressing, but with a bit of horse radish added to it!    

 

 For days, when you walked into the hallways of the three apartment houses, 1512, 1508 and 1504, there were the most 

delicious smells coming from several apartments. On almost every floor there was either a roast beef, hams, turkeys 

and chickens cooking and t. The halls were filled with the delicious and pungent smells of garlic, brown sugar, that 

went from the first floor to the fifth floor, because all the meat for the wedding, at was being cooked and made ready 
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by all those wonderful ladies, that helped to make e the wedding such a success. 

 .   

Aunt Vina sat at the dining room table, mixing slices of cucumbers and onions together, and Momma poured honey 

and vinegar over them, in the bowl and shook in some salt, and let her know they hadcould marinate overnight in the 

refrigerator, if there was any room.but it wasn’t possible to it anything more in.. Aunt Vina and Aunt Ruth kept 

working  to keep up with Momma, and they would roll their eyes over at me and would smilele when at me,  I walked 

by to go the bathroom, but I could see while she kept slicing and listening to the women talking. 

 They were enjoying themselves and talking with the women that came from different countries, and they soon 

discovered Momma was the only woman on our block that was born in America.. Mary Jane whispered to me, “I’m 

going to  call and cancel the wedding cake, because I saw your wedding cake sitting in the bakery window with a sign 

under it, with you r name on it.” 

 

No one knew how Momma was able to keep going the way she was, because she was flying from here to there and 

seemed very happy the way everything were turning out/ She had lost a lot of weight, and liked how she looked.  

Momma knew how to make  fancy gourmet food, being she was a rtified Frenhc Ches. But it had been years since she 

had done any fancy cooking. I saw the list she had on her bureau, naming all the different kinds of  hors d’oeuvres, she 

was going to make and the salads and tiny cocktail sandwiches, tiny spicy hot  raw meatballs, mushrooms stuffed with, 

crab meat, cold liver pate with ground up onions, and  you can be sure it was done according to ‘Mrs. McArow’s’ 

instructions. 

 

Aunt Vina, Dorothy and Aunt Ruth, were always laughing when they noticedand they were sitting with so many 

different nationalities, andand they enjoyed taking turns and telling one funny story after the other, while they worked. 

I I wouldt was interesting to see how well worked with all the ladies was amazing, it seemed like she was an entirely 

different person, the way she/ S had orchestrated everything, and she was constantly checking the list of what ws doen 

and what still hd to be done.. She was the boss and she unbelievable what she did. byt Momma would deliberately 

ignore me, and only spoke to me if she had to in front of Aunt Vina and Aunt Ruth and the women that were there 

helping her.  

 

I tried to stay in my room, so I wouldn’t bump into Momma, It was a very strange feeling to be in my own house, and 

watch everything that was going on, and not to be a part of what was going on for my own wedding. It was like some 

kind of conspiracy, because I didn’t even have Mary Jane to talk to, Momma had her doing errands for her.  

 

Momma finally sat down and had her back to me,  I quietly walked past her and went in the kitchen and got a cup of 

coffee and a sandwich. Aunt  Vina was there and she hugged me to her  again and I sobbed, “‘The tension between 

Momma and me has been so awful. I can’t stand it anymore.. I am so glad I only have two more days to go and I will 

be married  and  out of here.” Aunt Vina kissed me on my forehead and took my hanky and wiped he tears from my 

eyes.”Rose, ”Just think in 2 days and you will be married to Fred.’ And what you are feeling right now, will longer 

mean a thing, you will be so happy, you won’t even think about any pf this..”  

 

While everyone was busy working, Momma grabbed her pocketbook and told Aunt Vina,  as she was leaving, “I have 

to run over to Blumstein’s on 125th Street and buy some sheets. I’ll be right back!”  Aunt Vina looked at me and the 

women were looking at one another saying, “Sheets?”  

 

They were as puzzled as I was, as to why she suddenly had to go buy some sheets? She wasn’t gone long, when  I saw 

a cab pulled up and Momma. stepped out. and asked one of the boys downstairs, to help her carry  her bundles 

upstairs, because they were so heavy. She told him, “Put the packages on the bed for me,” and gave him a dollar and 

some cookies and he left. Everyone was so curious what Momma was going to do with all the sheets she bought., see 

how she was dumping them out of the bag onto the bed? She smiled at Aunt Vina, “I know it looks like a lot, but I 
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bought eighteen inexpensive white sheets and while I was there I got several boxes of pink and lime green TINTEX. “ 

 

I saw the confused look on Aunt Vina’s face, and Momma. 0told her, “Before I start, I need to have a cup of coffee 

and a hunk of cheese, I’m starved!” Aunt Vina just made coffee, and she went with her to the kitchen and she  put a 

few slices of cheese and ham between two pieces of rye bread, and gave it to Momma .. She devoured every bit of it, 

and gulped down the coffee, and was ready to go again.  

 

She went in the bathroom and turned the hot water on in the tub while everyone was wondering, ‘what she was 

doing?’ Aunt Vina whispered to me. concerned,, “What in the name of heavens is she going to do with all those 

sheets?” I shrugged, “I don’t know., She never tells me anything anymore., she just  goes ahead and does it. When I  

get married, I know one thing,  I  am never cominge back here again.”  

 

Aunt Vina put her arm round me, “Oh dear, don’t say such a terrible thing. Right now, . you’re upset and your mother 

is upset, but you know in your heart your mother loves you and this will all pass. Just think, in a few days you are 

going to be on your honeymoon and you’re going to be so happy, and that is all that matters..” Aunt Vina was very 

concerned when she came in and told me, “Rose, your mother is out there soaking  those brand new sheets in a bright 

pink TINTEX, in the bathtub What is she doing that for?”  I just shook my head beause I didn’t know..  

 

When Momma came out she told everyone, “Wait until you see how pretty these hot pink and lime green tablecloths 

and napkins are going to look on the tables at the reception hall, when I get finished with them.”  The women were as 

surprised as I was, and they questioned Momma,, ”Surely, you don’t mean you’re going to put hot pink and lime green 

tablecloths on  the tables? Mrs. Mc Arow, don’t you think you should use white tablecloths for the wedding.?” 

 
Momma shook her head and carried in several more sheets to the bathroom, telling them, “Trust me, I know what I am doing. You wait and 

see how  they are going to look with the bowls of hot pink roses and bay breath.”  From the look on their faces, I could see  they didn’t agree 

with her, and Momma shook out the new sheets and wet them in the sink first to get them wet so they would  absorb the color 

evenly.Dripping wet they went from the sink into the steaming hot pink water in the tub/ Then she took tthe broom, she 

turned it upside down and pushed and poked the sheets down in the hot water and let them soak. After she caught her 

breath and had another cup of coffee, then started wringing them out. then hung them out on the line. and added more 

hot water and a couple more boxes of TINTEX. She wet the next batch of shets in the sink and dropped them in the hot 

water.and the women were going back and forth to see what she was doing because they were getting concerned  

“Mrs. Mc Arow, sure and it’s two days before the wedding, we can never finish all these tablecloths and napkins and 

get them to the reception hall in time for the wedding.”   

 

Momma assured them she would get it done, and continued to hang out a couple more pink sheets on the line, so they 

could blow in the wind and dry. Later on, while they were still damp, she brought them and asked the women to start 

ironing them, while  filled the tub with hot water again and stirred in boxes of lime green TINTEX and did the same 

thing with the sheets.  

The women were making faces and whispering,  convinced as they ironed,  it wasn’t possible to get what she wanted, 

done in time for the wedding. Momma ran the water in the bathroom sink and added some bleach and soaked her 

hands in it,  to try and remove the pink and green dye. She found it wasn’t coming off that easy, and she did it again.. 

The women could not understand why she wanted to use colors like that, because they never heard of anyone using 

anything but white tablecloths for a wedding,  but they laughed and were saying, “Leave it to Mrs. Mc Arow…to do 

somethinglike that!” What they didn’t realize Momma knew exactly what she was doing.because  the hotels and 

restaurants were using the latest thing,  the bride picked a certain color scheme, and would have the tablecloths and 

napkins match the flowers on the table. The women, of course,  had no idea the kind of work Momma did. or that her 

job was doing the fresh flowers in the best of hotels and night clubs that catered to high society. The fresh flower 

arrangements were set up at Judith Garden’s shop, to match the colors of the tablecloths and napkins that had already 
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been picked for the wedding or special occasion. 

 

That was what Momma wanted, all the tables in the reception hall was to have colored tablecloths and napkins, even if 

it meant she had to make them out of sheets, and they were going to match the floral arrangements that going to be on 

each table, that were going to have hot pink and light pink roses with lots of white baby breath, with miniature ivy 

hanging down each side,, and one tall tapered white candle in the middle. Only she know how beautiful those 

arrangements were going to look,  sitting on those hot pink and lime green tablecloths, with the napkins along side the 

white plates.  

 

The women that helped with the cooking, were hemming the napkins and tablecloths along with Aunt Vina, Aunt Ruth 

and Dorothy. They were laughing and seemed so happy when they stood and watched Momma showing them how to 

measure and cut the sheets into squares, and to iron the hems in first, then sew them, and she was going to need ten 

tablecloths and eight napkins at each table in hot pink and the exact same number done in lime green. But, Molmma 

had a hard time trying to explain to them she wanted them to shorter because they were going to go on top of the long 

white tablecloths tthe hall was going to have on all the tables.  

 

It did confuse them but they nodded and continued to iron, cut and hem the tableloths like Momma asked them to do, 

and several women went home and brought their own sewing machines, otherwise they would never have finished  

them on time. It was unbelievable how hard everyone worked and made sure everything was done the way Momma 

wanted it done.  

The women that came to help, were very happy they were invited to the wedding and the reception, and weretalking about what they 

were going to wear. Uncle Henry was lost being around so many women.because he had no one to talk to and tried 

keep out of the way. Seeing how the women were running back and forth, and he.went inside and sat by the window to 

wait for Daddy to come home from work, Anna told him, he usuallystopped at the bar downstairs before he came up 

for dinner He let her know, ‘he wasn’t gointg to stand around no bar.’ We finished dinner and Daddy walked in 

drunk.Uncle Henry was surprised to see he could hardly stand up and he looked at Aunt Vina, and kept shaking his 

head.  

 

Anna cooked Daddy’s dinner and brought it in to him,when he looked around and saw all the women  sitting at the 

dining room table sewing,  he got so mad, the stomped back out to the kitchen and told Momma, “You go in there and 

get all that God damn stuff off the table and send those women home where they belong.  How do you expect me to 

read my paper and eat my dinner with all this nonsense going on?” Aunt Vina looked at him, and realized he was But, 

she didn’t like how he would spoke to Momma.  To avoid a scene, Momma took his plate and ushered him into their 

bedroom . “You can sit  here on the edge of your bed and eat your dinner, instead of complaining and disrupting those 

women out there, they are trying to finish  the tablecloths … unless you you would rather I give you a needle and 

thread and you can help them sew the hems on the  tablecloths!”  

 

He gave Momma a dirty look and was ready to argue with her, and he noticed Aunt Vina was standing there and he 

calmed down. Momma opened up the folding snack table and put his plate on it and set his bottle of beer in front of 

him and he sat down  didn’t say another word and ate his dinner. Then he laid down on the bed with his clothes on, 

and  fell asleep. Uncle Henry didn’t know what to do with himself and he picked up the newspaper Daddy brought 

home, and kept shaking his head, as he read about what went on in New York City, and told Momma, “I’m sure glad 

we don’t have to live here,”  

 

With all that was going on, Momma was still not talking to me.and everytime I had to go past her, she would stand 

against the wall, and let me go by.  I  did my best to stay out of her way, as much because she was running the whole 

show,  I was only the bride who had nothing say about what was going on with my wedding...  
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Our house was like a scene in a movie, with so much going on in that small apartment. I wondered what Momma 

would have done, if those women had not knocked and told her they had come to help her.. They came when they 

heard all that she was trying to do on her own. They felt they finally found a way to repay Mrs. Mc Arow, for what she 

had done for so many of them, years ago, they wanted to help in any way they could.. Everything  turned out so well,  

the  wedding was the talk of the neighborhood. 

 

All day long the door bell kept ringing, as neighbors dropped off boxes of white dishes, bowls, platters, pots and pans 

to loan Momma. She had mentioned to one of the women,  there were going to be 150 peoople at the wedding , and 

she couldn’t afford to have ‘all white’ dishes all for the tables at the reception and she felt so bad about it.  When the 

women went  home, they went around and asked their neighbors if they would let Momma borrowed some of their 

plain white dishes if they had any,   

 

When they ollected them they make sure wrote their names on adhesive tape and stuck it on the bottom of all the 

plates. Sonny set up a card table and was keeping a record of what was dropped off in a steno pad, to make sure 

everyone got back what they loaned us. Luckily, the hall provided the white tablecloths, cups and saucers and  knives 

forks and spoons, and the cake was going to be served on beautiful wedding paper plates. 

 

 I had no choice but stay in my room because Momma made it very clear to me, she did not want my help. so I stayed 

in my room, even though that was where Aunt Vina and Aunt Ruth was staying.  

 

My suitcase was in there.and I was going over the list of things I was going to take on my honeymoon.. Listening to 

the women out in the dining room, they were always saying, ‘Mrs. Mc Arow should we do  this and that..and I thought  

how the women on our block would always give Momma  the biggest smile whenever they saw her they would  say,  

“Hello there Mrs, Mc Arow, how are you?” That was how the women  greeted one another, even though they knew 

one another first names,  they always say, Mrs. Dwyer, or Mrs. Connely, never by their first names.  

