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Introductioni

My hometavn is Glen Rock, New Jerseggnd is situated 22 miles northwest
of New York Cityds Ti me Sodliesmée |t
foothills of the Goffle Mountains. It is home to a community of about 10,000
people (or at least it was when | residieere).

The Borough of Glen Rock consists ofvanderful,two-block long
downtownarea with two other smaller shopping venues located at its outer
borders, three elementary schools, a Catholic school, andoa gemior

high school. There wemo schol busedack then and everyone walkied
school and no one seemed to mifitlere are also parks, playgrounds, a
wonderful brookand even a community pool in which we all fully occupied
ourselves.

Although | have not lived there for the last 45 yeatsgue been writing my
classmates and relating to them what | remember about my childhood
experiencedn no discernable order, | have tried to recall the various
youthful activities | was engaged in framy pre-schoolyearsthrough high
school, and thougmost of the experiences | write about pertain only to me,
they could just as well havhappened to anyone my age Wilied in Glen
Rock during that same time period of 1945 to 1963.

While there are a few personal photos in one section of this tomestitd re
this collection of emails is in narrative form because | was not able to print
out thecrystal cleamental pictures | have of my adventurous youth.

All'in all, through the eyes of someone who was raised there, Glen Rock was
a very ideal place tlive - as | hope you will soon see.



Glen Rock Pool

What were you doing in 1951when you were six years old?
Learning to go to school on your owprobably.

Learning to keep up with others on your twbeeler- more than likely.
Learning to swim | sure hope so!

The year the community pool opened, 1951, and all the ensuing fun years
after its dedication, has to go down as the longest running and most pleasant
of my summertime memories. Surthere were vacations, camp, and other
summer activitieglike playing sandlot baseball at a neighbor's house), but

the pool was the best because it was a constant in my life

After the pool opened, and for the next ten or eleven years from June to
September, the pool was truly my focal point. When | was aksed to

take care of a few of my neighbors' gardens and lawns, but as soon as my
work for the day was finished, | was off to the pool! It wasn't until | got a car
did my horizons change when it came to going to the pool every single day.

Before | listsome of the true joys of being at the community pool, there
were these three little annoyances that | hope all of you will recognize. The
first nuisance to enjoying the pool, at least for me, was that little footbath
one had to endure before entering tbel@rea. If | could get away with it, |
would try to jump over it and, no, | don't know why | tried to avoid it other
than the fact | was a kid, the footbath was there, and | didn't want to walk
through it- but usually | was called back by the attentdaand had to wade
through it like everyone else.

The second annoyance was the scarcity of benches located on the concrete
apron surrounding the pool and having nowhere off the ground to put your
towel. Hanging it through the fence loops and havingi fere wasn't

always successful; more often than not, your towel would wind up on the
concrete perimeter where the overflow splashes from the pool area would
invariably get it wet.

And, thirdly, there were those times when the pool was sooo overcrowded
you couldn't swim laps, dive off the side of the pool without landing on



someone, or submerge yourself in the deep end wifeauof getting hit by
a swimmeiron your return trip to the surface. Luckily, those times were few
and far between.

And lastly,one little oddity, rather than an annoyance, always intrigued me.
I'm left-handed so it seemed very natural to me, but sincehiyiders are

in the majority | don't have an answer to this question. Why did most of us
wind up on the left side of the p&oDnly on rare occasions did any of us put
our towels down on the right side of the pool, and only barely more than that
did we ever venture over and put our towels in the larger area behind the
diving boards.

Anyhow, let's move on to the good stuff. Aetvery beginning of my pool
experiences were the swimming lessons. Before the pool's dedication, the
closest | ever got to having my head under wat¢her than having the
Atlantic Ocean waft over it during vacations to Asbury Park or Virginia
Beach- was the bathtub, and remembering my mother's comments that |
would have potatoes growing out of my ears if | weren't more judicious
when bathing. But, | am not certain the bathtub incidents count as a total
underwater experience.

Standing in the shallow drof the pool, turning your head sitteside and
blowing bubbles like the swimming instructor told you to do, and pretending
you were enjoying the whole thing was not my idea of fun; but as | gained
confidence, | gained the ability to swim, and that was jhe beginning of

my Glen Rock pool challenges.

It may be a guy thingnonsexist that | am but | believe the next 'fun’ thing

to do at the pool was mostly a male tradition. The first challenge that | recall
having was attempting to swinwithout dving in - across the pool, all
underwater (and all on one breath of air), and once that was accomplished,
the real fun started. The next challenge was to swim submerged across the
pool and back while still on one breath (the underwater turns were always
the neatest part). Swimming all that way underwater might not have made
you a Navy Seal, but it was still quite an accomplishment for a young
swimmer.

Now doing that double lap underwater was more easily said than done, but
the real and final challenge wisswim the entire length of the pool on one
breath, and, yes, all underwater. The unwritten rule was you couldn't use the



diving board as your starting point, and, because the shallow end's depth was
only three feet, trying to stay completely underwateghat end of the pool
was a bit tricky.

Do you remember doing any of that? Of course you know | do, and |
remember doing it more than once. | can recall when | was about 12 years
old | challenged my father to that last swimming test, and | beat v,

sort of. My dad did not think | was serious about doing it so he asked me to
show him that | could swim the entire length of the pool underwater. | did it,
and | think he was astounded, for, as | emerged out of the shallow end, he
called out, "You win'! My dad never did partake in the challenge, but |

could tell he was impresse@nd that as | know so well was never easy.

In my younger years, | can remember playing tag at the pool. The rules were
simple: you needed to tag someone in or out of therpaié you couldn't

run around a corneryou had to cut the corner by jumping or diving in and
then escape by either climbing out the other side or by swimming away.
With those simple rules, it was as much playing pool tag as it was playing
‘cat and mousaevith the lifeguards, and they were good at setting limits with
tag players with their whistle. The less crowded the pool, the more leeway
you had.

A little sideline to playing tag was the splash fights. The luareded

splashers could never match theskl@ower of the doubleand cuppers,

even when they were splashing water with alternating hands. Here, | have to
give the nod to Alan Furler, for he was the best. Whenever | was foolish
enough to challenge him, | always came away with the thought thdt | ha
more water in my mouth than there was in the pool!

Another thing to do at the pool was diving, and the boards were always a
great source of entertainmertioth as a participant and as a spectator. The
girls seemed to go for form and style while thewosanted to make the
biggest splash possible.

| wrote awhile ago in my Doug Pardee remembrance how | owed him my
ability to do back flips, and in that account was a line about how fantastic it
was to be at the pool when the power 'fill' spray under the dnng board

was on. Doing any dive to perfection was always a trial and error event
(okay, some of us guys were concerned about form, too), but the spray made



your mistakes bearable by breaking the surface water and allowing you some
leeway when landpincorrectly.

As | got older, life outside the pool was just as memorable. The- gifter
deciding whether they should wear a #piece bathing suit or not
(remember, | had a sisterjvere stretched out on their towels by the pool
fence trying to sdaup as much sun as possible; the guys were always
playing basketball or touch football (girls, do you remember how often the
pass plays were run on your side of the field and how often a loose ball
always seemed to wind up near you? Don't believe thahwascidence);
kids exploring the woodsy area behind the pool and attempting to dam up
Diamond Brook (I'll protect their names since many of them might consider
themselves environmentalists today!); and who could forget the families
having barbecues ohd weekends and that great smell of hamburgers and
‘whatnot' cooking over the charcoal grills. By the way, who uses charcoal
anymore?

And because of where | lived, | was lucky to have an extended season at the
pool. Not to slight anyone | will not usemas, but many of my Byrd

School buddies can attest to using the left side pool area and the larger field
area on the right during the edeason, too. Kite flying from our Cub Scout

den was done there, our sixth grade-efithe-year baseball game was held
there (replete with cheerleaderat a baseball game? Yep, with just one
classroom of 22 boys and 8 girls, our Byrd School girls were special!),
jumping the fence to use the pool duringleffurs, numerous piedp games

(no, not cruising for girl, but fosports), making doughnuts in the saow
covered parking lot with our cars, and, okay, a meeting place for quiet,
innocent romantic times. (I used the word ‘innocent’ to protect the guilty).

Those images about my summertime at the pool are just as stramg a
other memories about scheand just as wonderful.

Everyone's childhood has some pain (it's the nature of the beast, | suppose),
but when put into perspective | was luckier than most, and to have had all
you as my classmates sharing my summertume fiow much luckier could

| have been.

David Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Reunion-

As the New Year is upon us, it is now almost 30 years since we graduated
from high school. What you will be reading may seakdy to some (okay,

to most), but and this was written mainly for those of you who are
undecided about coming back to Glen Rock next fall to vesiteunion

gives all a chance to see the journey of our lives in an unique perspective, in
the shared expence of people who saw what we have seen, did what we
have done.

We, the Class of 1963, are very special, and we are all linked. We have all
lost someone classmates, dear friends, family members, and, yet, for some
inexplicable reason we are still veGall it life, call it our destiny, but

definitely call it (or us) lucky. And this is especially true when considering

the experiences of our childhood when seen from the perspective of our now
'middle-age’ years we are all very lucky to be here.

We know we hail from a great generation, but we are the first wave of the
oft-maligned baby boomers, and we came before seat belts, bike helmets,
and all things plastic. We were the last to grow up without a childhood
safety net. We experienced the kind okfitem generations who came after
us have not experiencednd maybe because of the pitfalls should not
experience.

I, like a few of you, was born in February of 1945 and was whisked from a
hospital in Jersey City to our home in Glen Rock during a snomstoot in

a car baby seat but in my mother's arms. Since cars did not have seat belts,
we drove slowly but still commando style on slippery seats down icy roads
no traction control, no fomwvheel drive, no roatiugging SUV.

| was tucked into my crib ewe night without a padded bumper guard or a
machine that replicated the sounds of a womb. Baby pictumeglorious
black and white show me smiling while | stuck my big head through the
wooden bars, not a baby monitor in sight. My mother swaddled marim
flannel pajamas, the ndfame-retardant kind.

When my mother needed peace and quiet, | wasn't put in front of a television
set to watch a 'Baby Einstein' video; she plopped me in a highchair so |
could watch her do housework or bake (loved thakisodough!).



Our big family car had a rear window ledge large enough to provide a
comfortable sleeping area during long drives, my older sister asleep on the
seat below. | was a projectile object waiting to happen! Riding in the front
didn't improve my ods by much; whenever the car came to an abrupt stop,
my mother or father would fling their arm across my chest to keep me from
going airborne. Think of how silly that seems knowing what we now
understand about car crashes, air bags, andpoiaesafetybelts.

Seems frightening with what is happening in today's world with abducted
children and 'Amber Alerts' to remember during my \vele years, my

mother would often leave my sister and me in the car, keys in the ignition
and doors unlocked, while sheent into the Glen Rock Sweet Shoppe for a
pack of cigarettes. Thank goodness, too, for the changes in smoking habits.

When we got home, | would run outside with the only admonishment being
to come home before dark. My parents weren't afraid if | waefdbeir

sight- I lived in peaceful, serene Glen Rock! | imagine they looked forward
to the silence. And, yes, | stuttered at home, too.

Ourschools- like Richard E. Byrd Elementary Schdol me- werea high

risk adventure for anyone who went ther@lay on a summer's day. The

jungle gym and slide were a heavy gray apparatus with metal bars, with
protruding nuts and bolts, anchored in the ground by cement pods for all to
see, and for some to land on. On a hot, sunny day, the metallic surface would
burn your hands. No plasticoated, rubbematted jungle gym set for our
generation no sirree. We lived dangerously and didn't know it.

| rode my red Schwinn Stingray playing bike tag around Byrd School with
Alan Furler (truth be told, the first-¥eme lcyclist), along with Rob

Hoogs, Chip Krieder, Mark Schlageter, Harrie Richardson, Ken Hrasdzira,
Wayne Bonhag, and Craig Lampe, among others, without wearing a bike
helmet. My Davy Crockett cap protecting me from serious injury, | suppose.
| am sure thersapping sound made by the baseball cards stuck in my spokes
(the one | could not trade away to Bruce Emra) alerted the oncoming traffic
to my presence.

A great summer day at play was any day you came home without either a
blister on your hands, a bumptaro on the noggin, or the obligatory

skinned knee. Were we reckless? Nah, we were just having plain, ordinary,
everyday fun.



For lunch we ate tunfish sandwiches, which we later found out contained
high levels of mercury and a dolphin or two, drank whikx, and, for
dessert, ate Hostess Twinkies or RiDiggs. It's a miracle | am still here to
remind you of all this stuff.

When we were little, we played baseball thefalshioned way we did not
wear plastic batting helmets or cups, and we hit pitdiedls instead of

hitting off a tee. Worst of all, we received trophies only if our team won the
championship. Now, in today's world, try to find a kid who doesn't receive a
trophy just for showing up.

We baby boomers may not have weathered the Depnesisgiormed the
beaches of Normandy like our parents did, but we were the last generation to
live on the edge, and, may | say, to have fun the harmless, innocent, great
memories way!

If you are in any doubt about attending your 30th reunion next fallesay
'Hi' to your friends and add to our joint collection of memories. What do you
remember that | do not?

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net



Life's a Beach

As previously mentioned in an earlien®il, when | was young, my family
went to the beach ithe summer quite often. We stepped on sand in fabulous
Virginia Beach, on the Outer Banks in the Carolinas, and in various spots in
Florida, but we vacationed at the Jersey Shore the most. We would go there
a few times each summer.

On occasion, we woulayirney as far south as Cape May (near where | live

now) and venture over to the Wi | dwood:
boardwalk, but we usually preferred staying closer to home in Pt. Pleasant,

Seaside Heights, or, my favorite, Asbury Park.

| haven't been to Asbury Park in almost 50 years, yet | can recall the beach,
the boardwalk, and the buildings as though | was there just yesterday. They
were among the most beautiful on the entire Jersey Shore. Because my sister
and | liked going on amusemeides so much (what child didn't!), the
boardwalk is an especially vivid memory of mine.

One of the most magnificent rides wasn't situated on the Boardwalk, but in
its own copper and glass housing along Lake Avenue. The Carousel had the
most absolutely kautiful, realistic, hangbainted wooden ponies, and they
pranced around and around behind windows emblazoned with the screaming
visages of Medushke faces. It was the largest and most magnificent rerry
go-round | have ever seen.

To give you an idea ofdw large the carousel was it had four rows ot life

like horses (not the usual two) and various assorted chariots. Over the years,

| have been on many carousels, but none as awesome as the one | remember
riding on in Asbury Park. Do any of you remembermglit?

Not far from the carousel house, and taking up one whole city block, was the
aquagreen facade of the Palace Amusements building. The building housed
the Twister, the Scooters, the Fun House, and the Tunnel of Love, with
colorful illustrations onts exterior walls. There was the ubiquitous Ferris
wheel, of course, but it never held much interest for nding it seemed so

long and boring.

What makes me remember Asbury Park so much is not the ride on the
merry-go-round itself (which was wonderfuylbut rather the large, toothy,
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smiling characters drawn on the side of the Palace building. Oversized ears,
hair middleparted like a member of an old barbershop quartet, lips painted
an uncharacteristic rosy red, and eyes so blue and strong they dgeming
popped out of its head and stared down at you.

| suppose it was meant to be a happy face, but it was nothing short of
terrifying to this little kid- worthy of a Stephen King novel | suspect now
that | think back on it.

At the north end of the boar@k was the majestic architecture of

Convention Hall, a massive brick building, with pastel texwtia accents.

The cavernous hall, theater, and arcade were decorated with-graera

copper sculptures of mythical winged sea horses and huge lanteresalGen
Motors had its perennial exhibit inside showing off its newest cars. That was
something easy for a car nut like me to remember.

At the southern end of the boardwalk was the Casino, which jutted out over
the breaking surf atop a forest of spindlynqis. Walking on the beach and
going under the pier was always a bit scary, too. You never knew what you
would find. Do you recall how the Casino's facade was adorned with
fantastic reliefs of seashells and sailing ships? Very impressive.

Between ConventioHall and the Casino, the boardwalk boasted the usual
assortment of fudge shops, the miniature golf landscapes and, of course,
Skeeball arcades. My Uncle George and Aunt Edith were especially good at
garnering tickets at Skdwmall and it was always a @eto visit them for a day
when they had been down at the shore for a week and to be showered with
tickets they had won. The prizes selected from all those tickets were
insignificant; the real prize was that the two of thought enough to share them
with my sister and me.

My sister's favorite ride was 'The Whip' and mine was the bumper cars (what
else!). As you were driving around (if you can call it that) trying to unnerve
everyone by bumping into them head on, do you remember the smell of the
crackling andsparking electrical apparatus overhead?

By the end of a long day, my parents would tire us exhausted kids out even

further by putting us in paddle boats while they rode-ararm in the Swan
boats on Welsey Lake at the end of the Boardwalk.
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Do you anyof you recall that across from Welsey Lake there was the little
town of Ocean Grove, a unique little Methodist community? If | remember it
correctly, | don't believe you were permitted to drive a car on its streets.
Another odd thing about Ocean Grove \ilzest in some respect it was a 'tent
town'.

Surrounding the largest auditorium that | had ever seen outside New York
City (it held more than 5,000 peopléhe same as Radio City Music Hall!)
there were these smaller tents that were available for fanulieent. | was
fascinated by thinking that's not muchaofacation, but theneventually

went to a Boy Scout camp and slepa leanto so what did | know.

Maybe there weren't as many tents as at the Boy Scout Jamboree some of us
attended in Valley érge one year, but there sure were a lot of them. Of
course, there were houses and cottages in the Ocean Groove, too, but | was
struck with the magnitude of the tent population. | always wondered where
the people ate. Oh, well, that was a long time ago.

This next memory doesn't have anything to do with tents or the Jersey Shore,
but did any of you ever go to Jones Beach out on Long Island? It was in the
middle of nowhere as | recall. And if you did go there, did you ever see Guy
Lombardo's Royal Canadiapsrform 'A Thousand and One Arabian Nights'

on the beach? Quite a memorable experience!

What | never understood was in the heat of the summer (even though the
performances were given at night) was that the band always wore tuxedoes.
Funny what you remembe

May you all get to wiggle your toes in the warm sand by the cool ocean
water redly soon. And thank you for letting me enter youmnail box once
again.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net

A boy and his bike
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It's curious sometimes when | get to thinking about where | lived in Glen
Rock. | must have lived on the wrong side of the tracks because we seemed
so isolated living on Greenway Road. There were no stores, gas stations, or
offices of any kind on my de of the tracks. There was an architect who
worked out of his home and put up a beautiful Christmas display every year,
but that was it.

Although | was allowed to roam wherever | wanted, the boundaries early on
seemed to be Lincoln Avenue, Rock Road woeds behind my house, and
Diamond Brook. It's not like permission was ever requested or granted; it
was just understood that I'd return home by dinnertime. Those initial lines of
demarcation were selfnposed, but once a twweheeler was mastered, they
were all but forgotten.

Don't get the wrong impressiemmy parents cared about what | did. My
mother would ask me where | was going, and | would say, "Out." That was
not meant to be a smaatecky answer, but one | believe we all used in one
form or anothe Some of you may have inserted a friend's name where |
used the word 'out’' (knowing full well you were going out exploring once
you got to your friend's house). The world was ours, we felt safe, and our
parents gave us the freedom to be who we wantkd.to

Just a short divergence, if | may. If the world back was any way my oyster,
then my bike was my pearl. | cannot express the utter joy | experienced
hopping on my bike and going wherever | wanted, doing whatever | wanted,
seeing whatever | wanted. ivgdhat bike as my lifeline to the world, and |
used it- maybe even abused the privilege a little by being miles away from
home at times. | can picture in my mind's eye right now how joyously happy
| was just to be pedaling along (usually with no handtgherhandlebar) and
being content to be headed somewhere.

| went places with friends that | can't even begin to list, but distance was

never a problem. There was always something to see or something to

experience. Alan Furler and | had heard that thereawasd submarine on

di splay in Paterson so we biked there.
answer that Alan's not crazy.

I will try to send out a remembrance of mine | shared with Art Smith and
Alan Furler last winter. It's an adventure we had on dkegbwhen we were
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about 12 years old. It may not be of interest to most of you, but then again it
may parallel something that happened in your life back in 'old' Glen Rock
and trigger a memory or two of your own.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net

Mechanical drawing
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| will leave it to others to recall their favorite teachers and their respective
nicknames, but this recollection of mine is worth mentioning not because
this teacher was a favorite, but because the circumsttdratdsd to this
teacher getting his nickname could not be so easily repeated in today's
schools, or, at least, | hope not.

In high school, | was fortunate to have a couple of my Byrd School friends
Alan Furler and Art Smith with me in Mr. Joshua Hew's Mechanical
Drawing class, and | often relied on their assistance in making sure the
perspectives and lettering for each of my drafting assignments were
correctly drawn and would pass Mr. Hewitt's muster.

We shared the class with some upper classarah | remember one day in
particular when Chip Parigsp.) had great difficulty correctly forming his
letters for the identification plate on his drawing. Mr. Hewitt, whose ego and
teaching style were as big as a house, called him to task on it. Chipotva
one to be easily flustered, but Mr. Hewitt definitely had him going.

Chip had to go to the board and Mr. Hewitt made him practice his lettering
in front of everyone, and each time Chip made a mistake, Mr. Hewitt gave
him a whack him with a wooden jpder. After a few missed cues on his
lettering, and after a few more whacks, Chip finally got it right. In
recognition of Chip's accomplishment, Mr. Hewitt said to everyone, "l just
knew it." And, voila, a nickname was borsince forever after, Mr. Heiti
became affectionately known to all in his classes as 'l Joshd#hew

Not surprisingly, Mr. Hewitt taught an interesting subject, but he needlessly
used less than professional techniques. | will only guess that served him well
with some of his studesitbut in any of the years following my departure

from Glen Rock High if Mr. Hewitt was ever reprimanded for using that
pointer on another student the way he did on Chip Parisi, | could easily, and
knowingly, have said, "I Josh Kneit.

Thank you for youemails concerning my rather long remembrance about
summertime at the Glen Rock pool. We did have a good time, didn't we?

David Lamken dlamken@comcast.net

15



Secret Agent Main

Up to 1950, our household had to depend on its media entertainment from

radiountil TV first appeared in our living room. We all had our radio heroes

such as the Green Hornet, the Lone Ranger, The Shadow, and others. For
me, Captain Midnight was another hero, but more so once he made the trip
to TV than when he was on the radio.

My Captain Midnight story takes place around 1951, 1952. On Saturday
mornings, | would sit irfront of our 12inch Philco TV and wait for his
show on the DuMont station, which was Channel 5.

By the way, can you picture your first TV like | can? It wascden floor

model with curved cove corners and had a rabbit ear(s) antenna on top. The
screen was on the top half with four large knobs just beneath it. The volume
knob was on the far left, then in the middle were the vertical and horizontal
knobs (rememér those the ones forever needing adjustments), and on the
far right was the channel selector. A cloth mesh cover about twice the size of
the picture tube hid behind thin wooden slats and housed the large speaker
on the bottom half.

What was so uniquend memorable about Captain Midnight was that he had

a special message at the end of each episode for all those in his 'secret
squadron'. To see the special message, one had to hold up a decoder ring to
the TV screen and decode the message. Oh how | wanibedable to see

that secret message.

The Captain Midnight decoder ring (which was an "encoder" ring as well)
was very simple and allowed you to do simple substitution ciphers. It had

two concentric wheels of letters, A through Z. You rotated the autsid

and substituted the letters in your message found on the outside ring with the
letters directly below on the inside ring.

The sponsor of the program was Ovaltine, a chocolate milk mix. To get the
decoder ring, you had to send in four foil tops fritni@ Ovaltine jar along

with a quarter, and it would be sent by return mail. | sent the coupon off for
my secret decoder ring expecting to be in on the big secret and be the envy
of everyone in Bergen County.
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Being six, seven years old and not understapthe U.S. Postal Service, |
expected my decoder ring to arrive the next day. Sam was our mailman (he
delivered the post twice a day back then), and | started on day one sitting on
the front steps waiting for him to bring me my prize.

The first dayi there was nothing. And so it went, day after day, week after
week. During the start of my second week of waiting, Sam asked me what |
was looking for in the mail. | didn't want to tell him (secret squadron stuff,
you know) but thought if he knew, it mightesed things up. It didn't.

By the end of the third week, | began to suspect Sam of being a spy and
having intercepted my decoder ring for himself. | never told him, but | surely
suspected him.

Week four came and went. By now | was sure Sam was a §mpudht of
writing Captain Midnight and letting him know but could find no address
other than the one on the original coupon. Besides, | thought if | tried to let
him know by mail, Sam would find out, and | would be in deep trouble. |
began losing sleepawrying about it but could tell no one but my sister. She
knew how to keep a secret.

Finally, during week five, Sam showed up on time one day and handed me
the little brown envelope | had been waiting for. My decoder ring was
inside, and | was truly hagpNow the waiting until the following Saturday
began | could only use the decoder ring at the end of the TV show because
| didn't know who else had a decoder ring.

Saturday morning, | was up at the crack of dawn polishing my secret
decoder ring and gng ready for the TV show that did not begin until

11:00. My sister knew my secret and threatened to tell if | wouldn't share the
secret message with her. | thought about it but made no immediate decision.
Then, at last, the show began. Captain Midnvwgs his usual spectacular

self, defeating enemies with the help of Secret Squadron members. He never
failed to give us our due.

Now, the end of the program was near. Just before the closing Ovaltine
commercial, Captain Midnight told all us Secret Squadnembers to get

our decoder rings ready for the secret message. | stationed myself as close to
the old Philco TV set as possible and the scrambled message was shown at
the bottom of the screen.
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Using my secret decoder ring, | finally saw the secret agesdt read,
"Drink more Ovaltine". | could not believe it. That was it? Drink more
Ovaltine? | screamed at the TV, at Captain Midnight, and finally at my
sister. | told her the secret messagelamdsmad as | had ever been and
disappointed beyond belieCaptain Midnight was a traitera traitor at the
highest level. | wanted my quarter back!

| ran from the house, went way back into the woods behind our house, and
threw the secret decoder ring as far into the lake as | could. | gained some
gratification imagining some ugly old fish swallowing up the shiny ring for

it to never be seen again.

| no longer wanted to be a member of the Secret Squadron. | no longer
wanted to hear or see Captain Midnight, and | surely never wanted to drink
Ovaltine again. Aseven years of age, | had been introduced to fleecing for
the first time.

After all these years, | wonder whatever happened to that old ring. Was it
eaten by a fish? Did someone find it during one of the many times the lake
was drained? Or, does itlstie down there covered by silt and mud never to
be seen again? | hope it is.

| wonder about it and then think to myself why this memory is still with me.
Is it because it really meant that much to me or because it hurt so much to

have been deceived? Moat t er € t hat ring i s gone

think 'good riddance'.

But | still remember that secret decoder ring, Captain Midnight and
Ovaltine, the old Philco TV, the
remember growing up in Glen Rock.

| hope you do, too.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Reunion buddy

Il wasnbét sure what type of message
decided to share with you a remini
one occasi on ab osedaninygearmand yeas. It bedisa v e n
repeating for no other reason t han
it, no words of wisdom offered, no profound observation to be gléaned 6 s
just a remembrance.

S
0

Many, many years ago, on a cold, wet Fridaghhia classmate and |

trekked our way down Maple Avenue to the Ridgewood Bowling lanes. Our
parents thought we were crazy for going out on a miserable evening like
that. We knew better. We were going out in the hope of finding some girls.

Some luck we ha ! Menbés | eagues were schedul
were no girls to be found. We stayed awhile, shot some pool, and then once
again headed out into the dreary night to find our way home. The night is
memorable to me only because it was the last tmsectassmate and | were

out together.

He went off to his college and | went to mine. He had a great time at college.
Of course, everyone loved hineven the college president. In fact, the
college president wished him well after he expelled him forgusame

I
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construction equipment to pile a mount

lawn.

| wish he could have been at our reunion so | could have told him how much
| cherish that time | spent with him on that cold Friday night talking and
laughing and makig plans for the future. | realize | wish for many things in
my life, but I truly wish that David Brooks had never heard of Vietnam.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Carols-

With the mention of carols in the title, | may have had some of you thinking
about Gossart, Fisch, or Van Dien, but thimail entitled 'Carols' has
nothing to do with them.

| may also have some of you now saying to yourself, ‘Gotcha, Dave, you
made another memory error. We all know Van Dien's first name was Lynne.'

And Lynne is low I first got to know her, too; but, while we were dating, |

learned that whenever Lynne's mother was mad at her, she used Lynne's true

first name, Carol. In fact, her mother would call out "Carol Lynne!" Initially,

| thought she was yelling Carolyrandt hat ' s how | |l earned |
first name was Carol. Anyway, you're right; she'll always be Lynne to you

and me.

As you may also know by my pastmails to the class, | don't have a
yearbook so if | left out any other Carols from our group | am sbuty,

even though my memory's recall is diminishing with age (oh, yes, itis!), |
am pretty certain there were just two Carols in our clasghree, if you

trust my insider knowledge about Lynne.

Well, if this email isn't about the three beautiful Clsran our class, then
what is it about, you ask?

I'm sorry to inform you that it's about six guys. Yeah, | knoté pretty sad
when Dave Lamken has to resort to writing about guys, isn't it? But this is
really a good bunch of guys.

| truly can't datehis remembrance other than to say | believe it occurred
during the winter season of our seventh grade year, but I'll leave it to others
in the group to pinpoint the timeline more accurately.

Chris Johnston, Robbie Hoogs (sorry, Rob, but | will alwaysreber you

as a 'Robbie") Art Smith, Bruce Emra, Doc Savage (again, where in the
world are you, Doc?), and | all lived within a stone's throw of each other,
and on one winter's night we decided to try our hand at Christmas caroling.

