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To all of my grandchildren, those born and raised knowing a little of me, those born but not old enough to know me, and those not yet born:

This is just a little book of stories about me to let you know that I too was once a kid, like you.







































I’m glad I was a kid.  I think everyone should be allowed to be a kid some time in their life, don’t you?

I was born in 1928.  That is a long time ago, and we didn’t have a lot of the things we have today.

Cars did not have radios, air conditioning, tape decks or automatic drive.  Most cars had to be cranked to start and very few families even had one car.

Homes didn’t have refrigerators, automatic washers or dryers or dishwashers, and most homes didn’t have telephones or radios.

We didn’t have jets, TV’s, computers, Nintendo, video, CD’s or tape decks.

So, what did we do?  We went outside and we played.


The first house I remember living in was in Springfield, Massachusetts.  (No, I won’t tell you where it is; you’ll have to look it up for yourself.)

This was a two-story house.  We lived on the second floor, and the owner lived on the first floor.  Perhaps I was four or five years old, because I wasn’t in the first grade yet, but I remember playing on the front porch.  The front porch had a big railing to prevent anyone from falling down onto the sidewalk and the concrete steps to the first floor porch below.  Perhaps I was playing pirates or mountain climbers because I had to climb up and over the railing and was hanging on to the rail looking down behind me at what looked like a long drop to the ground below.  It didn’t seem to me that I was doing anything wrong, but at that moment, my dad came home from work and looked up at me hanging there.  Suddenly, I knew I was in big trouble.

Perhaps, in the many years that have gone past since then, I have forgotten what my dad did to me, or perhaps the punishment was so bad that God, in his mercy, has removed it from my memory.


Winters in Springfield meant snow.  There was a time when two big boys, who lived downstairs, shoveled a large pile of snow along the side of the garage.  Then, they put up a ladder that went up to the garage roof.  They would climb up the ladder and jump off the roof into the pile of snow.  Boy, did that look like fun!  They let me do it, too!  They helped me up the ladder, over to the edge of the roof and then with one boy on each side of me, holding my hands, we three jumped into the pile of snow.  This had to have been a Sunday, because we did this all afternoon.

The next day, I got out of school before the older boys who lived downstairs.  After all, they were in third or fourth grade, and I was only in kindergarten.  Eager with anticipation, I rushed home.  Yes, the ladder was still against the garage roof.  My thoughts went something like this, “I’m a big kid.  I don’t need any help.  I can do this all by myself.”  Standing on the edge of the roof, looking down at the pile of snow, my hands at my sides, I jumped feet first – it was not the same as yesterday.  Now, there was a difference.  Yesterday, the older boys had held my hands and I went down, arms outspread.  Since my arms were outspread, they were in a position to be used for getting out of the snow.  Today, I jumped with my hands and arms at my side.  Those arms and hands that helped me get out yesterday were now pinned to my sides in a pile of cold, wet, slushy snow up to my shoulders.  I was no longer a big kid, but a little kid.  And what do little kids do?  They yell, “HELP!”

My mother, who had expected me home from school, had gone outside to look for me and heard me.  Someday, when I get to heaven, I am going to look up my guardian angel, and we are going to have a laugh over this one.


While we were still in that house in Springfield, my dad bought his first car.  Boy, were we proud to have a car.  Not everybody had one.  This was a two-door Model A Ford.

One Sunday afternoon, when my folks were taking a nap, my brother Les, a neighbor kid and I were playing driving.  We got in the car, moved the shift lever, stepped on the pedals, jiggled switches and turned the steering wheel.  The on thing we did not touch was the horn.  That would have woken my dad and my dad, when disturbed, was not a pleasant person.  The starter was a foot pedal, and not a part of the key on that car, and all the pedals got stepped on.  So, when one of us stepped on it, the motor coughed.  Oh, boy, was that fun.  So, we stepped on it some more.