 

.I overheard one of the women ask Aunt Vina, “Was your sister a nurse at one time, because she always knew what to 

do for the babies and children, when they had a fever. She would bring a bottle of alcohol with her and fill the kitchen 

sink with cool water and add half a bottle of alcohol in it, then she’d put the child in the cool water keep pouring it 

over their head and body.  

and it usually brought the fever down. If it didn’t, she’d send them to the candy store to call the doctor and  have him 

the come to the house. 

Many a time,  they didn’t have  two dollars to give the docotr, she’d loan it to them and they’d get it on Saturday, 

because that was always pay day.”   

 

Aunt Vina told them, “I guess Myrtle never told you, when she was only 19, she left her job in the city and came back 

and worked side by side with our town doctor when we had that terrible Spanish Flu in 1918 and it came back again in 

l919, and Myrtle learned how to take care of the sick and dying. She was working in New York City, for Mrs. 

Eggleston. and her girlfriend wrote and told her that Dr, Brown’s nurse died 2 days after she caught the flu when she 

was going from house to house with the doctor.  

 

He was desperate for someone to help him, and he put a ad in the paper for a nurse or anyone  to help him, but no one 

would, they were afraid.. Myrtle knew Dr Brown, ever since she was a little girl, and when she heard no one would 

volunteer to help him, she took the train to Towanda, and she helped him, with no pay and she washed and fed the sick 

and dying for weeks and never got sick.  
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The flu killed so many people in town, that the coffins were lined up on the street corners and in the fields because the 

people were dying faster than they could bury them. Dr. Brown insisted Myrtle live with him and his wife, and he 

didn’t let her go near anyone, being she was around the people that had the flu.and they would died almost overnight 

when they caught it, it was that bad.”  

 

The women were in awe of what “Mrs. Mc Arow” did back then,  when they heard she went around with the doctor 

and helped the sick and drying. Aunt Vina continued to tell them stories about the daring things she did when she was 

13, and how she left home at 13, and I could hear them laughing and enjoying hearing  what she did, they were the 

same stories Uncle Leo and Ervin used to tell us about Momma..   

 

Msgr. Quinn asked everyone in the wedding party to be at the rectory Friday night at 7:30,  to go over where we were  

to stand and practice what we should do at the wedding. Fred and Herbie  picked up Mary Jane and me.and since 

Daddy wasn’t talking to me, Sonny walked with him to the rectory.  

Msgr. Quinn had already met Fred and I could tell he definietely liked him. because we had been to the rectory, so he 

could talk to us privately. When we entered the rectory  Msgr Quinn was waiting for us, he shook hands with Fred and 

me, then Herb, Mary Jane, and then Sonny and Daddy walked in. He showed us what he wanted us to do, and where I 

should walk and stand with Daddy and where Mary Jane should stand during the wedding ceremony. We rehearsed it 

once, and we  were finished. We thanked Msgr. Quinn, and we left. We were  to go home to the traditonal wedding 

party dinner, Momma and AuntVina had prepared, when Fred pulled up in front of our house, he looked over at me 

and didn’t say a word. .  

 

 He opened the door for me, and I stepped out. and MaryJane heard him  quietly say,  “Wait!. Please don’t be mad, but 

I am not going up to your house and have dinner with you and your family, and neither is Herb. I can’t. Not after what 

your mother has said about me. I’m sorry, it bothers me more than you think ot does. It’s not right the way she has 

treated you, because you to marry me.. What did I ever do to her that she daid all those awfl things about me?  I don’t 

understand wheat her problem is, so I hope you understand why I don’t want to be around or near her..”  

 

He kissed me, and said “Smile, we only have one more day to go, and you won’t have to put up with your mother 

anymore,” and he laughed, :you will have ne to put up with from now on..”. I told him,”I understand.and you have 

every reason not to go to the dinner Momma is having for the wedding party..  I don’t even  know why she was having 

it, when she is so against my marrying you.  I honestly think she’s only doing it for us, because her family is here.”  

 

Fred  got back in the car with Herb, and I waved and watched him turn around, and go down 135th  St. Going upstairs, Mary Jane put 

her arm around me, and  I got so choked up because of the way Momma took over my entire weddng., and she 

laughed, “Look at this way Rose, you only have about 36 hours to go.”  

 

When I walked in with Mary Jane,  Momma was talking about Fred, and I was so happy to hear Aunt Vina tell her that 

did not agree with her, because she  had met him earlier in the week and she really liked him. Seeing all the food on 

the table, I knew Fred would have been miserable had he come for dinner, because the way Momma felt about him, .It 

seemed ridiculous to see how Momma had decorated the walls and the table with wedding bells and white crepe paper 

streamers and she  put out her good dishes and silverware on the table.  

Aunt Vina saw my face and came over and hugged and kissed me again and whispered, “Just smile..this will all be 

behind you soon, and just keep thinking  how happy you are going tol be with Fred. in a day or two..”  

  

Somehow, everyone managed to fit around the table.and Momma cut-up the leg of lamb Anna made. There was mint 

jelly, lima beans and corn and mashed potatoes, but I couldn’t eat a thing.. After they had coffee. I sat there watching 

Momma laughing and talking about the wedding to Aunt Vina and Aunt Ruth, as though she was happy about the 

wedding.and she brought in the white cocont cake she made   
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While Momma was busy out in the kitchen making coffee I  sat next to Aunt Vina, and she quietly said, “I noticed you 

didn’t eat anything. I feel terrible you and your mother aren’t talking. This is a time,you both should be so happy.“ 

 

“I know. I  wrote and told you, ever since  New Years, when I told Momma  I was going to marry Fred, she has  

ignored me and won’t talk to me unless she has too, and she has done nothing but fight with me over the dress she 

wants me to wear.  Momma has ruined my wedding. She planned everything and never once did she ask me what I 

would like,  She decided the food, the wedding cake, the  bouquets without me. Iit isn’t that I don’t appreciate all she  

has done, becaue I know howhard she has worked to accomplish wht she has done,  but  this is my wedding, Aunt 

Vina, not Momma’s.  

 

I realized I was making Aunt Vina uncomfortable, but I could tell she did understand why I felt the way that I did, 

because she hugged me  to her and kept shaking her heard, she did not want to say anything against Momma.  

 

SATURDAY  … After the delicious breakfast Anna made with fat plump sausages and eggs and toast,,and lots of 

fresh sweet buns tht everyone enjoyed  Aunt Vina told me, “Rose, last night I  had a long  talk with your mother. and 

she promised me she will talk to you later  Honestly, I don’t know why she is so against your marrying such  a lovely 

young man like Fred.becauwe  I met him the other night and I really liked him. I would think she would be so proud 

you had the good sense to marry someone as fine as he is. him. Do you  know what I think,  your mother is not as 

upset as you think about Fred being a Protestant, or that he carries a gun, because she knows a lot of men carry a gun 

today. I think she can’t stand the thought of loosing you, and that is what is really bothering her. the shame of it is,  she 

can’t accept you are going to get married.” I wantyou to promise me, no matter what happens between you and your 

mother tonight and tomorrow,   don’t let it ruin your wedding day, because you’ve waited all your life for this day. 

Tomorrow you will get married and you leave all this hurt behind you.  Fred and you will start a new life together.and 

I hope, you will be as happy as Henry and I have been all these years, and I know you will because he loves you and  

he appears to be a wonderful young man ..”  

  

I dried my eyes and felt  better, but couldn’t wait for tomorrow. I didn’t’ say it to Aunt Vina, but I swore I would never 

go  home again once I was married..I felt better after Aunt vina talked with me.  

 

As I hugged her I remembered how Aunt vina took my part, when I was around 12. Momma was there because of the 

family reunion, was always on the Fourth of July. my sister and I and our cousin Roseana were  standing in front at the 

rabbit  hutch and giving the rabbits some carrots.. I asked AuntVina for permission to  pet and hold the beautiful big 

grey angora rabbit, that her daughter gave her for Easter. He was a lot bigger than I thought and when I lifted him up, 

he jumped out of my arms.and ran  and hid underneath the hutch. I panicked because all the other rabbits got out too., 

but we got them and them back, but  the anora rabbit hit under the hutch, that was up off the ground.. 

 

 I got down on my stomach, and was trying to grab a hold of him, but I couldn’t reachhim, and.I stretch my arm in 

after him, as far as it would go and I could feel his tail and I1 pull him out by his tail and I almost fainted when his fail 

came off in my hand.I felt so bad and Momma came over and when she saw the rabbit had no tai, she got so angry and 

asked who did such a terrible thing.  I lied when she asked if did it? and Mary Jane and Roseanna dldn’t snitch on me. 

Seeing I had been crying, she fingured it was me, and sje got a thin grene sithc and started hitting me across my arms 

and legs with it for lying and pulling the tail off the rabbtit. Aunt Vina grabbed it out of her hand, and told her she was 

not going to hit me like tht in her house,  that it was her rabbit, and I didn’t do it, and as bad as she felt about it, 

because he would die because of it, I didn’t mean to do it. A few days later, her beautiful rabbit did die.  

 

I hugged and thanked her  because I loved Aunt Vina and I knew she loved me.. I looked at her face and remembered  

all thesummers we spent with her on the farm, since we were little. She never hollered at us, and she would wait for us 
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to kneel and say our prayers at night and after she tucked us in bed she would kiss, Roseanna, Mary Jane and and me. 

good night, .with all she had to do.  

 

We stood there, and with so much going on around us, she smoothed my hair back off my face and told me, “ I just 

don’t know why your mother acts the way that she does. How she could say she’s not going to your wedding, I don’t 

know? , But,you know as well as I do, that is how Myrtle is. but I will talk to her, and see thatg she goes”.  

 

I nodded that she was right  and showed her the beautiful box my negligee came in, and told hert that Mrs. Kolman 

made them for me, and she monogramed two  of nightgowns and the robe and that it was made of  silk, with my new 

initials “’RME”.  I was so proud to show them to her and my new initials on the night gowns. Aunt Vina smiled and 

told, “What a lovely lady Mrs. Kolman must be, that she would make that for you,]because I know your Momma 

hasn’t worked for her since 1944.”  I told her, that Mrs. Kolman always stays in touch with Momma.and I handed her 

the card that came with it, so she could read what she wrote,” Rose, dear  - every stich was a labor of love, B.K.. Then 

I p;ut it back in the box, and set it next to my suitcase, so I wouldn’t forget to pack it. 

 

  

.                                  .  

 

I put it back in the box, and set it, next to my suitcase so I wouldn’t forget to pack it.   

 

I looked at Mary Jane and Sonny, and I knew how hard they worked to make this wedding a success, with no help 

from me. They were still running back and forth to the reception hall, and even bought paper wedding bells and 

streamers to decorate the hall. They were going back there to finish decorating, and Sonny wanted to  sett up the tables 

and chairs, but I had no desire whatsoever to get involved. I was so unhappy the way things had turned out between 

Momma and me, when it did not have to be that way.  She did not want to have anything to do with Fred, and if she 

only knew what a wonderful person he really is, but she has refused to listen to me to what I have to say about him. 

 

Sonny’s friend had a car, and he had a car and they were taking things u to the reception hall  Later on, Tony, Al, and 

Joe that worked for Judith Grden, they dropped in after work, to see what they could do to help and offered to bring 

the boxes of dishes, and other things up to the reception hall they wanted to look it over and see what flowers they 

were going to use, to decorate the hall..  

 

It was wonderful how everyone wanted to help. I could hear them laughing and joking, as they carried the boxes 

downstairs to the cars, filled with china platters, bowls, dishes, and  bottles of plain soda, ginger ale and different 

flavors of soda that had to be put in the refrigerator up there. . 
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Our house was like 42nd Street with people coming and going, and so many people were knocking on the door, 

wanting to know if Momma needed anymore white plates. But, of course, they were not doing it for me,  they were 

doing it because they liked and admired, ‘Mrs. Mc Arow.” 

 

Fred called me early Saturday morning and said, “Ahh … I really hate to ask you, but … do you think if I came down 

right now and picked you up and brought you back  to my house, you could … teach me to dance  …just that 

one.song, “I’ll Be Loving You, Always?” Because you did say  the bride and groom is suppose  to dance the first 

dance together, right?.”   

 

 

I shrieked, “Today! It’s the day before our wedding.” Then I laughed, “You know I will, but, Fred, when I wanted you 

to learn to dance just that one number a week ago, you said you couldn’t do it.  I am so happy  you changed your mind, 

because you really should dance the first dance with me.  But,  you better come now, because I have a 2 o’clock 

appointment at the beauty parlor, and it’s an hour up to your house, and I can only stay about an hour, and it’s an hour 

back..that will make it almost 2 o’clock and I cannot miss this appointment especially,  not today of all days..”  

 

An hour later, Fred was waiting downstairs in his car. I told Anna where I was going and we went to his house. He 

seemed relieved thatHerbie was out with his friends and his mother was at the beauty parlor and his father was waiting 

for her/NO one was home because he didn’t’ want anyone to see him trying to learn how to dance. He laughed when 

he told me, “ When I heard my father was taking my mother to the beauty parlor and they were going to go and do 

some shopping, I decided to call you  and see if you would teach me to dance just enough to get me through that one 

song..I’m sorry  I waited so long, but I knew how much it would mean to you if I could danced just that one song with 

you..” 