Miss Doremus would bednrified that because of the short vowel in the last
syllable | did not add another ‘L' in the word caroling before using 'ing’, but |
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believe the rules of phonics have relaxed a bit for some words since | was in
third grade- dare | say it over 53 yeargago!

| listed Chris and Rob's names first because of their angelic voices. Art and
Bruce could carry a tune with the best of them, and Doc was our front
person. He was so adorable, wasn't he? Doc had the rosiest of cheeks that
night and with the red anahite scarf and snow cap and he had on, Doc was
picture perfect for a Norman Rockwell postcard depicting caroling. In fact, |
guess we all were.

If you haven't figured it out it by now, | either hummed or mouthed the
words. No, not because of my stutteo ©One stutters when they sing

anyone remember the C&W singer Mel Tillis?), but because | didn't have a
singing voice back thenstill don't. I'm sure the group would have preferred
Doug Pardee or John Sheldon, but they were stuck with me.

If I recall correctly, | was probably invited to join the group to make it an
even half dozen (are there ever any odd half dozens?) or maybe it was
because | could ring the doorbell and get back to my place within the group
better than anyone, but that is just Mondayning quarterbacking on my
part, | suppose.

Our neighborhood had quite a few childless horrether by choice or by
empty nest syndrome, but to every house we went, our reception was the
same. Even as the homeowners' faces became blurred by theositomgfof
the glass, the twperson applause could be heard through their storm door.
We quickly learned to shorten our repertoire to just two or three songs
(mostly two) and then move on to the next house.

Initially, 1 was struck by how many times we rgeoffered hot chocolate, but
then after awhile | became more dumbfounded by the question. Not because
offering us something hot wasn't a nice thing to do (it was a nice gesture
since it was freezing, absolutely freezing, the night we embarked on our
Chrigmas spirit escapade), but, rather, | was ssegrby the thoughtdid
anyonereally think we were going to wait around for them to make it!

On a side note pertaining to the cold night, Art Smith brought along a silver

pocketwarmer. I'm not sure how\worked exactly, but he was generous
enough to pass it around, and we were all thankful. I've never encountered
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another one since, but | assume they still make them. | lead a very sheltered
life, | suppose.

At a couple of residences, we were asked if veeevcollecting for charity
and offered us money. Money! We weren't quick enough to say yes. Only
kidding, only kidding!

What | remember most about that evening was not the 15 or 20
neighborhood homes we visited, although the McKeon's, Spencer's,
Everson'sand Schaffer's were most kind, but that | enjoyed ringing the
doorbell at our homes the best.

Granted, our folks knew why we were out and about that night, but when
they opened the door to see who was there and saw all of us, the smile on
their faces wa worth the last minute decision we made to visit our own
homes.

I would like to think our songs sounded a little bit sweeter when singing to
those who loved us the most, but in all honesty, looking back, | doubt we
sounded any better, but | like the wibds | remember it.

We were heaven sent that night and it's etched in my mind along with all the
other great memories of childhood. Thanks, guys, for thinking to include me
that night.

As December rolls in, | wish you all the best of holidays with fauiig
loved ones and sing (or hum) a holiday tune for me.

Thanks for letting me evade your time and space once again.
Merry Christmas to al And to all a good night!

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast
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Krause- Math -

John- The recent emails about our pcoming 40th high school reunion had
me thinking about one of our more memorable teachers, Mr. Carl Krause,
who may be remembered as having this idiosyncratic gesture.

Anyone who experienced Mr. Krause's classroom demeanor was at one time
or another strdchy his proclivity to use his middle finger as a pointing

device. A personal maneuver that in today's school environment would not
be as lightly overlooked as it was back in the early sixties.

| would like to say that he was a favorite teacher of mirsghrar otherwise,
but after | relay an incident that portrays the highlight of our relationship
(scratch that, we did not have a relationship) after | relay an experience
which upon reflection makes me feel we had a closenayerelationship,
you may undestand why he was one of my favorite people.

Some of you may recall my commenting that because | was exempted from
taking a foreign language class | had a class schedule that was rather
eclectic, and in my junior year Mr. Krause was my teacher for twesish
Geometry and Math 12. Mr. Krause was his usual self with the upper
classmen in the Math 12 class as he was with the sophomores in his Algebra
Il class, but | am getting ahead of my story.

For four weeks during my sophomore summer, | helped sorheshigpol
teachers paint classrooms. Mr. Krause and another teacher were paired as a
team, and | worked as their gofer. | mixed paint, cleaned paint brushes and
rollers, moved drop cloths and furniture, etc., and, generally, | thought | was
doing a good jobTherefore, | could never fathom why | was always
encountering Mr. Krause's middle finger prompt. | hadn't as of yet had him
for a teacher, so | barely knew him, and, therefore, | thought it was directed
at me- personally.

During a lunch break in one afy most practiced of speeches (I just

presumed Mr. Krause did not know | stuttered since | usually just nodded
when in his company), | asked him why he didn't like me. Mr. Krause turned
toward me with this puzzled look and asked why | would ever thirtk tha
continued by saying | assumed he was aggravated at the work | was doing
because he was forever pointing his middle finger at me and at the things he
wanted me to do.
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Mr. Krause paused misandwich, pushed his painter's cap up just a bit,
smiled his litle haltsmile, and said that if he didn't like me he would have
pointed at me with his index finger. Seeing how | was now totally confused,
he said using his middle finger was an unconscious habit borne out of reflex
and not to take it to heart (welltaf all these years, the conversation went
something like that, anyway), and he thanked me for asking. | remember that
part as clearly as though it was yesterdag thanked me!

We talked a lot after that, and | imparted to him some of the difficutiies i
my life. Mr. Krause listened as though he had known me my entire life. |
saw him in a completely different light after that summer session; and, no,
sorry to say, this math star wannabe never did become a math whiz the
following year in his class, nor \8d ever treated any differently than
anyone else in the room (darn it all!!!).

| know that last part for a fact, for whenever | was in his class, he pointed at
me in his customary manner, but | felt we shared a special time that summer,
and for that | wll always consider Mr. Krause to be someone more than just
my math teacher.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Square dancing

Before | proffer my little remembrance, | would like to thank those of you
who took time to offer words of support concernvagat | wrote in my bio
regarding 'gym class line rearranging'. It wasn't necessary, but was much
appreciated and heartfelt.

During this | ull bet ween Christmas
me), | would like to transport you back for just anotie or two to our junior

high years. | want you to imagine yourself to be 13 years old again and
conjure up what you might have been thinking and feeling at the time.

Are you there yet? Are you remembering how you could sometimes feel
bold and simultanagsly totally unsure of yourself at the same time? Were
you ever both smooth and awkward at the same moment? In certain
situations, and on a certain forbidden level, did you ever think what a great
opportunity has just been presented to you and, yet, ersbritly it would
somehow magically go away? You will think of all those things, and more,
in just a second.

In junior high school, one of the more unique tribal initiation passages into
adolescent maturity ever invented by man was presented to usu@d sho
say forced upon us, by Mr. Monro and Miss Houstoun.

Now, do | have you at the right place? Are memories flooding back? You
know | am not talking about our regular school dances, where we decided if
we would attend, wherein the music played was auwsioy and, if we did

attend, then asking someone to dance was by our own choosing. And if we
did all that, we shuffled across that vast, empty gym floor with all the grace
of a moose on ice skates (of that | am sure), but it was still our decision to
go, b ask, to dance.

What | am referring to here is square dancing, which was a provincially
sanctioned part of the curriculum in Phys. Ed. classes. Yes, that's eorrect
what | am talking about is the combining of gym classes, the loss of free
will, and themandated and enforced physically contact among teenagers of
the opposite sex!

And this was perpetrated on the timid, the unsure, and the socially
unengaged on those of us who, at the time, may never have given the
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opposite sex more than a fleeting thoudNot me, of course, oh no, nor you,
naturally! But think of your other selfthe notyet-who-you-wantedto-be-
self.

Contact with the opposite sex takes confidence and a strong sense of who
you are, and it is the rare, early teenager who is swimmisglin

confidence. It felt like forcing us to square dance seemed, in a way, like
punishment for being who we were.

Square dancingthe name itself seemed the antithesis of what we wanted to
be. Imagine anyone at the age of 13 ever choosing to spenddinggit.

Come on, think back on it. You remembehe girls all standing on one

side, the boys on the other, listening to darn awful music and waiting for the
‘caller' to order us into groups to do the strangest of things all the while
standing out on i gym floor wondering who's going to be paired with
whom.

The dancing would begin witus bowing and curtsying, dakang, and then
leading to the part of being sashayed between rows of smirking classmates
giving you that alknowing aren4you-the-lucky (or unlucky) to be with that
one.

Now after this little diatribe, you may think that | did not like the Virginia
Reel or any other square dance, but the truth be told, actually, | did. Looking
back, | rather enjoyed it, but | was probably spectacularfylaat it.

Like many of you, | would not have done it if the ritual wasn't mandated, but
there was one thing about it that showed promise. | learned I liked dancing
with girls. (That sounded as though | may have liked dancing with boys, but
you get my meaing- | hope.)

| came to like the technique of sashayirand | liked being sashayed, too.

And so to all those whose feet | may have stepped on and whose arms | may
have crossed and tangled the wrong way, | thank you for being so
understanding ofabayi t h t wo ' Al l emanded | eft
his heart.

Growing up was both easy and hard, and you all made it easy for me. You
even made it feel good remembering part of my youth 45 years later.
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And thank you Micky Monro and Barbara Houstoungwdver you are!

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Dances school and elsewhere

Since | have already exhausted my square dance memory, | would like to
take things a little out of sequence regarding my other exposure to dancing
and write about my most 'itli¢' dance memory first.

| cannot think of another word that more aptly describes the summer dances
held at the asphalt parking lot diagonally across from city hall. Okay, the
occasional passing train might have momentarily snapped me out of
whatever fatasy | was having while holding my dance partner in my arms,
but other than that those dances were special.

| don't know how long the town held those dances before | became aware of
them, and | truly don't recall participating in any of them once | staote

drive, but what | do remember about them fits my memory justfine

summer nights, cool breezes, our music. What else could be more perfect
than that! Even the timing of a sudden downpour which ended one of the
dances early and found many of us crovdader the eaves of the train

shelter can't dampen my thoughts.

If there is one summer memory in its totality that is stronger than that one
and family vacations don't count cannot think of one, can you? | can
surmise that for me all the danceddly meld together so beautifully | can't
pick one out of the many (except for the rainy one), but, boy, weren't they
idyllic!

Those summer dances were different from the dances with which | had
grown accustomedthey were held outside, they were sed iicome and go
as you as you please' environment, and they occurred at exactly the right
time in my life. | believe that as | walked on home through the center of
town on those starlit nights | was in all likelihood whistling a happy tune.

Some of you mathink about the community pool, or the films shown after
dusk at the ball field such as 'The Pursuit of the Graf Spee' (that British navy
vs. the Germany battleship movie), or the 4th of July parades and fair, or a
myriad of other great summer memoriss@ing your b& summer

experience and youd be right, but I'm centering my remembrance on what
was available just for us, just for our age group. And that makes me feel
fortunate to have grown up in Glen Rock.
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I've been told that my remembrances cdalin the basis of a bockand

thank you for writing to me about that, but | don't think so; however, | wish
someone would capture the emotions | was feeling back then and make them
into a 'feel good' movie.

Okay, summertime is now ovelet's go backn time a few more years to

those formal dance lessons held Tuesday nights in the school gymnasium.
Although my sister would gyrate in front of the TV to American Bandstand,

| never gave dancing much thought when | entered junior high. It was my
mother whosigned me up to take those lessons, and, as we know, moms are
always right, or, at least, that's what she told me.

I'm the first to admit that | was a reluctant participant in any activity

associated with having to move my uncoordinated feet in any fashiany

dance floor, wooden or otherwise, but | came to like the smell of freshness

in my arms, the wisps of hair against my face from a head on my shoulder

better looking than my own, and the awkward ease to which | now accepted

my fatei if Il wantedaqg r | close to me, then 1 6d ha

During those lessons | learned the Lindy, e, Foxtrot, and Waltz.

Well, in my case | was taught those dances; | am not too sure my two left
feet learned those steps to the best of their alility;, more importantly, |
learned how to behave when in close proximity to the opposite sex.
Actually, it wasn't so much a behavior issue as it was an attraction issue.

| ascertained early on what it would take to attract and 'to be attractive to' the
oppcsite sex. It was a lesson that | have still not completely mastered,
although I knew right from the start | was attracted to the opposite sex; it
was the 'being captivating to' that has in some respects has not been fully
integrated into my being.

Somewhee along the way, we also learned the 'Y' dance, and I'm not talking
about EMOC at Ridgewood's YMCA. Somehow we learned how to sway in

time to music ever so slightly, learned how to move our feet ever so
imperceptibly, and learned how to embrace our dagacmer ever so

fittingly that the same thought occurred to both dance partners at the same
time-we wer e both doing the 'why danceb
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Here again | thought I'd have time to write about all our school dances,
proms, and the various atwir-dance nights, but, again, | don't want my e
mails getting too long, and | do have the one last thought to share.

At our last reunion, | had a chance meeting with a group of three attractive
and accomplished women who told me in passing that theyotlidlwve a

date for our senior prom. Although | was ignorant of that fact back then,
when | heard them say it, | somehow felt as though | had let them down.

Other than at that moment probably saying something inane to them, | came
away thinking to myselftat | could have added to someone's memories. |
think that even now after 40 years | must have been a quite a dunce for not
even thinking to ask whether someone in my own class needed a date.

You see- recently | blanked on the name of the beautiful igg$corted to
the prom. If | had bothered to ask someone in my own class, then that would
not have been a problem.

| am sorry | do not have a collective dance floor memory to share with one
of those girls. | am worse off for it.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@conmast.net
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Winter -

In a recent correspondence with a classmate, | mentioned that my wife
worshipssnowl t 6 s not t hat Nancy-skeusts or | i k
wants it to snow long and hard enough to get a day off work.

Forget the fact that Nancy warkn a school and any snow days must be
made up, and, therefore, technically, it is truly never a day off work for her;
she just laments the fact that Cape May County is surrounded by saltwater,
and we dondét get many snow days.

That got me to thinking alob snow when | was growing up in Glen Rock.

My first memory is of being about five years old and going out into one of
the biggest snowfalls | had ever seen. It snowed so much that the snow was
more than waist high. Forget the fact that | was only fivesyel at the

time - it really was a very big snowstorm.

That year, my sister and my dad made :
much help one way or the other, but m
He took an old folding card table from the garage tieabccasionally used

as an outside workbench and tossed a tarp over it. The two of them then

piled the snow on with every shovelful they tossed from clearing out areas.

At the bottom of our front steps, there was a small slate patio and when that
area vas shoveled clear, along with the snow from the near end of the
driveway, the igloo was complete. When the two shovelers were done and |
had crawled inside, | felt like an Eskimo.

Well, an Eskimo dressed with a hat, mittens, scarf, earmuffs, a winter coat

galoshes (is the word galoshes still used?), and the ever present leggings. My

mot her al ways bundled me up | i ke ONan:i
igloo!

Many years later in another big snow storm during thefiftids, an

attemptwas madetomak anot her i gloo. This ti me
my sister and | di d al tandittwas mwahr Kk , but
easier to make a snowman.

Remember the fun of rolling a blob of snow strategically around your yard
unt i | you crollhychores and tigaebecametyout base. For the
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second ball, you had to be shrewd enough to end its rolling near enough to
your snowmands base and then make it |

Early on in our snowmen building careers, my dad taught us to stice th
second ball in half with a snow shovel and then lift its two halves into place.
Dads are always so smart.

The third ball, of course, was the smallest, and the easiest to handle, but
sometimes the hardest part to get just right. To be pleasing to thbeye
misshapen head always needed some cranial touelagpl#tions here and
there or the lopping off of snow in other strategic places usually sufficed.

When school resumed, | enjoyed walking the snow covered pathways and
forever admired the snowmen tlmajestically dotted the neighborhood.
The expression 6same, but differe
snowmen | saw, and ingenious is t
displayed by the builders who individualized their snowmen. The 1seow
seemed liked sentries placed to pay homage to the snow gods.

nt 6 ¢«
he wc

Building showmen and the occasional igloovas fun, but what gave me

the greatest of pleasures after a good snowfall was sledding. | lived on a hill,

but its slope was not really good &ledding- it was long and gradual. It

was okay for long, slow rides, and probably entertained me enough when |

was four or five years ol d, but 1t wa:¢

The need for speed was what Cedar Street was all about. It was located at

the northwest end of Rock Road and was short, steep, and perfectly made for
good sledding. The ride down was fast, the walk up was quick, and, because

if its incline, traffic tended not to want to traverse it and chose to exit the

area by otherroads. Itwa t he nei ghborhoodds 6égo to
fun.

Cedar Street sledding had its options, too. If the snow was compacted and

the road icy, especially early in the morning, it was possible to turn right

onto Oak Knoll Road at the bottom of Cedar arakenit to a small hill

leading down onto Glen Boulevard. (Why was a street only a block and a

half | ong | abeled a boulevard? | haverl

Anyway, that route was the subject of contestainly, who could make it
the farthest. If the conditions weperfect, you could have yourself a nice
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ride, but, generally, the | ong wal

the extra length. The ride down just Cedar Street was enough.
How many of you remember

Waxing the runners of your sled wian otl candle for more speednd
do you think it worked?

Getting a running start and not always landing perfectly straight on your
sled- and then attempting to maneuver into a better position?

Sledding down two on a sled seem to remember alwaypeing the one
on the bottom. Tandem riding seemed reserved for parents and their
children. Someone in our neighborhood had a toboggan and occasionally
brought it out that was neat.

Forming a train and snaking down the hill?

Giving someone head start and then trying to catch up with them,
grabbing their rear runner, and then spinning them around?

Building snow barriers at the bottom of the hill and crashing into them?
And after hours and hours of sledding, walking home with drieeo

biggest smiles you ever had? | envy those of you who still have a sled, or
should I say | envy those of you who still go sledding?

Likeallmyclassenai | s, this oneds getting
mention one other place that I wentsledy-t he hi I I i n Cr ai
backyard.

Once the towndés plow and the war mi

sledding on Cedar Street, Craigos
house, the one on Rock Road (not the one on Hamilton), was crexgied at

k

ng \
bacl

the same ridge |ine that made Cedar

was awash with trees. That hill was great for a quick sled run down and
through the obstacle course of trees leading all the way to Diamond Brook
If you were lucky!

Thanks gain for your time and patience and for allowing me to do this.
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Bits and pieces 20 questions
First day of junior high school supplies:
Notebooks the looseeaf, metal binder type of notebooks.

Did the manufacturers have to make the openindosing click of

notebooks so darn loud? That universally recognizable 'CLICK' was capable
of being heard all the way down the hallway. What was the purpose of that?
Was it so everyone would suddenly look over at you and wonder what was
so important that yohad to open or close your notebook at that particular
moment!

And what if you tried to close the notebook quietly without snapping it shut;
how many times did you get your finger pinched? And how about those
rings- did anyone's set of notebook ringaysaligned? Mine always seemed

to be crooked by the end of the first week of school. One always seemed a
little higher than the other two, or one closed completely while the other two
looked like a bridge not yet completely built.

And who used the 'pugtown tabs' to open their notebooks. Wasn't it a test

of strength to pull the rings open? And more times than not all three rings
fully opened, right? As | recall, one of the three rings always seemed to open
only halfway and then magically close just asi yere taking out a piece of
paper, thus mangling the paper enough to make it appear somewhat
unsightly as you prepared to hand it in.

Continuing with the 'push down tabs' for just a secothges anyone know

how they worked? Think about the mechanies twere involved for a just
second. Pushing down on the tab opened the risgsms simple but think
about it. Pulling up on the tabs didn't close the rings. It was rather ingenious
how it worked. | won't spoil it for you.

Do you now recall why youuled on the rings to open the binder rings
rather than pushing on the tab? Think about it.

Whose idea in the manufacturing world was it to give people a choice
between twering or threering binders? Do they even sell two ring binders
anymore? Five hotepaper what an accommodation! Does anyone else
think that was silly? And who will admit to carrying a useless hole puncher
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in their notebooks? If you used one, did the paper's new holes ever truly line
up with your binder's rings? | bet the paper ralaiy perfectly flat.

And those manila notebook organizer sheethat was with those little

colored plastic tabs? And, if you labeled each subject using a pencil rather
than a baHpoint pen, when you folded the label on the dotted line and slid it
into the tab, could you really read what was behind the little 'red' tab. | think
you had to look twice at what you had written. Yes, I dspecially during

the first week or two of school before you got familiar with your schedule.

Who remembers the li& white gummed circles used to repair a torn or
split-opened paper hole? How often did you perfectly apply the circle in the
right spot? Yeah, | believe you only think you did.

And what about those plastic sé@ough pencil holders for your notebook,
After about three months of using your hait@ndy little pencil sharpener,
didn't the shavings get all over the inside of the zippered envelope and make
the inside appear to have a light gray coating?

By the way, was | a doodler on notebook covers imsklor do you think |

could have used my pristine notebook for more than one year? I'll let you
ponder that one.

| tried for 20 questions, but ran out of time this morning.

However, | am starting a list of names of who wore pocket protectors!

David Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Carrying books

Since | have spent the past severalails delineating what Dave Lamken
recalls about his specific upbringing, | thought | would offer up a more
generic observation that you might all relate to having.

| need you for just a moment to remember back to when you were in school
-specifically junior or senior high. | want you to picture being in the
hallways at the change of claghe regular change of classes, not the

ringing of the bell for lunch. | need tlyelys to be walking to class, not
running through the courtyard or bumping into people in the hallways in
their mad dash to theafeteria

Are you there, really there? Do you have a really good mental picture?
Good.

As you walk to class, look around asee the students as they pass you in
the hallway. Look at all the studentapperclassmen, underclassmen,
classmates; it doesn't matter. Now zone in on any boy and on any girl.

Picture the two of them as they are walking. What do you see? Sure, familiar
faces- but what else? What is different about them other than their gender?

| can't read your minds; | am not trying to; however, | think there will be a
constant to everyone reading thisail.

Get that picture back in your mind and look at how b &nd girl are
carrying their books. The girl is holding her books across her chest, and the
boy is holding his books down at his side with one aright?

| won't speculate as the why the girls are protecting their chaktsugh it
might be fun tado so; and with the boys, | haven't a clue as to why they held
their books that way either (other than the 'how else were we supposed to
hold them?' question).

With the B.M.O.C's, | remember the elbow was crooked a little higher, the
swagger a little morpronounced. In fact, some guys crooked their arms so
much you might have thought they were getting ready to be a pro football
lineman- and it made no difference whether they were carrying one book or
five!
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With backpacks slung over their shoulders, tineent generation has lost
another opportunity to sometime in the future reflect back and see what was
so special about their generation. What's so special about bookbags the kids
use today other than if it had wheels or not?

Anyway, | hope this broughtoy back in time for just a moment or two. It
was just a quick thought.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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New York-

| would like to relate an innocent little staapout three young kids (Rob

Hoogs, Doc Savage, and me) who went to Times Square to ¢elblana

Year 6s Eve in December of 1959. Since
legally drive, we walked along the train tracks to the bus depot in

Ridgewood and rode into the city.

Fortunately the early evening air was cool, not the biteid that would

soon envelop usand being young and adventurous our spirits were high. |

marveled at the fact that our parents gave us permission to go into the city

that night for New Year 6s, but then m:
plans- maybe we used thatoldfee | i ar phrase we were ju

In any case, as we walked from the Port Authority to Times Square we
encountered quite a few fellow celebratory paters who were drinking

onthe streets6 br own bagging itdéd as it wer e,
hundreds if not thousands of times for people that evening.

As we passed more than one | iqgqguor stort
196006, a suggestion was made that mayl
drink. The wind had picked up and it was nowntag bitterly cold (insert

any excuse here for wanting liguoand forget about who needed to be 18;

It was New Yeards and the store owner ¢

Quite a discussion took place regarding who would enter the liquor store (I

guess | looked oldegnd an even longer discussion ensued regarding what

type of liquor we should buy. Somehow the fateful decision was reached,

and a bottle of Southern Comfort was purchased. Whelat sweet, sweet,

nasty stuff! I canodot sopitwddykvarmenlthe t he ot |
cocklesofourheartss 6 m no mol l usk so | 6m not su
do with our hearts, but, in any event, that particular drink has never touched

my lips again. It was nasty stuff. | know | already said that, but it was brutal.

Doc drank a little too much and got sick; Rob and | managed to stay upright,
and we helped Doc stay clean and recover the best we-candbthat night

of cheering, yelling, camaraderie, and of getting back home is a memory |
wish all of you had.
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Thee 6s anot her episode 1 06d | i-thne t o r el &
friend Tom Janicke. We were across the diaeeand wanted to enter this

neat | ittle bar called O6White Birches:¢
terrific music (mostly jazz), budne night a week it was a strip club. It was
tame by todayds standards, but to two

wanted to be.

Tom and | had difficulty entering the place because you needed a sport coat

and we were unaware of that fact the finstdiwe went there. | was glad

Tom was my partner that night for he came up with the most outrageous
yetsosimpleof i deas. Tom said why dondét we
and ask just to borrow two sportcoata nd t hat 6s what we di

We lodked for a house with a porch light on and rang the bell. Since you all

know me, you know that | didno6ét do t he
devised a plan whereby he said to this nice old lady who answered the door

that we been invited to a CYO dance ae@ded to wear a sport coat, but

di dnét have any. Tombés ingenious plan
evening of adventure by wearing two of
we returned them along with a beautifully written and very sincere thank

you nde written on a table napkin.

There are more details to each of the abmemtioned stories that | could
bore you with, but those episodes in my life are not the real reason for this
emai | . (That 6s al ways the case with m

When we were in high school, going to New York State to drink was seen as
arteof passage, and many of us went. I
know why. | would like to think that the reason was more serious and

complex than | went there because lildo because it was something to-do

because | wanted to hang out with friertiecause crossing the state line to

drink was only because it was there, |

Of all the things I look back on in high school and question, it has tleebe

drinking in New York. And by New York, | mean the state, not the city.

Going to the city the village, especiallywas fun, interesting, exciting. It

offered a different perspective, a different experience than what | was used

to having. Please somee®e t el | me t hat aspect of th
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Although | frequented more than just the following places, | know many of

you will recognize the names he 6 Hubiavhct hewbhad?), Gaf
i n Nanuet, the 60l d Tavuginn@h,and Suf f er:
how many of you remember getting beer and going to the Orangeburg drive

iInonRt.303)and thatds not counting all the

Greenwood Lake bars in the summertime.

Those of you who know me really well know that | am asbcial person. |
used to be a social drinker (the more | drank, the more social | be¢hate
was my bad attempt at humor); and | would like to believe that back in high
school whenever | crossed the state line to drink, | drank responsibly.

As we ag, however, our memories somehow purge all the really stupid

things we did in high school (thank God), and | tend to see things now

through those ubiquitousreseo | or ed gl asses from t he
unlikely that many of you will admit to going to Newokk and having more
thanoneortwodrinksand | truly dondt want any
yourselves, but, for me, | believe that might not have always been the case.

| was a car fanatic back then (still ammy daily driver has been a Corvette

for the last few years), and since | had a car early in high school, | was
usually the one behind the wheel (al be
sometimes | drove home when maybe, ju:
maybe | should not be so truthful.

Thesummer after we graduated, an underclassman drove up to New York

with friends and didndét make it home.
refused to get back in the car with him for the ride home. A fateful decision

on their part si @Qadilaciftcea treeraadsvaskiled.hi s d a

All'in all, life has turned out pretty well for me despite my early feeble

attempts to thwart it. I | earned ear |\
to drink and drive and | did come to realize that my wantirgyaes the
state |ine was not for any other reas:

although my success rate for meeting girls was about the same no matter
which side of the state line | was on (not bad, but not all that good either), |
did meet a few

Oh, by the way, girls crossed the state line to meet people, too. Someone |
was fond of in school related to me in a folloyw email on my discourse
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about our summers in Glen Rock that she met her husband of nearly forty
years at t he Ihadudowait untiCaftar grad dohaolitomgpet
the mother of my children, maybe my luck at meeting girls was pretty bad
after all!

| do know that my numerous emails (from square dancing, to the Glen Rock

pool, to EMOC, and back through my Mr. Krause memetg.) have all

had a centralthemeéb ut since this oneds getting
thought for another time.

Happy New Year to you and yoursand thanks for letting me ramble once
again.

David Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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United Nations

It's springtime- albeit a little overcast here in South Jersey, but it's Good
Friday, and | don't have to at work this morning, so | thought | would take
the time to pen you another recollection of mine. | hope it takes you down
memory lane once again.

As you may be aware, one of the buzz words when talking about children is
‘exposure’. No, not the Michael Jackson type of exposure, but, rather,
exposing children to new thingdife changing things, educational things,
rewarding experience type of things.dAthat's the topic of thismail.

| remember writing you that when | was about eight years old | started
accompanying my dad to Yankee Stadium two to three times a year (those
box seats were a company perk), and | would join him on his trip into the
city in the morning. He worked in lower Manhattan at a naval design firm,
and to get there we would take a train to Jersey City, board the PATH (the
tube train that took you into Manhattan), and then finally hail a taxi to his
office building on Broadway, whitlocated not too far from the New York
Stock Exchange. That and joining him on occasion to board battleships,
aircraft carriers, etc. at the Brooklyn Naval Yard were truly highlights in my
young life, anyway . . .

In the spring, when it was announcedunior high that our class was going

to New York City on a field trip, | was ecstatic. | thought "Wewly

classmates would get to experience what | had done so many times before:
ride the train, use PATH, hail a cathis was going to be great.

Now youknow why Special Education is the perfect place for me. Our class

did venture into the city, but not by train; we went by boset a terrible

mode of transportation by any means, for we got to see the Weehawken Park
baseball field at the entrance to thecoln Tunnel and wonder aloud that

woul dndét it be neat to play ball ther
eagerly hoped to share with all of you.

As we were told of the school's plan, we were informed our first stop of the
day was going to be aur of the United Nations. And what a great place the
plaza turned out to bebuilt on the east side of Manhattan on a parcel of
land donated by John D. Rockefeller, Jr., with buildings that were
futuristically designed, and holding the hope of all pedéplie more
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civilized and orderly world. Well, two out of three things withstood the test
of time.