 

He put the record on and we laughed, because he groaned, “I can’t do it. Here I am a musician and  I can’t dance.  I’ll 

only make a fool out of myself on the dance floor. Please done ask me to dance ”  

 

I insisted, “You can do it. You of all people, know how to follow the beat..just forget about your feet and follow me. 

Now start the record again.” 

 

Fred groaned, “I’m only trying to do this now, because no one’s home .But I feel ridiculous having you trying to teach 

me to dance like some little kid ...”  

 

He started the record player again, and played our song,  “I Will Be Loving You Always” and we started to dance 

again, He was more relaxed and he surprised me how well he did.  I had him do it one more time, and reminded him, ‘I 

gotta go . Sorry, your time is up, we have to leave now.” . 

 

Fred made a face. and I could tell  he didn’t believe me how well he did an dhe asked,  “Are you telling me the truth?  

I don’t want to get out on that floor and make a damn fool of myself..Everyone will be watching us, you do realize we 

are going to be the only ones on the floor..”  

 

I laughed at him, ”Oh Fred, stop worrying ,why  you’re better than Fred Astair ever was.” He laughed and  kissed ne 

and I pulled him towards the door “Please don’t make me late, it’s Saturday and they’re going to be so crowded,  I 

have to get there on time or they won’t take me..”  He got me there on time, and he kissed me and left. I had to wait 

but I was was very pleased how they did my hair., and dreaded to think it might rain tomorrow  and my hair would be 

ruined.  
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THE VISIT FROM FATHER SHANNON 

 

When I got  home from the beauty parlor, the phone ringing..Was I surprised to hear.“ Hello Rose, this is Father 

Shannon.” I stood there wondering, ‘Why would Father Shannon be calling me the day before I am getting married?’ 

He knew  I was getting married today, because I wrote and told him, because we had been writing me back and forth, 

and would send me relgious cards now and then.  

 

I first met Father Shannon when I went home with Robert for Christmas, in 1944. It was a long 8 hour ride on the train 

and it was so crowded, we had to sit on our suitcases because here were so many men in service that were going home 

for Chirstmas.as was Robert, but he was being sent to Germany for two years,.the following week.   

 

Father Shannon was Robert’s parish priest since he was a boy. I met him the Christmas  I went home with Robert, in 

1945,  before he went overseas, and I met him the second time, when I took the train to see Robert to give him back 

his ring.when he came back from Germany in April of 1947. He tried very hard to talk me out of it, but, I felt I could 

never trus thim again, but at least we parted the best of friends. I stayed at his parent’s house o and when we went to 

mass on Sunday, Robert made sure I saw Father Shannon, before I went home.  I liked Father Shannon. He was from 

Ireland, and he was a charming and delightful priest, that it was no wonder his parishoners liked him so much. He was 

very disappointed when he heard, I gave Robert back his ring in April of 1947, and he refused to take it back. and 

asked me to wait 3 months and I did, But I gave it back to him again that August of  but I was sure Father Shannon 

knew the whole story because he never asked ne why..but he did say, he was hoping I would reconsider.  

 

He would write  me now and then but we never mentioned Robert.in any of our letters.  When I wrote him I was 

getting married on May 2nd, 1948,  he  wrote back that he was concerned that I was rushng into things, and wanted me 

to think more carefully, about what I was doing.  I told him, he sounded like my mother, because was trying totalk me 

out of it and  was not talking to me and she was not going to my wedding because she was against my marrying Fred, 

because he was a Protestant.  

 

He wrote me back, ”I am concerned too. Why are you girls always in such a hurry to get married? You say you only 

know this young man a few months, and you are planning to marry him and spend the rest of your life with him?.I will 

pray for you that God will guide you, but I wish you would listen to your dear mother’s advise, and wait awhie before 

you marry him. ” 

 

In Father Shannon’s last letter he did mention he was coming to New York City and I wrote him back,  “What a 

surprise to hear you are going to be in the city.. Are you going to be here on church business?”  but he never got 

around to answering that letter,  

 

When he called, he laughed, when I asked him,the same question, “Are you here on church business?” 

  

He laughed, “ Oh no,  I’m only here for a 3 day week-end.. I came to visit my cousins from Ireland, I haven’t seen 

them in years. They live on the east side around 86th Street.and they say it is very easy to get there on the crosstown 

bus. We’re going to see a few plays on Broadway,” 

“I would like to come see you, if it is at all possible. I know how busy you must be. but I don’t know  how to get to 

your house. I am staying at a hotel on Broadway and 52nd Street  and the man at desk said he knows where you live, 

He suggested I take the Seventh Avenue/ Broadway subway and get off at 137th Street. My car is in the hotle garage, 

because I don’t like  to drive in New York City.  I will glady take the subway, it is right on the corner, he said.” 
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I told him, “Yes, that is right. When you get off at 137th Street you will be on  Broadway. Walk south two blocks, then 

turn left and go up the hill on 135th Street, and you will be on Amsterdam Avenue. Then turn right.and you will be 

between 134th and 135th Street and we live in the live in the middle house, at 1508, and we are on the lst floor, 

apartment 23.  

 

Within the hour Father Shannon was at the door. With all that was going on,  I invited him in. He took off his hat and  

hugged and kissed me, and patted my hand and reminded me that he had seen me just seen me 8 months ago.. He 

seemed genuinely happy to see me again  and as he looked around he wa rather surprised to see what was going on in 

our house, with so many people running around, that he looked sort of bewildered. Coming from a very small town. he 

said, “I  uess I have come at the wrong time?  

 

I shook my head, “No, not at all. My mother is making all the foof for 150 peoople that will be at the rece;ption 

tomorrow. and some of our relatives are stayingwith us, fromPennsylvania  and they are helping her and several 

neighobors are helpingwith cooking and helping and gettingeverything ready for the wedding tomorrow.  

 

He sighed,.” Sure, and I’ll not be stayin’ long. I just wanted to drop by and see you for a few minutes, as long as I was 

in New York City, how could I not? .”  

 

I introduced him to Momma and the rest of the family. and when Anna heard his Irish brogue, when he shook her 

hand. she hurried to the kitchen and made him a cup of tea and a big sandwich.and brought to him on a tray. I could 

see, he was flattered by all the attention he was getting. Aunt Vina made a spot fo him where he could sit at the dining 

room table. We had a cup of coffee and some cake and he told me he was 65 and he was going to retirement home for 

old priests soon I was surprised he was retiring, because he looked so young. 

 

Shaking his head, he asked me, when he was sure no one was around, “I’ve been very worried about you, because I 

think you are rushing into this marriage for all the wrong reasons.” 

 

“You know Marriage is a blessed sacrament, and I am concerned because this young man you are about to marry, is a 

Protestant. Tell me now,  Is he religious and close to God?” 

 

I told him, “No Father,  he is not religious at all.” He took a deep breath and I assured him.  I’ve given it a lot of 

thought,.in fact Fred and I went to see Mgr. Quinn, our parish priest.and  he had a long talk with us, and.just so you 

know,  he liked Fred a lot and he talked to him about when and if we had children, he was to see they were  brought up 

Catholic.”  

 

Father Shannon didn’t appear too happy about it and he ran his hand through his hair, he looked like he wanted to say 

something, but thought the better of it. We talked a while and he picked up his hat to leave,.and seeing everyone was 

so busy and rushing around, he said, “I’m  so glad I got to see you and I’ll be on my way now, sure and I hope I find 

my way back to the hotel.”  

 

He looked inside and waved good-bye to Momma and Aunt Vina and to Anna,  and everyone else that was in 

there.working. I walked him to the door.and was confused  why he came, when he knew I was getting married the next 

day?  

   

Putting his hat on he asked, “Would you mind walking downstairs with me and show me how to get back to the 7th 

Avenue-Broadway subway, so I can get back downtown to the hotel where I’m staying? I have an idea where I should 

turn, but I’m not sure ... I am glad I left my car in the garage and took the subway. Sure and I’d never have found  you 

way up here.  I did enjoy the ride on the subway. It’ was so fast, I was here in no time at all..”  
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We walked to the corner, and I showed him Broadway was just down the hill,  and he had to turn right and walk up 2 

blocks to 137th Street to the subway  but he wpuld have to cross Broadway to get to the downtown.subway. He nodded 

that he would remember. and while we stood there talking,  he smiled and reached inside his jacket pocket and handed 

me an envelope. He told me to open it..I did and  it was a lovely wedding card.from him and a brand new fifty dollar 

bill in a separate envelope. I insisted he take the money back.  

 

He  backed away  saying, “No, no. Sure  and ye don’t think I stole it from the church, now do ye?  It’s from me!  I 

want you to have it, it’s my gift to you.. But, promise me you will keep in touch, because I’ll be reitiring soon. Be sure 

to send me your address when you and Fred get yourselves settled in your new home..”  I thanked him then  kissed and 

hugged  him. and he left waving, as he walked down the thill. Then he stopped and turned around and just stood 

there.and asked me again, “Are ye absolutely sure, Rose, this is the man ye want to marry and spend the rest of your 

life with?” I nodded and told him again, ”Yes Father, believe me, I am positive Fred is the right person for me.”  

 

The way he kept looking at me, I knew  he was going ask me something else. and with a twinkle in his eye, he asked. 

“Will ye tell me one thing, with all the Catholic men that are in this world, why in the name of God, are ye marryin’ a 

Protestant for?“   

 

I laughed and gave him a big smile.and would really liked to have told him,  ‘Look at what Robert did to me, and he 

was suppose to be  a ‘good Catholic! and do you think because Fred is a Protestant, he is not a good person?”  

I didn’t say it but.I knew in my heart Fred would never do to me what Robert did for 2 years.. I cuold never trust him 

again I never mentioned what happened between Robert and me and Father Shannon never asked..but I assumed he 

knew why I gave Robert back his ring. Now that Robert was out of the Army and living at home with his parents, he 

was going to church again, and probably confessed.to Father Shannon, being he was his priest since he was a little 

boy. . 

 

Father Shannon told me, “I will keep you in my prayers and  you be sure you go to  mass every Sunday.”  And he  

hurried down the hill  and kept turning and waving to me. I waited until he turned right on Broadway.and we waved 

one more time.  

 

When I went back upstairs.I wondered what was the real purpose of Father Shannon  coming  to  see me? Was it 

because he thought he could still change my mind and talk me into going back to Robert because Father Shannon was 

his priest and confessor most of his life. That was a lot of money for a priest to give me, when most fathers in our 

neighborhood make that much money in a week? I wondered, why he came to see me and gave me that card and 

money to me, because it I didn’dt make any sense to me, he would go out of his way todothat, when he hardly knew 

me, and I only met him twice.. 

 

After Father Shannon retired, he stayed in touch with me until he died, several years later. Being he had a lot of time 

on his hands, he liked to.write and said that he  looked forward to getting my letters.and lhe iked to tell me about the 

beautiful red roses he was growing in the garde n.and how he enoyed eeing them bloom again and again. I was vry 

glad he never mentioned religion to me or Robert,in any of his letters but he always let me know he was praying for 

me.  

 

He was a charming and wise old priest, and he became a wonderful friend  His letters were filled with his thoughts 

about life and the importance of being kind to one another. It was obvious he loved life because it reflected in all his 

letters. He liked when I wrote and told him we bought a new house on Long Island. and when he saw pictures of the 

back yard, he said I should plant rose bushes there.  

.  
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We were living with Fred’d parents awhile and moved in our new house in November of 1949. As the months went 

by, when I would write Father Shannon, I told him how heart-broken I was when had my first miscarriage. He sent a 

letter and several religious cards and said a mass for me. Then I had a second and a third one. After I had  the 4th 

miscarriage, I let him know how I cried because I kept losing my babies and asked him to please pray for me.   

 

He wrote back that he was saying extra prayers and saying a special mass so that we would have the child we wanted 

so much.and let me know, just because a priest retires, they still say mass and received communion everyday. When I 

was pregnant for the 5th time, I let him know, it looked like I was going to be able to have this baby full term, after so 

many disappointments On October 9,1950, I finally had Rosemary. When I was able to find the time I sent him several 

picture of her and he wrote back how happy he was to get them and he knew how happy we must be to finally have the 

baby we wanted. He sent a card with $10 for the baby.and loved the pictures. He asked that I  keep sending them as 

she grew older Two years later, Diana was born August 17 1952 and he said it was a miracle, that his prayers had been 

answered and he thanked God.. 

 

In one of his letters he told of the joy he found in growing roses and how he liked to look at them, because to him roses 

represented life in all it’s glory,, First comes the bud and it opens and blooms, and day by day it begins to wither and 

the petals fall off and the flower gradually dies, but there is always another one waiting to bloom, much like the two 

little girls you have, That is what life is all aboutk we live and we die..’  

He metioned the reason he loved roses was because they reminded him of being back in Ireland because when he was 

a boy,  his mother always and the loveliest red roses growing up over the front door. He spent a lot of time reading, 

and would  write about his own beliefs and doubts concerning his religion and the battle he once had to conquer his 

alcohol problem when he was a young  priest.. 

 

At times,  he would lament that he didn’[t like getting old but that he realizes he  would soon be with God and wanted 

me to be gratefiul for the two lovely children we had As time went by, I didn’t realize he must have known he was 

going to die, and when I didn’t hear from him in a long time, and he did’t answer my letters, I became concerned.. One 

day, I got a package, and it wasthe letters I had sent him,  unopened. One of the priests sent them to me and included a 

letter to let me know that Father Shannon was 70 and he had passed away I felt terrible, because I had lost a dear 

friend, and didn’t even know it...   . 

 

THE  NIGHT.BEFORE THE WEDDING   

 

It was a big relief to know I was finally home alone., except Anna was busy in the kitchen, puttering around as usual. 

Everyone said they were going up to the reception hall to finish decorating.ot and they wer going to set up the tables. 

They brought boxes the hot pink and apple green tablecloths and napkins that had been hemmed and roned  and boxes 

and boxes of white dishes tht Momma had borrowed from everyone she knew that had plain white disses. 

 

 Mary Jane and Sonny bought lots of white streamers and big wedding bells.and Uncle Henry was leaving with them,  

he winked at me, and said he was going wotj them because he was going to be bored to death sitting there when Daddy 

want in the saloon downstairs when he could be helping the women, so   he left with Aunt Vina, Dorothy and Aunt 

Ruth, and they were going in Sonny’s car and a friend of his who was helping to bring things up to the reception hall..  

 

I thought Sonnyl had eft, but he came back. I was in my room and  stood in front of me and looked very serious and 

said, “I know this is not the time to ttalk about this, but  I wanted you to know how disappointed I am in you, I really 

am. You’ve upset and made Momma cry because you kept arguing with her over Fred and those dresses. Why 

wouldn’t you listen to her when she told you,  you should not marry Fred.  You should wait a year and see what he is 

really like I don’t’ like the way you have treated Momma over this wedding. and  L;ook at all the weight she’s lost 

because she is so worried about you marrying someone she doesn’t like or trust. Well, I know it’s too late now. I just 
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hope you are right about him because I’d hate to think in a few months, you’ll  come home crying when you find out 

how right Momma was, after what you put her through these pas four months.”. 

 

 The tears were running down my face when I realized that Sonny felt that way about Fred and my getting married. 

And he went on to say, ”You  have broke Momma’s  heart and I’m afraid  you  are going to regret what you’re 

doing.You should be  marrying Robert not him. I heard Father Shannon tell Momma , he was concerned about you 

getting married so fast, after breaking up with Robert. So I am not the only one that thinks you are wrong. And there is 

one more thing.that bothers me.    

Every week end you are with Fred, instead of staying home here. You’ve seen how hard we’ve all worked to make 

your wedding something you can be proud of,, and you have never done one thing to help any of us. . Well, I  gotta go. 

Artie waiting downstairs to take me up to the  recep;tion hall. I only hope Fred  is what you think he is, and everything 

does works out, but, I can’t see how it can.”  

 

I sighed and told Sonny as he started to leave., “Wait. I am sorry you feel that way about Fred., But  I told you before 

you are so wrong, and one day you will see how right I am.. I don’t know why you listen to Momma for, you hvent 

even tried to get to know fred, you just ignore him when he comes to ick me up. .Why Momma, you an Mary Jane  

went to  all this trouble to make this wedding for me, Idot’ know because I didn’t want it and I didn’t ask for it..If you 

remember, Mary Jane was the one that insisted I book the reception hall, and you found it for me.  I did not want a big 

wedding.J just wanted our aunts and cousins and the immediate family.   

 

Momma  took over, and she was the one that wanted a big wedding. She planned everything. I wanted to elope 

because  I did npt want to have a wedding, but Fred wouldn’t hear of it.” 

 

The tears were running down my face, “You know Sonny, you never  wanted tot listen to me when I tried to tell you 

what a good person Fred really is. You preferred to listen to what Momma ha to say about him. I will never find a 

more honest and good person than he is. And I know he will never cheat on me the way Robert did for 2 years,.Fred is 

everything I want in a husband and you are going to see everything I’ve said about Fred is true. And you will wonder 

why you were so blind that you didnt realize it before.. I don’t want you and Mary Jane to think, I don’t appreciate all 

you’ve done for me and this wedding, because I do.. And as for my arguing with Momma, she has done nothing but 

fight with me over  Fred and then she tried to get me to wear these dresses and then she told me, she was not going to 

my wedding.and that really hurt. I am glad she changed her mind and she is going, but it was only after AutnVina had 

a long talk with her.”   

 

Do you realize, I had no say whatsoever about  my wedding. Yet Momma discussed the kind of dress I should wear 

with the Duchess of Windsor, but not with me! She decided everything. and I thought I was the bride. The bride is 

suppose to plan the wedding with her mother, but Momma took over everything/ Since Chirstmas,  Momma wouldn’t 

talk to me , because I wouldn’t do what she wanted. I am 23 years old, and I don’t need my mother to tell me who I 

can marry or what to do.”  

 

Sonny stood there listening to what I had to say, and he let me know he did not like what I had to say.He got mad and 

stormed out and left me standing there, and took a few more coxes down to the ar he borrowed to bring things up to 

the reception. I was still crying when  went in my room to finish packing. and was so upset by what Donny said. I was 

putting the maps we had marked, how to go to Florida, and I put them in the pocket of the suitcase.  

 

I looked up when I heard a soft knock on my door. I assumed it was Anna.and my knees went out from under me, 

when Momma walked in. I thought she had left  with the others to finish decorating the reception hall..  

All my strength drained out of me because I thought, here it was the night before I am getting married, and she was 

going to start fighting with me again?  
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I stiffened when Momma put her arm around me. and she started to cryl She held me real tight.and I was very 

confused by her actions.  After all the fighting and arguing we had done, why was she hugging me now.and yet  

somehow,  little by little I was reaching up and I had  my arms around her too. We stood there clinging to one another 

and hugging one another so tight while t we were bawling so that hard , we couldn’t even see each other. I knew what 

we were really doing, was saying good-bye because we both realized,  it was the last night I would be living at home. 

 

 It was a strange feeling knowing I would no longer be living in the house where I grew up and I buried my face deep 

into the warmth of Momma’s neck and I sobbed so hard.  I felt I never wanted her to let go of me. I wanted her to hold 

me,  because I missed her so much  and had been wanting Momma to hold me like that for a long time.and suddenly 

all the anger I had felt, melted away while we stood there holding on to one another, crying and not saying a word. 

 

Then a thought flashed through my mind and I let go of Momma.because I’d been down this path with Momma 

before. I backed away from her because I knew she was up to something, just the way her eyes were darting back and 

forth nervously.. She slowly let go of me and sat down on the end of my bed, but  I did not like how she was smiling at 

me. She took off her tortoise-shell glasses, and wiped her ees, and  them wiped her glasses..I could tell he was forcing 

herself to keep smiling at me. and my heart started to pound so hard I couldn’t see.  I felt Momma had betrayed 

me.and kept asking myself, ‘how could she do this to me again?  I’m so tired of fighting with her, I don’t want to fight 

anymore. Why can’t she just leave me alone?’ 

 

Momma was biting her lips and suddenly she jumped up off my bed and grabbed ahold of my hand and playfully 

pulled me out in the dining room. I did not like how she said in a sing song fashion, “I have something to show you! I 

can’t wait for you see what I’ve done!” I couldn’t stop shaking .because I didn’t like that way she looked at me,  it was 

‘like ‘the cat that ate the canary’ look.  

 

Momma was still smiling when she sat me down on the dining room chair and in a real happy tone of voice told me, 

“Now sit there and close your eyes.” 

 “Don’t you open them until I tell you to!” I could tell she ran into Anna’s room, te way her door squeaked, and the I 

knew ….it was the ‘dresses’  

 

The blood rushed to my head and the room started spinning around and now I was praying out loud. “Oh! God, ‘No, 

No….please don’t let it be those dresses!” I began to feel nauseous at the thought, that she could be that devious to do 

something like that to me the night before I am getting married. I couldn’t stop trembling, and I heard her call out to 

me, “Do you have your eyes closed?  Please don’t open them until I tell you to!”  I felt like I had run up five flights of 

stairs, the way my heart was pounding.and  I knew it was the dresses she was going to show me. , But, I allowed her to 

do this to me and  heard the squeak of Anna’s door open. I heard her comeout and one of the chairs in front of me, 

moved and  I kept my eye ‘closed eyes’ but I could tell she was getting up on the chair . T 

Then she announced real loud, ”You can open your eyes now!”  

 

I didn’t want to open my eyes. And she repeated, “ I said, you can open your eyes.”   

 

I held my breath, because I had to figure out how I was going to tell Momma  I was not wearing that dress, but, I knew 

if I didn’t wear it, she wouldn’t go the wedding. I felt like a fly that gets caught in a spider’s web because Momma had 

me exactly where she wanted me and  I was hopelessly trapped.  I didn’t knowwhat to say and. slowly opened my 

eyes, and I saw Momma was standing up on the chair  and she was holding the dresses  in front of me, and there were 

way out, hoops and petticoats underneath them, tomake the skirts stick out.  
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Momma was so excited she was laughing and crying at the same time, waiting to hear what I was going to say. I was 

shocked when I saw the dresses..I thought I was seeing things. I saw a white lace wedding gown and a blue lace 

bridesmaid’s dress. They certainly were everything she said they woudl be.  They were without a doubt, the most 

gorgeous dresses I had ever seen.and I kept thinking   wondered, ‘How is it possible, that Momma could make dresses 

like this? ’  

 

I kept telling her, ”They are beautiful. But, did you really  made these dresses from those old curtains, Momma, “ She 

kept saying, “Yes, of course I did.” She was still  standing  up on the chair, and trying to move them around,  so I 

could see the back of them.“ and I had to tell her, “They turned out exactly the way you said they would. You were 

right, I have never seen a wedding dress as beautiful as this dress is, and the dress you made for Mary Jane, is 

unbelievabl0ly beautiful.”.  

 

“You worked every day and still you finished those dresses in three weeks.” Touching the skirt of the gown, I looked 

at the roses and told her  “I can see all the work you put into them. You sewed akk those tiny seed pearls in the middle 

of each rose, I can’t believe the work you put into thdse dresses.” I saw how she had put hoops and petticoats with 

rows of ruffles so that the skirts would stand out.i laughed and told her, “Momma, they turned out far more beautiful 

than I could have ever imagined”  But, the more I looked at them, the more I was convinced she probably bought 

similar lace to made the dresses, to prove she could make them and they didn’t fall apart,  like I said they would. As  I 

looked at the roses and the lace, more closely, I realized it was the lace curtains she had, but, how was it possible that 

she could turn those firty old curtains into such magnificent gowns?  

 

“Momma, I think they are prettier than the gowns in the pictures you have of the Royal Wedding.”  That really made 

her so happy to hear, and I could see her arms were getting tired from holding the dresses up so I could finish looking 

at them. I held them, while she got down and I told her, “You hve every reason to feel so proud of herself <oma, “. She 

visualized what they would look like. I can imagine how she must have felt, when the Duchess of Windsor believed 

she could make them. And, I didn’t want anything to do with the dresses, but, Momma was determined she was going 

make them, whether I wanted her to or not, and she finished them without my knowing it, with everything else she was 

doing for the wedding..  

 

It wasseveral months since I had seen Momma so happy. but it bothered me, because as beautiful as the dresses were, 

what I could not understand was  why did she insist on making them when she knew I already had the dress I wanted 

to wear. Now I was forced to make a very diffricult decision, and I questioned, why she picked the night before my 

wedding to show me the dresses? 

 

I knew if I wore Aunt Ruth’s dress, Momma would be so hurt,.that wouln’t go to the wedding and she might never talk 

to me again. Seeing her face, and how excited she was,  waiting to hear what I was going to decide,  But it was a very 

difficult decdion for me to make..and I didn’t know what to do. I looked at all the work Momma put into the dresses 

and how she gathered and draped the bottom of the dresses, and here and there she had sewed tiny white satin bows 

and seed pearls on the dress and on the long sleeves of the  white dress. 

 

The sky blue dress had short sleeves and long fingerless gloves to match. and I forgot Momma was holding the dresses 

up and she cried out “Will you please take these dresses from me,  my arms are killing me from trying to hold them up 

so they don’t hit the floor and get dirty.” I took one at a time, and Momma told me to remove the hoops and petticoats, 

then I could hang them on the back of the French doors.  

 

When I looked closer at the dresses, it was hard to believe they didn’t fall apart like Mary Jane said they would, 

because they had been bleached, starched ironed and sewed together, and were so old and yet that lace was still 

beautiful. 
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What an imagination Momma had, that she could picture those dresses in her mind, and know how she wanted them to 

look. She told me how she placed the pattern on the curtains before she cut  them, to make sure the roses and sprays of 

wheat were even all around the skirts on both dresses. What an ingenious thing she did, she joined two valances to 

form a ‘V’ in the back of Mary Jane’s dress and let it hang down, and the  train for my dress, she took the corners of 

two curtains, and joined them,  so they would trail in back of me as I walked up the steps and into the rectory.  

 

It was  an incredible job. .The headpieces we a work ofr art. She made from the border of the curtains, by taking the 

bordrs, and making them into circles and by dipping them in boiled sugar and water, she let them dry until they were 

stiff.  

 

By following outline of the design was how she made the crowns, and sewed the  tiny seed pearls and rhinestones on,  

so it  looked like a crown and then she added the French tulle veil  she had rolled the hem and sewed by hand,  that she 

bought in Bloomingdales.  