The itinerary was to tour the General Assembly Hall, visit the Security
Council Chamber, walk around a little bit, and maybe see an ambassador or
dignitaryor two (so dress appropriately, we were instructed!). |, of course,
was expecting we would also be meeting with Dag Hammarshjold (sp), but
then that's why | never got into politics. There is logic there somewhere.

On our arrival, | was definitely impressavith the flags of so many nations
stretching from 48th Street to 42nd St. The United Nations is in the United
States, of course, but it's not part of New York City or even part of the
United Sates. It's in an 'international zoném (¢urious, thoughif a crime

was committed on this parcel of land, wivould investigatet?)

By the way, | was ultimately struck with the awesomeness of the translators
sitting in those booths doing their job. (I thought more than once what would
have happened if they msisoke. Would war break out? | was just learning

to live without those school air raid drills.) After our morning tour of the
United Nations was completed, we had lunch and then went to our second
and last stop of the day.

Before | spoil it for you, doeshgone recall where we went and what we did
after lunch? If you do, then your answer may or may not match mine. Did a
thought just zip across your mind, as in why wouldn't there be a match with
our answers?

Well, it's because our class was split into twparate but not equal

groups. One group went to Carnegie Hall up around 54th and Seventh
Avenue; the other group went to 39th and Broadway. Boy, do | wish | had
been in the Carnegie Hall group. | don't care what you guys and gals did
when you were ther, but it had to be better than what | was ‘exposed' to that
afternoon another one of my lessons in 'life isn't fair' saga.

Exposure in education is a good thing, and in the hearts and minds of the
Glen Rock school system they were trying to expose ngw experiences

a truly noble idea, but what were they thinking! If you do not remember
what was at 39th and Broadway, then you have a way of blocking out
unpleasant memories. A gift | truly wish | had.
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Okay, for those of you who cannot recall thatipalar day as clearly as |

can, and if you were in the same group as | was in, | will tell-yoe went

to the New York Metropolitan Opera House. What were they thinking! | just
had to say it again. Imagine sending junior high kids to the opera.

Grantal, we weren't treated to a fddlown opera, and the behind the scenes
experience was somewhat nifty (does anyone use that word anymore?), and,
later, when the performers came on stage and went through their abbreviated
performance using the music, costsm@nd voices that | had only heard and
seen on TV, all | could ask myself washat were they thinking!

The United Nations still gives tours, Carnegie Hall is open and functioning,
and people definitely still go to the operaut now it's to Lincoln QCater

(built a few years after we were out of high school). Does anyone know if
the Met building is still there?

Okay, judging by how | have written some of my othenals, you may

have guessed what's coming, batdll, i n
you how this email ends: yes, | have been back to the opera; yes, | have
exposed my own children to it; and, yes, | am glad for my Glen Rock Junior
High exposure.

And what I'm also glad about is how they now have these individual devices
to interpet the various songs into English (and the devices do not interfere
with the theategoing experience of the people around you). You can use
them or not. It's your choice. Guess what? | choose not to. I'm such a baby. |
guess | just want the exposure!

Thank you again for letting me share another time and place with you.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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7" Gradei

One of the more interesting teachers in 7th grade was someone who taught a
subject | didn't need and, truthfully, although | believe we adl & course
just like it; however, | couldn't quite understand why it was on my schedule.

This teacher taught (if you can call it that) something entitled 'Study Skills'

or a title close to it. This was supposed to make us better at studying. | know
we dd outlining (yeah, like we had never done that before!), had practice
pages on organizing resources, etc. | recall we had this class for only one
marking period, and | doubt we received a grade for it, but, of that, | am not
certain. | am going to assuntenas to get us ready for higher learning, but

the whole concept was lost on me.

What did fascinate me at the time, and annoys me to this day, is the fact that
this teacher didn't do anything. She rarely got out from behind her desk, and
when she did it &s only to pass out papers. She never wrote on the board,
never walked around the room, and hardly ever interacted with us.

| hesitate to say she had a personality, but if she did, | never saw it, for she
was hardly animated in any way. Granted, | néxagt this teacher again

(thank goodness), don't even know what department she was associated
with, and although she could turn out to be someone's favorite teacher, she
was an enigma to me.

This teacher's standout feature was she owned only two dresgbgyand
seemed identicaNow you are tinking how does David know that¥ell,

of course, | don't; I'm only guessing here, but she rarely, if ever, wore
anything that could have given me a clue that her wardrobe closet was
extensive, even moderately so. Qthm our class made the same
observation about her clothes, or lack of them.

And the two dresses | do remember her wearing were as plain as she was.
Oh that was too kind. Those dresses were ugly. | can do better than that
those dresses were plain ugBolid in color- and, as | recall, they were

light gray in color. If she wore a different color or a different style dress, it
had to be during a marking period when | didn't have her.

Now if this teacher wore those dresses because of her religioefs biglen
I'm sorry for this characterization. But as a kid just entering 7th grade, | was
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an observer of all things, and this teacher fascinated me for as much as what
she was as for what she wasn't.

If anyone has anything else to say about this teatthisfiMladam X, I'd be
happy to hear from you. An opposing point of view would be greatly
appreciated for | would hate to think | was right about her.

Oh, her name? Well, I'm going to use a twist on what we hear on every
crime television show: her name wasanged to protect the guilty. If you
had this teacher and know who she is, or if you didn't have her and don't
know who she is, then my using her name doesn't matter.

On to a different topie some of you have been highldgmplementarnabout
how my menories have stirred recollections within you, and it's not that |
expect people to-mail me about any of my remembrances, but some of you
wrote that we never had a field trip to the UN.

Now that is fascinating! Did | go there alone?

That field trip wasunlike those Saturday morning science excursions to
Fairleigh Dickinson for Chemistry, for that did comprise a small, select
group. However, | am positive our entire class participated in the UN
experience. Hey, | know | did not go there alone!

No needd write. | am just curious as to why no one recalls our UN trip,
that's all. If | had an outf-body experience way back then, | guess it's just
catching up with me.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Cattle call-

| know thisema i | doesndét have the best of ti
too creative when it came wariting.

I would like to venture back to the time when you were in elementary

school. You might not have lthatved i n Gl
shoul dndt diminish this remembrance. I
surroundings, for what 1 6m going to wl
|l &dm not sure i f | grew up on the wr onog
had two different sets of tracks,tbu as | 6ve stated before,

E. Byrd School. The school was small and somewhat private. It was tucked
away on the short end of Doremus Avenue, as if they were trying somehow
to hide it behind the ORockd.

Byrd School was a very comfy placdéhere was only one homeroom for

each grade. The kindergarten, first, second, and third grades were on the first
floor, with the second floor housing fourth through sixth. The bathrooms

were in a scary place, though. Well, it was scary for ayear old

kindergartner going there for the first time. The bathrooms were in the
basement, and it was dark, dank, and very industrial looking.

| grew to love the place once Sam, the custodian, took a liking to me.

Though Sam was dark haired, a little on the bsidig, he was a gentle giant
-atleasttoafiv¢y ear ol d. |l wish | could remem
another story for another time.

Although school is school, have | set the stage well enough for you to get a
picture that | liked Byrd School aradl was right with the world when | was
there? | hope so for now | want to turn the tables and talk about the flip side
of being young in the early 19500s.

That time in my life was pretty scary. No, not because of big, burly Sam, but
because of the worlde lived in. It was a scary time. As children running,
jumping, playing, we were oblivious to most of the world events unfolding
around us, but we were participants, nevertheless.

Two circumstances readily come to mind. First, there was the air rag drill
Our leaders knew about the aftermath of Hiroshima and Nagasaki. We all
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saw the pictures of atomic bombs exploding and their ensuing mushroom
cl ouds. Did they really think that t he
save lives?

After the devastating &holic school fire wherein over 90 students died, |

can understand implementing a law mandating fire drills in schools. I think

that was a common sense approach to a very serious cemegrauck and

cover! Did anybody really believe that if hydrogemtixs were going off all
around us 6duck and cover o would save
lived in the middle of Kansasand then only maybe.

Initially, it was crawling under our desks in first grade, but then the
procedure quickly changed to gili in the hallway with our arms over our
heads. Even today, | can still feel the coolness of the wall against my back.
Can you?

If you think about i really think aboutitd uck and cover woul d
helped the Japanese survive even the atomicbanbsyy it woul dndét |
helped us survive a hydrogen bomb.

The teachers, our beloved teachers, were standing next to the windows in the
hallway and chitchatting away. No wonder they wanted us to cover our

heads. | t was Sso we waaudacherdknows ee t hem
something that our nationd6s | eaders di
who knows?

| am reminded of that 1964 astio | dwat er ad wherein ther
little girl out in a field picking daises with a mushroom cloud billowig

behind her. All I know is that if a hydrogen bomb were going to be dropped,

I'd rather have been outside picking flowers instead of in a building waiting

for the windows to be blown out and concrete raining down upon me.

And to continue that theme farst a bit, what about those gleaming white

NIKE missiles positioned up in the hills just north of Glen Rock. You would

drive by and see them pointed skyward and thinksr eat , t hat wi | |
any atexeemtkhey werenodt t hgegemotelytioey pr ot ect
were; they were placed there to protect New York City.

Back to the reason | designated thimail as 'Cattle call'. When | was in
fourth grade, my mother drove my sister and me over to Coleman School.
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Talk about a change in perspectivgamling schools. It was like night and

day. Coleman School was long and flat with huge play areas. It was so

unli ke the school I attendwdlnotsie di dni
youdd notice.

Back to the Ocatt| emaictanlaltdé btehceamues.e |1 ncaor
think of a better way to explain the next scary thing | had to endure. When

we were at Coleman School, my sister and | had to line up with hundreds of

other kids to get vaccinated for something | knew very little about, but

something which definitely terrified my mother when it came to her children

- Polio.

Now dondt gthd polimeaccimatianmdga was a good thing.
However, lining up and making us wait in long lines might not have been.

|l 6m not afraidfoéai 6l obdshodosm fbel i eve
|l 6m not even afraid of | ong |ines. But
acutely aware of my sister and some of the people aroutthusg seen

the anguish Carol went through duringr regular doctor sits, plus

watching the reaction of those near us, the lining up and having to anticipate

the wait to get inoculated was more than some could haxddie.my sister

didnét throw a fit (trooper that she \
linesthatdefint el y di dndét want to get their ¢

Li ke | sai d, I di dndt mi nd standing i1
why | was doing it. | had heard of polio, and had known it was something |
di dndét want, but at the algrteroybarst en t he

away. | was now just one of a few hundred kids lining up that day and
following orders. | just wish | had been able to soothe the trepidation of
some of those around me.

A Byrd School alumnus of mine had a sister who contracted polio, astl m
of us have friends or family members that were afflicted with polio, or at
least we remotely knew someone who was, and in this year of the 50th
anniversary of the Jonas Salk vaccine we have a lot to be thankful for.

l dm curi ous, t hgetouw $hots andunindividelal sthoalsn 0 t

Dondot get me wrong, | |l iked Col eman St
better if the shots were given on f ami
shot s, | guess it doesnsupposmatter wher ¢
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We did get a O0Toot si e dodyoupeanenaberthath e end
By the way, does it still take 250 licks to get to the chocolate center? And
what 6s with that hard ridge that enci:

Oh, and we had to do the lineup thirligoser again for our booster shot,

di dnét we? Later on, the Sabin oral v:
kids.

Those were the days, werenodot they?

Il 61l 1 stop with the questions, and | 0m
happy, goodime memoryl 6 | | try better next ti me.

And thank you to those who wrote me stating they remembered being on the
trip to the UN. | dm gl ad | wasno6t hall

Dave Lamken
dlamkencomcast.net
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Fairleight

This recollection isn't about a class field trip per séjtldid involve a few
of us going somewhere.

Knowing how teenagers tend to want to sleep late in the mornings,
especially on weekends (not me, though, I've always been an early riser), |
am struck with the thought that asking kids to be at school eaiaturday
mornings was a bit too much, but, yet, some of us did just that.

There was a big push for science after the Russians launched Sputnik, and
our generation benefited from that infusion of money, renewed attention,

and changes in the science atulum. And one of those changes allowed

for us to expand our horizons and 'to go where no one else had gone before'.
And so on various Saturday mornings, some of us met in the high school
parking lot to board a bus for a short ride to Fairleigh Dickinson.

We went there to play in their science labs. Now, | know 'play" isn't the right
word, and Mr. O'Hara, my group leader and CBA (chemical bond approach)
groupie, wouldn't like my saying it, but it's probably what | did. | did have

an interest, but not my b, in the sciences. | went along because it was an
adventure. Did | glean much from the experience? Well, | remember it, so it
must meant something to me, and | still get Popular Science maganes

that count?

Now | am on to a totally different tap- one that definitely doesn't fit in
with the above. Those of you who liked schoally, really liked school
you can stop reading now, for what follows probably has very little to do
with you.

| am curious to know how many of my fellow classmatets't like school
and might have felt you were learning disabled.

Even at this late stage in our lives, | am not asking this to embarrass anyone,
and, as some of you have done in the past when responding tonaiise
you may contact me directly anavlll not reveal what youo write me.

| will tell you that | was learning disabled as a child, and | recognized it

early on in my formve years, but never hadlabel for it until | got to
college.
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| am not talking about my stutteringsod, forbid, youvould have thought

that was enough of a burden to have as a child. No, I'm talking about those
little things that got in the way of learning so easily what others grasped so
effortlessly.

| could give you a whole litany of examples of how my disabilifgcied

my schooling (some of them are so sad that they are actually funny), but for
each of us who had (has) this problem, the symptoms of our learning
disabilities are different, and | don't want to trivialize someone else's
difficulties by making fun ofny own.

Suffice it to say that even after all these years | still cannot spontaneously
tell my left from my right without first making a conscious effort at
confirming which is which (my comment about having two left feet at our
school dance lessons waslly not a joke).

Although | never had the problem of reversing my letters, | am an extremely
poor speller and even have difficulty looking up words in the dictionary. As
a child | had very little phonetic ability. For example, early on, | always
drew an 'vanilla' paper while the rest of you colored on manila paper. Even
after | was corrected repeatedly (vanilla connected with my sensibilities
more than manila because of paper's color), | know | continued to confuse
the two through high school.

| am notan auditory learner by any means (can't even define a musical beat
by tapping my foot in time with the music without feeling like a fool), but |
am blessed with an exceptional visual memanaybe not photographic,

but it's in that arena. Years later wnefigured this all out, | would have
thought that the latter would have helped me with my spelling dilemma, but
for some reason | can't visualize words to spell them correctly.

| could easily continue down the list of things | cannot do well, but | have
been fortunate to sidestep many of the accompanying pitfalls of being
learning disabled by compensating for my shortcomings (something | can do
well). For example, | married an excellent speller. Nancy finds it funny that
someone she considers to be bricgm't spell, but she always helps me

when | ask. Funny would be her term, not mine.

| am interested in hearing from any of you who might have thought that
learning in school was more of a chore than you might have thought it
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should have been, and hovaftected you; and, as always, what you write to
me will stay with me.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Bike hikel

This email was written to Alan Furler a few weeks ago (with a copy to Art
Smith) about an excsion we took years ago, and what are memories for if
not to share them with the class, so here goes.

In the Boy Scouts, merit badges are mostly singular events, like the cooking
or the boating merit badge, and so it should have been for the bicycling mer
badge, but somehow a group of us decided to get our merit badge together.
Were we blessed or were we cursed?

>>

Alan, thanks for asking. My memory has Ken Hradzira, Craig Lampe, the
two of you, and me setting off on a bike hike up into the hills tdwa
Greenwood Lake.

*** Now don't get me wrong, | like hills but for a bike hike, come on.
What were we thinking! Who decided we shouldn't head south and do our
required distance along some flat roads?

Okay, the first directive in the handbook wagyet our bikes checked by a
professional, and we did that at the bicycle shop in Ridgewadhad an
English type bike with thin tires called a Raleigh, Alan and | each had a
Schwinn 'Corvette' (mpike was red with chrome fenders), your bike, Art, is
lost to memory (sorry), and Craig was riding an older, nondescript American
bike.

We parked our bikes outside the shop, and the owner came out and signed
off that our bikes were trip worthy. Big mistakbe must have been busy

that summer day for he jugave our bikes a cursory onoeer, signed our
cards, and seemed happy when we rode off. | don't think he truly checked
out everyone's bike as thoroughly as he should have because we all
remember how our trip turned oubr at least you will by the time 6 m
finished with this email.

Okay, we were Boy Scoutdeing prepared was what it was all about. We
had a map, carried a little notebook to log in our trip, had the necessary bike
tools and first aid kit, canteens were filled, sandwiches were patkagl a

with a DingDong or a Twinkie (or two or three), and, of course, we had a
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trusty little air pump, and, yes, the required tire patch &ansisting of
abrasion paper, rubberroent, and exactly three patchie§ Be Pr epar ed o
was the Scohtt 6s motto, rig

* ** Okay, now is the time to 'fess up. Whose idea was it to ride north into
those hills? Who planned that trip, anyway?

The morning of our journey was beautiful, and we were on a mission. We
set off with ebullience, camaraderie, and high expextatiThe temperature
was perfect; we knew our departure time, where we were headed, how long
it should take, where our rest stops would be, and our contemplated arrival
time back home. Well, five out of six wasn't bad.

After setting out and riding for dgf@ some time, the first flat occurred just
before lunch. No problemit was the front tire of Ken's bike, and it was an
easily fixed. We repaired the wheel quickly and were soon on our way. Just
after lunch, the second flat of the trip happened, butithisit was Craig's

rear tire. Not as easy a fix as Ken's because the chain had to come off, but
we were 'pros' at fixing tires so even though it took a little longer, the job
was accomplished without too much hassle and we wereag@on headed

off.

However, when we were patching the tire, we did notice that the tube had
beenpatched beforetwice, | believe but | will surrender that memory to
someone whose recollection is better than mine. Our journey continued
rather uneventful until late afternodout at least we were now turned

around and headed in the direction of home. That's when the third flat really
derails us.

Craig's rear tire blew again, and he fell off his bike. Craig's cuts were minor
and easily attended to, but even with the thirtipdeing available in our
kit, the inner tube was beyond repair.

** * Anyone ready to step up to the plate now and state that ggirand
overNor t h bilanddale véas their idea?

After it was determined that the tire couldn't be fixed, wevk at this

juncture that it was getting pretty late. The sun wasn't quite setting, but it

was approaching the early dinner hour. We recalled passing a service station,
but it was back in the opposite direction; and no one knew for sure if it even
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sold bigscle tubes, and, if it did, would they even have the correct size. The
guestion of forging ahead or turning back was analyzed, debated, and
resolved; it made the most sense to continue heading home, and so that's
what we did.

Except for little individuakcouting sojourns to find out what was just

beyond the next hill or curve, we all stayed together. | presume it was out of
sympathy for Craig's injuries since we all took turns pushing his bike while
he rode ours. We all enjoyed the long coasts downdheus hills, and

I'm just guessing this timewe didn't want him to be left out of all the fun.

As dinnertime came, a phone booth was found, calls were made, and all
pertinent information with home and families was exchanged. Our fathers
were home fom work by now, and they coordinated a master rescue plan.

Soon three cars arrived to pick us-uand, boy, were we delighted to see

them. As the bikes were being put into the trunks of cars and into the back of
a station wagon, I'm thinkingl'm reallytired - my dad's herel get to ride

home- no more pedaling up those hillsvow, I'm in heaven. Wrong,

wrong, wrong!

The car caravan took us to a service station, Craig's bike got a new inner
tube, and then all our bikes are unloaded. | just abmieth but fathers

always make sons do the right thing, and since we had come so far, we still
had to complete our road trip if we were going to be entitled to that merit
badge. So off we went pedaling into the night.

Darkness had settled in by this tinaed we rode our bikes along the country
roads between the headlights of the lead and trailing vehicles. I'm sure the
cars that were lined up behind us weren't so happy about moving along at a
snail's pace, but it was comforting to know we had our panemtection.

As we were nearing the end of our trip, the lead car pulled into an Oakland
ice cream place called 'The Old Bara' family favorite of ours (and my dad
wasn't in the leado some parental discussion had to have taken place before
we leff). At first, | wasn't sure why, but when our dads got out | knew it was
to treat us or maybe it was to treat themselves, but, in any event, it was
terrific. We were treated to doubthBpsi the best one | ever had.
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From then on, the rest of the ride howes a breeze, and when we hit
Lincoln Avenue we went our separate ways. Going to bed that night never
felt so good, and sleep never came so quickly.

Thanks for being there, guys. It's one of my fondest memanes! hope
you enjoyed it as much as Iddi

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Footloose activities

Growing up | had numerous opportunities by which | could stand around
and admire girls or in which | could dance with them and try to hide the fact
that | had two left feet. The slow 'Y' daneas the easiest movement for me
to fudge my norexistent dancing prowess. For fiecof you too old to
remember,tie "Y' dance embodied the 'Swing and Sway with Sammy Kaye'
idea, but without the swing; you just stood together, swaymdi thought
OWhy?d. dan

I have highlighted EMOC and our summer dances (those down by city hall
in the railroad parking lot) in previousreails, but there were two other
casual dance activities in which | partook.

One may have been touched on befarar Saturday Canteemnghts. This

was a curious mix of various activities. There were games (like Ping Pong
and ring tospthat were set up in one gymnasium while the other gym was
organized for dancing. I'm not sure whether the 'divide and conquer’
arrangement was supposedtcommodate those 'not yet ready to mingle
with the opposite sex' or if it was there to provide for the varied interests of
those who didn't want to be ime@ on a Saturday night and llidn't want to
dance.

What | thought to be curious, however, was stinmmg you, too, may have
found to be a little funny or odd. | recall that if you were in the game room
area, the chaperones would chidingly kid you as to why you weren't in the
other gym dancing. Mr. Yost and Mr. Thomas, the Phys. Ed. teacher, were
famousfor this. (What are the chances of a small,-negional scholb

having three MrThomas'sby theway? But we did.)

Of course, if you were in the other gym and just standing around, the
chaperones wdd query you as to whyeren'tyou dancing. Saying just
came to look at the moving scenery did not impress anyone (I wonder
why?). Never did like PingPong, though.

Because my parents would on occasiake a passing comment or two
about ny less than stellar behavior, they offered up the idea that maybe |
should attend St. Catherine's, and so out of memory to that situation the
following comments nght at first seem biased and not tespectful put,
nevertheless, | offer theap as true.
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So it's now fairly obvious, my other mingling withet opposite se
opportunity was at CYO dances. These werd-riday nights and were held
in the original church building to the right of St. Catherine's School.

When you are at that awkward stage of just getting to understand the
opposite sex (I'm not there yet), thght mood helps a lot. Sure your own
mood is important, but the ambience of where the interaction takes place is
important, too.

EMOC had it right with subdued lighting; the summer dances had the
benefit of a dusk to nightfall setting, and even the Gantgganizers saw fit
to turn off some of the gym's lightinrdout, no, not the CYO dance sponsors.
You would have thought that the nuns were hoping to see how fast they
could spin the dial on the electric meter. They had on more lighitsn the
White House does at Christmas!

| believe the nuns' main objective at the CYO dances was to keep us apart
rather than to foster any chemical bond among teenagers. They walked
around and separated anyone who they thought was dancing too close. And
by close | meamvithin two or three inches of each other.

Dancing at a CYO function was more of a 'cat and mouse' game. You tried
to dance as close as you could get to your partner just so you could see how
many times they separated you. If the nuns wanted @owiad,

recreational, ceed socialtime activity, they should have put up PHRpng

tables!

And don't get me started on the music. If we did not bring our own records, |
think we would have been dancing to Guy Lombardo. (Hey, does anyone
remember watching himerform 'Arabian Nights' at Jones Beach. My

parents were enamored of his musamd what would New Year's Eve have
been without him! The younger generation will soon be saying that about
Dick Clark, | suppose.)

The CYO dances were from 7:30 to 9:30. | mamh sure why, but the girls

were always on the left side of the room, and, of course, the boys were on
the right. I don't know why | remember that, but | do, just like | remember
during our Tuesday night ‘dance lesson' times in junior high that the girls
were always lined up on the ‘home' bleachers side and the guys walked the
longest mile across that gym floor to pick a partner.
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For all my seeming negativity about the CYO dances, | went didn't I? Sure |
did - and | had fun. The only problem was that | Icoclearly see my two
left feet in that weHit room.

Dave Lamkendlamken@comcast.net
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EMOC -

Weekends who doesn't look forward to weekends! Back in our school
days, or was it as it is referred to newur 'school daze', whatever it was,
weekends we the time to socialize.

The first constant that comes to mind was EMOC. The how and why of its
origin are lost to memory, but ‘come’ we did to EMOC like ants to sugar.
The Ridgewood YMCA did us a big favor by opening its doors and allowing
us sanctuary albeit for only a few hours.

Whether you were with a date or went solo, it was the place to be. It's the
closest | ever got to an 'American Bandstand' type event. The upstairs dance
hall was a warm and inviting place (sometimes too warm), and yioupfel

close and personal with everyone in the room, whether they were next to you
or across the room. The lights were on, but in a subdued manner, and the
atmosphere was electric.

In my junior high 'square dancing' remembrance, | confessed to having two
left feet, but that didn't stop me then from enjoying myself, and the same
was true years later at EMOC. Whether | started out dancing slowly to
'‘Runaround Sue' or | began doing steps to the Lindy right away, my arms
and legs always wind up going in directsothat | was sure they shouldn't
have been going, but what did it mattéun was in the air. The music was
just right and there was a feeling that all was right with the world.

Afterwards, there was the ubiquitous FirePlace on Rt. 17 for hamburgers and
fries, or, for a change of pace, there was Mario's just down the road for
pizza. Those of us who had cam@nd didn't mind breaking a curfew or two
went across the state line to have fun in Nanuet, NY, or other such good
places. I'll save our class ahtures to New York State for a whole other

email.

Now this may come across as a-gotvn and since I'm not much of a writer,

I'll just lay it out there. Glen Rock tried its best to entertain us with what |

will call 'school dancéhappenings’, but it justidn't have the same panache
that EMOC did. In one gymnasium there were games set up and in the other
gym there was an attempt to get us to dance. Teachers chaperoned and
encouraged us to participate, but the games were lame and the gym where
the music phyed was too well lit and seemed like a cavern. Those nights
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were a flop. | only remember going to two of those events. Anyone out there
who remembers being at more than two of those daappenings, please e
mail me. | would love to know what | missed.

I'll touch on CYO and other church socials at a later time, but if it wasn't
EMOC or other organized activities that occupied our weekends, then it
might have been the parties. | have memories about each and every one of
them and | would like to share theath with you. Only kidding your time

and patience with me would run out long before | could finish writing about
them.

However, there is one party that stands out and this was at Chris d'Elia's
house. It's an unbridled fact that | had a crush on Qivhat normal guy
didn't?), but this is not about her (although | could definitely write a tender
remembrance about how kind she was to me), but, rather, this is about
something that happened at her party.

When | arrived, | found the party underway in beekyard. The record

player was on, people were dancing, talking, eategryone was having a
great time, but what stood out the most was the presence of a drum set
nestled up against the house. | thought to myself what a great@ihees

was goingd have a band! Now that was something different, but throughout
the evening no band appeared.

Being the shy, retiring type, | didn't inquire about the drum set, and | don't
recall anyone else commenting about it either. Toward the end of the party,
one ofthe partygoers proceeded to sit on the stool and start playing. And,
boy, could he play the drums.

| don't believe I'd embarrass him one bit if | told you he sounded as good as
Buddy Rich- okay, now maybe that is a bit of a stretdiut he was good

really, really good. When the party was over, | helped him load the drums
into his father's car, but since the two of us were not close friends, | never
heard him play any musical instrument before or after that night.

All I ever thought about him wabat he was someone | played basketball

and football with at the Glen Rock pool, as well as being someone with
whom | shared some classes. The most memorable class was English class
our senior year wherein he liked Mrs. Punchard as much as | did. If the tru
Is told, I might have liked her new Ford Thunderbird just a little bit more,
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but the real question isTom Aitken, do you still play the drums?

Thanks again for letting me ramble about our school daysed to keep
this one short.

Dave Lamkendlamken@comcast.net
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Childhood games

Okay, | admit it; like others, | have inundated the class website with too
much email lately (don't you love hyperbole), but | know it's true, so I'
going to beg off for a whilejust for a little while. Howevel, do have one
last nostalgic thoughtsorry!

To pass the time as | journeyed home from junior high, | would on occasion
find a perfect stone, engage it, see how it rolled, and then kick it along with
me on my long walk home.

Although | hardly ever do @inymore, | found myself kicking a stone as |
walked in my neighborhood yesterday enjoying a beautiful day. Considering
the passage of time, | was somewhat astounded at how deft I still was at
maneuvering the stone. The stone, incidentally, followed nibeaivay

home, albeit, ironically, always just ahead of me, and landed on the edge of
my driveway where it still sits todayawaiting another challenge from a
passeiby, | suppose.

That leisure time frolic had me thinking about other childhood gamés tha
occupied my youth. Let's get three manly games out of the way first. King of
the Hill was a definite favorite, as was Indian wrestling, followed by thumb
wrestling. Thumb wrestlingmanly? Well, | don't watch WWF.

| wasn't terrific at it, but | lovetetherball. There's a point in the game where
you just know the game's outcome, and once you get the smell of victory
you see it coming, and if you're on the losing end, you definitely see the win
slipping away. As with all games there must be a stratagyved, but,

luckily for me, | just enjoyed playing. | liked the coming and the going of
victory!