 

Momma was anxiously waiting to hear what I was going to decide but I didn’t know what to do. As lovely as it was, I 

could not understand why it was so important to her that I wear a dress made from those old curtains. Seeing how  

Momma’s.eyes were dancing with joy, because she was so proud of the dresses she made, she had to ask me,’Which 

dress have you decided to wear?”  

 

 

I stammered, “I can’t decide which one.… the dresses you made are so beautiful and I know all the work you put into 

them,, but, I love how I look in that satin dress Aunt Ruth loaned me.”  

 

The expression on Momma’s face changed to utter disbelief.and she stood there staring at me as if she was going to 

cry.  I asked her, “How do you know if the dress will even fit me?”   

 

In a monotone voice she mumbled, “It will, bcause I measured it against one of the dresses you have hanging in the 

closet.”  Momma kept eyeing me, and the suspense of not knowing  was making her so nervous that she demanded, 

:Well, ”Well, aren’t you going to put it on, so I can see how you look in it, before everyone comes back from the 

hall?”  

 

Since no one was home, I took off my dress and Momma couldn’t wait to put the petticoat on me, then the skirt with 

the hoop and another half-slip with rows and rows of white taffeta ruffles on the bottom of it. I stood there and neither 

one of  us said a word. when she took the dress off the hanger and asked me lift my arms up, and she threaded the 

sleeve very carefully over my hands and I noticed the end of the the sleeve was v-shaped and she had outlined it with 

rows of tiny seed pearls. . 

 

I was so torn between what I wanted and what Momma wanted. and I had to make up my mind which dress I was 

going to wear.  I decided I had to wear the dress Momma made. because she had worked so hard to make the dresses 

look so beautiful and I knew how much it meant to her that I wore the dresses she made out of those old curtains, and I 

put it on 

 

After Momma finished buttoning the back of the dress, she turned me around.and the big tears wer running down her 

face. when she saw the dress on me.and she marveled over  how the dress stood out. Only then did I realized how 

exquisite the dress really was and the hours of  work she had put into even the tiniest little details, that it looked like a 

dress a Queen would wear, not me.  I stood there and thought,  no wonder Momma was crying when she saw the dress 

on me, because it was only then did she realize what she alone had accomplished, she had turned  those dirty old 
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curtains into a dress that looked like something you would see in a Fairy Tale book.and I was fascinated by the hoops 

she had underneath the dresss to make the skirt stand out.  

 

I  turned to Momma and said, “You were right. These dresses are more beautiful that I could have e imagined  and yes 

I like all those tiny little seed pearls you you sewed in the center of the roses.”  

 

Momma was pushing me and insisting “Strand in the middle of the room so I can look at you.  Now turn around.”  She 

kept repeating,  “I can’t believe how beautiful you look, I  wish I had a camera.”  

 

I suddenly felt so elegant and regal standing there in that dress Momma made and Iran over and   I hugged her , 

“Momma, it is very hard choce, because I love how I look in that satikn dress,s even though you don’ tlike it. But,  this 

dress is just gorgeous and so different from any wedding gown I have seen. I love the hoops and the petticoats, and 

how it looks on me..”  

 

 

I went in Momma’s bedroom and looked at myself in her three-way mirror, and the dress reminded me of pictures I 

had seen of women,when they wore hoops and petticoats during the Nineteenth Century. I realized  Mary Jane had to 

have known about the dresses  and she never told me .   

 

Momma was so pleased with herself, when she placed the headpiece that represented a crown, on top of my head. 

Then she fluffed out the long delicate Frenchtulle  veiling that was trailing behind me on the floor.. Wiping her eyes 

she sobbed, “You have no idea how beautiful you look.  Do you remember my telling you that every girl should look 

beautiful as she can.on her wedding day? Now do you understand why  I wanted to make this dress for you? You have 

never looked so beautiful, as you do right now..” 

 

Momma  never doubted she could do it and her face was glowing with such pride and the tears were tears of 

happiness. As I stood there I couodln’t help think about the  months that went by and the awful things we said to one 

another and that I even doubted Momma loved me.  

 

We didn’t realize how much we really did love one another, and we let our pride ruin both our lives, when it could 

have been such a happy time, planning for my wedding. When I looked down at the dress and realized what had taken 

place,  couldn’t help but laugh, because  growing up, Mary Jane and I always hated hese curtains, when Momma 

would drag that big box out to look at them  We would wonder why she didn’t throw them out, because they had had 

sat in that box for 30 years, and to think I was going to be married in a dress made from them and what we.had put 

each other through over them.  . 

 

 Little did Mrs. Eggleston know when she gave Momma those curtains back  in 1919, she would make her daughter’s 

wedding dress out of the curtains that once hung at the windows in their brownstone house down on Rivrside Drive, so 

many, many years ago.  

 

Momma explained to me,  “I’m sorry I hid the dresses from you, but you wouldn’t listen to me.but I knew how they 

would turn out. and you didn’t  I had no choice, but keep making them and hope they would turn out the way I wanted 

them to look.”  

 

Momma kept yawning, and said “I’m exhausted!“ It made me feel good to see her eyes were twinkling because she 

was so happy that I was going to wear the dress after all the tears and arguments we had about her making those 

dresses.. 
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Momma all but collapsed when she sat down, I could see she was exhausted. She kept staring at me in the dress.and let 

out a long tired sigh saying, “I’m so tired, I need a cup of black coffee.’ I could see  the black rings under her eyes, as 

she rubbed her face and  sat back with her hands in her lap.  

 

She closed her eyes for less than a  minute, and she  sat there and asked me, “Did you see the pretty tablecloths and 

napkins we made for all the tables,  in hot pink and lime green.Vina and Ruth and Dorothy and all the ladies worked so 

hard to hem and get them finioshed on time.” She laughed,. “Some of the women even brought their sewing machines 

here so we could get them finished so Sonny  and Mary Jane could bring them to the reception hall tonight and set up 

all the tables..”.   

 

Momma asked me, “Rose, when you get to the reception hall tomorrow, before you start down the stairs, just stand 

there a minute and look at all the tables with the hot pink tablecloths and lime green napkins and the hot pink roses and 

tall white tapered candles in the flower arrangements. You won’t believe how it is going to transform that dingy 

ballroom into looking like a palace?”  

 

I was listening, but I wasn’t excited about the hot pink and lime green tablecloths and napkins like she was, but I 

didn’t let Momma know that, I couldn’t change what I was feeling, because even thought we had resolved our 

differences, I still felt very sad knowing what she had put me through because I wanted to marry Fred.  

 

We should have been so happy planning this wedding together.and even though I was very  aware of all  Momma had 

done, and how hard she had worked to make this wedding as beautiufl as sshe could, she hurt me so bad that I 

wondered if I would ever get over the cruel things she said about Fred and me, and how she let 4 months go by and not 

talk to me..   

 

Momma sighed and reminded me, “Tony, Joe and Al are going to decorate the hall tomorrow morning. and they are 

going put big branches of fresh apple blossoms between all the arches and bring  the centerpieces  and set them around 

on the tables. Can you imagine how that halll will look when you walk in tomorrow  with all those beautiful flowers 

that is going to be there.. All the walls are mirrored, and whenyou see all the tables with hot pink and lime green 

tablebloths and those beautufl arrangements of hot pink and  white roses and baby breath, and one candle in the middle 

in all those tables, .and they are putting big urns filled white flowers, they hadin the retory and they are putting them in 

the room. I don’t think you know  how lucky you are that Judith Garden is doing this for you, and everyone  I work 

with, is giving their time on their day off,  because they want you to have a beautiful wedding.” 

 

“All the flowers are from Judith Garden, it’is her wedding gift for you. You have no idea what all those flowers cost, 

but she insisted she wanted you to have a gorgeous wedding. and she wanted the rectory filled with flowers, so it 

would look more like a churh than the rectory. .  It’s been amazing how many people have been so willing to help 

make your wedding, something you will never forget..” Momma hugged me to her,, “I  am so happy how wonderful 

everything has turned out for ‘your’ wedding and how many eoople were involved in making all the food, and fiing the 

hall, and collecting plain white plates tor all the tables, like I wanted”  

 

While Momma was happy and excited about the wedding, I was thinking to myself, ’this is not my wedding this is 

your wedding, Momma. You did what you wanted to do and never aksed me what I wamted.  

 

I thought, by tomorrow afternoon, it would be married to Fred, and that is all that mattered..and I heard Momma 

saying, “You should be the happiest girl in the world, when you think what us being done for you.”   

 

But I wasn’t the happiest girl in the world. and I questioned why I wasn’t? I loved Momma, but I so happy I was 

leaving and I doubted if  I would ever go home again, because of all the unhappy days I had spent in that house..The 
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only thing that kept me from crying was knowing tomorrow,  I was going to be Mrs. Fred  Eichhorn and I would never 

have to leave Fred again, and the rest of my life we would be together, and. it was the most wonderful feeling I had 

ever known, that I had found someone who loved me as much as I loved them. 

That night, when Fred called. I told him I decided to wear the dress my mother made.I could tell he was surprised and he 

asked. “Didn’t you tell your mother you were wearing that satin gown you liked so much.. Then why are you wearing the 

dress your mother wants you to wear instead of the dress that you want.. You are letting her walk all over you again, and 

you have to learn to stand up to her...’ 

  

 I knew Fred was right but he didn’t understand how close my mother and I had been, before I met him. .He was never 

close to his mother, so he had no way of knowing  the kind of relationship we had, ever since I was in high school, we  

went everywhere together, the movies, ice skating, roller skating, and I’d spend time with her up at Lake Placid..  

 

All Fred knew about Momma, was she didn’t like him, But it was her fault. She told me, she did not want to know 

anything about him.I changed the subject, because I felt it  was not something we should be talking about the night before 

we were  getting married.  

 

I told Fred,,  “I wish we were being married in church,  not in the rectory.. Every girl  dreams of the day she will walk 

down the aisle and hears “The Wedding March”, playing, when she gets married.” .  

 

Fred was quiet and then he cleared his throat and siad, “So you can’t walk down the aisle and  hear the organ playing “the 

Wedding March”.It doesn’t matter if it is in the rectory or the church,I what is important to me, is we are getting 

married.?’  

 

“I know that, but it’s not right I can’t walk down the aisle the way a bride should.”  

 

I didn’t know, Fred wasn’t telling me he had called Msgr. Quinn and asked him if he could go to the rectory the day of the 

wedding and place a couple of speakers on the inside and outside of the rectory,  he had several speakers when he had his 

own band. His father would put the record on, so I could hear a pipe organ playing “The Wedding March”:, when I walked 

up the steps and went in the rectory.   

 

Mgr. Quinn told him, “It has never been done before, but as long as you don’t put any holes in the walls,  and make sure 

no one trips over the wires, you can do it.”  Fred was so happy when he told me, he seemed pleased that he was going to 

do that for me., so I could hear:The Wedding March’.when I walked in the rectory 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SUNDAY May 2nd, 1948… THE DAY OF THE WEDDING   

 

Coming home from Sunday mass. I was walking with Momma and Mary Jane and   and when we got to the bakery,  

Momma stopped.  She nudged me with her elbow and told me,. ”Read the sign in front of  that wedding cake. he let her 

know that Sonny would pick the cake up later and bring it up to the hall”.   

 

                                                                                                                                                         

                                                 
                                                                        WEDDING CAKE   
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Made and decorated by Mrs. Mc Arow 

 
 for daughter Rose’s wedding 

                                          

                  Sunday, 3 P.M. … May 2, 1948                         ATJ THE  ANNUNCIATION RECTORY 

  

 

It’s your wedding cake … Mrs. Weiss helped me make it and we baked it in the big bakery oven.and he  helped me 

decorate it.” I laughed when I saw the ceramic bride and groom sitting inside a dome of fresh  lily of the valley.. Momma 

was telling me the ingredients she used to make it, “It’s not an ordinary pound cake, it’s a French pound cake.” I wasn’t 

interested, I didn’t know there was a difference.  

It was lovely, but nothing like the picture of the wedding cake.I had ordered and had to cancel. We walked in and it was 

crowded because everyone was coming home from mass. We waited our turn and bought a big bag of  sweet rolls, because 

Momma knew Aunt Vina and her family would enjoy them,  with their coffee, be Momma thanked Mrs. Weiss for her 

help with the wedding cake, and I thanked her too, She came from behind the counter and hugged and congratulated me 

annd reminded me how she watched me grow up from a little girl into a beautiful bride and patted me on my hand. 

Momma was smiling and looked so proud of herself.. 

We left and continued up the hill, and Momma was worried about Uncle Jake. He was her uncle and my great-uncle. He 

drove from Wiilkes-Barre, Pennsylvania, stayed overnight in a hotel downtown and since he was 80 years old, she was 

afraid he would get lost and wondered if Sonny should go get him..   

So many neighbors were stopping to congratulate me,, I still couldn’t believe I was finally getting married, and I was so 

happy...Mary Jane leaned over and whispered  “I’m glad you acted surprised when Momma showed yous the wedding 

cake. because I thought for  sure you were going to tell her when you her she made it,  you had to cancel the wedding cake 

we ordered.”  

When we walked in our apartment, it was a mad house.  No oneseemed to know what they were doing, everyone was 

running back and forth. I noticed sitting  in the hall were several big long brown boxes stacked up, and two white shiny 

boxes marked, “Bouquets, Corsages and Boutonnieres.” Everyone was helping and  were still going back and forth to the 

reception hall, carrying wax paper covered bowls of salad, platters of food, hams, turkeys, bread, and passing them along 

to the next person. 

The arried them  downstairs to someone waiting by the car and tht was how they brought all the food up to the hall and put 

it in the big refrigerator and hurried back to get several more platters of food   

 

Hedwig and Michelle arrived, and when they saw what was going on, they looked around and were giggling. They asked 

Momma, where could they hang their good clothes  they were going to change into later on, to go the wedding and the 

reception. Momma took our gowns off the back of the French doors, and told us to put them on, and she hung their clothes 

on the French doors.  

 

They were laughing so hard and hugging Momma, and told her that Tony, Joe and Al were up at the reception hall putting 

the flower arrangements on the tables, and they were going to be decorate the hall. Momma insisted Michelle and 

Hedwig eat something. 

     She made them sandwiches, and handed them a cup coffee and cookies to tide them over. Michelle thanked her and 

said she was hungry, because she drove in from New Jersey and picked Hedwig up. They explained to Momma, 
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instead of making a mess at the rectory, would she mind if they cut the ends offl the flowers there. She helped them 

and had Sonny threw the ends down the dumbwaiter. They packed up the flowers and drove to the rectory and 

arranged the flowers in giant urns and vases that Judith Garden was good enough to let them use,  knowing it would 

make the rooms look so much nicer.  

 

When I looked at the clock and saw what time it was, I panicked my stomach  because I wondered how were they 

going to get everything done in time for the wedding? In my bedroom Aunt Vina, Aunt Ruth and Dorothy were 

giggling and standing in their slips, trying to press the wrinkles of of thierir dresses because they had been in their 

suitcases for a fewdays.  

 

They got dressed and put on their new straw hats and Anna wore her new navy blue dress and the rhinestone pin I gave 

her. She looked so proud of herself and seemed so happy that she was grinning at me, because she felt like she was 

part of the family.  Sonny had his tuxedo on, andchecking off the list of  ‘things done and things that still had to be 

done.’ while Daddy walked around, as ‘proud as a peacock’  in his tuxedo, talking to Uncle Henry,who was trying to 

stay out of everyone’s way.  

 

Momma was getting real antsy, and was yelling at Daddy, “Why aren’t you helping Sonny and his friends carry some 

of that food down to the cars?.” Aunt Vina put her arm around her. “Myrtle, you are so tired, I want you to calm down. 

They don’t need Tom with all these young people that’s here.” Momma let out a long sigh and agreed she was right 

and  sat down a few minutes to catch her breath  She finished her cold coffee while she sat there,  breathing in and out 

because she was so tired.  

The doorbell rang, and Anna came in and told her “There’s a man out here, who wants to come in. He  says he’s Jake 

Vanderworker/ Should I let him in? .”  

 

Momma jumped up and  shrieked, “It’s Uncle Jake!”  He didn’t wait to be invited in, he walked right in, and we took 

turns hugging and kissing him. You could see. he was stunned to see  so many people running around  in our  

apartment. I was so glad he wanted to be at my wedding. Momma  made room at the table, and had him sit down, and 

filled a plate with food knowing he must be hungry.  He enjoyed it and complimented heron how delicious it was, and 

had a second cup of coffee with heavy cream but no sugar, and shook his head because didn’t want any cake or 

cookies. 

 

We heard several loud knocks at the door and Anna  announced, “There’s two men out here, and one of them said he 

was Uncle Otto , and he wanst to take movies and the other man said, that Fred Eichhorn hired him to take pictures for 

the wedding album he ordered. Should I let them in?”  

 

While Anna was talking to Momma,  they walked in and Momma was in her slip and she shrieked  ”Don’t come in 

here, I’m not dressed. We’re not ready, Come back in a few minutes.” They left laughing  at Momma and waited 

downstairs,until they felt it was safe to go back. 

 

Aunt Vina helped Momma get into her dress, and she zipped up the back for her. and she slipped on a pair royal blue 

silk high heel shoes.l Meanwhile I was dressed and waiting, and kept looking at the clock. and complained bitterly, “ 

We’re  late! We were suppose to be there twenty minutes ago!”  

 

Momma looked at me,  “Well, I don’t think Msgr. Quinn is going to start without/you/Do you?!”  

 

Then Hedwig and Michelle came back from the rectory and needed to wash up; and get dressed, while.Aunt Vina was 

trying to  pin a hot pink rose and bud on Momma’s shoulder. I was getting so upset becaue we were so late.that I stood 

at the window and  was shocked to see all the people that were downstairs,  waiting for us to come down. I felt 
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Momma arms go around me.and I turned around and looked at her. And we stood there staring at one another. I got 

solchoked up, and we kept hugging one another, even though we didn’t say it, we knew this was good-bye, without the 

words.. I never thought it would hurt so much when it came time for me to leave Momma. and knowing I wbe coming 

home agai, suddenly hurt more that I could bare.. It was Momma and I would never be doing the things we used to do 

together, we used to go bowling and roller skating, ride down hill over in St Nichola’s Park, .and I couldn’t stop crying 

and  Momma handed me a hankerchief, , before the mascara ran down on the front of the dress.  

 

I was startled when I heard a loud musical horn downstairs, and it was playing ”Here comes the Bride.” I looked out 

the window and saw a black Cadillac limousine pulling in at the curb.  Mary Jane laughed and  tell me,“ You thought 

his Uncle Otto was going to pick you up, but Fred ordered the limo for you.”  

 

 

The chauffeur got out and and looked up and saw me standing there in a wedding dress and veil and knew he was at 

the right place.  He smiled and waved, and while he was waiting, he let the music play so loud, that the entire 

neighborhood knew the wedding was going to take place very soon.  

 

Aunt Vina handed Momma a hanky to clean her glasses and dry her eyes. I wanted to leave, but Momma insisted I 

have a cup of coffee because I didn’t eat anything all day. I didn’t want any coffee and she poured some coffee in a 

cup and added some heavy cream and stirred in two big teasp;oons  spoons of sugar from one of the glass bowls, that 

were  lined up and ready to go to the reception hall. She thought it was sugar, and she put 2 heaping spoons of salt in 

the coffee and when I drank it.. I started to gag and Momma kept telling me, “Finish it. You need that extra sugar for 

energy. It’ll be five o’clock before you sit down to eat.”   

 

I pushed her aside and ran to the bathroom and threw up and I threw up again, I was so sick.that Momma started to 

panic and Mary Jane  tasted the coffee I was drinking and cried, ”Momma! You put salt in her coffee,  instead of 

sugar!”  

 

Momma’s face turned white, when she heard what she had done, and kept apologizing. I tried to smile, because it was 

funny.and she had me wash my mouth out, and Mary Jane put more lipstick on me. and all I wanted was to leave/  

Momma kept saying,  “No you don’t want to be on time…a  bride is suppose to be late!”  

 

Hearing another loud knock at the door, Momma opened it, and realized she forgot she had chased Uncle Otto and the 

photographer downstairs to wait. They came in with their cameras  and when they saw Mary Jane and me in our 

gowns, they said, “Wow! You girls look absolutely beautiful.”  Uncle Otto was taking movies of us and the 

photographer was right behind him taking lots of pictures for our wedding album. 
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LEAVING HOME,  TO GO TO THE RECTORY, MARY JANE, ROSE, MOMMA 
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MARY JANE AND ROSE,  READY TO LEAVE FOR THE RECTORY 

 

Fighting back the tears, Momma handed me my bouquet of Duchess Roses, and checked to see that I was holding it 

the way I should carry it. She was chewing her bottom lip and sobbing uncontrollably, when she pulled the veil around 

my shoulders and kept staring at me. I reached up and held her face in my hands and kissed her aand quietly thanked 

her again, for all she had done. 

 

It was time to leave for the rectory. Aunt Ruth was standing next to me, and I hugged and kissed her and  ‘thanked her 

for understanding,  why I didn’t wear her beautiful satin dress.’ Putting her arm around me,  she assured me, “ Rose, I 

wouldn’t have wanted it any other way.” Then I threw my arms around Aunt Vina, and we hugged a long time. I 

thanked her for the unconditional love she had given me, since I was a little girl, because she not let Momma hit us, 

when we were at her house/. Momma would go to punish us, she would not allow Momma to hit us while we were in 

her house. She whispered to me , “I am so happy you  are marring such a wonderful young man. I liked him the minute 

I met him.” That made me so happy to know Aunt Vina liked Fred, and so did Anna.  
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Anna was grinning from ear to ear, when I hugged and kissed her. She looked so surprised , because in all the the years she was with us, I 

never kissed her before, because she never allowed us to kiss her, but I knew it pleased her, seeing the tears  running down her chubby cheeks . 

I got a little annoyed seeing Daddy take another glass of whiskey,and strutting around in his tuxedo, trying to play the 

role of ‘Father of the Bride,’ when he never was a father to us. I kept hoping, he wouldn’t embarrass me and start 

fighting with Momma and ruin my wedding. He avoided me. It was his way of letting me know, he was still mad at me 

because of what I had done to him. I put him down on the   floor and sat on top of him and  beat him up, for torturing 

Mary Jane and holding her against the mad hot radiator pipe an dwas burning her when I walked in. But, after that, he 

never hit any of us again, and hasn’t spoken to me since, as if I cared! 

 

Mary Jane never looked so beautiful, and  she was getting antsy and kept insisting, “Will you stop talking, and get 

going. We’re going to be late. They’re going to be waiting for us at the rectory! Let’s go! Let’s go!” Uncle Jake 

decided he better go downstairs with Sonny and help push the crowds back, to make a path so we could get to the 

limousine, being there were so many people downstairs, waiting to see the bride, and holding bags of rice. That what 

we used to do when we heard one of the girls in the neighborhood was getting married. We would wait until she came 

out in her wedding dress and veil, and we threw rice at her, and so did all the neighbors. 

 

 Now it was my turn and everyone was waiting to throw rice at us, as we made our way over to the limo. The 

chauffeur stood there, holding the door open for us.  Daddy got in first, then Mary Jane, because I didn’t want to sit 

next to Daddy. We sat there awhile smiling and waving to everyone, and they were crowding around the limo and 

trying to look in the window at us. and were taking our picture..  I began to wonder if I was dreaming? Was I really 

going to marry Fred today, and there will be no more fights or crying, We will be going on our honeymoon, and be 

together from now on.              

  

As I sat there going down Amsterdam Avnue, no one was saying a word. It was vry tgense sitting thre with Daddy I 

ignored him, and  I couldn’t help but think about the terrible things Momma had said about Fred, and how I cried night 

after night, because of the things she said, that she knew God would never let the wedding go through, and that broke 

my heart she wold say something like that. .   Even though we kissed and  made up last night, it still hurt,.but I did not 

want to think about it, at least she was going to the wedding, because she said that she would not go and see me marry 

Fred,  
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    Jake Vanderworker, Gramma’s brother 

    Rose, Mary Jane, Momma, Daddy on the stoop, leaving for the rectory. 

 

While the chauffeur drove down Amsterdam, he was playing ‘Here Comes the Bride’ and for me it was such a 

wonderful feeling.  Mary Jane turned arund and looked at me and sighed, “Rose, I can’t believe you won’t be coming 

home anymore. All I hope is that Momma is wrong and you are right.”  
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It bothered me  she said that to me, when  I was on my way to get married, with all that was going on  I ignored what 

she said. My heart was pounding when we turned left at 133rd and went  thdown  Convent Avenue to 131st Street and 

we pulled up in front of the rectory. I was shocked to see how many people were waiting outside the rectory to see us. 

The chauffeur parked and ran around the front of the car and opened the door and smiled as he gave me his hand to 

help me out, then Mary Jane and Daddy got out. I couldn’t believe how they were stretching their necks to see us our 

dresses and snapping our pictures of Mary Jane and me, as we stood there and suddenly everybody started clapping 

their hands and were smiling at us, and I realized how mucmany meomories I had right there, when I wsas growing up. 

 

        
 

Lower left hand corner is Convent Avenue, and the Annunciation Church and next to it is the Rectory . Across the 

street, Annunciation Girls School, as seen in the picture of  usd Mary Jane, standing by the limo you can see the 

school, that is on the grounds of Manhattanville College,  built back in1841. Upper left Corner, you.can’t see the hill 

that goes down, it is St. Nicholas Park where Momma used to take us sleigh riding down that hill, late at night. 

                                 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Ccnysc1.jpg
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Ccnysc1.jpg
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MAY 2, 1948      MARY JANE, ROSE AND DADDY … AT THE RECTORY       

 

Behind the stone wall is the convent grounds where we went to school. The pretty face on the           left, is Conchita, 

one of the models from Walter Florell’s, on 53rd and Madison, where I worked.  

 When I looked down and saw the red carpet, that went from the sidewalk  up the stairs and into the retory… I asked 

Mary Jane, “Did you order this?” 

 

“No…  Fred did.” as she fluffed out my veil, and straighten the train of the dress so it would trail behind me the way it 

should. Then the expression on her face changed and she sighed, “Well, this is it kiddo, let’s go!” I took a deep breath 

and slipped my hand through Daddy’s arm, and we started up the steps.  I glanced over at.the church where I should 

have been married, and stopped because I thought I  heard an organ playing and assumed someone was getting married 

the same day I was.  