Early elementary, primary grade recess games such as RedGigden

light, Giant Steps, Mother May |, and Red Rover, played outdoors at Byrd
School, werglayground classics. Dodgeball (with and without a bounce)
was always exciting, especially the times when it was played without a
required bounce. A special mention goes to Punchball, for it was a favorite,
but | was always fourth best behind the powd#irg of Alan Furler, Art

Smith, and Michael Boynton (one of the fastest runners | ever encountered).
If the truth was told, Ken Hradzira, Craig Lampe and | were really tied for
fourth (but, heck, it's my-enail), with Bruce Emra's play strategy evident in
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every game. Jungle Gym Tag always seemed to be played before school
began, and especially before the bell rang ending our one hour and fifteen
minute lunch break (boy, have schools changed!), and | never remember
playing jungle gym tag after school, daes/one?

Classroom favorites played to pass the time away on rainy or wintry days
were SeverUp, Twenty Questions, Simon Says, and Hot Potato. Sepen
always seemed to be more of a popularity game to me. | never could keep a
straight face on those occass when | got to be one of the 'lucky’' seven, so

| was an easy 'up and down' player. Musical chairs was an infrequent game
maybe because we were always too loud and pushy.

Silly outdoor games played at home deserve mentomes like Freeze Tag
(neverliked that one muchtoo silly), Crack the Whip, and marbles. | never
truly understood the attraction of playing marbles. Sure | knew the how and
why of it, but it never did capture my spirit.

Speaking of capturing, how about Capture the Flag, Preswmng around

town called it Jail), and Steal the Bacon. Hide and Seek was a good one. Did
Ollie ever get his oxen free? And where did 'Ollie, Ollie, Oxen Free' come
from?

Horse was played on the basketball ceamd getting to the letter 'S', and
not m&ing that last, simple layp, and having to start all over again was the
absolute worst. And why was it called Horse? | kndwask too many dumb
guestions.

My older sister liked playing hopscotch, and now that I'm older | can 'fess
upo6 and njoged it, tooy Motias mucle as playing baseball in a
neighbor's yard on those cool summer evenings with good friends, but it was
always a challenge finding just the right, flat, hopscotch stone that would do
the trick and land exactly where you tossed it.

What did | miss, and what games did you play and enjoy?

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Two teachers

Over t he vy e arnailingbuadlass| | davemebtioneda fesv
teachers in my remembrandebrs. Blair, Mr. Krause, Mr. Hollinger, Mrs.
Punchard, Mr. Watterson, Mrs. Palmer, Mr. Chenoweth, Miss Houston, Mr.
Hewitt, Mr. Thomas (the industrial arts one), Mr. House, Mr. Munro, and
probably some others that I've forgotten just n@s well as my Brd

school teachers that | don't need to rename since not everyone in our
graduating class would be familiar with them.

| would like to give you a snapshot of two more people from school, one

from junior high and one from high scheddoth quite differehfrom each

other, and each from different departments. Since we had our own
schedules, and our teachers were not
guessing game, but since you are familiar with my writing style, | will tease

you for just a bit, buthe names will follow. The first one is easy, or is it the
second one?

Upon entering a classroom for the first time, this individual, who worked in

the high school, would try to impress a class with an opening act of facial
recognition/name memorizatiohhis person would rapidly go up and down

each row and quickly ask everyone their names, turn around, and then when
not facing the students permit them to exchange seats. While not totally

| mpressive, it wasnot a bad d¢idommi ck,
that upon meeting us for the first time.

Do you need another clue? This person was medium tall, but not slight of
build, had short light brown hair in the traditional Princeton hairstyle (right,
Pete?), and was rarely in the classroom.

Guess novor the answer follows

As | have referenced to you before, | had neither foreign language classes
past the seventh grade nor study halls in high school; my class schedule each
year was rather eclectic. One omission was by choice, the other by parental
edict. Therefore, | had a very good working relationship with the guidance
office, for it was their job to do the substitutions and arrange my schedule
somewhat to my liking.

It was in that capacity of being in the guidance office that | got to know Mr.
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LaRue fairly well and deduced that his memory trick was aided by our class
pictures. As with any demonstrationofsema gi ¢, it és al ways
disheartening to know how a trick might be accomplished.

By simple elimination, the second teacher in goess from junior high.

His father was a policeman in Paterson (why do | remember this stuff?), and
although he was very approachable, he ran a pretty tight classroom. | have
used this reference before when delineating a former Byrd School classmate,
butit's also suitable here. This teacher, if he had been a child actor, could
easily have been typmast to play in the '‘Our Gang' series.

This teacher taught me to love Englisdind poetry in particular, and among
a slew of things we had to memorize fog blass, | still recall some lines
from the Merchant of Venice. | won't bore you with everything but a little
bit of Portia's part The quality of mercy is not strained, it droppeth as the
gentle rain from heaven upon the place beneath. It is twicesbld$blesses
him that gives and him that takes.

Over the years as a teacher, | have had to use that sentiment more times than
| care to remember. Incidentally, the ‘olde English’ version is probably a

little different from what I recited, but after 4@ars, it's probably pretty

close.

And now for the easiest clue for naming this teaefathough pronounced
slightly differently here in America, his last name was the first name of a
very famous music composer. Any ideas? Guess now for the answersfoll
shortly.

Please feel free to get any old famous quotes that have remained with you all
these years off your chest. I'd be happy to entertain them whenrmail e
me. As you can tell, I'm fascinated by what people remember!

And, if you like music ad are into Beethoven, then you know | was talking
about Mr. Ludwig, another one of my more memorable teachers.

Thanks for letting me ramble.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Another £'Grade Field Trip

In my own way, | try not to presume too much when remembering things
about Glen Rock and our school years, but knowing some of you wrote back
about the first grade field trip to the fire station, | will assume that those of
you who attended other elementarir@als in Glen Rock had similar
experiences to what | had at Richard E. Byrd School; and if we all did the
same types of things, | hope you will remember another first grade field trip,
but this one was to a dairy farm.

What is notable about the trip istrthat we saw cows, or even the fact that
we had an opportunity to milk onges, by hand, but that we were exposed
to things | had only peripherally known about. Granted, we went into the
barn and saw the cows hooked up to a milking machine, and wedear
about cows and the entire milk making process (and that was really neat),
and the fact that we were given a chance to milk a cow the old fashioned
way - that was really cool. Does anyone use the words 'neat’ or ‘cool'
anymore? | am showing my age, dtré¢p

As | remember it, the cow was pretty-aperative, the milk turned out to be
warmer than | expected, and a few classmates were quite good at getting the
milk into the bucket. | was not one of them. Any guess on my part why |
wasn't particularly swessful will have to be left up to my therapist

whenever | get one. | know, | knowsome of you think the sooner the

better, Dave, the sooner the better!

So what was so notable about that trip that makes me remember it so well

it was seeing this soéity cow tied up to a stake. This poor cow was left all
alone in this large fenced in area to the left of the barn. The area around the
cow was just dirt; there was no nice green pasture for this cow to play in as
there was on the right side of the barntfa rest of the cows. | felt so sorry

for this poor animal.

| remember inquiring why this cow was tied up, and the dairy farmer said it
wasn't a cow. (Well, I didn't know.) He said that the 'bull' doesn't get along
well with the cows right now and neetdsbe separated from them. | still felt
sorry for the &6édcowb.

Except for the following few things, | don't remember much else about that
trip - black and white cows are called Holsteins (I still call them black and
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white cows), a cow's tongue is as roa@gsandpaper, and a bull weighs
about a ton. Oh, and after that day, | knew | was not meant to be a farmer
dairy or otherwise.

This next part of this-enail is not about a field trip, but it's still a great
memory- one | will have forever.

Our highschool put on some wonderful plays, but one play in particular
stands out above all the others, and it's because of the awesomeness of one
of the actresses.

Sitting in the audience | was bowled over toward the end of the play when
Molly Morck's characteemerges from stage right (our left) transformed into
this thing of beauty. Molly was dressed in this stunning white dress (gown?).
Don't get me wrong. Molly's as cute as they come, but this entrance had the
punch of Cinderella and Henry Higgins' makeowkEliza Doolittle in My

Fair Lady rolled into one.

The play had something to do with a family of scoundrels, and | recall that
Paul Brown had a part written into the play just for him. Sorry | don't
remember much more, but it was a few years ago arms fjust an observer,
not a participant.

Now for one small tidbit of something that for some of you may have long
forgotten- do any of you remember sitting in a diner or some other kind of
eatery where they had a jukebox selector at the end of theatabigou

would flip through the pages to view the song titles? Of course you do. But
do you remember reading a song title and then adding the phrase 'under the
sheets' to it and then laughing or giggling at the silliness of it all?

So as not to be acsed of slanting this little tidbit remembrance one way or
the other, | went to the following website and copied the first ten songs that
appeared (that's why they all start with the letter 'A"). The website is
www.americanmusicclassics.com/thefifthies.lamd the misspelling of 50's

is their mistake, not mine.

A BIG HUNK OF LOVE- ELVIS PRESLEY
A BLOSSOM FELL- NAT KING COLE

A BUSHEL AND A PECK- PERRY COMO
A CASUAL KISS-BLUE JAYS
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A COUPLE OF SWELLS JUDY GARLAND

A DREAMER'S HOLIDAY - BUDDY CLARK

A FOOL IN LOVE - TERESA BREWER

A GIRL WITH A FLAME - NANETTE FABRAY

A GUY IS A GUY - DORIS DAY

A KISS TO BUILD A DREAM ON- LOUIE ARMSTRONG
A LOVER'S ISLAND - THE BLUEJAYS

Of coursesome titles work better than others when adding ‘'under the sheets'
(and that was half the fun), but for those of you who did not do this as a kid |
wanted you to have an idea of how nifty this was to do.

What makes this memory so special to me is thasister (who is three

years older), and my mom and dad, and | were all having breakfast out one
morning and my sister and | were reading the song titles and smirking at
each other. My mother asked us what was so funny, and | told her what we
were doing.

My father quickly interjected and said that in his day the phrase was 'under

the covers', and my motheever so shocked that he would reveal this to us

-said in her not sermogr malantdod e okfe dv ait
though he had given away a&p family secret.

My dad followed it up witrsomething like1 He ' s alamswold,t 16 Vye
Mildred. He gets ith

| felt like | had arrived.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Star Wars

How did George Lucas carmup with some of those characters in his movie?
| think I know the answer for that. George was probably inspired by his
recollection of a field trip his first grade class took to the fire department, if,
in fact, they went to a place like the one we did.

Those of you who lived near town may have known where the fire trucks
were housed, but before | entered school my only exposure to them was
when the trucks came out to extinguish an occasional brush fire in the old
golf links area near my home.

In any @se, one of the most vivid memories | have is that after completing a
unit on community helpers, our first grade teacher, Miss McGuirk, lined the
class up in the entrance way/lobby of Byrd School and proceeded to take us
along Doremus Avenue and througkvtoto the Glen Rock Municipal Hall.

To onlookers, it must have been akin to seeing a proud mother duck
escorting her ducklings on a leisurely, but purposeful stroll.

| recall being allowed to climb all over a ladder truck, and when | spied a
freman'shat t h o u g h whatditheOxid/@ouldn't want to try on a
real fireman's hat, and that's what I did.

Got the picture really little boy, really big fireman's hat. | think the hat
came down over my entire head and rested on my shodldlevas that !

If I didn't look like R2D2, then | must have sounded like him when | said,
ALook at me! 0o

From the fire truck (akareally neat jungle gym for a six year old), we went
inside to visit the police station. I'm not sure, but | believe the holding cell
was actually used for storage. | recall they moved some boxes out of the way
so we could get inside the cell. Does anyone have a better recollection of the
jail cell?

And speaking of good recollections, | could also use your help in jogging
my memory on whre we went after various proms. | recall three places, but
know there were more (I went to five proms, not counting our graduation
dance). | should have bought a tuxedo rather than rent one each time!
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Two of the places were on Passaic Street in RocRalik (on the way into
Hackensack) one was the Blue Swan Inn and the other was the Swiss
Chalet. They were about two blocks apart from one another on opposite
sides of the street.

The third was the 'restaurant on the mountain' just over the bordewin Ne
York State- and whose precise name | don't recall. The road (it seemed
more like a path up the mountain than a real road) was treacherous,
especially driving up there and being on the outside lane. Not a road I'd like
to have been on in the ice and snow

Thank you to those of you who offered me their hole punchers. | truly
appreciate the kindness, but will decline. However, those of you who still
have a twering binder should see what a collector on eBay would offer for
it.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Gym floors and moré

Byrd School didn't have a gymnasium and so on our first day in junior high
when we were told we shouldn't walk across the gym floor, it seemed a bit
strange. However, being the dutifubtders that they were, it was explained
that our shoes would leave scuff marks on the newly varnished floors, so
only sneakers were allowed on the playing area.

That did make sensdor who would want scuffed floorsand being the
disciplined childrerwe were, whenever we had on our street shoes and
wanted to go from one side of the gym to the other, we obediently walked
around the perimeter.

That ideal lasted about a month, but in that time we did learn the rule quite
well and followed it under threaff dire consequences and dashed

diagonally across when we thought no one was looking. Also, during that
time, | observed teachers, administrators, and maintenance personnel
adhering to that rule as well, but as | said, the spotless floor only lasted about
a month.

By the way, since | brought up the topic of administrators, did anyone

besides me find it peculiar that our athletic director (who was in charge of

the guysdé sportbdés programs) was named
was Ernst. Yeah, | thight so. Imagine getting stuck with a name like Ernst

Fellows. Also, do any of you recall Mr. Fellows getting his arm hurt during a

track meet by an errant javelin throw. Man, when that happened, it must

have hurt like hell!

Okay, back to the gym flooAfter our weeknight dance lessons got under
way, there were so many scuff marks on the floor you would have thought
Salvator Dali was gearing up to do a mural! And, do you think the gym floor
rule may have explained why the boys obediently lined up orsideeand

the girls on the other and were so reluctant to come out into the middle of
the dance floor during lessons? Nahe either.

However, | think if one was to stretch the reason of plausibility, it might be
concluded that scuff marks were the read@t 'sock hops' were invented.
What a better way to remove the marks than to have the perpetrators have a
frantic, but innocent way of erasing them. Makes sense to me, but then, as
you know, I'm in Special Education, so everything in this world makes

73



sense. Also, how many of you recall custodians using an old tennis ball
stuck on the end of a pole as an eraser for the scuff marks? Thought you
might.

Others can chime in here and correct me, but | can recall only two times

when our school had a sox hopeaifa basketball game. Midland Park, on the

other hand, had a sox hop after almost every Friday night game. How do |

know, you ask? Well, because | liked moving scenery and | knew when they

had home games. On occasion, Tom Janicke, or Doc Savage, and | wou

drive to Midland Park after our game was over. | recall taking off my Glen

Rock jacket and leaving it in the car so it would appear | was from the
opposing teamds town, going inside ju
and seeing what there was to kers. | believe my two left feet didn't seem

as prevalent when | didn't know the person with whom | was dancing!

Okay, now on to a slightly different topic. I'll be the first to admit that girls
are smarter than boys. Maybe not always in academic sitadtitbihet

others argue that point to its natural conclusion), but in social situations girls
have all the right answers, especially on prom night.

After all the instructions | received at home on how to properly pin on a

corsage soastonotembarrasgs el f by drawing another
you can only imagine my relief at finding out that | did not have to do it. As

soon as | presented the flowers, my date's mother proceeded to pin the

corsage on and she did it perfectly!

As | recall, | only hado go through that anticipatory trauma ond¢eoray
for the invention of wrist corsages! However, | do recall some girls bringing
their boxed corsages with them to school and pinning them on in the ladies
room. You girls helped each other out far moemtboys did back then.

Now | am sure when it came time for your first prom you women struggled
with what to wear that's part of who you are, but you knew right from the
start that you'd get it right. Over the years, | never saw a dress style that
wasn'tbecoming, a hair out of place, or a mismatched anything on any girl
in the six high school proms | attended.

We boys are the other hand, after anxiously being measured for our

tuxedoes, once we picked them up, got them home, and started to dress,
strugded with which end of the studs went in the button holes (just so you
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know, ladies, there were no buttons on the shirt, only seven button holes on
each placket of the shirt), and the silver stud always looked more inviting to
have showing than the black &nd (but the cufflinks were the clue); we

also wondered whether the pleats on the cummerbund faced up or down (it
wasn't meant to be a food catcher); and, believe it or not, we questioned
(more than we needed to) if the bowtie was in the right poskonme, that

di dnodét ma-tmy mather alivdy®stragghtened it before | left
(whether it needed it or not), along with a good luck kiss on the cheek (that
was always appreciated!).

And, let's not forget the shoelow can we forget those glossyatk shoes!

| felt as though | was slipping into my sister's patent leather shiners. To me,
it was the only part of the outfit that seemed unnatural. Nothing on my feet
should have been that shiny and polished, but it was dress up time, and |
knew | neededio do my part in order to pull off a perfect evenirgp patent
leather shoes it was!

It was only after the third prom that | started to feel secure in knowing how
to properly put on a tux. | guess that's why | like cruises so much hget
to wear auxedo twice in one week!

To state all my @nails are about me would obviously be true, but then it's
hard to write about what other people experienced, so please excuse my
boastfulness in this next part, but as | left the house to pick up my date, |
thought | looked pretty goodmaybe not Cary Grant good, but darn good,
nevertheless.

That feeling lasted, of course, until | saw the radiant beauty who was to
accompany me to the prom, for then | knew | was outclassed. On seeing her
for the first time, Iprobably looked like a deer in headlight® say | was
overwhelmed would be a complete understatement. And then, after | got to
the prom- oh, my gosh | felt like a kid in a candy store, but, trust me, |
knew that tdHanpiyécé asgoméie pedhe Godiva l
went home with. | hope that last part came across as the compliment | meant
it to be!

Thank you everyone for letting me go down memory lane once again. Over
the years in the dozens ofaails | have penned, you have been seepat
letting me inundate you with my little missives, and | have enjoyed the
hundreds that have been sent to me.
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Speaking of @amailing, a classmate and close childhood friend recently

brought up an interesting point about mynail address. | alwaytsy to

remember tonclude my home-enail addressat t he bottom of wh
writenThat 6 s because some of you have me
of my musing and send them on to others not in our class. And | appreciate

you thinking my writing is wortlsharing. What | also love is being

contacted from people | dondét even Kknc¢
expounded on relates to their childhaothe old same, but differeatlage.

On a side note, | have bargained for my workal address to be held in

perpetuity after | retire, and in that way my former students will always be

able to contact me. |l t6s something yol
place of employment, too.

Thanks again for allowing me to invade your time and space.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Tar bubbles

What- you're thinking as a kid, did David spend time at the LaBrea Tar Pits
in Los Angeles? No, but | have been there. This summertime childhood
pastime involved street maintenance.

After repeated warnings once the trublesl left our area, | didn't dare get tar
on me from the newly sprayed street in front of my house for fear of parental
wrath, or even consider throwing any of the newly sprayed, loose stones
around, but | did 'pop’ tar bubbles for days afterward. Doesnangise
remember doing that?

Right after the truck passed, especially if it was an extremely hot day, tar
bubbles would start to appear along the roadside edge of the curb; and if you
were lucky- very, very lucky- some bubbles would be as large as a

computer mouse, and popping them would be fun. But popping those
bubbles had a learning curva learning curve you quickly mastered.

In the beginning, as you stretched out in a prone position studying the
bubble (with your nose within a foot of it), yotietd to pop the bubble with
your finger. You did that so you could see what you were doing, but after
reaching over the edge of the curb and making the bubble pop and have it
ooze its special bproduct up at you, you soon realized that that was not the
best of techniques. Trust me on this.

For one thing, sometimes the bubble was thick, even pliable, and so the
bubble wouldn't always 'pop' easily, and secondly, popping it or not, you
risked getting tar residue on your hands, fingers, or clothes. But &sattw

the worst of it. It was the steam you had to watch out for. Well, the steam
and the smell of the hot asphalt. You soon learned that using a stick to pop
the bubble was a much better way of achieving your goal. Goal? What goal?

| am not sure there an answer for that (other than just popping bubbles),

but I know it was a pastime that | enjoyed whenever the town decided to
redo our street. And you know whahe town where | presently live doesn't
do street maintenance. For some reason it doesr@ttbdthe road where |

live is as pristine today as it was when | moved here over 20 years ago), but
| believe the neighborhood kids are missing out on something.

77



The ten years olds living around here are missing out on writing their
classmates 50 yeair®m today something that no one would care to read
about except those people who have made it this far downrtizel .e

This is probably the silliest remembrance | have ever written, but it has been
stuck in my nostrils for a very long time.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Glen Rock Sports

With the Olympics being beamed into our homes, we have all had those
moments of sheer edge of your seat excitement whether it is participating in
a sporting event or just watching it from the sidelines.

| previausly touched on two of those times in high school when | highlighted
Glen Rock's hard fought seven to six victory over Woodridge in what turned
out to be a tug of war championship football game, and | wrote about the
way Ross Burhouse would leave me indust during the last leg of the 880

in track events. By the way, since he passed me so darn often, and did it so
well with great style and grace, | could easily have been his biggest
cheerleader, for | waved him on more times than | care to remembet. (I g
out of breath thinking about it.)

I would like to share my recollection of what | refer to as the greatest
underdog story of all our high school years, and it has to do with our
basketball team. Some of you are already nodding your heads for you know
what I'm about to sayour little school up against big, overbearing
Ridgewood. Since Ridgewood was probably a Group IV member, the
particulars of why that game was even scheduled is lost to me, but the
exhilarating feeling | felt on our school's heroighmi has never left my

memory bank.

Whether you were on the team or in the bleachers (as | was that evening),
you couldn't help but think that there was something very special about to
happen that night in the Ridgewood gym. Despite the disparity in our
sdhools' sizes, our team rose to the occasion and put forth that 'little extra
effort' (which was the cornerstone of our ninth grade graduation riotist

me on this; it was), and we stayed neck and neck with Ridgewood the whole
game.

Okay, maybe, just aybe, on that particular evening the sports’ Gods may
have intervened a little on our behalf, but | would like to think that our team
knew that the bar had been raised and found it within them to make us more
proud of our team then we already were.

As | sat about threguarters of the way up the stands, | felt the electricity in

the air as the game ebbed and flowed, and | slowly became aware that more
and more people were coming to the same realization that- seasething
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spectacular was about to happimnwasn't that a basketball game was about

to be won or lost, but rather it was about a night we were going to remember
for the rest of our lives. It was going to be our own true to life David and
Goliath story.

During the 0800 s thletes relata abbuy beifginbaszone'l h e a |
when they felt they were playing well. | can only imagine what it must have

been to be a player, a cheerleader, or anyone closely associated with what

was happening down on the court that night, for it was thrillisgto be in

the stands watching the game. The end of the game brought the house down.

The magical 'zone' had reached out and touched all of us, at least on the Glen

Rock side. The air of invincibility and bravado that permeates all youth had
expanded aibmore that night making us feel even more special that

evening. | left the gym feeling just a bit taller, my car ran better, the

hamburgers at 'The Fireplace' tasted just a little bit juicier, the kiss at the end

of the evening was a little sweeter(Indé6t t hi nk | dve reverse
two), and the whole experience made for a pocketful of memories.

This game, and my other recollections about growing up when and where |

did, highlights what | have always known about Glen Rock and my fellow
classmatedriends, and close buddigs n our <c¢crazy young | i
always have everything together, but together we had everything.

On a little side note, growing up on Greenway Road | often thought to

myself that if my parents had bought a home in 1941ahklbéck up the hill

from where they settled, | would have been living in upper Ridgewood and

woul dndét have attended Byrd School or
that would have been!

Thanks Mom and Dad for waiting until | was out of high school to move
and thanks to all of you for allowing me to share another remembrance.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Thank you for writing, Hugh.

| have a theory about my memory regarding Glen Rock and the various
school activities and childhood experiences thtt bffer up in my amails-

and it's that my memory is just like everyone else's; except that | choose to
write about it.

Not that | have a photographic memory nor do | consider myself very
intelligent even with a Ph.D.1 6 m | fiEdu&apoa, nohwuclear
physicsbut | do know I recall things visually. With the passage of time, |
have likened my memory to one of those old carousel slide projectors. The
cartridge may have to make more than just one revolution before it stops at
the correct or desideslot, but eventually it will fall into place, be in focus,
and | will remember whatever it was | wanted to recall.

Of course, as | get older, it may take days or weeks before the carousel
makes that all important stop, but it will happeand, of cours, when |
least expect it.

My memory is selective, for | know | don't recall some things that others
classmates do. Some have written back regarding something or other in one
ofmyemai |l s and offer up things that I
extetn that |1 6m thinking did we even go

Some have thought | should put all these together in a book. I'm not going to
for these were written asmeail not literary prose, but | will let you in on a

little secret- | am writing so my grandgldren will know what it was like

when their grandfather was growing up. | thought it would be a nice gift for
them when that time comes aha no longer here to tell the grandkids

stories.

By the way, what | miss the most are my yearbooks. When mwigare
moved from their Wyckoff home to a gated community in Lakewood, a box
of my important 'stuff' was discarded by mistake (and here | thought | was
keeping it safe with them!). | am sure that if | had a chance to peruse them
for longer than | do at our gedic reunions, then more of my memory gates
would open.

A few classmates have offered to lend me theirs, but | have declined. |
wouldn't want anyone else to be without their books like | am, and you never
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know what will happen to borrowed items. | dany lending my stuff; I'm
just not a borrower. The responsibility is too great.

Well, I've prattled on far too long as usdudéhanks again for the
encouraging words about my memory.

Hope all is well with you and yours.Dave
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A treat-

During a6,500mile road trip this summer surveying whether the Southwest
held any retirement interest for Nancy and me, at one gated community in
Arizona there was mention made of the kitchen sink this particular home
offered and a memory connection was made tfi@se of you who are too
curious for your own good, it was a beautiful triple basin sink.

Now back to the real subject of thisy&il. Some of you will make the
connection that | did and know where | am headed with this Glen Rock
memory- Jahn's Restaant and Ice Cream Parlor on Route 4.

Do any of you remember being on a double date and ordering the 'Kitchen
Sink'? It was the most glorious of all sundaes and Jahn's signature dissert.
would arrive at your table in a large, silver chalice servisy ¢rlong with
long-handled spoons), containing mounds of different kinds of ice cream,
bananas, hot fudge and caramel sauces, wet nuts, whipped cream, sprinkles,
and, of course, cherries. And all for the unheard of price of five dollars and
fifty cents!

What we learned as proper eating etiquette in our early childhood days went
out the window as the sundae was devoured. No, not that anyone ate as pigs,
but what first started out as eating dessert soon wound up as having soup as
the last course. The surelavas meant to serve four, but no matter how

quickly you ate it, there was this soupy mess at the endsisting of soft
bananas, melted ice cream, and combined sauces all languishing at the
bottom of the bowl. It was not a pretty sight.

Once you leared your lesson, it was an experience that was never repeated;
however, it always a treat on subsequent visits just to sit and watch others
order it for the first time for you knew that they weren't going to finish it,

and you knew what would be left babi

And for you aficionados, did you ever visit Jahn's other place in Union,
New Jersey? Same, but different (love that expression).

| always entered the next place in Fairlawn through Radburn's back streets,
but it was located farther west down thghway from Jahn's (on what most
would think of as a continuation of Route 4, but was commonly known as
Broadway), and it was the home of the fiftemant hamburger
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McDonald's. It just seemed like the perfect place to be after a high school
basketball gane.

After you arrived and backed into a parking spot under the trees (the side
streets were numbered somewhere in the 30's, but | cannot remember exactly
which one it was old age is setting in, but McDonalds sat on the Northwest
corner- that | do rechy, you got out of your car, stood in line (outside, for
there was no inside service and drtlieu windows had not caught on back
then), and placed your order. The milkshakes (20 cents) were rather thick,
the French fries (10 cents) were a tad too greasy the hamburgers (well,
what can you say about them) were less than ordinary (19 cents with
cheese), but it was 'the’ place to be on a Tuesday or Friday night after a
game. Oh, and the menu was that claar Other than two or three different
sodas, ltat was it about eight items total.

Speaking of hamburgers (and having touched on the Fireplace in previous e
mails), there was another less frequented spot on Route 17, about three miles
south of Route 4, in Lodi (I'm guessing here). It was a litteeboxsized

place that served fiveent hamburgers. You may remember it as White

Castle. The building was white, but it sure was no castle. The counter sat
eight and the two tables along the front window sat two more people each.
The hamburgers were twada half inches square, thin, steamed cooked,

and, depending on your chompers, were more than likely gone in two or

three bites. You almost thought you were eating thiey were so light and
substance free.

| am curious to know if those places ard dtiere. Does anyone know for
sure? If so, please let me know, for | feel a nostalgic, food field trip coming
on.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Cruising-

When was riding 'shotgun’ in a car not the besteta be? You either know
the answer for this one already or at least you will.

If you weren't the driver, but you were out and about with a bunch of
friends, a certain protocol was followed. Invariably, someone called
‘Shotgun!" and, | hope, it was younavyelled it first.

And do you remember that calling 'shotgun’ had to be done every time you
approached the car? Having ridden 'shotgun' out to somewhere, it didn't
entitle you any return trip privileges.

Riding shotgun meant you secured the secondseestin the carand for

that you could look important, control the airflow from the little vent

window (remember those?), and, maybe, just maybe, get to choose the radio
station.

But above all else, riding shotgun meant you didn't wind up looking dorky
being relegated to the back seat. When you were 17 and knew how to drive,
there was nothing worse than looking as if you were being chauffeured
around.

Okay, so you remember calling out 'shotgisdmetimes even shooting
‘paper, rock, scissors' for theyilege, and this ritual held true for almost
every occasion when you were o6out and

So when was it that you didn't want that seat? Yep, you've gevdry time
you were cruising for girls.

Sorry, ladies, | don't know what it whke to be out cruising with you so |
will limit my observations to the male perspective, but I think you'll see that
the same agenda applies.

When cruising, the best place to be seen was downtown Ridgewood. And to
be seen required you being positionedlanleft side of the car. Whyso

you could be as close to the white line as possible. You wanted to be where
the action was.

No one called for that seat; in fact, | don't believe there was even a name for

85



it; but | do know that when you were out ciags, you didn't mind giving up
being in the front. And when there were six of you in the car, even the
middle front seat was preferable to riding shotgun.

My memory for cruising in Ridgewood seems confined to just Sunday
nights in the summer (and thankwtm those who reminded me it was 'East’
Ridgewood Ave., and that Stephen Pailet's dad owned the hardware store |
loved so much). Your memories are truly better than mine!

| am sure | must have been cruising there at other times as well; it's just that
| don't remember cruising Ridgewood other than in the summer. And | can
narrow that down a bit further to the summer of '62. The summer after
graduation is a whole other story.

Sunday nights in the summer were always a 'do nothing' part of the
weekend, buafter | got my license and the obligatory date nights were gone,
it was a super time to be out and about. The daylight hours were longer thus
making twilight the perfect time for cruising; car windows were cranked all
the way down to catch the night's lmedremember when all four windows

in a car actually rolled all the way down); the radio was turned a little too
loud to your favorite station.

Speaking of radio stations, you've got to remember 'The super hit sound of
77 WABC - with the hotline of hits and the DJ that did it all, Cousin
Brucie, and the music that was perfect for ‘watching the submarine races'.

Do you recall cruising up East Ridgewood Avenue, crossing Broad Street to
the halfcircle parking area by the railroad station, making a,'dred

moving on back down toward Maple Street. What was better than that on a
‘do nothing' kind of summer night? It was sweet.

| remember crossing Maple, turning right on to Hope Street (now how ironic
is that!), and going around the block to start thiremitual all over again.

There was this whole set of unwritten guidelines for cruising. Do you recall
that when you passed a car that held promise, you made sure you passed it
again? But this time you made sure to acknowledge the passengers'
presenceand then probably you even passed it again, and maybe more than
likely passed it even once more, giving everyone in the other car the once
over, the twice over, the thrice ... well, you get the idea.
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After the occupants in both cars had eyeballed one anetiough, a
determination was made within each vehicle whether or not a stop was
warranted. Some type of connection had to have been made with the people
in the other car. It had to be more than hormones, more than curiosity, more
than just wishful thinkag. This was because any stop while cruising was
never taken lightly by either party. Why??? Because you were afraid if you
did stop, you might miss something better.

Not every car was worthy of a thrice over glance, not every car was worthy
of a discusgin about whether a meeting should take place, and, of course,
not every request for a meeting was accepted by the opposing car.

This ultimate step an actual face to face meetindepended on a few
things. First, cruising etiquette had to be followeak &ne thing, the number
of occupants in each vehicle had to be close in number. No car with two
girls in it was going to stop and chat with a carload of six boysway.

We, guys, on the other hand, had no problem being just two among the many
- but raely did that happen. In fact, | can't recall a carload of six girls ever
stopping for just two guys, but then, as you must know by now, | like to
dream a little so it's possible that it did.

On the other handl think we will leave it to the fact thdim too old to
remember it one way or the other, okay?

Next, the physical characteristics of each car's occupants had to be
somewhat on a par with one another. How this was determined was the
subject of much debate within both vehicles. If a meeting teeoecur, then
the singling out of 'who wants to talk to whom' usually enswed for
some that could have lasted well past the actual meeting.

Remember, the discussion (er, argument) would have resembled statements
something like the following: | warihe blonde; she's too tall; you said |

could have the brunette; why did | have to get the ? (you fill in the
blank)- and so on and so on and ...

In my car, usually the driver won the argument of whether a meeting would
take place and the first cloe of the other car's occupants.

Who am | kidding! If a car full of girls motioned to us that they wanted to
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meet, then we were going to meet. Period! No thought given; no discussion;
no arguments. We thought we were 'in like Flint' whenever that haghpene

But it was the girls who ultimately decided who would be given the time of
day. You had more power over us than you realized. All guys are a sucker
for oneonone time with a pretty face.

What was funny, though, was when we saw a girl's car from &bek
cruising Ridgewood. Sometimes we were struck with the following two
thoughts- what's she doing out here, and isn't she going out with so and so?

Did you notice, too, that there was a major unwritten rule that nobody
cruised alone? All vehicles haol have two or more people in-ihad to, or,
otherwise, that vehicle's driver was labeled a 'weirdo'.

Three in a car seemed like the perfect number. It allowed for some flexibility
in pickups. You had a slight chance of connecting with a vehicle that had
just two girls, certainly there was a chance of hooking with up with a car that
held three, and maybe even connecting with one that had four girls in it.

Now, once the initial contact was made, the 'where one would meet the other
car' was always discusseand how that final destination was
communicated was always interesting.

Wasn't the meeting spot usually conveyed by using hand gestures and a
quick yell of a word or two? And more times than not two passes were
needed before the meeting place wasemly communicated; and, in the
intervening time, you always hoped the car in question wasn't waylaid by
some other guys.

However, hand gestures and a few quick words weren't the only method
employed. Often, a brief stop in the middle of the street t¢taxdepNot a
welcomed procedure by those drivers behind both you and the other car, but,
still, mid-traffic stops did occur.

Some people preferred to meet at Sealfon's parking lot. A side didtany

of you know that Sealfon's had a sister store in SwPviihen my sister
couldn't find the right color or size in something she liked, sometimes she
trekked over there.
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Some cruisers also liked to meet at the Atlantic and Pacific Tea Company's
parking lot on Broad. | always liked the diagonal parking arefaaup the
Warner Theater by Van Neste Square Park.

By the way, are any of those places still there?

| think cruising for girls in Ridgewood was the most innocent of things |
ever did at that age when it came to girls. Cruising was so pure and simple.
However, truth be told, | cannot remember anything that ever came of it.

| can't remember ever arriving home late when out cruising in Ridgewood (it
was an early evening event unlike going to New York State). | can't
remember ever meeting a significant otiwhile doing it. | can't remember

any of the guys who | thought were better looking than | was getting lucky,
either. And, | truly can't remember ever, ever being disappointed that
nothing came of those random stops and meetings.

But, one thing | can remeber is the camaraderie | shared with the guys |
had the experience withand that will always be with me.

Thanks for the memories, guys.
And thank you to all the girls who might have seen me cruising in
Ridgewood and wondered what is he doing out Haregught he was dating

so and so.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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One boy's point of view

By the time | was old enough to walk, | was headed down the street to my

first girlfriend's house. Before 1949, there were no other children my age in

my little, one street neighborhood, so visiting her was always a treat. Sweet,

kind, and forever the apple of my eye, she and | would tend to our teddy

bears like the proud parents we someday hoped to be. For the two or three

years before school invaded our liveBe was my constant companion, and

Iwas hersAndify ou havenot gu$tisagocherByrdd , Chr i st
School classmates) Schmitt was my first friend.

Along came morning and afternoon Kindergarten and we were split up, the
'teddy bear' thing was nonger workable, and, wouldn't you know it, along
came a new girlfriend. The prettiest little thing you ever saw. She lived near
the 'Rock’ and was to be in Byrd School for only one year. St. Catherine's
was to be her home for reading, writing and 'rithonfetr the next eight

years. We would see each other on occasion at church, the pool, or
wherever, but the romance was unsustainable. At the age of six (and now
entering first grade), what was a little boy to do.

| hope you know it was you, Gail Waterman.

As mentioned before, Byrd School had only one homeroom for each grade,

and so the pickings were slim when it came to finding just the 'right’

somebody. | know | tried, but there was something else | was up agfinst

you see, our class had 22 boys ars eight girls. The odds were not in my

favor, and the competition was tough. You can imagine the overflow in the

girl sé6 favor each year i n the Valenti:

| tried my best and was able to capture for a fleeting moment the attention of
some of tle eight girls- luckily for me, not all at once. Each one was a

beauty in their own right, and each one was worth the clthsedarkhaired

girl with the wonderful clothes and the strawberry blond with the cutest
freckles were always my two favorites.artk you Valerie Plumb and Jean
Anderson.

| enjoyed Byrd School and the teachings | learned there. Oh, not the regular
academic regimen (which was a good foundation for what was to come
later), but the interpersonal relationships between the déxgsrange how
those years could have been that life alteritige parties, the hayrides, and

the dances, but they weitedefined who | was and how | felt about the
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opposite sex. | seek to claim no wisdom on that subject here; | am only
acknowledging whatdemember.

Granted, | had an older sister, but, come on, Carol was justalsster.

Good for advice maybe even great, but | couldn't (or wouldn't) try to hold
her hand, give her a peck, or tell her | thought she was special. No, that was
left to the young beautiful women of Glen Rock.

Entrance to seventh grade brought new wondesthin the first year | was
dating one of our class's most beautiful blondes. Heavenly, with a style and a
personality all her own, she was a delight to be aroundghttegrade, |

was walking home a delightful, lighirown haired girl, who wore the

prettiest 'Poodle’ skirts imaginable.

By ninth grade, | was privileged to escort an intelligent, tall, statuesque, dark
haired beauty to our graduation dance. She hadla #mt warms my heart

to this day. She frequently attends our reunions, but, unfortunately, | have
been too shy to remind her of our connectiomy loss.

In tenth grade, | was infatuated with a girl whose father rode the train with
mine. | had to be omy best behavior (that was possible!). She, too, was tall,
very, very, smart, and had a habit that drove me crazy. While holding hands
in the movies, she had this unique way of continuously encircling my palm
with her finger. It was marvelousever happned before, or since, but so
memorable | still get chills thinking about it.

| need to add here that throughout grade school and jseioor high | was
fortunate not to alienate the charming ladies with whom | had shared a bit of
growing up (at leastdon't think | did). Even though they were no longer

with me on a dayo-day basis, they forever held a place in my heatrt.

As all of us entered high school, they had moved on. Because the gap in
maturity level between the sexes reared its ubiquitous kiedéidg upper
classmen made sense to some of the women. | found solace in going out
with an underclassman who found dating an upperclassman charming (can
you believe that!), and we went out off and on for two years.

High school dances, makmit partiesdrive-ins, and the ovesocialization

of our generation had both its good and bad points (right now | can't think of
any bad points, but there must have been some otherwise my mother
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wouldn't have warned me so often about the perils of makeits); but|
survived and currently love my wife Nancy more now than on the day we
married. | thank the women of Glen Rock for setting me on the right course,
for without you | would just be another ordinary male.

As with all my emails, | give thought to whether aot it would be okay to
highlight certain people, and | would have loved to have named names in
this one, but feel everyone has a right to their privacy and so other than my
first loves | tried to be a little oblique. If any of you (and you know who you
are- | hope) would like to write me, I'd be happy to hear what you have to
say (you can even chastise me) or you can have me elaborate on what |
remember with discretion, of course.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.he
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A clean sweep

Do you remember the Glen Rock ritual of sprzlganing at your house the
way | remember it happening at mine?

Can you recall that the first thing to come down was the wood storm
windows? While high on the ladder, my dad somehowagad to get those
windows off their slotted hooks and down from the second story all by
himself. He then, of course, had to climb back up the ladder and install the
screens. They were somewhat lighter, but still not easily handled.

My dad built a speciatack on the ceiling in the back of the garage and

stored either the windows or screens there when not in use. We eventually
got permanent aluminum storm windows (I believe Dad thought he had gone
to heaven after they were installed!).

The windows were wshed inside and out with Glass Wax. When done, they
glistened. Do any of you remember using Glass Wax? It was a pink window
washing liquid that when allowed to dry to a light haze made wiping off its
powdery dust very easy (I wonder if that product i$ atibund).

| don't know if this happened to you, but there was always some tiny little
area that went on a little too thick and would never completely dry before
you started to rub it off; it would then smear on the glass as you worked to
clean off the hze, thus making your job a little bit harder.

Seeing smudges on the windowpanes and specks of dust dancing in the
sunbeams you would think that that in itself would remind you it was time
for spring cleaning, but, no, it was something much more basidhiaé Do
you recall what it was?

Of course- the soon anticipated arrival of summer's heat. With the storm
windows in place and not having access to screens, air didn't circulate
through the house very well. A buttorddwn house may have been perfect
for the wintertime, but not a great place to be on hot summer days. Opening
the windows and letting in fresh spring air cleared out Old Man Winter's
gloom and is a vivid childhood memory.
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The Venetian blinds were taken down and cleaned, too (over tre year
been to Venice four times and saw mostly shuttast blinds- on their
windows).

The blinds were put in the bathtub and washed by my mother. Dad stretched
a rope from the corner post on the back porch to the far corner of the garage;
he had loag ago put hooks there just for that purpose. After the windows

were washed, and as my sister searched out any lost ‘dust bunnies' in all the
rooms, he and | would hang the blinds up so they could dry in the backyard
sun.

Thinking of the summer heat, Imember a window fan was put in a

window on the 'hot' side of the house to draw air in from the 'cool’ side.
Yeah, like that really worked! It was probably 96 degrees on the hot side of
the house and 94 on the cool side, but the fans did cause soméaair to f
throughout the house, which was better than nothing, | suppose.

It is strange, but I recall in the 50's that our car was@ditioned before
our house was. Can you imagine living in your present house without air
conditioning? | can't.

It's easy &r me now to understand why we vacationed so much in New
England. We went to the Jersey shore a lot for the cool ocean breezes and
the water's wonderful waves, but Vermont and New Hampshire were always
on our travel path.

| envy Bruce Emra for going away Mr. Suntherland's (sp) camp in the
mountains every summer. The best my parents could do for me was Boy
Scout camp not a bad way to spend two weeks in the summer, mind you,
but not paradise, either. | will definitely reprise this topic in anotheai
someday.

Springcleaning also involved changing just about everything in the house to
bring in a fresh, lighter look. Fresh air and fresh flowers did wonders for our
home, however, the serannual changing of the draperies and slipcovers

did the most. M mother would make the changeover from winter to
summertime with different slipcovers and draperies during spring cleanup.
The look was always lighter, brighter, and more cheerdypretty old

fashioned way of doing things.
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My parents capitalized ondheager energy of my sister and me to help, and

it paved the way for a great parent/child relationship with all of us working
together. We did a lot as a family back then (you all did, I'm sure), and when
we worked together, it was quality time; and, irs ttase, you got to share in
the accomplishment and its ultimate rewagdfresh, clean house.

Times sure have changed though, have they not? Windows are now double
(even triple) panedand are opened far less frequently. | probably couldn't
find Glasswax anywhere even if | wanted to try my hand at washing
windows again (thank goodness for our housekeeper). The draperies get
changed only when its redecoration time; and now stores sell a 'fresh air’
scent in aerosol cans, although | doubt it evokesdhnge essence as the real
thing.

Sometimes the good, efdshioned way of doing things are best left in the
past; however, holding on to memories will never go out of style. Thanks
again for allowing me to ramble.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net

9%



A Boy ard a Book -

First, just a few facts to get us going, okay? My parents were born in Jersey
City a few blocks from each other in 1910. They led separate lives until a
chance meeting through mutual friends in the fall of 1931.

They lived through the 1920&d told some great stories of being teenagers
in that era, but each of them was reluctant to relay much about life in the
30's. Because times were tough, | know my parents dated for five years
before they got married; my dad had difficulty finding perararwork in

his field until 1935. I've related in previouswils that he worked for a ship
building firm.

Now for the good partmy parents married in May of 1937; my sister was
born in 1942; and | came alongkebruary of 1945. No, thatas just okay
part- the good part was the fact that my parents bought a house on
Greenway Road in Glen Rock in September of 1941. How fortudbteem
to do that and to have had such an inquisitiveasomyself.

They bought a home in an isolated part of Glen Roclat least in 1941 it

was. There were only ten houses along this lonely two block stretch of
Greenway Road. There were three houses across the street, then an empty lot
and then another house. On my side of the street there were five houses, then
two empy lots and then Christy Schmitt's house. Other than houses along
Lincoln Avenue near where Rob Hoogs lived, there was nothing in Glen

Rock around us for blocks and blocks.

In fact, there were no blocks. Behind our house there were just woods
(untouched atil the mid to late fifties and destroyed by Roughgarden
Construction Company for homes), and to the east of us was an old
abandoned area referred to by thetalters as the 'golf links'. The empty lot
across the street was then made into a road congégteenway Road

with Oak Knoll Road. Bruce Emra and Art Smith moved in two doors away
on this new street called Pembroke Place. Chris Johnston moved two doors
up from me on Greenway Road. It was beginning to be a happening place.

What lay down the hillrad beyond the short block and a half of Greenway
Road through the abandoned open area of thdigkf was Diamond

Brook, a treasure trove of a place for a young kid to p&yd play there |
did throughout the fifties. My fascination with the brook @sdlowing
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water was endless.

In the early 50's, new homes were built in the golf links area and my street
was extended for two more blocks and dead ended at Diamond Brook.
Tommy Marino moved into the last house on Greenway Road, and his house
abutted Damond Brook. | liked Tommy and he liked the brook, so we made

a perfect pair.

Over the years, we played in, around, and through that brook. Our greatest
adventure was when we were about nine years old and decided to follow the
brook upstream to find itosrce. We thought the brook probably started out
at a lake or a spring and we wanted to find it. As it turned out, it was both a
fun and a foolish thing to do.

From Greenway Road, Diamond Brook ran north behind the community
pool complex into Ridgewood.hE brook, as we later discovered, begins in
the vicinity of BellAir Road and Ackerman Avenue in Ridgewood. There
were three tennis courts nearby. I'm not sure what building was there, but |
used to play tennis on those courts in my later years with Dag8aWell,

he played and | swung and missed more often than not. For being on the
short side, Doc was a pretty good player. Not much of a serve, but he
covered the court well and could put the ball where he wantsdally

where | wasn't! Where is he, amgy?

Okay, back to the brook. Tommy and | followed the brook north until it ran
underground. We looked inside these huge concrete pipes and literally didn't
see any light at the end of the tunnel. You know what's coming.

Yep, we ran home, got flashlightand went in. Every so often we saw some
light coming from above. After we passed a couple of these grates, we
decided to mark them. Howyou are thinking? We pushed sticks up from
below. There was a lot of debris in those pipes so finding sticks was no
problem. The problem was that after being in the tunnel for about half an
hour we were getting scared.

For fourth graders, we were pretty cautious (okay, dumb for going into the
tunnel, but cautious). The concrete culvert had some offshoots, but we
stayed in the main pipe. What made us turn back was my flashlight was
getting dim (why weren't alkaline batteries available back then!). We never
did get to the absolute end of the tunnel.
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What made the episode so memorable was not that we were scaree (and w
were), but when we got out of the tunnel we looked at each other and
laughed (and cried); we looked like coal miners. Having tripped, stumbled,
and fallen, we were pretty dirty; in fact, we were so filthy we were afraid to
go home. So what did we do?

Yep, you're right again. We striped down to our undies and washed our
clothes and ourselves in the brook the best we could. When we got home we
caught heck for 'falling into the brook’, but that was a far better thing than
having our parentsome torealizehow foolish we were.

Oh, and using those sticks the next day helped us determine where we
believe the brook started. Hansel and Gretel couldn't have had a better time.

Zipping ahead a couple of years, at around the age of 11, when Alan Furler
and | werdn the sixth grade, the two of us tracked Diamond Brook south to
its end. Being older and wiser, and my being with Alan, made this job a lot
easier. We rode our trusty bikes for much of it (no, not riding our bikes in

the brook itself, but on the roadstlparalleled it). Because the stream often
went behind peoples' private property, we couldn't always discern were it
was headed. That meant at times we had to walk in the brook with our black,
high-top sneakers tied around our necks (does anyone weky higletop
sheakers anymore?) and then get on our bikes and ride some more.

Our journey was a long one because we discovered Diamond Brook wound
its way under Route 208, through Fair Lawn into Paterson, and emptied into
the Passaic Riveron a curve irthe river as | recall. It was also near the

outfall of the Henderson Brook in Fair Lawn, a much shorter stream that
starts near Radburn Road behind our high school. Some of you who lived on
that side of town may have explored it.

| have a few more storigs tell about my adventures in and around
Diamond Brook, but they'll have to wait because thisa@ is getting too
long. Thanks again for letting me ramble once more.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Diamond Brook revisited

It's curious that | caremember so much about one little brook, but | do. |
suppose it has to do with my boyhood fascination with the endless,
shimmering, flowing water that traversed through my neighborhood. | recall
on more than one occasion that | wanted to put an endttolitieaally.

As | mentioned, Diamond Brook flowed north to south from Ridgewood to
the Passaic River. It ran behind our community pool on Doremus Avenue. In
that area, it was located about half way through the woods between the pool
and Dunham Place tbe west. You got to Dunham from Doremus by going
up Rutland Road (where Wayne Bonhag lived) to Lowell Roadlzem

turning right.

That woodsy area is where Roughgarden homes were being built and where
my greatest adventure with the brook took placegh\te dedicated help of
three great childhood friends, Bruce and Doug Woltman, and Mark
Schlageter, it was during the summer of 1958 (between my seventh and
eighth grades) that the four of us embarked on a courageous adventure to
dam up Diamond Brook.

One day while at the pool we got bored with doing the same old thing and
decided to go into the woods and explore. We had no idea what we were
going to do, but as we kicked over skunk cabbage and ran, we found our
way to the brook. When we got there, somebad the idea of damming up
the brook- hopefully, since it was a childhood dream of mine to do just that,
it was my idea, but since | truly can't recall who it was, | won't lay claim to
that and will just say it was a wild idea from a group of guysitggpkor
something constructive to do.

We must have seen a film on the building of Hoover dam because to build
the best dam we could we knew we had to divert the flow of water just like
those engineers did with the Colorado River. We dug a trench toekizag
course of the 'mighty river' and began our quest to build the greatest dam we
could. It took us three days to complete our mission.

Where did we get the tools and materials to complete our task, you ask?
From the Roughgarden home construction saésourse. We went on
periodic, furtive, scavenger hunts to find what we needed and were careful
to only take discarded wood and damaged materials, but | am sure there
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were times in our zealous pursuit of perfection that we were desperate and
might havebroken that rule once or twice, but I'll never tell.

Once the directional flow of the brook was changed and there remained but a
trickle of moving water in the original riverbed, we began using concrete
blocks to build our dam. We built it higher tham tfiverbank. | am not sure

why we did that; it may have been because our enthusiasm got the better of
us, but when our task was completed, it was truly a thing of beauty.

It's truly amazing how driven we were. We had to have been driven because
we didn'tthink of the consequences of our actions. We let the concrete cure
overnight before we rdiverted the water back into the original stream the
next day. The flow of water was not very strong on the day we did that, but
when we came back the following dalye water had backed up behind the
dam- and backed up, and up, and up.

Being innocent little engineers we gave no mind as to what would happen to
the area once the water was dammed, but it was like we had dammed the
mighty Mississippi. There was wateverywheré everywhere! We had

created a mess.

Once we saw what we did, we quickly got to work. We diverted the water
once again and began to dismantle the dam. We did that until someone got
the bright idea of building a bridge instead of a dam (whbgeeon was is
something else lost to memory), but that's what we did. We turned the
concrete blocks on their side so the water could flow through the blocks. We
thought we were geniuses (I think if we had thought to do that originally, we
might have beerbut whatever we were again driven to do a good job and
were proud of our handiwork). When we came back the next day, the water
was flowing through and over the new briedgm. It was a beautiful sight.

We checked on our bridge over the course of ekwlkut were disappointed

to see that someone had ruined our masterpiece. At first we thought it was
older kids who were envious of what we had accomplished, but upon
inspection we saw that much of the dam's materials had been removed, so
we settled on th&lea that the construction workers were just doing their
cleanup job.

Thank you Bruce, Doug, and Mark, for giving me one of my greatest
memories and for making me feel as though I could change the course of a
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mighty river.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Diamond Brook one last time

The back of Byrd School's playground, which was two tiered, was not very

big and the lower end beyond the basketball court sloped down to Diamond
Brook. It's curious to note thagachers at least the ones | hagbaid very

little attention to the brook as a teaching tool. | guess it wasn't until the '60s
that we gave ecology much attention.

That's not to say my fellow students didn't find it interesting. | have related
in andher email how many of us would gather at the school on various
summer afternoons or evenings to play bike tag. The same bunch of
classmates that | delineated in that remembrance would also partake in
occasional 'splash fights' down by the brook. It viresttasic 'boys will be
boyso6 kind of thing.

Three or four of us would be on one side of the stream tossing rocks of
various sizes into the brook trying to get those on the other side as wet as we
could with the biggest splash possible. There was a leamirve involved

in trying to locate the best spots in the stream and figuring out which rocks
worked best. What was a little strange was when someone ran out of stones
to throw we would wait until the person got back up from the riverbank with

a new suply of ammo before we started throwing rocks again. If on the

other hand the person took too long in determining which rocks were just
right for tossing, he would get bombarded with splashes. It was our version
of fair play and made absolute sense to us.

| don't have any memory of anyone at anytime getting hit and/or hurt with an
errant stone. That seems hard to believe given the barrage of rocks that were
thrown, but that's my memorytuck had to be on our side.

The school yard took up most of the iKdbat ran from Doremus Avenue

on the south or front- side to the Boulevard in the north side in the rear. On
the right side toward the 'Rock’ was Marinus Place, and on the left was
Oxford Place. There were houses on both sides of Oxford Place and Mike
Boynton's home butted up to the school's lower playground on the east
corner of Oxford Place and the Boulevard. Wendy Emes lived in the corner
house across the street from him.

Why mention Wendy's house when writing about the brook? Well, Diamond
Brook ran along her property line and someone professionally designed and
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dammed up the brook (I swear it wasn't the four aforementionecbdedge
builders from my last-enail!), thus making that area into a swimming pool
of sorts. Many of us from Byrd School mteswimming there. It was a
unique experience, especially those cool, early evening dips.

Knowing what | did about the source of Diamond Brook, it's curious that |
spent as much time as | did in and around that water. Although some of the
water was sprig fed, for the most part, the stream consisted cfiftin

surface water probably not the cleanest water in the world.

There are two other pools that I'd like to mention. One was the pool at Peter
Holzer's house. Pete and | were not friends in the shaseve hung out
together, but we did meet others at the 'Rock’ in the morning, and as a group
we walked to school together. I'm not sure how or why | was invited to his
pool, but I did swim there once or twice, mostly notably was for an

afternoon swim jgt near or soon after our school graduation. There were
seven or eight of us there, and it was picture perfect.

The second pool was that of Mark Schlageter's aunt. As | said | lived on
Greenway Road, and Mark's aunt lived in the last house on the obrner
Greenway Road and Knollwood Road, but across Lincoln Avenue in Upper
Ridgewood. She had one fantastic house and one fantastic pool. | was only
there once, but that, too, was memorable. | know I've said how lucky | was
to have grown up in Glen Rock, btimight have been nice to have lived
elsewhere and experience how the other half lived. Oh, | guess by going to
that pool | did do that for a little bit, didn't I? Nice! Thanks, Mark for the
memory.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Landfills -

Landfills? You really opened thisraail and thought | was going to write
about landfills. Well, you're right; | arlandfills and our school cafeteria.

Upon entering our school cafeteria | sat over on the left witlcdlfsthe

same contingent of guys over the years. Whenever | moved quickly enough
through the halls to enable me to be one of the first students through the
lunch line to grab a good seat , | usually sat with my back to the windows.
Oh, no, you're thinkig, there David goes again remembering where he sat
while in school.

I don't know whether this idiosyncrasy of recalling a little detail like that is a
curse or a blessing, but | do know | rarely sat on the right side of the
lunchroom. | did sit over thera few times, but it was for dances, | do
remember that, and when | took the SAT (that event was stressful enough
for all of you to probably recall where you sat), but other than those rare
occasions, | always sat on the left.

Back to landfills and lunchI'm sure the origins of landfills didn't happen
this way, but they could have. I'm talking about all those discarded origami
folded pieces of triangular paper the guys used to play modified football
games across the lunchroom tables.

Not just the onebused, but over the sixear period of playing football in

the lunchroom all those amassed 'footballs' would have made quite a pile.
Think about it- when totaled there had to have been thousands of them.
Where did they all go? Landfills? Who knows!

| don't know who invented the game nor can | recall exactly when | started
playing it, but | know I flicked the 'football' across lunch tables more times
than | can remember. | wasn't very good, but | do know why | tried to sit
with my back to the windows.du see, if you got the football to hang over
the edge just enough, you scored a touchdown, thus entitling you to kick an
extra point through your opponent's upright, firgesitioned, goal posts.

| didn't care about scoring any extra points. | wantdtidothe football as

hard as | could and 'wing' it toward the girls' tables and then go over
'innocently'to retrieve it. Back then, | had no shame!
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The window seating arrangement was important, since facing the windows
would not have allowed me the waerful view of the walking scenery nor
would it have allowed me my chance encounters. Come to think of it, if |
had been a better player, my whole dating scenario in school might have
been different!

If GROG (Glen Rock Only Guys meeting) becomes a sedlitremember
to bring a piece of paper. Oh, that's right; there'll be no walking scenery if
just the guys get togethedarn!

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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First year in school

The State of New Jersey passed a law a few years ago marfdktinge
kindergarten. Generally, a good thing since-fufle kindergarten can be a
worthy educational experience.

However, for today's children, a chance to experience one of life's most
revealing realities like the one we had has been whisked awtay Isyroke

of a pen. My participating in a twpart kindergarten program was one of the
most memorable moments of reality | can ever remember having as a young
child.

Now, for those of you who went to Richard E. Byrd Elementary School, our
kindergarten tacher, Miss Singer, was outstanding; but then at five years
old, | am not sure | knew what a teacher was supposed to do, nor, with the
limited life experience | had, would | have been qualified to decide whether
she was an excellent teacher or not, butertbeless, given what was just
stated, she was very special to me.

Miss Singer treated us as if we were her own children. She was kind, gentle,
and attentive to our needs. And she had this one trick up her sleeve for
making me feel extremely good abowsalf, which, upon looking back on

it all, she probably didn't even know it.

Like the rest of you who from the very beginning attended all your schooling
in Glen Rock, our Byrd School kindergarten was divided into two groups,
one class attending the mangisession and the other in the afternoan
common practice back then. What gave me the first reality check of my life
was when the two groups met for the first time.