It hurt to think, I was not allowed to be married in my own church, where I Baptized, made my Communion and 

Confirmation and went to mass there all my life.”  I grumbled to Mary Jane, wonder who is getting married in the 

church today, because I hear the pipe organ playing,”The Wedding March”, like I wanted to hear at my wedding. “                                                                                
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 ANNUNCIATION CHURCH, AND RECTORY … ON THE RIGHT. 

 

 I noticed the people that came to our wedding was looking around and wondering where the organ music was coming 

from, since it wasn’t coming from inside the church.  I looked at Mary Jane, and she laughed. “Fred knew youwanted 

you to have organ music, and he e called Msgr. Quinn and asked him if he could use a record player and some 

amplifiers inside and outside of the rectory, so you could hear  a pipe organ playhing “The Wedding March” and  

Father Quinn liked the idea. He camewith his father early this morning and they set up all the speakers in and out of 

the rectory an dhius father is going to take care of putting the records on.”   

 

It was a wonderful feeling knowing that Fred cared that much,to do tht for me, aftr all the horrible things Momma had 

said about him. He drove all the way from Yonkers, to do that just so I could hear “Here Comes the Bride,” Holding 

on to Daddy’s arm. hearing the women raving over the beautiful dresses we were wearing as we walked up the red 

carpeted steps and into the rectory,  I was wishing Momna could have heard what the women were saying as we 

entered the room and I saw all our relatives, my cousins from Yorktown and Brooklyn and Pennsylania all smiling , 

and friends from school and the girls I worked with were all there to see me get married.,  

 

The once dark gloomy rooms.looked so beautiful wuth the big white flowers in fancy urns, filled with tall white 

gladiolas, and there were lots white mums and lots of white baby breath, and sitting around on the  floor, were huge 

vases filled with white sanpdragons and lots of baby breath. I thought howJudith Garden said, she would see the  

rectory looked really beautiful, she meant it.  

 

 

We walked through the dark  paneled rooms  that were now filled with vases of flowers that no longer looked like the 

rectory, it was so beautiful,  I thought how wonderful of Judith Garden to do so much for me, it was her wedding gift 

she said. All the flowers that went into the weddig bouquets,  the flowers in the rectory,  the corsages for the women, 

and buttoniers for the men, and she had Tony and Joe decorate the reception hall walls, and put arrangements on all the 

tables 

 

Seeing Fred standing next to Msgr. Quinn, in a tuxedo, he was white as a ghost.Msgr, Quinn kept smiling at me.  I 

knew Msgr. Quinn since I was a little girl, and told him how Momma did not want me to marry Fred because he was a 

Protestant, and hnow she argued with me over making those dresses out of old lace curtains she had fo years. While he 

stood there, waiting he was eyeing the dresses up and down, \and had a big smile on his face as he watched us walk 
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slowly towards himwhile the organ layed, ‘Here comes the Bride.”  
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MARY JANE, CARRYING  HOT PINK DUCHESS ROSES 

 

Left., Archie, Sonny, Uncle Henry and Pat, Right, Aunt Ruth, Dorothy Aunt Vina 
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                                  ROSE AND DADDY ENTERING THE RECTORY,  

                                  On the left side….Archie, Sonny,Uncle Henry   

                                  On the right side ..Aunt Vina, Dorothy, and Aunt Ruth on the right  

 

Mary Jane never looked so beautiful as she did that day, in the sky blue dress and her blonde hair against the blue 

headpiece and veil. She looked like she belonged on the cover of a magazine, the way she walked and held the bouquet 

of hot pink Duchess roses with miniature English ivy trailing down. We could hear the women saying, “Those dresses 

are so gorgeous, I’ve never seen anything like them. Where did they everbuy dresses like that?”  Momma heard the 

and herface was beaming with pride knowing she made them..     

 

I was happy for her, because I knew all the work she had put into them, and they turned out  the way she had 

envisioned them, after all the tears we had shed over those dresses. 

Momma standing in the first row, and she kept reaching up under her glasses and           wiping the tears away, that 

were falling faster than she could wipe them away.  
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 I thought how she had been hiding the dresses in Anna’s room, but I wasn’t interested in seeing them.  I knew she was 

determined to finish them time for my wedding , but with everything else she was trying to do for the wedding, I 

couldn’t see how it was possible.. When I saw the dresses and the details she put on the dress. She worked all day and 

came home, stayed up late at night sewing  those tiny seed pearls in the middle of each rose, and outlined the ‘v’  on 

the long net sleeves with the same tiny pearls. The dresses were her pride and joy they had turned out exactly the way 

she had wanted them to. W 

/ 

What I could not understand, was why did she wait until the night before the wedding to show me the dress and why 

did she insisted I wear the kind of dress ‘she’ thought I should wear, and not lett me decide what I wanted to wear. 

Even though the dresses  turned out to be  gorgeous, she never asked me what I would have liked, or the kind of a 

wedding cake I wanted, she  made what she wanted. She never discussed with me the kind the food she was going to 

make for the reception , nor did she ask me what kind of flowers I wanted in my wedding bouquet  It seemed it didn’t 

matter what I wanted. 

 

I knew I had to stop thinking about what happened, ot was over and I was not going to be living at home anymore, I 

was married to Fred and we had our own lies to live.  What was more important, after all the hurt and tears that went 

into the wedding, was Momma did to to the wedding and after all,  it did turn out to be a beautiful wedding.  

 

As I was getting closer to first row where Momma was standing, when our eye met I will never forget,  the strangest 

thing happened to me. I started to cry so hard  I coudln’t even see, and I was think, Idon’t want to get married, I don’t 

ever want to leave Momma 

.I couldn’t see where I was walking and held on to Daddy’s arm, so I could  keep in step with him, because I was 

suddenly having  flashbacks, one right after the other of when I was young,  I was with Momma riding down St. 

Nicholas Hill on her sled, then I was with her at Coney Island and we were walking along the boardwalk, and I was 

eating a hot dog,then I was on the ferry going to  Palisades Amusement park and eating an Eskimo pie, and I was with 

he at Staten Island, hiking and cooking over an open fire. I began to shake I was scared because I didn’t know what 

was happening to me 

 

I felt Daddy let go my arm and he stepped back and stood over with Momma. and I stood next to Fred,but I was so  

frightened, because nothing like that had ever happened to me before. it was as though my whole life went past me in a 

flash. I didn’t know what was happening to me and I slipped my arm in Fred’s arm, and when he looked at me with 

those big brown eyes of his, I knew I was going to be alright,  and suddenly those strange feelings disappeared as fast 

as they came, but it did bother me why such a scary thing happened. 

 

A quiet hush fell over the rooms while Msgr.Quinn stood there waiting until everyone settled down.  He was abig man 

with broad shoulders, and huge hands, since he was a boxer before he became a priest.But he was a very kind and 

caring priest and everyone liked him.When everyone stopped talking, he began the prayers said at a wedding. then  

looked over at Herb. He put his hands in his pocket and took the the rings out, like we had practiced the night before, 

and handed them to Fred.  Fred was shaking so bad when he was holding my hand and trying to put the wedding band 

on my finger, I thought he was going to drop it, but he finally got it on. Then he handed me, the plain gold ring for 

him, and when I went to put it on his finger, it wouldn’t go on. I knew it fit him when he tried it on in the jewelry 

store. I tried again and I had to force it over his big knuckle, and we both sort of giggled, then relaxed and held one 

another’s hands real tight and Msgr. Quinn said  “And now I pronounce you man and wife and you may kiss the 

bride.” 
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Msgr. Quinn closed the prayer book and smiled while he waited for us to seal our love with a kiss. Then we looked at 

one another, and couldn’t believe we were finally married.  Msgr. Quinn shook our hands and congratulated us and  

the way he smiled at me, I knew he really did approve of  Fred.  He patted Fred on the back, and whispered to us, 

“Remember, from now on, you’re on your own.” We smiled that we understood what he meant, and turned around and 

looked at all those wonderful people that had come to see us get married. 
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 I heard the pipe organ playing the finale of the “Wedding March” and everyone was looking around confused, where 

the organ music was coming from but it was because Fred’s father put the record on at the right moment. As we we 

were walkeing out of the rectory, what a wonderful feeling it was to know we were married and we would be together 

the rest of our lives. and know I never had to go home again. I was crying. and Fred was crying as he leaned over and 

kissed me again, and I saw Mary Jane was crying, but at leastthey were tears of  happiness. We held hands and walked 

out of the rectory as Mr. and Mrs. Fred Eichhorn and we got pelted with rice as we ran to the limosine and went 

uptown to the reception. 

 

            ROSE AND FRED JUST MARRIED, LEAVING THE RECTORY                                      

 

 

   

           
 

 

  

MR. AND MRS. EICHHORN ENTERING THE RECEPTION 
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When we entered the reception, I stood there looking down at the huge room and couldn’t believe how beautiful 

everything looked. The tables with the hot pink and lime green tablecloths,,  bowls of flowers with candles in the 

middle and  there so many flowers that were used to decorate the room, it was breath-taking. When I though how it 

looked a couple of months ago, when I was there and to see it now. It looked like it had once been a beautiful 

ballroom, back in the Twenties, now it looked tired and in need of refurbishin 

 

 As I looked around at my family, and relatives sitting there and the women in the neighborhood who worked so hard 

and tirelessly, to make this wedding so beautiful, it was wonderful to see how it all turned out, but it was  because 

Momma was determined, no matter what, she was going to see that I had a beautiful wedding. But, even with all she 

had done, and Mary Jane and Sonny had done for me, it still hurt to know what Momma put me through these the past 

couple of months, and Sonny and Mary Jane sided with her. And for her to tell me she wasn’t going to my wedding. 
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She will never know how happy I was, she changed her mind and went to the rectory and was there for me.  

 

She waited until two days before the wedding before she went to by herself a gown to wear to the wedding. I knew 

Aunt Vina talked her into going, only she was the only one who could have changed her mind. I stood there looking at 

Momma, Sonny, Uncle Jake, Aunt Vin ana dour relatives and friends, and was so glad they had come to see Fred and I 

get married. They looked so happy to see we were finally married, most of them knewing, Momma was so against my 

marrying Fred.   

 

I thought of the determination Momma had to make those dresses after I told her, I was not wearing a wedding gown 

made from those dirty old curtains, not when I already had the dress I wanted. But, the dresses turned out to so 

beautiful, how could I not wear it, knowing what  she had done to make this wedding for me,  the food she had 

prepared, and those tablecloths and napkins an dnot the dresses. It was a very hard decision for me to make, as 

beautiful asit was on me,  I knew I had to wear the dress, or Momma would be mad at me for the rest of my life. No 

matter what Momma ever tried to do, she believed she could do it  and she did. How she was able to make those 

dresses, I don’t know because night after night she was in the dining room and I would hear the sewing machine going 

until the wee hours of the morning,  and she still got up and went to work in the morning.  

 

 The dresses didn’t fall apart like Mary Jane said they would, and I hoped they would, when Momma  sewed them on 

the sewing machine, instead they turned out more beautiful than  I could have imagined, but, Momma said they would.  

 

I don’t know whre she got the strength to accomplish what she did, because she worked 7 days a week, and still she 

finished not one, but two dresses  the bridesmaids dress for Mary Jane and one for me..  The week before I got 

married, I took off from work, but so did she, but I didn’t knowing it. It was very awkward, because we were still 

avoiding one another and not talking, but she was busy cooking the food for the reception and I was so sure, she could 

never prepare all the food she was going to need for 150 people in our little kitchen, but she did, with the help of the 

neighborhood women who came to help her.  

 

Momma being a Certified French Chef, years ago,  made a big difference in the kind of food that was served at the 

wedding, so much so, the guests were raving about how delicious everything was, that was lined up in dishes and 

platters on the tables. Little did they know what it took to get that food  made and up to the reception. Momma always 

did believe in herself.  When she went over to Blumstein‘s on 125th Street, a few days before the wedding she bought 

all those white sheets, and boxes of TINTEX, and dyed the sheets in our bathtub. Because she wanted hot pink and 

lime green tablecoths and napkins on the tables. The women were wondering why would she do such a thing to  new 

sheets. Aunt Vina took her to the side and asked her not to ruin the b new sheets and tint them with such unthinkable 

colors as ‘hot pink and lime green’. 

 

 Momma disagree with what they said or thought and did what she wanted to do, as usual, and … everything turned 

out exactly the way she wanted it to at the wedding, our dresses,the tablecloths as well as all the food I didn’t think she 

could make. So much so, everyone was complimenting her, how gorgeous the tables looked with the colorful 

tablecloths,and the hot pink and white roses flowers with the baby breath, and with the candles lit,  it gave the entire 

room a nice glow. Momma knew what she was doing, because she had seen the latest trend for weddings where she 

worked, downtown. They were no longer using white tablecloths at the fancy hotels, where Judith Garden did 

weddings,  they were using bright colored tablecloths and napkins that match the flowers in the tables, especially the 

better hotels where she did weddings and receptions almost every week. 