Although the children I'm am thinking about missed out on graduatidg
being with usandpart of ourgreatreunion group, | still won't mention any
names since it is not my intention to criticize anyone beyond labeling them
as strange, but | hope that those of you who attended Byrd School with me
will recall from your own experience whiatemember about thaay and

those of you who attendedisewlere for your kindergarten clagsl|

remember your own joint meeting day.

I'm not sure | was aware that any other children were going to be invading
my kindergarten space, but, anyhow, the meetf the two groups was a

10€



little bizarre. We sat in a circle and, for the first few minutes, no one said
anything to each other. We just sat staring at each other. | sat with my back
toward the open door, and there were parents in the room, too, | rememb
that, thus making the whole scene just a little surreal.

| know as | scanned the whole group | saw what can only be described as the
strangest group of new kids | had ever seen. These kids were foreign to me,
but they were in 'my' kindergarten roomeyhwere sitting on ‘'my’ floor; they
were talking to 'my' Miss Singer. It was all a little unsettling.

Then Miss Singer said something that stunned me. She informed the group
that these other children were going to be our future classmates. | can see it
and feel it as though it were yesterday. It was 'the' defining moment of my
first year in school. | couldn't believe what | was hearing. | looked around
that circle and saw what was to be my future. | was shocked, totally shocked.
| was about to become patfta class of freaks. | was overwhelmed by it all.

As the two groups sat in the circle looking at each other, | thought to myself
that next year | could be forced to sit next to a boy in first grade with the
weirdest pair of eyes | have ever seen, or teeaomeone who has a nose

like a pig, or told to sit close to a boy who looks as though he has just come
from a Little Rascals movie set. It was the biggest reality check of my young
life. | couldn't believe it.

| can recall that day perfecthytruly, | can- and | remember thinking to

myself that this was a great, great day. It might surprise you to hear me say
that after reading what | just wrote, but, honestly, | was really overjoyed at
hearing Miss Singer's announcement.

In fact, | thought | was ilmeaven. Why because, now, no one would ever
think of my protruding ears as anything special. | was saved. Those new
boys put me in a higher pecking order in life. | was elevated beyond belief. |
went through the rest of the day thinking | was one lucly khank you,

Miss Singer! My future happiness was assured.

That is unless, of course, you were in that other group looking over at the kid
with the Dumbo ears and thinking to yourself he is one of the strangest
looking kids you have ever seeand aréhoping against hope that next year
you don't have to sit next to him. Oh, well.



As you can tell that day is still a very vivid memory for me, for it was a very
special day, and | hope you can remember your joint meeting of your
kindergarten classes as was$ | can remember mine.

The mandating of fultlay kindergarten may not seem like much, but it is
just one more thing that separates our generation from future ones. Sure,
they will have their memories, but they won't be the same as mine (or
yours). What pity!

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Reunion-

Forty years have passed since our public school education eadaetiany

of you needed to be reminded, but i n ¢
yesterday? Well, okay, maybe the day before ydalgbut you get the idea.

Time has flown by and the memories of those good old days are still there,

and 1tdéds that connection with the past

| can remember things that were both good and bittersweet about my
educationakxperience. Some of you may think it is vainglorious of me to
state that | can remember where | sat in almost every one of my classes, but
it is true.

Over the years in school, my survival skills taught me that my chances of
being called upon by a teacheere greatly reduced if | used my ‘one up,
one over rule'. | never sat along a wall, never sat in the front or back row,
and tried to keep as quiet as the proverbial church mouse. It worked
reasonably well.

Sure, along with the rest of you, | had to noeime multiplication facts,

states and capitals, the Gettysburg address, sonnets, the element symbols,

and other things that, for the most p:
However, | was fortunate for | could, in the teacher's presence, perntani

paper and hand it in. Not any of you out there will ever remember me raising

my hand, asking a question (let alone answering one), or giving an oral
presentation. Just the opposite of our beloved Jennifer Smaldone, who was

heard from but rarely seelyas ever present but never heard from.

Even in Phys. Ed class, wherein everyone but the totally physically

uncoordinated saw Gym as a haven from pressure, | was on alert. Gym

class! Are you thinking there was no speaking in gym class? But you see,

terror comes in many forms, however small. When the gym teacher would

say line up and count off, | would always try to make sure that | was a 'one’,
because for some reason, the word O00nN:¢
unlike tt-t- two, or thth-th-th- three, or, the most dreaded of aHf-f-f-f-f-f-

f-f-f- four. And see, guys, some of you were thinking | was maneuvering
around just to be placed on a Od6better

Of course, | survived, went on to college, and found myself working in the
unlikeliest of paces for someone with a speech defether than theater, of

10¢



course- a school. Formal training aside, my years in the Glen Rock school
system served me well, and, for over thsty years, | have been a Special
Education teacher and can never imagioiegl anything else, ever.

Retirement will come soon, | know, and | will spend more time with my

wife, Nancy, my son and daughter, and grandchildren (present and future),

but | will miss giving back to the educational community something that |

learned alag the way. That all children no matter what their rank in the
pecking order of | ife have somet hing ¢
| ead students to where they dondt want
brings them to discover what that sohiey is.

| wish you all the best, and hope your life has been an advéntorenine
has been truly blessed.

David Lamken
dlamken@comcast.com
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Sixth to Seventh

June of 1957 couldn't have come at a worse tifewere at an awkward
stage in our lives and just as we were wrestling with ralb@ster emotions
and trying to understand the changes in our boddiof which made us
self-conscious, argumentative about most things, and anxeerything
about aur school day was about to change, too.

A couple of days after our one and only dance at our school, Mr. Hawkins,
our beloved sixth grade teacher, said so long to us. Having come to us from
Hawthorne, this was his first class at Byrd School. Mr. Hawhkats

everything going for him as a teacher. He was intelligent, highly verbal, very
compassionate, and, above all, he made you feel as though you were the
only one in his classa good trick in a class of 22 boys and eight girls. Of
course, now as well dsen, | knew in my heart it wasn't true, but it was the
way he made you feel.

For those of you who didn't know him, characterizing Mr. Hawkins is easy.
He looked like Howard Hughes, albeit, a tad smaller in stature and minus the
money aspect, of courddowever, he did splurge when he could like when

he built his son an outdoor train set (one he could ride on!) and he did
purchase a '57 Studebaker. | know, | know, a Studebaker, but this one was
the Golden Hawk model (one of the most futuristic cars magte- tail fins

and all). He drove it over to Jean Anderson's house while we were there for
an endof-the-year party. The car was beautiful.

During his final pep talk to what he called his best class, Mr. Hawkins said
on our last day with him, "They'reot going to baby you. If you don't do

your homework, you'll get a zero; no second chances!" As if we didn't know
that already.

After our personal orientation day in junior high in the Spring, we were all
acutely aware that we would be having a diffeteather for every subject
instead of just the one we answered to every year during each of the past
seven years. In our junior high visitation (short as it was), we saw that the
classes would be harder, the homework would be tougher, and there would
be mae work.

Because the girls wanted to make a good first impression, they probably
knew for weeks what they were going to wear on their first day, while all |
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was concerned about was that my cowlick on the crown of my head didn't
assert itself too much. keality, | guess we all wanted to make a good
impression and have new classmates and teachers alike think well of us.

On that first day of junior high | recall riding my bike to school, parking it in
the bike racks on the left side of the building, entgthe side door, and

never looking back, except when it came to Mr. Hawkins. | did encounter

him a few times after | graduated and he always remembered my name. That
confirmed what | always suspecteblwas his favorite.

Yeah, me and 29 others.
| hope you all remember something about your transition from sixth to
seventh grade, and | truly hope somewhere along your school travels you

made a connection with someone like Mr. Hawkins.

Truth be toldi | met quite a few of them during my years ire@Rock
schools, both male and female.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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The Eyes Have K

The jury is out on whether or not | have done enough in my life to be
considered a winner (and | hope it stays out for a long, long time), but in all
my years gowing up | never hit a home rumever during my time with

Little League, never when participating in gym class, never while playing
sandlot ball in the neighborhood.

Granted, my athletic prowess wasn't sufficient enough for me to be made a
team captainbut then | had just enough athletic ability never to have been
picked last for a team, either. | was a true 'miduflehe-roader' when it

came to sports. Of course, | enjoyed it when my side won (who wouldn't),
but | never truly played because | likethwing; | played any sport because

it was fun- because it was something to-deecause | liked being out and
about.

By nature, | am not a competitive person. That's why | believe | am better at
teaching than | am at being a supervisor. | know my wagtshe only way.
However, | don't like it when the odds are stacked against me like they were
when | had to read the Snellen Eye Chart every year in school. You recall
that one, right? It was the ubiquitous eye chart with the big 'E' on top.

Every year &aByrd School, we were measured by the visiting nurse for
height and weight and given an eye tdsist one eye and then the other,
remember? It didn't take a genius to know that if | stood at the end of the
line | could hear the letters being called ant know what order to present
them when it became my turn.

| had long since learned that if given enough prep time | could put anything
to rhythm (my rhythm, not a dance rhythm), and if my speech flowed out of
my mouth like singing (out of tune and af,course), then | wouldn't stutter

(I call it my Mel Tillis effect).

The same held true for pronouncing those dreaded letters on the eye chart.
Once | memorized the letters and put them together in a little beat, | was
good to go- and my problem wasodsred. My presentation may have been a
bit slow and monotone, but it was as fluid as a person in the gentle practice
of Tai Chi.
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Of course, while I didn't stutter chanting those letters on the eye chart, |
wasn't receiving a true and proper eye testeeithnd therein lies the
problem. My eyes probably could have used a little more honesty from me.

It wasn't until after elementary school that | had the collision in 1957 that |
wrote about in a previousraail involving a teenage driver, his car, mydik
and me. | was thrown head over heels 22 feet in the air and landed on my
head (I know the perfect spot for me) in the middlekddmilton Avenue.
Because of the seriousness of the accident (my bike was totaled, me a little
less so), Patrolman Neil Fifwho later became Police Chief) escorted the
ambulance to Valley Hospital and stayed with me until my parents arrived.

Because | was in and out of consciousness (not much has changed), it was
the doctor's opinion that | should spend the night in theitab$pr

observation since he had prescribed a battery of tests for me the next day,
including an eye examination. As luck would have it, Valley Hospital's
ophthalmology department didn't use the Snellen Eye Chart, and | was on
my own with their chart. | &lieve it was the only test in my life | ever failed
for - lo and behold it was determined | needed glasses. It turned out | was
nearsighted, which invariably explains why | never ducked and got walked
so often by being hit by errant pitches in Littlealgeie.

After receiving my new glasses, | recall being in Ridgewood's Warner
Theater and being dumbstruck by how sharp and clear the movie was. | don't
recall the name of the film, but | do remember | couldn't believe what | was
seeingl thought to myselfs thatwhat | have been missing out on all this

time - WOW!

| learned a valuable personal lesson from all | went through. No matter how
careful or circumspect | am in trying to cover up one defect, sooner or later
events that are out of my control wildppen to set things right. | am glad

they do.

By the way, for those of you who are nearsighted and wear glasses, have you
ever had difficulty finding them when you weren't wearing them? | have,

and if it's just momentarily, it makes you appreciate everera monk's 600
hundredyear old invention.
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| don't need reading glasses, but for those of you who discovered in your
forties that you did, | can sympathize with your plight to have normal vision,
too.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Shopping

My 'New York drinking' remembrance elicited a lot of replynails and |
thank those of you who took the time to write me about your own
experiences.

Although many of you did cross the state line to drink, | was struck by the
various accounts some of you hahcerning making the trek to Times

Square for New Year's Eve. Granted, none of you were 14 when you first
journeyed there alone (sans parents), but, still, | was surprised by how many
of you have experienced the NY ritual of the collected human spiriteon t

eve of a New Year, regardless of how old you were when you ventured
there.

Also, over the years, you have been kind in stating how my memories of
either this or that stirred your own recollections about growing up in Glen
Rock, and | thank you for tha

To those of you who have written me directly, | want you to know that |
cherish those comments and have found thasaits to be even more
enlightening than my own writing. Yourmaails have either been funny,
poignant, or sentimentalr a combinabn of the three. I've also been truly
touched by those who have stated that they wished they had known me
better in high school (by the wayne, too!).

My fondest wish now is that some of you would consider using the-teply
all' tab when you write mso that others in our class could read what you
have to say about growing up in Glen Redlut, in any case, keep the
emails coming; | like hearing from all of you. And to those of you who
haven't ever written me, | like to hear from you, too.

As allmy memories have illustrated, we have only the most tenuous idea of

what our hisory really is. The who anthewh at of what s si gni
past is endlessly debatable. One thing always does lead to another, and if we

are figuratively holding hand&iough this journey, the ride is a lot more

interesting, don't you think?

Well, enough of that. | knew when | entitled thisnail 'shopping’ I'd get

some people's attention, but this remembrance hasn't anything to do with
shopping, but | did want to steamy recollections about three businesses in
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our hometown.

Glen Rock was (is) a neat little place and for those of you who still live
there, or at least live nearby and get to walk around the places | miss so
dearly, | will state emphatically that | enyou, and since | like food, that's
what this email is all about.

Back when | was in Byrd School in grade$ #&vhenever the need arose (as

in there was going to be no one home to watch over me from 11:30 to 12:45
and, more importantly, serve me lundiad an occasional dining

experience at Irv'sat his first restaurant, the smaller, more intimate one
before it moved to its larger quarters in the old Grand Union building. Ken
Hasdzira was more of a regular than | was, but we'd often share our time
with Virginia, our favorite waitress. She attentively looked after two hungry
school children with a smile and, if | recall correctly, always an extra little
something to eat.

Irv's beef barley soup was my favorite, as was his corn bedfeReserved
with the best coldaw | ever, ever tasted. | needed two ever's in that phrase
because it was that memorable. Dare | say it was even thatitemy

mother's- and her coleslaw wagood. Dessert was always chocolate layer
cake- always in season, but a toudécision over the Boston Creme. All of

it washed down with and for those of you who frequented Irv's know
what's coming a 'Graveyard'.

For the uninitiated, a Graveyard was a soda spritzed with each of the syrups
that were lined up along the countaedahen topped off with Coke. Strange
isn't it that Coke is now experimenting with various flavors of its Coke
products. To tell you I truly miss that time and place will give you an idea of
what my heaven will be like when | get theqgresuming I'm eveallowed
through the pearly gates.

When Irv's moved a few doors away, it lost its charm, but | was out of Byrd
School by then and eating lunch at Irv's was no longer an option. Granted,
the walk home from j¥sr. high allowed for the occasional, obligatafter

school dropin, but it just wasn't the same. In my own little world, |

ascertained early on what '‘an end to an era' meant, but let's move on to store
#2, a place that | don't remember ever changing.

My father worked in New York City and came hermn the 5:30 train. That
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necessitated him being picked up by my mom, and if | happened to be home
around that time, it meant having to tag along. Not that | minded, for you
see, the train station was located just five doors away from the Glen Rock
Sweet Boppe.

| lived out my fantasies in that store since that's where | bought my comics (I
should have kept those comiciscould have retired by now!). That narrow,

little store was an absolute treasure trove of good reading, penny candy, and
delicious, ho fudge sundaes. As | got older, the fact that Doug Pardee
worked there was an added bonus.

For this remembrance, the third place of interest to me was the Glen Rock
Inn. No, not the fancy extended place it is today (okay, it's still not that
fancy!), bu the little dining room in the back is what fills my memory bank
the most. We almost always entered from the side door, but whenever we
didn't, my mother always seemed to usher me quickly past the front bar as
though there was something she didn't wantoreee. Funny, what we

recall.

In all the times we ate at the Glen Rock Inn, with or without guests, it
always felt small, personal, and not unlike our own family dining room
during the holidays crowded, but always with room for one more.

The housespecialty was an opdiace steak sandwich. It was made from
slices of flank steak broiled first to perfection and then laid over toast points
with melted butter drizzled lavishly on top. | don't ever remember ordering
anything else in all the years our filjnate there. I'm surprised my

cholesterol ladened heart still functions. | wonder if the efper steak
sandwich is still on the menu. It will be in my heaven.

I'm glad there's not a law about longnails for I'd be in trouble. Thank you
for letting me invade your time and space with another memory or two of
mine.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Two of my favorite Glen Rock activities

Since the flurry of emails about the downtown area of Glen Rock has
subsided, | thought | would let you know that | stand by my picture perfect
memory of Irv's luncheonette. It was originally next to Dom's Shoe Repair if
that helps anyone's memory.

For those of you who had different recollections concerning its location, |
will state again that after the lumber yard fire the Grand Union moved to its
new location (the lumber yard was still part of the property, but way in the
back) and Irv's moved into the old Grand Union building. The pharmacy
relocated from farther up ttstreet (on the same side) and shared the
renovated building with Irv's.

What astounds me is where any of you believe the Grand Union was before
it moved- and downtown Glen Rock did have a supermarket other than
Kilroy's (although using the term 'superarket, however, does seem a bit
silly when consi dspermargedstdbehagpyte e o f
hear of where any of you believe the Grand Union was before it relocated. Is
there not anyone out there who remembers it the way | do?

Okay, back tahe email topic listed- my favorite wintertime activity was
ice-skating at the Ridgewood duck pond. It has to be mira# favorite

winter activity (besides the early childhood pleasures of riding a sled down
Cedar Avenue with half the neighborhoodlog building of snowmen in my
front yard with my sister).

Ice-skating at the duck pond was more of a 'grayhactivity (even though
we were still kids) and persisted for many more years than riding down hills
on a sled darn it.

Going into the shedt@he end of the parking lot, putting on our skates, and
walking somewhat wobbly out to the frozen pond is still ingrained in my
memory bank(s). | think I may have more than one memory bank, but |
believe the withdrawals about now are far outnumberinglépesits.

Whether skating alone or skating together in ‘whip' formation (swinging a
whole line in ever greater momentum and then letting go) was always a
treat, but the greatest thrill was holding a girl's hand as you skated together
oblivious to any oftie other skaters around you.
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Strange, but whenever | was at the duck pond, | never remember it being too
cold to go iceskating. Does anyone else remember it that way, too? The
winters haven't gotten colder, have they?

| do have a onime memory of iceskating with five or six classmates at the
then recently opened pond in Glen Rock (the one by the community pool)
and skating with Marilyn Smithholding her hand was both a treat and a
thrill.

My second (second) favorite activity came in the summerdhaédiy e

mailed that the pool was my firstjhe Fourth of July parades and the

ensuing celebrations. The excitement of watching the parade, or being in the
parade, was just the greatest experience a little kid could have.

For those of you who lived inlén Rock your entire lives like | did will, |

hope, remember the 'fair' when it was held behind Central School (it then
moved over to the municipal park by city hall). | liked the Central School
location better, perhaps because | was so young when | hsmy

exposure to a fair. Nevertheless, it truly was a community event. Families all
coming together to have a good tinm@ow what is better than that!

Oh, and I'm not sure what happened to any of the goldfish | won in those
little glass bowls, but | kow they seemed to last longer than those balsa
wood airplanes. You remember thethe ones with the metal clip on the
front end and those wings that would easily crack and which never seemed
to stay perpendicular in flight.

Okay, you Fourth of July deve¢s, you know what's coming. After watching
the parade, and eating your fill of what we never considered to be 'junk’
food, who could forget the nighttime fireworks display across from the
Ridgewood swimming hole.

Do you recall trying to find a parkinggre, having a blanket in hand,

crossing the street, hearing the 'teaser' rockets, and listening to the band play
- all of it culminating in the anticipation of waiting for dusk to turn to

nightfall. Wow- | remember those firework displays as if it weestgrday.

As | got older and started to drive, | did abandon Ridgewood's fireworks for

the Macy's display on the Hudson River. But, hey, | was older, dating, and
could park the car and still see the fireworks. Some might say the Macy's
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fireworks were bedr, but not to that little boy who used to stretch out on a

blanket, look up, and see the sky explode with color. No, not binto me
either.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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A Question of Bittons-

Wheneveisomething about my past comes to the forefront of my thought
processes, | am more than willing to pass these little gems along to the class

(as you know only too well by now); h
childhood rather mhpmesentvageaand will happeni n
continue to do so, butl dmvegetrteicreqqtadlydd
For as |l ong as | can remember, whil e

on one leg, raised the other leg, and put on a sock. It's a traditiotatied s
when | was about six; | saw my father doing it, and wanting to be like him, |
began doing it. That era seems to be over.

| noticed the other week that | was sitting on the edge of the bed to
accomplish that task. It only happened once more sivase but when it
becomes a daily routine, |l guess | 0l

Speaking of Dad, growing up, | remember seeing him in only white shirts
under his suits. | recall seeing him in short sleeve white shirts in warm
seasons, long sleewdite shirts in the cold weather, and with rolled up
shirtsleeves in the odd seasons with his suit jacket thrown over his shoulder
as he disembarked from the evening train. If he were getting dressed up
really dressed upit might have been a ‘white avhite' shirt under the
pinstriped suits, but that was only for special occasions.

During my junior high years, | recall my sister and | bought Dad a light blue

shirt for his birthday. When he unwrapped the box, he stared blankly at the
shirtforasecondr t wo and then said flatly, @
And although he tried it on that night and modeled it for us (at my mother's
insistence, | suppose), it took him nearly a year before he actually wore the

shirt. And | never, ever, saw him in agishirt!

| haven't outgrown wearing wear button down collar shirts (even pink ones),
but prefer shirts with no pockets, and when | unwrap a new shirt, the brand |
wear includes a little plastic packet containing extra buttons pinned, rather
than havinghe buttons individually sewed, to one of the shirttails. Maybe
someday | will use the skills learned from earning a sewing merit badge to
fix a broken button, but since my shirts are laundered, and the laundry
replaces broken or missing buttons for fidegep only one plastic packet of
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buttons in my dresser drawer in case of emergencies; the rest gets tossed
away. Boy, have things changed since | was a little.

My lack of needing buttons got me to thinking why in my house growing up
there were cookierts filled with buttons. Not just one tin, or two tins, but
tins and tins of buttons. My mother was not an excessiwvepulsive person,
but for some reason she saved buttons.

Playing on the living room floor when | was little with a tin of buttons is a
vivid childhood memory of mine. Trying to wiggle my little fingers down to
the bottom of a buttefilled tin was fun (but no easy feat by the way), as

was seeing how good you were at stacking buttons, separating buttons into
sizes or colors, arranging thento designs, and, my favorite, outlining my
mother with buttons while she was stretched out on the floor.

But with all that, | cannot come up with any good reason why my mother
kept so many tins of buttons. There were enough buttons in just one tin to
keep a youngster happy for a great long while.

Mom's collection consisted of every kind of button imaginaltaind, oval,
square, rectangular, diamond, and irregular shaped onescolathed,

wood, metal, and brightly colored, pastel, and black andianes.

Granted, like most moms, my mother did clothing repair and sewed (hard to
forget the yards of material and dress, skirt, or jacket patterns strewn about
on the floor waiting to be pinned together by either my sister or her), but that
doesn't expla the huge collection of buttoansome still attached to the
cardboard placards.

By the way, does anyone use paper patterns to make dresses, etc., anymore?
Home economics was dropped from our school curriculum about 25 years
ago to make way for a comjau lab. Except for a sweater, | don't remember
seeing anyone in a handmade anything recemibt that this noffashion

guru would notice.

Anyhow, | am curious why our house was a sanctuary for so many buttons
especially since justafew dreshiteones f or my daddés shir
button placards for dress making would have sufficed.

And, | wonder where all those buttons
get my fingers down to the bottom of a butfdied tin now.
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Thank you for allowing méo unleash this buttenp memory.

Dave Lamken dlamken@comcast.net
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A Rite of Passage

Bruce Emra's recentmail outlining the newspaper account of what was
going on in the shack in the woods behind Glen Rock's Community Pool
was some revelation,wast it ? Ti mes have changed,

It got me to thinking (I know a rare and unstable occurrence anymore)
about the rite of passage | went through. Well, | believe we all went through
it at one time or another; however, if someone out theretlggsre through

it, then you are definitely missing something.

For me, it happened before my junior year; for some of you it may have
occurred during your senior year, or, perhaps, later, when you were more
mature.

For each of us, this rite of passadpamged our lives forever, and that time in
your life has to be something you'll never forgat least | hope you don't. |
never have, and in thisreail you will read about some of the things |
remember doing during that time.

On a sentimental notehbpe you still recall the name of the person with
whom you first did it. | know | have and, contrary to my normal writing
style, this was an important enough milestone in my life that | would like to
share a person's name or two. | haven't asked theirgssom but since so
much time has passed (over 45 years), | don't think they will mind.

Although we can draw some similarities between the rite of passage alluded
to in Bruce's email and to the one some of you had hoped tmw=g was

going to be abadul will confine my ramblings to the rite of passage | had
always intended to write aboulearning how to drive!

Sorry- some of you may be disappointed (or should | have said all of you),
but, don't worry, this rite of passage is important enoughet@o still name
names.

Uh-oh, right about now | think some of you may be going back to reread the

first few paragraphs in thismail to see if you got all of this right. Go ahead
- | have the time,
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Anyway, for me, getting a driver's license and reiogj the keys to a car

marked a significant rite of passage in my fignd threefold. It meant

freedom independence, and the road to adulthood. My dad sensing my love

for cars early on took me out driving
parking lot wa once place where we went. | sensed he knew that if given

the opportunity to 6borrowd his car wlt
therefore, he wanted me to be a good driver.

Anyway, my birthday is this month, and other than Art Smith, who is
probably thegranddaddy to us all when it comes to having a birthday before
any of us, | was fortunate to experience Driver's Ed. early in my junior year.

There were only two Driver's Ed. teachers that | can recall, Mr. Bing and
Mr. Zaisser (how many of you calleihinZiggy?). If the girls had a female
behindthe-wheel instructor of their own, | am not aware of it. These were
the only two teachers who taught this course, right? Boy, | wish | had a
yearbook.

During my behinethe-wheel experience, | wasn't sure howduld play out

the scenario of pretending | was a fitisbe driver, but | needn't have

worried. As you may recall, there were usually two students in the car at a
time, and on my first outing, | was second to drive. Not to embarrass anyone
| will not tell you who went first that day, but to clue you in on how scared |
was, this uncoordinated person's lesson lasted less than 20 blocks.

When it quickly became my turn, | now knew | wanted to show off. |

decided to be the confident, experienced, but casitiower | knew | was.
Hey,itsmyemai | , and | 0l | -besides,éwasdverany way
good drive - still am. Jinx- double jinx

Mr. Bing, after having experienced a few not so successful right hand turns
with the first driver and wantintp spare the tires any more grief from
bouncing over any more corner curbs, directed me to take one left turn after
another.

Turn after left turn, | received more positive responses in that 30 minute stint

than | had ever gotten from any teacher overdaburse of a year, and, yes,
eventually, | was permitted to make some right hand turns.

12¢€



| was lucky to have Mr. Bing as my driving instructor for | came to learn
Mr. Zaisser's method of teaching students was old school and still
incorporated teaching hd signals. Remember, this was winter and it was
cold outside. Besides, some students had a little difficulty simultaneously
using the window crank and driving a car. Oh, yes they did!

Do you remember those archaic times when we actually rolled carwsndo
up and down by hand? Have we come a long way, or what?

The Route 208 experience came on my third and final outing. | was
surprised to hear students complaining that their palms sweated when the
teacher told them to go faster. If | recall correctly, 8 had a 50not a 30

- mile per hour speed limit! Most students were reluctant to go past 30!

| must have been taught well because I've never caused an accident and
haven't had a speeding ticket in over 40 years (and for those of you who
know what Idrive, | know you believe that's next to impossible, but it's

true). When | did get my one ticket, it was during spring vacation. | was on
my way to Ft. Lauderdale and was driving through a small town in Georgia
and never saw it comingneither the smatiown nor the police officer

waiting to nab a carload of joyous college kids on their way to another rite of
passagé Spring Break! And, yes, | bore my college buddies with old
memories, too.

But | did have a one, very scary incident when | was in higoal. After a
recent snowfall on a Saturday afternoon about a month after | received my
license, | was traveling north on a straight stretch of Paramus Road near
Saddle River County Park (some of you may remember it as your
‘occasional make out place') &l hit a patch of ice.

My car, a light brown, 1952 Ford, with a flatheaeB\and a three speed

manual transmission with overdrive, spun out of control. Bruce Woltman

was with me; | wonder if he remembers being in the car on that near fatal
day. | hopédor his sake he's blocked it out of his memory because | truly

t hought Bruce and | were headed for

Luckily for us- and for anyone else, there were no cars immediately
approaching in the opposite lane. | recall turning the wheel in thetidin

of the spin (a very unnatural reaction, but thank you, Mr. Bing!), and, after
having overcompensated for the spin (my fault), we spun a perfect 360. |
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came out of this neateath experience completely in the northbound lane,
albeit a few yards faner up the road.

The entire procedure, however, was accomplished in agonizingly slow
motion. Really, it was very sloWwremember now, I'm not much of a
speeder. As we came out of the spin and continued heading north, the first
car to pass us going souwtlas a Bergen County Sheriff's car. He just stared
at us as we drove by. | remember thinking to myself that I've used all my
lucky stars for the day, if not for the entire year.

| recall my mother telling me that one of the most traumatic moments in any
parent's life is when his or her teenager earns the right to sit in the driver's
seat. As the parent watches the car disappear around the corner, two
emotions take over: the visceral one, "Please, God, bring him/her back." and
a philosophical one, "My balyas grown up." Having gone through it with
both my children, | would have to agree with her observation.

Now, after getting your license and the keys to the car, do you remember
whose house you went to first and beeped the horn in a childlike 'Can you
come and play?' tone? | remember picking Doc up for a legal run to Van
Dykes. | think he treated.

Or did you just drive around thinking to yourself, ‘Look at me, everybody;
I'm all grownup!'

Thanks again for allowing me to reminisce, even if it wase'titie of
passage you had in mind. Thatos a

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Skiing -

A few years ago, you may remember | wrote about my New Year's Eve
adventure in Times Square with Rob Hoogs and Doc Savage when we were
14. Boy, did we have a good time. In a recentasl, | mentioned | have

another Doc Savage story (actually | have hundreds, but this one was
promised) so here goes.