 

When we walked into the reception and Isaw that room with all those tablecloths and hot pink and white roses and the 

candles lit on the tables. I was in awe, the room had turned from a very tired, dull old reception hall,  into a spectacular 

gorgeous room that glowed. 
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Judith Garden had kept her word, when she told me she was going to see that my wedding was beautiful as she could 

make it, because everywhere I looked were mounds of beautiful flowers all around the room, like she did in the 

rectory.  She sent Joe,Tony and Al to decorate the reception hall, early Sunday morning and they brought big white 

urns and filled them with mounds of white flowers with huge big white bows tied on to the gold urns. All around the 

room were arches in front of the mirrored walls, and they put branches of fresh cherry blossoms and apple blossoms in 

front of them, andhere and there were big fancy containers filled with long hot pink snapdragons and big white spider 

mums,and baby breath and big puffy white bows that hung down,and almost touched the floor  

 

A s we walked down the steps and into the room of people all smiling at us, I was in awe of what I saw..  Over to the 

left, was a bar, and long tables with platters of food and all kinds of salads,  rows of metal dishes with alcohol burners 

underneath them,to keep the meat and food hot.  I began to wonder, if I was dreaming, and held onto Fred’’s arm,  

wondering was it possible this is our wedding?  How could everything turn out to be so beautiful, after all the hurt and 

anger that had gone between Momma and me, these past weeks, and to see her tanding there in that long royal blue 

gown, grinning from ear to ear, smiling at Fred and I, as we walked down the marble steps into reception room. 

 

Momma came over and hugged and kissed me,but not Fred, and then I leaned over to Uncle Jake and gave him a big 

hug and kissed him, and Aunt Vina, Dorothy and Aunt Ruth was sitting with Momma and Daddy.  I stood there 

looking at Momma, and it was a strange feeling to know what they had done to make this wedding turn out to be so 

lovely, when I had contributed nothing. . 

And how the women in the neighborhood,  came and offered to help Momma and they cooked whatever she asked 

them to cook, with instructions to make sure they did it the way she wanted it done. They were thrilled they could help 

her and that they were invited to the wedding..  

 

Yet, just the week before, Momma stayed her distance from me, when she had everyone doing something, even Aunt 

Vina.and her daughter Dorothy and Aunt Ruth were busy making  salads in the didning room…. the way Momma 

instructed them to. 

 

Judith Garden was coming, but we got a telegram, she was in New Jersey, at her enp;he’ws birthday party abut she 

was still agoing to try and make it. The people that worked with Momma were there, Joe and Tony, Al, Michele and 

Hedwig, they decorated the rectory, and changed into their good clothes at our house . They were standing there,  

clapping for us.and I hugged them and thanked them for what they had done. and they  let us know,.’they were only 

too happy they could do it because, it made the feel like they were a part of the family.’  

 

When we walked over to where we were suppose to sit down, everyone started clapping for us.and I was so glad Fred 

didn’t  wan to elope like I had wanted to, because he wouldn’t hear of it,, he wanted  usto be married in the rectory like 

we had planned, and if we had eloped, I realized we would have missed this wonderful wedding.  

    

The wedding cake Momma made was up on a pedestal, in the middle of one the long tables, with little bride and 

groom sitting underneath a dome of lily of the valleys. I realized the cake was no where as big as the one we ordered 

for the wedding  and doubted there was going to be enough for the 150 guests, and when the waiter cut the cake, he 

made the pieces small enough that there was enough for everyone to get a piece. It was amazing to see how wevryone 

was enjoying the food Momma had prepared, and how impressed they wer how beautiful the tables looked, as they 

looked around and admired the unusal colors she chose to put on the tables, instead of using white like everyone 

usually did.,and they complimented her and let her know how much they liked it. 
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.             

 

 

 

 

 

 

Momma came over and she hugged and kissed me, buteignored Fred and it hurt me. that she would do that to him. I 

decided I was just glad she came to the wedding, because I didn’t think she would. 

Then Fred’s mother and father waited until Momma left, before they came over to our table. and kissed  
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and hugged us, and let us know they were so happy for the both of us. Then we wemt around and talked to  relatives and 

friends, and Fred’s friends from work, and he seemed happy they got to meet me. 

 

Then the music started, and Fred got very nervous, knowing he had to go out on the dance floor. I d knew he dreaded 

having to dance in front everyone, and was afraid of making a mistake. Moreso, being  he was a musician, he did not 

want make a fool out of himself in front of everyone, especially his friends from work. 

 

The music started playing the song we requested, “I’LL BE LOVING YOU, ALWAYS.” Fred looked at me and I 

thought he was going to pass out. He stood up and took my hand and as we were walking out on the dance floor, I 

reminded him, “You only have to do the first dance. You are not going to have a problem, You know how well you 

did yesterday.”  

 

He rolled his eyes up at me and as we steeped out on the dance floor, he was stiff as a board he was no nervous.  We 

started to dance, and it did not surprise me how well he was doing, it was like we had been dancing together for years.  

When the song was over he just wilted and looked so relieved and pushed me back to the Bridal table and sat 

down,whispering, “ I never want to go through that again.”    
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Mary Jane  sat down saying,, “I am so tired,” and then laughed and told me, “Aren’t you glad, you didn’t go and 

elope?”  I nodded and looked at Fred, and he rolled his eyes up and leaned over and told her, ,” She was the one that 

wanted to elope, I didn’t want to.”  Tne we  noticed Momma talking to Uncle Jake and then  she went over to Aunt 

Ruth,  and was telling her why she wanted to make our dresses out  the lace curtains, she had been sving for years.   

 

Our side of the family, cousins, aunts and uncles were on one side of the room, and Fred’s side of the family were on 

the other side, and everyone seemd to be enjoying themselves. 

I sat down and Fred held my hand, and I looked at him and couldn’t help but think about all the unhappiness Momma 

had caused, because I wanted to marry him and  I watched her walking around in the long royal blue gown, talking to 

the guests, and she seemed so happy. 

 

I remembered when my sister and I were growing up, we hated when it rained on Sunday afternoons, when it was 

Momma afternoon off. It meant we were not going anywhere, and Momma would go in Anna’s room and start 

rumaging through all her boxes in there. She really enjoyed doing that, but we were bored to death listening to her tell 

us, who gave her this and that and what she intended  to do with the material she had in those boxes.  Momma had so 

many boxes in that room, that they touched the ceiling, and never fell down. 

 

We didn’t realize the memories that were connected to the things she had in those boxes. She’d open a box marked, 

‘Baby Clothes’ and it would be filled with moth balls, like all the other boxes. She’d take out a crocheted wool pink 

and blue baby hat , a sweater set she made in the shell stitch, and show  crocheted carriage blankets she made with a 

satin bow in the middle We’d look away because we weren’t interested in seeing those things. She’d look at us and 

exhale and close the box, and wipe away a couple of tears.and open another box with clothes she wore during the 

‘Roaring Twenties’. She’d laugh and show us pointed shoes with  glizy buckles, and small beaded pocketbooks she 

would never use again. When she’d opened a tall narrow box marked, ‘Furs”, we’d hold our noses because it 

contained old smelly fur coats and muffs that stank from the moth balls .  

 

We’d be glad when we’d hear her say, “I don’t think  I’ll drag out that big box of lace curtains today.”  Curtains that 

never fit any of our windows in any house we lived in. She’d only looked at them and  put them back in the box and 

push it back in Anna’s room. We were always disappointed she never threw any of those things stuff down the 

dumbwaiter, because she couldn’t part with them.   

 

Then there were several boxes she kept in the corner, that still had some of her wedding gifts in them, crystal bowls 

and silver coffee and tea pots. When we were older, we wondered what she was going to do with them, because she 

never did get that house she wanted, so she could display them. Momma saved things because of the memories 

attached to them. They didn’t mean a thing to us, we would have been a lot happier if she had gotten rid of them.  

Most of the boxes contained remnants of material she found on sale along Second Avenue and in the basement of 

Bloomigdale’s  Every piece was neatly folded, with a sketch of what she intended to make with it. and  the material 

had been in those boxes for years, and she kept saying, she was going to get around to making that dress or suit but she 

didn’t.  

  

There was a box with yards of organdy material  in pastel shades of pink, blue, and yellow that she used to make our 

spring and summer dresses with, when we were young,  and she was still saving it.  We could only wear them to go go 

mass on Sunday, and when we visited Aunt Rose Mc Cann in Yorktown.. They had five children and  lived down on 

82nd Street and Second Avenue. When we went to see Aunt Mary Mc Arow in Brooklyn,  she had six children,  

Momma would take. us on the B’wy Seventh Avenue subway to Borough Hall They owned a 3 story brick house and 

a nice backyard. Momma often took one of our Irish cousins with us to  Aunt Vina’s and they loved being on the farm  

and  go back to the city with Daddy and Momma. and we stayed for the entire summer..  
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Momma learned to sewwhen she was young, from a French Seamstress, when she was working for Mrs. Eggleston. 

Sewing was something she always enjoyed  and she made the Mc Canns girls and the Mc Arow girls their Communion 

and Confirmation dresses, and even made our cousin Jimmy Mc Cann’s Confirmation suit. When we wentthere, they 

always invited us to stay for dinner, and we were in awe of the  latters of food they had on the table, compared to what 

we had at home.  Before we sat down , Momma would remind us, “Make sure you don’t spill anything on your good 

dresses.” And we were very careful we didn’t.   

 

When Momma was looking through those boxes, she would smile and hold up a piece of material  and say, “This is so 

pretty, I want to make myself a pretty dress with it one day,” And, it sat in the same box for years, and she would say, 

‘one day I will get around to it’.’  

 

Seeing Momma walking towards me, and she was so happy when she hugged me to her and  kissed me again. She held 

my hand, and told me how beautiful I looked in the dress, she was so determined to make me, whether I wanted her to 

or not. Her face was glowing with pride, because sje lmew  everything had turned out the way she wanted it to,  I 

looked at all the tables with the hot pink nd white roses wotj baby breath, and thelong white tapered candle s that lit up 

the room, the wedding had turn out, beyond my wildest expectations, but best of all, I was married to Fred and we 

could be together and I never had to go home again. 

 

Momma and I stood there looking at one another and the tears were running down our faces. knowing we had resolved 

our differences, I knew Momma loved me and I loved her, but we had our differences.  I knew so many people worked 

so hard to make the wedding be the best ever but. I never thought I would be so happy wearing a wedding dress I did 

not want, The  s had so much food,  and the wedding cake wassitting in the middle.. I never thought  it would turn out 

the way that it did, after all the hurt and anger,  we still loved one another.    

  

 Momma let go my hand, and I knew she would get around to making that pretty dress or suit she talked about,  

because what was really in those boxes were ALL HER TOMORROWS 

        

 

    

 

 

A TRIBUTE TO THE PEOPLE THAT WERE IN OUR WRITING CLASS 

 

 

                                               
 We first met at Indian River College, when we joined the Creative Writing Class, and Florence Prusmack for our 

teacher. we were together for eighteen years,, and so many of them has died since we wer together.. . There were 18 of 

us and at the end of the term , we wanted to continue meeting on Friday afternoons. and decided to have our class in 

one another’s homes. and this what we did for almost 15 years.   

 

Florence was always with us and what a wonderful teacher she was. She continued to teach us,  out of the goodness of 

her heart al those years, We met at my house for a couple of years, then at Bruce Bews’s, Arlene Lawless’s and Pat 

Canfield’s.  

 

Around 2006, the Fort Pierce library, let us meet in one of the room. then  Florence’s  husband moved back to Long 

Island, and our writing class was never the same again. It was Florence that kept encouraging me to keep writing, 
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when it would have been so easy to have given up.  Florence is my dearest friend, and lives on Long Island, but we 

talk once a week. She keeps reminding me, “You must finish that book and get it published, because it is such a 

wonderful story, not just yuur grandchildren and great-grandchildren.”               

         Florence is a very successful writer, and has written several interesting historical novels,  “KHAN”and 

“MASAKO, Lady Shogun,”  sold in most book stores. Her latest book, “THE SEA NYMPH” a story about the war of 

1812, published in 2012.         

        I want to thank my wonderful husband Fred, for being always being so understanding, all the time, not just some of 

the time, because I am always at the computer writing. He gives me his honest opinion, no matter what it is, when I 

ask him to read what I write.                 

 

When I think about when I first started this book, I didn’t know where to begin and I  found one door opened the 

next, and what a wonderful journey back in time it was.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    CREATIVE WRITING CLASS … 1987-07  
 

                                   

                                                     1990 
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    BACK ROW     Bruce Bew, Carl Kaufman, Joe Carr, Don Porter, Peter Vallone  

                               Ralph Robinson, Dan Grant and Jules        

                            

                               2ND ROW         Pat Seeley, Dorothy, Mary Kaufman, Charlotte Kavin,   

                                                           Florence Prusmack, Rose Eichhorn,  

                            

                           1ST ROW          Debbie Wells, Betty West and Pricilla  

 

( 

                                                 

                       Rose’s house…Back …   Don Porter, Bruce Bew 

                                                 Middle … Edee Bew, Florence Prusmack, Mary Kaufman 

                                                Front …   Grace Bianculli, Arlene Lawless, Betty West 
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                Rose’s House Phil Benedictus talking to Florence and Grace 

                                                    

                                PAT CAMFIELD’S  Joe and Betty Carr, Lyn and Ralph Robinson, Pat 

         FRONT Mary Kaufman, Arlene Lawless Don Porter, Rose and Florence 

                     

../Desktop/STORYOFJ.zip
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         Rose’s House   

         BACK  Florence Prusmack, Lynie Robinson, Rose. Bruce, Don, Grace   

          FRONT Bob Morrisey, Phil Benedictus, Mary Kaufman, Arlene Lawless,Betty West 
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