Doc and | were friends from the time he moved in across the street from me
until I losttouch with him after helping Doc find an apartment in 1968. At
the time, | was a graduate student at Temple University and Doc had
graduated from Texas A&M and landed a job in pharmaceutical sales in the
Philadelphia area.

Doc always had the upbeat, aat personality | wish | had had, and, as

you might recall, it was always great fun to be around him. It's been said
height makes a difference, but not in Doc's case. His attitude was 'As big as
you are, and as small as | am, I'm as big as you are, dsasrham.’

Amen to that, Doc, wherever you are. By the way, over the years and despite
numerous Internet searches | have been unsuccessful in finding him so if any
of you have any suggestions as to where | might look for him, your help in
locating an @ friend would be greatly appreciated.

In any case, Doc was a great buddy to have for he was up for trying
anything. One of the things he and | wanted to do was to try our hand at
skiing, and so soon after | received my driver's license in Februany of o
junior year, we decided have a go at it.

All during the ride to Sterling State Forest (it's near Tuxedo, N.Y., for those
who don't remember), we assured each other skiing would be fun and we
could do it like the best of them. As the two of us ventuigdt. 17, we
increasingly talked about black diamond runs, moguls, and carving
powdered arcs like we had been skiing our entire lives.

Of course, I'm kidding you; Doc and | didn't call them that; we didn't have a
clue as to what we were abouttodoeexxt f or the ol d adage
must come downdé. We barely remembered
from Squaw Valley, California, but we just bragged every which way about



how great the two of us were going to be on the slepesd, of course, the
girls we were going to impress while doing it!

| believe it was even before we got to the rental area that it hit us that we
didn't know what we were getting ourselves into on that cold wintry day. We
had heard things like "Keep your tips together buttdcross them or you'll

eat snow. Change your weight from your downhill ski to your uphill ski
when you want to turn. If you can't stop, just fall down." All appropriate
advice for the novice skier, and that's exactly where we heard it being given
- on the bunny slope by a young instructor to a bunch of kids.

Maybe we should have stayed there longer and listened to the instructor's
whole spiel, maybe we should have joined the beginner's group, maybe we
should have asked for help, but, no, we knew beasingare determined to go

it alone. No baby 'bunny’ slopes for us.

Doc and | thought we knew what we were doing, but when we got on the
first lift, | wasn't so sure we had done the right thing. Nervous, cold, and
feeling a little unstable while traversing the mountainside, | have to admit

to clinging tightly to the cross bar. We rode high above the frosty alpine runs
(they were more like little hills, but, hey, it's mynaail). In a few minutes,

Doc and | would begin our first run at the art of skiingngien was high.

As we disembarked from the lift, | tottered toward the slope and fell down
more times than | care to remember.
that all by themselves. The first fall, of course, occurred when | tried to get
off andaway from the lift. | barely got down that first run.

As best as | can recall of that first run on the slope was that it was a very
cold, wet, swoosh and plegollowed by another swoosh and plop about
every fifty feet down the hill (I'm being generoaisout my skiing ability

when | say | fell only every fifty feet). People whizzed by me on every side
while | was having trouble just staying up. | realized then and there | should
have stayed in the bunny slope area a lot longer and learned the basics rat
than just mouth them.

My second ride up the hill was about the same. This time | didn't fall down
as soon as | got off the lift (practice does make perfgast soon after. But
progress is progress no matter how small. My second trip down was as
eventful as the first more swooshing and plopping, but this time | could
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snowplow a little better and go a little slower. Doc was waiting for me at the
bottom with that big smile of hisand with cheeks as rosy as ever. By the
way, Doc in a snowcap andwered in snow is a sight to behold.

| was truly freezing by the time | got back down the mountain and upset that
this wasn't going quite as | had planned. | thought longingly of being warm
again; however, Doc wanted a third go at it, and not wantirgpicken out'

on him | went for another run.

It may be my bad memory or just my wanting to pay a friend a compliment,
but | believe Doc skied better than | did on that dagd it had nothing to

do with him being closer to the ground. Doc took to skaadhe took to

tennis and to everything else he didoc was just good at what he wanted

to do.

| cherish the time | spent with Doc over the years and wish him well
wherever he is, but | would like to know if he would rank his first time at
skiing the sene way | did. Knowing him as | did, | would bet he'd chalk it
up as tie.

That's the Doc that | knew.

Oh, and as for the two of us encountering any girls, that's a whole other
story!

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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DifferentT

Something happened toéher day that brought nperceptual impairmerio

the forefront. No, not my two left feet this time (although that condition has
improved to the point where | am no longing wasting money buying two left
shoes), but, rather, my lifelong, innate inabiliyniot always know my left

from my right. Granted, when | am wrong, I'm wrong only 50 percent of the
time, which is, at least, something to be thankful for, but it is still a nuisance.

We all have our own peculiarities, but rarely do they impact on olikers

mine does on occasion. Right from the-get you would think that

someone with my past history and with my experience with helping others
with their learning disabilities, | would have learned to stop giving directions
to people who are lostout, dh no, not me. | forge right ahead as though |
was Christopher Columbus. Wait a minute, come to think of it, Columbus
didn't know where he was going, either.

A young couple was lost and trying to find Stone Harbor (a nearby town),
and after | pointed oubtthe driver and his wife the correct way to take, |
watched them go (as any proud civilian would who just helped someone in
distress) down the road and make a wrong turn. | knew immediately that |
had made the mistake and not them.

As | was talking toliem, | saw the intersection, said turn left when you get
there, all the while knowing it was truly a right turn, but said left because in
my mindds eyeand whsybedte eowcfused
imagine how that couple must have felvdsn't embarrassed, but chagrined

that here | am at 60 years of age making the same foolish mistakes | did as a
child.

Okay, now you are thinking what does all have to do with David growing up
in Glen Rock. Well, it doesn't really, and this isn't a dissewn learning
disabilities, either.

The incident, however, brought to mind a recental from a classmate

who wrote that, at times, he felt during his school years like he didn't belong.
He proffered he hasn't been able to relate to many of my rerarods

about going out after basketball games or the sojourns to New York, or
much of anything else | wrote about concerning a social life, or a dating life,
because he was shy. Now, in reading this classmategsl @nd thinking
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back to our time in school wasn't aware of any of this, so it came as a

slight shock. | had always thought of this classmate as a talented and gifted
guy, and shyness never entered my perception of him; however, he saw
himself differently than | did.

That really got me to thinkg how much we all wanted to fit in and how
everyone in their own way didn't really fit in with everyone else. By that, |
mean we tried, but except for a small cadre of friends, we rarely mingled on
an intimate level with all that many people.

Sure, theg were cliques, but in reality the cliques were just groups of friends
who were perceived by others as having a better time of it than we were. The
cligues stayed small because otherwise they would become too
unmanageable. Think about ihow could you hee a clique with half the

school in it?

As | recall, being popular usually involved different traits for boys and girls.

The number one requirement for boys was their athletic ability. If you were

good in sports, then you were 'in like Flint' (but all ¢giéed brawn with no

brains to go with it didn't get a guy too far, either). And, of course, there

were the traits of coolness, toughness, and that certain indefinable something
that some guysikbad!|l ||l dondnodot bhithvé kne

For girls, it seemed to be first looks, and then clothes, with some

socioeconomic status thrown into the mix somewhere. Hey, someone had to

pay for the 6Poodled skirts, the plai
clothes that came next. Thsanly my opinion, ladies. | truly have no idea

what qualified you to be in your particular clique.

For both sexes, however, if you had beauty, brains, and some athletic ability,
you were sure to be in a top tier clique.

Some cliques may have beefor the want of a better expressioan the

fringe of society and our sensibilities wouldn't allow most of us to go there.
Yet, in some odd way, we might have perceived those cliques to be having
more 'fun’' than we were; when in reality, they were justdkeryone else
wanting to be accepted and to fit in somewhere.
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There is an old trivia question about naming the Seven Dwarfs and that if
you cannot name all seven right off the bat, it's always the same dwarf that's
missed. Supposedly, it's because we'tdeant to be seen as this dwarf.

Now stop and don't go beyond this paragraph if you want to guess which
dwarf it is, but if you remember the Disney cartoon of Snow White, he was
very, very memorable, and once you see the name in the next paragraph
youl | think to yourself, AOf course,
read on.

More times than not, | can easily be seen as Grumpy, Sleepy, Sneezy, Dopey

(no comments, please), Doc, and Happya n 6t we al | | but wh:
miss, if they don't namall seven dwarfs, is the cute, r&ted one called

Bashful. Is it because we all see ourselves as bashful? Who knows? | surely

don't, but I've asked this question enough times over the years to know that

Bashful is the dwarf who is missed the most.

| recall mentioning in another-mail that | walked to school most mornings
with a great collection of guys that met at the 'Rock’. | never viewed this

group as a cligue, but | do know that it was a steady group and rarely did
anyone new join us. For almostédiyears, | walked with them from seventh
grade until February of our junior year when | got a car.

My parents knew it wasn't permissible to drive to school (hey, | know what

you are thinking, but | lived way across town and | thought five years of

walking two miles to school was enough; the only person who lived farther

from school than | did was Chris Johnston and that was by two houses).

They wouldn't allow me to drive other:
responsible for getting someone else into tleub

If memory serves, however, the Woltmans, who lived near school, knew |
was stealthily parking on their block. On a side note, my parents didn't say
anything about not driving anyone home so . . .

Anyway, I'm not sure where | was going with thisail, but like all my e
mails this one's getting too long.

| just wanted to let you know that if you were in a clique in high school, then
| wanted to be in the same clique as yaumd so did others, | suppose; and
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guess what for this brief moment | am in the same clique as you, and it
feels pretty good.

Oh, and if | was in a clique in school other than that morning walking group,
I di dn &ittherkonnow | justthad friends. | call them my Class of
1963.

Thanks for letting be rambleonceagai | 61 | try to be more
on topic next time.

David Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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A Special Room

Thank you all for your poignant comments concerning my rambHmgué
oncliques. | guess | really hit a bull's eye with that one, and | really enjoyed
reading your observations on the subject. | am always amazed at how well
we remember the same things, but in different ways. As promised though,
this email, and all future onesvill be short and stay on topic.

So, during our time in juniesenior high, do you remember the one room or
place in school (other than the gym or cafeteria) which provided us with
varied experiences?

For me, it would have to be the auditorium. Whgbu thought | was going

to name 'under the bleachers at lunchtime' as my place for varied
experiences. Sorry, | can't do that; | was never there and was never invited to
go there. That 'clique’ mystique from my lastail must have been going

on, | suppos. The under the bleachers area didn't seem like a place where |
would have felt comfortable, anyway.

In other emails, I've touched on being in the auditorium for school plays,
men's club performances, various band and choir concerts, award
assemblies,ral, of course, our 'little extra effort' ninth grade graduation
ceremony.

The auditorium attacked my senses of sight and sound and, at other times,
enveloped me with disappointment and numbness. The following paragraphs
highlight a few more experiencesemember about that space. The first
recollection is just for the guys, but maybe some of you ladies will revive a
thought or two about this particular reminiscence even though it had nothing
to do with you; it was the talk of the school for a while.

| recall being one of many males escorted into the auditorium in eighth grade
and being lectured by Mr. Schneider on the destruction of school preperty
and, in particular, a boys' restroom. Mr. Ax was in attendance, too; however,
| don't remember him addrésg us. This only made sense to me later when
| realized all the boys in both the junior and senior high were being given the
same lecture and | can only assume Mr. Ax addressed the senior high boys.

At first, | was a little bothered and bewildered fatidin't quite grasp the
significance of what was being said. That all changed when we were herded
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by groups into the first floor boys' lavatory near Mrs. Blair's homeroom and

| saw the devastation of twisted metal and bent doors on two of the stalls.

For those of you who don't remember, and for the ladies who never saw it,

the rectangular metal bars that acted as support beams across the top of these
stalls were twisted and contorted out of shape. The doors were bent to the
point where they were off theirriges and were so misshapen and maligned
they were incapable of being used again.

| came away from viewing the damage in that restroom thinking what in the
world would have caused the metal to have given way like that, and | was
brought back to reality blgearing that if any of us knew the person who was
responsible for the destruction we had an obligation to report them. Did |
hear them correctly? A person did this! | was dumbstruck, for there | was in
my naive childhood stupor thinking only King Kong arg@rman had the
strength to twist and contort steel out of shape like that.

[, along with everyone else, came to learn an upperclassman was responsible
for the damage, and he did so with only his bare hands. | will only tell you

he lived on Doremus Avenwnd that | steered clear of him. | barely knew

him, but from what | learned on that day that was enough. If you know who
he is, as Harrie Richardson should, | will confirm it in a privatead to

me, but I'd rather not post his name in this communiokigy?

By the way, does having a principal named Ax seem odd to anyone besides
me. Although | was never in his office, | do know he knew me by name. |
will attribute that to having a stellar student for a sister and | was probably
known to him by associatn rather than accomplishment (good or bad).

It was in my junior year when the boredom and numbness part of being in
the auditorium occurred. | was scheduled there for a study hall, and because
of the poor lighting, uncomfortable seats, and lack of wgigpace, it was

not an ideal situation. Luckily for me, | was only in there for about three
weeks before opting out of study hall and taking another class instead. That
place would have driven me crazy.

The disappointment part of being in the auditorilame when | showed up

for a 'Rock 'n Roll' show on a Friday night in either ninth or tenth grade and
was informed the lead female singer was not going to perform. Her name,
and the band she was with, eludes me at the moment, but she was a big
enough draw fome to have purchased a ticket ahead of time. The other
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bands were okay, but | know | was disappointed. Anyone else recall being
there?

Incredible as it may seem, | remember where | sat for the lecture, the study
hall, and the Rock 'n Roll show. In fattecall where | sat during most of

the school plays, too. | also remember where | sat when Bruce Emra was
honored at an awards assembly for having one of his writings published.
Pretty cool for being recognized in high school for having writing talent,
isn't it?

I might be off by either a seat or a row in all those instances, but I'm positive
enough about each location that it brings a smile to my face remembering all
those events and situations so clearly.

Okay, you can stop smirking. As | wrote that,d'm not entirely sure

whether that memory trait should be considered funny or sad. | should have
scribed some telltale mark into all my seating places to have the verification
of how good my memory can be at times, but then the guys would have had
to gt through another lecture about defacing school property, and | do not
think anyone would have wanted that.

In any case, this memory is out of the 'bank’ and into anotimeaiile

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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Bill Daley -

| knew Bill Daley. | als&knew a side to Bill thadome of you may never
have seen, but | hope you did. The Bill Daley | knew was quite special.

| don't remember Bill being in any of my classes, except for maybe a Phys.
Ed. class or two, but one aftechool activity he engaged definitely comes
to mind when | think of Bill.

Bill liked to run track. Given his statue, he was an unlikely candidate to be a
miler for he had the physicality that lent itself more toward being a shot
putter than a long distance runner. But run he did

Bill's philosophy was the only way to be a runner was to run. That seems
obvious, but he truly took it to heart. Bill knew the rhetoric and practiced
what he preached. He ran. And he ran.

One spring day in ninth grade when track practice was calldgeoffuse of
the weather, | crisscrossed with Bill in the school courtyard. | was dashing
across to get to the other side, and he was-shattand shorts heading out
from the gym to the track with a stopwatch in hand. | don't recall exactly
what | saidput he conveyed that he was working on a running system and
wanted to get a handle on his various quarige lap times.

In another anail, | related that being continualbwertaken in the hatmile

by Ross Burhouse made me realize | wasri'outto be a track and field

man for more than my fleeting ninth grade experience, but there was
something about Bill and his dedication to the sport that gave me hope about
him.

Although I didn't knowBill really well, | made my way to my locker, got
my poncharemember those?), and joinkn on the track. He explained he
needed a good firgjuarter time, but didn't want to be in the lead, and he
realized he had to have something left fgoad kick at the end, so it was
the two middle laps he needed to work

Bill knew his overall time would improve as the season progressed, but he
wanted to do it proportionally to each of his lap times. He figured if he could
get a handle on those middle laps, then he'd have a chance at winning a race
or two.



We were otiin the rain for most of the afternoon with Bill running his heart
out and with me holding the stopwatch (I told you | wasn't going to make it
as a long distance runneWatching Bill runyou noticed that hisunning

style was reminiscent of the 'Littiengine That Could' for as he ran you
could see those arms of his pumping out 'l know I-damow | can' all the
way around the track.

| am sure Bill's dedication to runnirtige milecarried over to his personal
life, and | know he will be missed by eayene who knew him. | do.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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A few little things-

When it came time to visit a hardware store, those of you who lived west
along the Boulevard and Lincoln Avenue might have had your favorite place
in Hawthorne, and for tls® of you in the southeast corner of Glen Rock

along Prospect Street, you might have ventured into Fair Lawn, but when it
came time for those who lived near Ridgewood to purchase home
maintenance necessities, there was only one good place artvend

Ridgewood hardware store; and for those who frequented the place, what I'm
about to say should come as no surprisieved the store.

| am not sure what got me hooked at firdie pneumatic air tubes, which
went this way and that or the Lionel train gethat appeared in their
Christmas window display every year.

And, were you as mesmerized by those pneumatic tubes as | was? At a wee
young age, | would often wrestle my little hand free from my father's
reassuring grasp, toddle over to one of the cegisters, plop myself down,

and just stare at those tubes doing their thing.

Probably what attracted me was the 'whooshing' sound the canisters made as
they went about their business through those tubes, but as | got older, and
was no longer hinged to nigther's hip, | would wander from register to

cash register waiting for the next cylinder to make its move.

| would look up into the glass enclosed business office, and, as a cylinder
was being placed into a tube, | would try to guess which registiee iix

shaped store the canister was going to visit next. | was sooo easy to entertain
as a child.

Of course, when it came to trains, | knew the masters of model railroading
were Alan Furler and his dad. Alan's basement held a magnificent display of
whatmodel railroading was all about, but the Ridgewood hardware store's
display was good, too. Do you remember how the trains traveled from the
window area into the store and back out again?

On the subject of trains, | had a 5x8 tabletop setup in my bas¢ankmgire
eight within an interconnecting oval track incorporating four switches and
two side tracks one inside the figure eight and one outside the oval). It was
pretty neat, but other than the requisite street lamps, miniature houses and
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gas station,@me shrubbery, and painted streets and landscaping, thp set
wasn't super special, except for this corny looking, two foot long, curved
mountain tunnel nestled in the back corner by the wall.

My mother and | made the tunnel (more mom than I) from a msing
balloons. We covered them witlapierméachéand painted the jagged
ridgeline white to make the mountains look snow capped. My mom meant
well, but | think real model railroaders would have avoided putting out a
tunnel like that; however, ours senvigzlpurpose, | suppose.

What | did love doing was stalling the train in the tunnel and puffing smoke
from the engine smokestack until it waffled out from within the tunnel. Very
cool. | told you | was easy to please as a child.

Speaking of being eas$y please, | did have this odd little engine that looked
the same coming and going. It had bumpers on both ends and was-a stand
alone engine you couldn't couple any railroad cars to it. The design of the
engine was such that when it hit a barrier, iersed itself, traveled back in
the direction it came from, hit another barrier, reversed its direction again,
and kept hitting barriers and reversing itself until you stopped it. Silly, really
- and it served no useful purpose other than for entertainment.

And, of course, entertain me it did. | had more fun with that useless little
engine than anything else in my entire train seteypen my own version of

the Smokey Mountains. That bumper engine was every little boy's dream. |
rammed it into every conogble thing imaginable, and it kept going and
going- just like the modern day Energizer Bunny. | wish | had invented it.

I know this is weird, but | was also fascinated by the fact that the Ridgewood
hardware store had two separate entrances. | kimow dumb is that, but |
thought it was pretty neat. | remember one entrance being on North Broad
(where invariably we found parking across the street from a savings and
loan) and the other was on Ridgewood Avenluthink it was called East
Ridgewood Avena, but I'm not sure. My memory has been in slip mode
recently.

After shopping on Ridgewood Avenue, my dad would often cut through the

store just so | could be entertained. | was one lucky kid; but then again,
maybe he liked the swooshing sound of thasasters, too.
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While I'm on the subject of dumb things to do, | would like to touch on
something else. | suppose it's more of a guy thing, but there was a small
window of time between when | felt too grownup to be seen pedaling a
bicycle (but I've got ongn my garage now) and when | got my driver's
license- so | took to hitckhiking.

During World War Il, many people hitehiked because of gas rationing and
the scarcity of carsand while hitchhiking was dying off somewhat in the
50's, it was still cnsidered a viable means of getting around.

In light of today's standards, not too many people Hiikk anymore, but it
seemed commonplace back then. | know | didn't concern myself with any
dire consequences about doing it, but then | didn't inform angmas |
engaged in hitclimiking either.

With a smile on my face and my thumb out, | could go just about anywhere
and did. With me, it was probably more thumb than smile that got me rides,
but one Saturday afternoon when | was about 13, | hitchee teainLawn
Lanes on Maple Avenue. | met a girl in the lane next to mine who had been
invited to someone's birthddowling party.

The girl lived in Smoke Rise, and the following Saturday | hitdted to her
house just to go for a walk with her. | toldwy | was dumb, but now you
know | was also a sucker for a pretty face.

Because of the numerous rides | had to take to get to SmakenRigravel
pathwas pretty convoluted. In total, the hithiking part probably lasted

longer than the walk she antbbk. Since | still remember the difficulty |

had getting to Smoke Rise, the walk must have been worthwhile. The girl's
name is lost to memory, but | can still picture her secluded house on the side
of a hill - and the girl, too. Pretty as they come.

Anacther little thingi as we get closer to that time of the change in weather
from our winter wonderland, does anyone remember worm day? Oh, of
course you do! You know that first almesarm-afterthe-rainy-night
springmorning when you innocently go outsided find yourself in a sea of

WOoTr ms. Youbdbd see the first worm and

ever ywher e t hieysidewalksnpatios, driveWways)ayen in the
streets. And then afterthelotf t er noon s uaoh,vkll,goui t s
knowwhat happened to those hapless, moistaniened creatures.
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Just one more thing before I close out thimal. Do you think the girl in

Smoke Rise ever looked back into her childhood memories and remembered
me as this weirdo guy who had hitcHei#ed 25miles through hill and dale

just to take a walk with her?

Nah, me either and keep the weirdo comments to yourself, please!

But | like having the memory of a few little things, and thank you for letting
me share them with you.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@omcast.net
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A Penny for your fioughts-

I'm glad to hear some of you found the missingmoney.com website to be
beneficial. Okay, with that said, let's move on.

We can't remember everything that happened to us as children, but in
reading what | have wrgh to our class over these past several years, you
mayhave noticed what | havdhat as you grow older your life is full of

these little bookmarks that can remind you of events that have danced across
the early years of your life.

Smells can do it. Thecan bring back childhood moments and emotions as if
you had just experienced them. Songs can certainly bring an ache to your
heart or a smile to your face, a subtle souvenir from a day long gone or a
reminder of a missed love. Special events and trayéhimistant places can
often trigger a memory or two, also.

These little bookmarks have wonderful for me, like a scrapbook | carry in

my head and heart to ensure that memories are not just some distant dusting
waiting to be swept away. But there are neoits, the sad and often scary
wish-1-couldlet-thissonego moments, which often creep up when they are
least welcome or expected.

| just got back from an awesome road trip with Nancy to Mt. Rushmore,
Crazy Horse, and the Badlands in South Dakota, anié Wiere, | noticed

the ubiquitous souvenir machine that for fitige cents (two quarters plus

the penny) you can change a coin into a small-elkaped medallion with a
picture of something on it. You've all seen them; you turn a crank that works
a presgo flatten and imprint the penny.

Seeing kids with their elongated pennies got me to thinking about my
childhood and the old 'squash the penny on the railroad tracks' routine. That
sighting brought back the terrifying memory of possibly being the one
person in Glen Rock to have stupidly causetlain to derail. Seriously,

that 6s what crossed my mind.

I know now that it seems foolish to think that my putting a penny on the
railroad tracks could have possibly derailed a train, but moments before the
train came flying by I really thought that. | thought, "Oh, my God. What did

| just do!" The angst was real. | truly thought for a split second | was going
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to be the person from Glen Rock who was forever known as being the one
responsible for a train wreck thin the city limits.

| remember being terrified. Deep down to the marrow of my bone scared. As
the train approached, | was frozen in fear. | couldn't run to get my penny
back for the train was too close, and | was petrified by fear to move my legs
and un away. | felt so helpless.

Was the possibility of a train wreck a rational thought? Of courseanot

train engine weighs ten tons, but as a sexgarold kid at the time, what

did | know. | knew from experience that any little thing would upset my
Lionel train and throw it off the track, so why wouldn't a penny be capable
of derailing a real train. It made sense while not making sdilsel am

doing right now.

It seemed like an eternity as | wondered if | had done the right thing. | could
hear tle sound of the roaring engine in the closing distance, the train
booming along the railroad tracks, gears clinking and clanging, shifting up
and down, coming my way.

With increasing speed, the black train approached the place where | had
knelt down momets before and placed the shiny new penny from my

pocket along the silver track; the great monster thundered with anger in its
speed, and wailed with a mighty blow at the small boy who seemed to ignore
its desperate warning. | shot my eyes back and fortiheagap between the

train and the penny lessened.

What the heckvas | going to do!

| tumbled away from the track just as the train bellowed past, coughing with
inhalation of dust, smoke, and exhilaration, and when its last car had gone, |
felt the gratest of relief. The train was safe. The passengers were safe. | was
safe. We had all survived!

| approached the tracks again and looked for my penny. It took awhile
much longer than | would have thought for | figured my penny would still be
on the trak. | gathered the coin in the palm of my hand, feeling its heat and
admiring its new form flattened and smooth like untouched water; no

longer was it merely a penny, but a perfect, copper beauty. Silly, but | would
like to think Lincoln smiled at my cegion.
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After this harrowing experience of living in momentary fear, you would
have thought that | would never, ever have put a penny on the railroad tracks
again. You're right. | never did.

Well - | never put a penny on the tracks; now | was much maregi and
put two or three pennies on the track. Had to. | had too much trouble finding
the first penny and | thought it would be easier finding a bunch of them.

| waited for what seemed like an eternity, but the next train, when it came,
seemed to beyfing forward as though it knew there was a new prize

awaiting its passing. Its chuthugrattle was shaking the ground beneath my
feet with a fervor that seemed personal and imminent. | now knew its secret.
It was never going to derail because of whatd dane- because of my

pennies. It was bigger and badder than | was.

As it sweptpastmy hiding spot, the roar of the engine and wheels almost
drowned out the sharp shriek of mine as it found the pennies | had laid on
the track. | grinned and laughed @dh the thrill of the moment sweeping me
upwards so that it felt like my spirit was flying after the massive monster.

It is one memory I'll never forget. | canltrepeated it at least a dozen times
in my life.

For those who have never experiencet garticular angst and would like to
try it in your second childhood, I'll offer some pointers for squashing a
penny or two. It is a good idea to place the pennies on the track so they are
lined up with a noticeable object like a tree or a unique litkeqs bedrock.

In my first attempt, | was easily disorientated and had trouble remembering
exactly where | had placed the penny. Those railroad ties all looked alike.

| advise you to move away from the track, too; you don't want to be hit by an
errant fying penny. Also, try this in a less public place, not at a railway
station. You will feel guilty doing it (you may even feel that the train will
derail!), and it's best that other people are not around to compound your
guilt. And if you do feel guilty ath decide not to do it, there's always those
store machines ready and willing for 50 cents to squash your penny!

Dave Lamkendlamken@comcast.net
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Dadi

On an April day in 1911, my father came into this Irfeaisimple, two story
wooden house in Hoboken, New Jersey. He died, without warning, in a
hospital of congestive heart failure, on a cold February night, while living in
a lovely planned retirement compound in Lakewood, New Jersey. A little
more than 77 yars separated his birth and death, a little more than 77 miles
separated the two residences.

An ordinary man in many respects, born to a German immigrant father who
came to this country through the Port of Baltimore at the age of eight, and to
amothewho died at an early age whil e
brother (who would not live to see a completed day), my dad knew
extraordinary sorrow at an early age, and, later, extraordinary triumph in
finding a woman to marry and to love like no other.

My father belonged to a generation of intelligent, ambitious, wor&lags
Americans who had the misfortune to finish high school and to attempt to
find work during the Depression years. Although he graduated high school
at the age of seventeen, which was unommon back then, it took him
yearsbefore he found work asreaval architect.

There was little money for college tuition without working for it, no easy
path for this firstgeneration lad to travel. After graduation, like before it,
Dadcould ony find odd jobs likewashing windows and helping out in a
candy store before he would began his lifetime career.

My father would only marry after he found ftime employment and that
was only during thenid-to-latter part of the Depression. My mothtre

love of his life, whom he dated for over five years, was, however, the main
bread winner during the first year or two of their marriage. She had held a
good paying job as a personal secretary (on of all places during the
Depression Wall Street) aE.A. Pearce, a weknown stock brokerage

firm.

The two of them grew up only five blocks apart in Jersey City, yet they
didn't meet until they were twenfive years oldBay View Avenue, where

my father lived, and Myrtle Avenue, where my nathvedwere, at least to
an outsider, in the same neighborhood, but were, in fact, worlds apart. My
father, raised strict Catholic by his Boston bred-stepher, went to Sacred
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Heart, an elementary parochial eoh- where he served as an alby, and
then on ¢ Dickerson High School, a public high school. My mother, raised
predominately by her Swedish grandmother, was Protestant, went to public
grammar schools #29 and School 14, and then on to Lincoln and Henry
Snyder High Schools for training in business cesirs

It would be almost five years of protracted courtship before they would
marry, not only because of the dismal financial times, but because they knew
it would take place without the blessing of my father's stioiligd

stepmother, Kate. She thoughy mother (who was Lutheran) wasn't good
enough for Dad, and who, later, would have the good sense to admit how
very wrong she was.

Dad had found his soul mate in Mildred Lareewoman who was highly
verbal, strongly committed, and immensely compass$goriéate would
prove to be no match for the love my father had for my mother.

In 1936, he found a job that would last thiftye years as a ship designer

for Gibbs and Cox, one of the finest naval engineering firms of its kind (as
the beauty and gracd one of their ships, the USS United States, will
attest). Mr. Gibbs personally hired my dad, and my father's admiration for
Mr. Gibbs' genius was returned in kind, for my father was continually
selected to direct special projects that went beyond thee sifo

shipbuilding.

Dad's favorite project was overseeing the design and construction of what
would eventually be called ti&uperPumpefone word) Mr. Gibbs wanted

Dad to design a fire truck for the New York City Fire Department that would
have the pwer of a fireboat, a pumper so powerful that it could by the force
of its stream of water keep a brick wall from collapsing outward and injuring
the men sent to extinguish the fire.

This was no small task since every bridge and tunnel had to be inspadte
measured to insure that this specially built truck would be compact enough
to navigatets way through the streets of New York. Because of the huge
amount of water required of ti&iperPumpeto do its job, and because it
would be much smaller tharfieeboat, specially designed fittings, hookups,
hoses, and pumps needed to be designed and manufactured.
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The final manufacturer of thfeuperPumperand its accompanying tender,
was entrusted to Mack Truck in Pennsylvania, and in #9&Gibbs and

Cox companypresented the SuperPumper to the New York City Fire
Department, a modern miracle of engineering that to this day is still in use.

When America was drawn into the War I, forced to watch as the world
convulsed and bled, as the men of his germaratient off to their appointed
sufferings, and as the company he worked for designed ships of destruction
rather than for leisure, Dad grew increasingly cynical about the world in
general, and about politics in particular.

Around this time, my parent®hbght a home and moved to a somewhat rural
area- at least back in 1941 Glen Rock was considered small town rural.
They were expecting a chitdny sister, Carol Ann, who will always be

(God Bless her) my older sister, by two years and nine months (éest/eh
forgets). And it was in this home that could be found on any given night
what Iwill always remember my Dad ferthe thought provoking
conversations about life, love, and, most of all, the state of the world.

When the war was over and he wasamger working long hours, Dad went
into local politics and ran for councilman. My father was a natural
campaigner, and he did a good job of getting out the vote. The problem was
he was a Democrata charter member of the local Democratic Pantya
staunchly Republican town. He was a stubborn man, proud to a fault, utterly
determined in his beliefs of working for the good of the common man, but
he was sorely outhumbered. He could argue any point, query any thought,
but he wouldn't change parties jusbtelected. My father thought of

himself as a man of the people, not of politics.

For a cityraised boy, Dad accounted for himself quite well as a homeowner
in the country. With selfaught carpentry skills honed by common sense,
and with the patience @ saint, Dad divided our basement into a recreation
room with tongue and groove knoftyne paneling on one side and storage
and work areas on the other. He did all the woodworking, wiring, and
plumbing work himself.

Outside, with the help of my beled mother's uncle, Henry, he built a
beautiful stone barbecue, and from then on he never looked back. He built
two stonewalls, a couple of dry wells, and a beautiful rock garden. He tried
his hand at growing vegetablesostly, | suppose, as a learningpexence
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for Carol and me but his pride and joy was his roses. When Dad convinced
my mother it was time to move from Glen Rock, he took some cuttings with
him to their Wyckoff home and continued to nurture them there.

After Dad retired from Gibbs ardox, he worked briefly as the business
community representative for the Paramus Chamber of Commerce. He had
the personality for the job, but not the passion. Dad always saw himself as a
teacher, as an imparter of information and ideas by way of askintjanses

and so he embarked at the age of 61 on a new career and became a teacher.

He taught for more than five years at the Bergen County Vocational
Technical Career Center under a jobark bill funded by legislation passed
by President Johnson before meve to Lakewood. My sister and | know
from experience how very well my father could lecture, and although he
taught adults drafting skills, what my dad did best was to teach people how
to think and how to question.

Dad died in his sleep at a hospitabin Lakewood with no sign of the

struggle with cancer that had marked so much of his last year of life, and in
the ensuing years after his death | continue to have private conversations
with him that do not require the assistance of an analyst to interpret

The closer | creep upward in age the clearer understanding and greater
respect | have of the strength of his will, the fire that fueled him, the effort
and selbelief and seksacrifice that can only be read between the lines of
his life's resume.

| have, as it turns out, inherited his stubbornness, a portion of his discipline,
and a minute sampling of his intellect, but those are secondary things, mere
traits; what matters much more to me is his gift of a sense of perspective, his
innate questiomig of things, his penchant to wonder and to dream. For these
things | say, "Thank you, Dad. Tal

151

Kk

t

(



The Little Things

We all know it- it's the little things that enrich our lives and make us who
and what we are, but do we ewa®count for how we learned those certain
little things, as in tying our shoes.

Nowadays, | almost always wear loafers, either casual Docksiders (which
have laces, | knowut are rarely in need of-tging) ordresspennyloafers.
However, this morning,was putting on sneakers and tyithg much

needed bows and got to thinking how did | come to learn this @kllithe

way, other than slipping them on, is there a way to wear laced shoes without
tying a bow?)

| can remembethe timebefore being able tie myown laces at the age of
four (and contrary to todayksddie shoes, all my shoésd laces, even the
moccasins | got in Vermont); | caeamember being in the kitchen and recall
my mother showing meow totie them, as | havthis visual memory of
where | sat (in my dad's chair) as she repeatedly helped me through the
process; and although | don't have any distinct memories of bending down
and tying my shoes for the first time by myself for any specific reason or
event, | know by the above paragnabat | learned how to do it. It's like
riding a bike, | supposesome things . . . well, you get the idea.

What is strange is that when | first learned how tdieony shoelacek
always tied them double, meaning | put an extra knot in them so the bo
wouldn't come undone. From my Boy Scout days, | later leamgdingle
knotwas called an Overhando was tyingt twice called a Double
Overhand? | don't know, but it worked.

Undoubtedly, that trick came from my parents showing me how (and then
insisting that | do it every time | tied my laces so they wouldn't havetie re
them), and'm sure Idoubleknotted them every time | tied my laces when |
was four, five and six, bubhen | moved on after that and have stayed with
just tying a good, tilgt, singleOverhand knot thank you very much!

Oh, and do youemember, as | ddaving at least three pairs of sheese

for dress, one for school, and one for play (and God farbidok a

misstep while wearing the first pair before it was timenake them school
shoes!). And does anyone polish their shoes as often as we did back then?
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Today's shine seems to last a heck of a lot longer. In my case, maybe not
being around Diamond Brook anymore has something to do with it.

As | statedalthoughl was past the age of six, | don't remember the exact
occasionwhen | stopped tying doubles, but | did a double overhand
recently.

This past yeamy college buddies andécreated avhite-water rafting trip
we took 40 years ago down the New RiveWast Virginia. For those who
have been thrill rafting, this was a Class\Wun, and for those of you who
have never been whigater rafting on a Class V trip, it's not something I'm
likely to do again at my age.

Anyhow, before we set out, the guident throughthe why and wherefores

of his life-jacket, helmet, and wetsuit spiel, along with the standard
precautions of what to do while out on the river (and, more importantly,
what not to do), and then with a twinkle in his eye and a mischievous smile
said, 'Oh, and make sure ydootwearit tied tight; we don't want anyone
barefoot in the river swimming after their shoes!'.

You got it- there | was on bended knee not onhtyieg my footwear up
tight, but doubleknotting them. | felt like | was siyears old again, and to
tell the truth it felt pretty gooddarn good, in fact!

And, as you might have guessafter the trip was over, | had one a heck of
a time getting thosdoubleOverhands undone. Some things never change.

| hope you fondly redawhen you learned how to tie your shoes, too, for it's
the little things that let us enjoy the big things in life, right?

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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To speak or not to speak

A classmate who had a stiter in his high school class once asked me to
write to his English students about how | viewed my disability as | was
growing up.

|l did and | thought 1 6d share part of
you may find it Dblyouhaveto read it gltheveagte d on Ot
itsconclusioin f or , as you will see I f you get

>>

David Lamken Ph.D.,is so easy to read, so easy to write, and so very hard

to say. No, ne not for you, but for me. You sed am different from you. |

am | abel ed. I have been marked for | i/
without sometimes feeling like an idiot.

| am a stutterer. | am not like other people. You might not think so, but |

know so. | must think differently, act differeptland live differentlyi and

all because | stutter. Oh, come on, you are thinking, how hard can it be to

|l ive your | ife as a stutterer. So you
har d. | hope to change anyoneda mi nd ¢
a glimpse of what my life has been like.

Like other stutterers, like other exiles, | have known all my life a great
sorrow and a great hope together, and, for better or worse, they have made of
me the kind of person that | am.

An awkward tongue, st speak, has molded my lifeand, as the saying
goes, | have only one life to live. | share with you, | hope, the grand
assumption that life comes first, life is significant, life is precious.

Language is used by man for the purpose of translating enasdl nerve

into oral business agreements and theatrical elegance, into last wills and
sonnets, and into laws which man has tried to use to bring peace to this
world of ours. It is the greatest mamade power under the heavens, and
without a mastery of ita complete mastery of it, one proceeds at the risk of
all good things, at the risk of the grand assumption that life is precious.
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At the age of six to seven | began to stutter, for no apparent reason, and have
persisted in that defect up to the presanet | do stutter less than | formerly

di d, I wi || admit to that, and, now
lost its terror for me, but the hurt from experiencing it has never gone away.

Although not totally relevant, an investigation into my figrhistory reveals

a record of rather ordinary persons and events. No significant cases of
mental or nervous disease are evident; so far as general physical health is
concerned, both the paternal and maternal lines have been characteristically
sound. Thex appears to be nothing exceptional to a generalbeelg and
mediocre achievement in my family tree. Among my forebears there were
apparently no stutterers, and neither was there in my only sibling, my older
sister, Carol.

t |

When | began to stutterangex anati on was offered that

ahead of my speech. 0 The suppositio
think words had developed faster than my ability to say words. Concurrent
to that, | al so heard peoplywuwar mar k

n

.
C

f

to say.o | never made sense of either

was also often thought of as something stutterers might "grow out of." In my
case, however, such an explanation proved to be wrong. | never did grow out
of it, and in mychildhood years, it only got worse.

Because of who and what my parents were, | developed a considerable
vocabulary at quite an early age; | had the verbal material with which to
express myself; it was just t gt I
words that cause me the most difficulty, for | stutter on all words, any word,
simple, compound, or complex.

Some explained away my stuttering by saying that it was a "kind of
nervousness." That, of course, means very little and offered veryrittie i

way of an explanation. The one theory proffered that | liked best was the
reasoning that | stuttered because | was afraid | would stutter. An interesting
t hought, isndét it?

| enjoyed going to school. | studied (a little) and played eagerly (a lot).
There Iis no record or recollection
early age in my formative years. For about a year after | entered school, |
had begun to stutter slightly, but in school, as at home, nobody apparently
paid much attention to ynspeech defect, and, apparently, neither did I.
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| have a report card from second grade (they were narratives back then) and

it indicates quite clearly | didnodot st
moved with my class to second grade and wortieteat brought this defect

to the forefront. No explanations by parents or school were forthcoming.

While | was still in second grade my stuttering got worse, and my father
intended, | was told, to advance me to the third grade, and for reasons that
wereapparently unrelated to my stuttering but were never disclosed; he later
decided not to do that because of my stuttering. This occasioned my first
significant realization of stuttering as a part of myself. | was given to
understand that it was a handicap,understanding, by the way, which
circumstances were never to repudiate. A label now stood in my way.
Stuttering was now becoming a wall, and a wall, | later found out, so high |
might not ever be able to scale it.

| can recall moments when | was clslly and bewilderingly sad because |
could not talk like everyone else. | went to my mother on more than one
occasion and cried about it, and she did far more for me than she ever
suspected, simply by being who she whmd.

| was fortunate my playmes never ridiculed me unmercifully when |
stuttered, and frequently, when | blocked on a word, one of them would say
it for me, and so | chatted with them almost on equal terms. My teachers,
save one, treated me with uncanny understanding and, althoagé ha

way to prove it, were more than likely chiefly responsible for the attitude of
my classmates toward my defect. | shall always be grateful to them.

During the early years of my school life, while stuttering itself was painful,
life on the whole wapleasant. My grades, while never stellar, were more
than presentable and always reflected the effort | put forth in my studies. |
always did well in English class although | rarely spoke. A little ironic, |
believe.

Through perfectly tolerant of my stutileg, classmates are connected with
my earliest memories of embarrassment from my faulty speech. | felt
inferior to them and for no other apparent reason than that | stuttered. This
general attitude on my part became involved in the run of my associations
with all children, with all adults, with all people. As a result of experience, |
gradually came to regard my stuttering as something to be concealed. And
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try to conceal it | did, for | resented it considerably. And although sometimes
bold in action, | was rather shy child.

Concurrent with this feeling of resentment regarding my speech, | was
becoming increasingly conscious of the fact that | could easily have turned
into a bully. In fact, if the truth was told, | am quite sure that because of my
inadeqguacies | was one on more than one occasion, but | found that the line
of least resistance is that of gendtured behavior. Life did not teach me to
believe that it was desirable to make enemies, especially if you talked the
way | did.

Every ambition | hag ever entertained has sprung to a large degree from my
stuttering. The imperative fact is that | have considered my abilities in any
area as compensations for my inability to express myself adequately in
speech. Not only, then, as a human being, butaalsostudent, a teacher, a
social creature, | have received the impress of stuttering; and believe | am
justified in saying that largely because | have stuttered | am a particular kind
of person.

It could be said that | work with disabled children in fmatause | see

myself as disabled. Thatods for others
better for the path | have chosen and in knowing that in some part it was

chosen for me.

We al | have stories to tell aad i f yol
the sense of how cathartic it was for me to write what | have and to give you
a glimpse into part of my | ifebds stor)

Thank you, Bruce, for letting me write to your class.

Dave Lamken
dlamken@comcast.net
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| Scream

Since Van Dykes was one of my favorite ice cream places, I'm glad to hear
so many of you enjoyed it, too. | never did have cantaldlawpered ice

cream, but it sure hit a sweet spot wqtlite a fewof you. | preferred the
walnut flavor and trulynarveled whenever | licked off some ice cream and
found a full halfsize piece of walnut hiding somewhere deep indidecone
next to all thdittle walnut pieces.

As the time approached for us to get in the car and go for a family drive
(something that' not done much anymore), | was always on my best
behavior forthe thought of going to Van Dykes and being allowed to order a
doubledip cone, especially one with two different flavors of ice cream, was
beyond joy for this littldboy and as close to heavas | believe I'll ever get.

Rob Hoogs was span about the milk bottle deliveries in the winter. Unlike
today's plastic bottles and caps, the glass bottle ones were cardboard and
whenever the neghomogenized milk's cream would freeze, it would pry
openthe top. I'm glad | was usually first to get to the milk chest.

And to think the milkman parked in front of every house he delivered to and
had to go all the way around to the rear to deposit the milk in the chest. He
earned his money!

In a previous @amall | touched on Jahns Restaurant on Route 4 and the
experience many people had when ordering the phenomenal 'Kitchen Sink'.
It was a sight to behold, and if memory serves, it cost $6.50, which was a lot
of moneyback then being thalhe hourly wage was onlybuck an hour in

1960.

Another beloved ice cream venue frequented by my family was 'The Dairy
Barn' off the western end of Route 208. | touched upon that place in a class
e-mail about a priceless memory concerning a-ifiye bicycle trip Alan

Furler, At Smith, Craig Lampe, Ken Hradzira and | took while earning a
merit badge for Boy Scouts. I'll be happy to send it to anyone who didn't get
a chance to read it.

My main purpose in writing this-mail is not to recount all the glorious
places my father tk us in order to sample various ice cream vendors (and
we traveled near and far), but to recount the times when ice cream came
parading into our neighborhoods. Well, it seemed like a parade, anyway.
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You know what I'm talking aboutthose Good Humor truskwith the

alerting ring of melodious bells that introduced us kids to Pavlov's theory
long before we had ever heard of a guy named Ivan Pavlov and classical
conditioning. | bet his dogs would have loved ice cream, too.

We were as happily hooked on hegrthe sound of those approaching bells

as our parents were at being dismayed when realizing an ice cream truck was
invading their quiet neighborhoednd whathose bellsneant to their deep
pockets.

Those sevebells stretched in a line across the tophe truck's windshield
and were activated by a cord manually tugged on by the driver. And each
driver enjoyed their own little jingle and style when pulling on that string
and ringing those bells, too.

And do you remember, as | do, the Good Humor mamgharessed all in

white, wearing a white hat with a black brim, and having the ubiquitous coin
changer attached to his Sam BroweédWhich was black, of coursaot
brown!

While the vanilla ice cream stick covered with toasted almonds was my
usual fawrite, the Good Humor man carried a variety of items. He sold
Popsicles in a variety of flavors. You remember Popsidles two sticks

per bar that when pressured was applied would break in half so you could
share one half (as was the case every onaeanhilewhenevemy sister and

| needed to pool our pennies) or, as was the case more often than not, in
order to sample more than one flavor with a friend.

Consisting of only flavored ice, Popsicles were the cheapest item you could
buy- and at a nickel@ece they weren't cheap. Not when you consider all
the penny candy you could get in 1950 for five cerst, hey, these iced
treats were being delivered right to your front door.

|l ce cream trucks donodét traverce the
worker who is an EMT on the North Wildwood beach informed me that
vendors who walk the beach sell Fudgie bars and ice cream sandwiches for
$2.00 and the rest of the varieties sold are $3/0@ they don't sell twin

n ¢

ice pops anymore because no one wasnig theml sné6t t hat amazi:r



At seven cents, Fudgesicles were next in my hierarchy of what to buy. As
you unwrapped and slowly licked at the bar, do you remember how the
fudgie outer layer would lightly frost over? | hope so!

And the licking of theseced treats was the best part, wasn't it? Everyone
had his or her own method of how to do it and how to avoid the inevitable.
You know what | meanwhenever the wrapping paper used as a guard was
no longer able to contain the flavf popsicle juicejt would trickle down

and into the palm of your little hand.

Dreamsicles and Creamsicles were next on the rung of the ladder of
goodness. The Creamsicle was made of raspberry sherbet with vanilla ice
cream on the inside, and the Creamsicle was made with oraedeesand
vanilla ice cream. Outside of the having them during the summer months,
Dreamsicles were a rarity as | don't recall them being sold in sweet shop
freezers the rest of the year as were the more popular Creamsicles.

Good Humor also sold rockete(nember thosethe pushup popsicles with
several colors and flavors in one) and, of course, ice cream sandwiches.
Back then if ice cream sandwiches came in a flavor other than vanilla, I'm
not aware of it.

And last, but not least, there were the ice mreandaes served in a paper
wrapped cone with a little paper flap that was attached to the wrapping and
served as its cap (peeldff.y6s caps are s

| was rarely given enough money to purchase the best of thethest

vanilla ice cream awe sundae with nuts and chocolate on the top. Hence, the
treasured art of a |l ong | ost pasti meé
summertime. At two cents for small ones and a nickel for the large ones, it

was a search worth pursuing. But then, that$ale other story.

Dave Lamken dlamken@comcast.net
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Custardobs Last Stand

In replying to your emails concerning my remembrance on ice cream
places, it got me to thinking about experiencing frozestasd. Of course, as
you know, it wasn't custard nor was it truly frozen, but that's what |
remember people calling soft ice cream back in 1950.

| wrote to you about going to Coney Island and Jones Beach with my parents
in other emails so | won't bore yowith that again, but my first true

memory of having frozen custard was being at Coney Island when | was
about five years old.

It was a Kohr Bros. Custard Stand and | don't remember much about it other
than | liked licking soft ice cream more than liagihard ice cream (which |
usually just took bites of) and the frozen custard cones were softer and
sweeter, too. Kohr Bros. soon populated many New Jersey shore boardwalks
as | distinctly remember one being in Asbury Park not far from the carousel
house ad another one in Atlantic City near the Mr. Peanut store by Steel

Pier.

By the way, do any of you recall how the Mr. Peanut store would blow the
roasted peanut smell from their machines out of the store and up from under
the boardwalk inthree exhaust hes. Quite a sales technique.

In remembering my experiences with frozen custard what stands out most in
my mind is going to Carvel ice cream stands. There seemed to be a quite a
few of them. While my parents were more inclined to favor hard ice cream
spos during our early summer evening outings on Sunday and Wednesday
nights, we would occasionally try various Carvels.

There are four main things | remember about Carvel: it only had chocolate
sprinkles- no multicolored ones; their ice cream sandwichesenound

and were called Flying Saucers; they sold an ice cream cake that was rolled
and looked like a logand might even have been called 'The Log'; and,

finally (and maybe the main reason for our Wednesday's evening stops), was
their slogan 'Wednesdayas Sundae'.

| wish | could remember the reason but because of some connection between

my father and its owner, | do recall going to a soft ice cream stand off Route
9 in Haverstraw, NY, on Broadway. It wasn't a Kohr Bros. or a Carvel, but
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was called 'Bkzard' or maybe 'Blizzard's Plae&an't remember, but there
was no connection to Dairy Queen and its new Blizzard concoctions. |
wonder if it's still in business. Do any of you recall ever going there?

Like all good things, soft ice cream doesn'téabe same anymor&oo
many additives, | suppose.

Thanks again for allowing me to enter your time and space.

Dave Lamkerdlamken@comcast.net
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LB -

I know, | know- for those of you who are politidg inclined, you thought |

left out a letteland the title should have read LBJ, but this remembrance
goes along with all my other ones to the Class of '63 and concerns itself with
growing up in Glen Rockand it doesn't have anything to do with my '60's
political experiences, however interesting they might have been.

| recently had the dubious pleasure of not being able to see for a while, and
S0 my entertainment came not from books or television, but from listening to
the radioFor some reason, | fad myself blindly tuning in stations

andtrying to findclassical music channelsand that got me to thinking

about my childhood.

When | was around the tender age of 12 to 13, CBS offered to broadcast live
educational concerts with Leonard Bernstein, thieg ran periodically for a
number of yearddoes anyone else remember the program?

In the beginning, whenever they aired, his Young People's Concerts with the
New York Philharmonic were the main topic of conversation around our
family's dinner table. Teay the least, | was not enthralled at being made to
watch these shows for as | recall the first programs were shown on Saturday
mornings and what emerging, robust teenager didn't have better things to do
on a Saturday morning (other than chores) thamatech a TV show about
classical music.

(By the way, | think | may still be emergind'm just not too sure robust is a
correct descriptive adjective for me anymore.)

Anyway, while | may have been coerced by my family into watching
Bernstein's first feveoncerts, | slowly became hooked. Many of you who
have read my othermail ramblings might recall that | have commented
about having two left feet and not being able to carry a tune except in an
attaché case, but | do like music, and the Young Peope'se@ts cemented
that love deep into my heart.

As | recall, there were times when Bernstein was dressed in a cardigan
sweater and addressed the camera directly and at other times when he was
decked out in a tuxedo leading the New York Philharmonic, bumatter

how he was attired, his shows were simple and to the point.
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Bernstein discussed such common topics as 'what does music mean' to the
more complexotion of what really made up 'music theory', but no matter
what topic was being addressed, | foungseif interested in what Bernstein
had to say. And what he was saying was only the half of it, because, if you
remember it the way | do, he showed us it was the music that was truly
speaking. And it all came through loud and cleaven if we didn't have

TVs with surround sound back in the day.

By the way, do any of you recollect the child prodigy André Watts? His
piano playing for a 14 or 15 year old was superb and he was featured
on Bernstein's show a few times. | wonder whatever became of him.

All of Bernstein's shows were broadcast live, as almost all televisions
programs were back then, but | believe the Young People's Concerts were
finally moved from their morning timeslot and shown during primee

hours since | faintly recall watching some loém at night.

And to think that a mere six years later, the Beatles would make their first
appearance on another CBS program, the Ed Sullivan Show, which aired on
Sunday nights.

| think Bernstein would have approvednd (as their song goes) would bav
held their hand!

And althoughBernstein's showsay not have beentatal constanin my
family's routine there was something that kept our family busy over the
years. How many of you remember the ubiquitous jigsaw puzzle
piecesscattered about on ardaable somewhere in your home?

Our card tablevas kept by the front window and it was hard not to stop and
put at leasbne or twopuzzle pieces together every time you passeédby.

we got older, the box cover with the puzzle's picture disappeariéthent
puzzle was completed. & child abuse hotline had been available to me back
then, Ithink | might have called it and reported my pardatsormenting

my sister and me like that.

Thanks again for allowing me to enter your time and space.

Dave Lamkendlamken@comcast.net
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Be home by dinner!

| can't imagine anyone out there who doesn't remember hearing that phrase
when you were a child, especially if you spent all your young years growing
up in Glen RockAnd by anyone, | mean the guys in our class more than the
girls. | don't have a handle on what girls experienced while growing up.

In my upbringing, those words conveyed more than just a time and a place.
The first thing that comes to minather tha imagining that my parents

were thinking quietly to themselves, 'Please, yes,ggi out of the house'

Is trust. When my parents uttered the words, 'Be home by dinner', it meant
they knew | could find my way back home and that | would be there at the
appointed time.

To me, thids all very interesting, of course, since | don‘atewearing a

watch back thenespecially when | was out and about at the tender ages of
6, 7, and 8. | had to use my body clock, the position of the sun, or some
strangemwho was asked to offer up the time of dapolitely, of course. A

slight growl coming from an empty stomach of this young boy might have
helped a bit, too.

| do recall Art Smith wearing a wristwatch. And this is not to pick on Art,
but what makes memember it so well is that he wore his watch on inside
of his wrist. Made sense to Art themakes sense to me now.

Bizarre- isn't it - what little inconsequential things we can still recall after
more than half a century.

| rewrote those last wosdwice because 'more than half a century' sends
more of a shiver of old age through me than does '50 plus years'; does it for
you, too, or don't you want to be reminded of which part of any century
milestones we have passed?

My memory is still prettyntact about how some people knew when it was
time to go home, and so | won't embarrass anyone by listing names of
parents whaang a cow bell to alert the neighborhood that it was time for
their little ones to find their way home. Everything considerealjgh, |

thought it was a pretty neat idea. lvan Pavlov was on the right track, wasn't
he?
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'‘Be home by dinner' also meant I'd be out of my parents sight and that they
were bestowing upon me the respect of knowing I'd stay out of trouble.
Other than ackneledging the fact that | didn't bring the trouble home with
me, we'll just leave it at that. Boys will be boys whether you built your own
dam on Diamond Brook, started up a bulldozer and cowdéhit to stoppr

did whatever.

Well, anyway, growing ups we did back in the '50s, our world was pretty
small. No, | don't mean that we didn't go into the city with our parents to see
what wonders it had to offer (anyone remember skating at Rockefeller
Center- or, as it was in my case more often than ndlintadown). | recall
skating there with my sister, Carol, before | even owned ice skates! My dad
skated with us as my mother watched from above beaasitigouglwe in

the Ice Capades.

By saying our world was small, | mean we played within our neigldoalt
with neighborhood friends and attended a neighborhood elementary school.

And with that last fact comes the reminder that | never had to ride a bus to
school. Living across town as | did, a bus for the daily trek to jesearor

high would certaint have been a pleasant accommodation those cold winter
days.

As the crow flies, | was living within the legally mandated limit of less than
two miles to school and, therefore, wasn't eligible to have bus transportation.
But, if that crow had to walk dshad to do, and it followed my actual

footsteps in the zigzag travel path the roads provided to me to gesto jr.

high, then maybe the both of us might have had something to crow about.

Someday I'd like to strap on a pedometer and sredkvalk | erjoyed taking
to school and find out whether I'm correct in thinking | might have had a
legitimate case for needing a schepbnsored bus.

Times have really changed since our 'be home by dinner' era. This change is
readily apparent for me whenever | quane it to what my grandchildren are
now experiencing. They have regularly scheduled 'playdates’, but are always
driven to the other child's home.

Back in the day, a bike was my daily mode of transportation and it took me
wherever | needed to be with parental involvement. | don't remember my
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parents ever dropping me off at anyone else's house, but then we all lived so
close to our classmates, didn't we? Nowadays, children are driven
everywhere, even to Little League practice, and parents often wartdato

drive their children home. It's a world far, far removed from the one |
experienced growing up.

Looking back as | often do, everyone and everything seemed so close. Doc
Savage was across the street from me, one property away was Chris
Johnstonand a stone's throw away lived Bruce Emra, Art Smith, and Rob
Hoogs. A couple of good heavwes of that stone would have brought me to
Tommy Marino's, Wayne Bonhag's, Craig Lampe's, and Mark Schlagater's.
And once my twewheeling skills were sufficientlynastered, Ken Hradzira,
Harrie Richardson]Jack Mc@Guill, Alan Furler, Mike Boynton, and Larry
Gzell's homes were doable without breaking a sweat or having my parents
concerned that | was not within easy reach.

You might have noticed that | didn't lishyagirls. The fact is | didn't play

with any girls. Stina Schmitt (sorry, Christy, that's how | remember you)
lived three doors away and was a dear, close friend growing up, but for any
significant play, it was just guys back then. And nothing has changdhbdt
regard. | still don't play with any girksmuch to my wife's relief, | imagine.

Other than encountering some different boys in the summer at Little League
time, my elementary years were never spent playing with anyone who didn't
go to Richard EByrd School.

Things surely changed when | got to jusgamior high, and | was glad for

the new additions to my circle of playmates. Whoa, wheait a minute,

wait a minute only Hugh Hefner had playmates back then. | meant to say
friends. Althoughcome to think of it, at that age | was just getting interested
in what Hef's Playmates had to offer, but we'll leave that for a whole other
story.

Now with new friends or not, with bicycling being passé by the time
seventheighth grade rolled aroundnd until | got my driver's license, |

didn't like the distances | had to walk to visit anyone who resided beyond the
center of town.

| lived about twethree blocks from Rock Road and three houses off Lincoln
Avenue on Greenway Road. It was an unwritide when | was very young
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