Since all the knobs and levers had been jiggled, the ignition switch had been turned on, and the transmission put into reverse.  Well, just as one plus one plus one equals three, the key on, the shift in reverse, with kids stomping on the starter, the car started up and backed down the drive.  I don’t remember what the other two guys did, but I split, headed for the corner of the house.  The man downstairs came running out of the house, jumped in the car and stopped it before it reached the street.  My dad, now awake from all the commotion, stuck his head out of his bedroom window, and accused the neighbor of taking the car. 

I believe that night was my first experience with my dad’s big, black belt.  It was applied to my read end.

The house we lived in the longest was also in Springfield.  It wasn’t the houses we lived in, but all the outdoors where we played, that I remember best.

This house had a lot of open lots near it.  There were some woods to play in and a great, big, wonderful place called Forest Park.  We moved into this house the summer between my first and second grades.  Ever at that young age, I still went a half-mile to this park.  In addition to the playground, zoo, tennis courts, ball fields, and a small pool where I learned to swim, it also had a large lake that froze over for ice-skating in the winter.  This lake had woods or a marsh surrounding most of it, and was a favorite place to play when I was about 10 or 12.  It was on this lake that I first learned about boats, rafts or anything that would float and carry something.  I saw a couple of logs floating and tried to stand on one.  It rolled around and I got my shoes and socks wet.  Pushing two together still got me wet.  Taking my belt off, I tied two logs together and with this wobbly raft, I could stand up on it.  The good Lord must have had an angel whisper in my ear because I sat down straddling those two logs, and using my hands, paddled all afternoon.  Yes, I got wet, my belt came apart, and by the time my clothes got dry enough to go home, it was late.  But for the first time, I was the captain of my own ship.


Never being allowed to sleep late, even in the summer, right after breakfast, we were outside.  If we didn’t go outside right away, we had to help with the housework.  It was more fun to go outside and play.

What were some of the things we did during the not long enough summer while living in Springfield?  We would play Monopoly all day long and sometimes carry a game into the next day.  These Monopoly games would start with three or four kids, and as more showed up, they tried to get into the game.  If all the property was already divided up, then the next kid would be the banker, the next would be assistants to the biggest property owner, and so on.  If somebody had to go in for lunch, someone else took his place.  We would borrow thousands of dollars from each other just to keep the game going.  If there were too many bankers or assistants, we started a new game.  When it got too dark to see in the evening, we carefully picked up the whole game, pieces, money, property and all, and put it, untouched, into a garage or basement and resumed the game the next morning.  If it was raining the next day, we played in the basement or the garage.

My favorite property then, and still is today, was the Yellow’s, just before you land on GO TO JAIL: Atlantic, Ventnor, and Marvin Gardens.

Since there were very few cars in the neighborhood, we played a lot in the street.  We played games like kick-the-can and kickball.  Kick-the-can is a lot like hide-and-seek, only the person who is “it” had to retrieve a tin can that had been kicked from a designated spot and return it to that spot (now called the goal) before looking for the rest of the people who ran and hid as soon as the can was kicked.

Kickball is just like baseball with bases and everything, but if we didn’t have a baseball, bat and gloves, we played kickball.  The pitcher rolled a large ball, like a basketball, toward home plate.  The batter then kicked the ball and ran toward first base.

If someone had a baseball and a bat, then we played baseball.  This was before Little League was invented, so it was not always fair.  Two captains were chosen (usually the best and oldest players).  One captain would throw the bat to the other, small end up.  Where the other grabbed it became the starting point.  The thrower then held the bad just above the starting point with his hand, then the other captain, and so on until one captain could not get his hand on the bat.  The last guy to have his hand on the handle of the bat got first choice of player for his side.  The youngest or poorest players were chosen last.  Sometimes, that was me.  When I got older and became a better player, I wasn’t the last one chose, but I was never the first chosen.


In the early part of the summer, the time after supper was best.  It stayed light for a long time, (even after the sun went down) before it got completely dark.  That was the best time for playing capture-the-flag, or hide-and-seek.  Sometimes, my mother didn’t let us go out after supper, for some reason or other.  That didn’t seem fair.  When that happened, the neighbor kids seemed to have the most fun.

With all the open fields in our neighborhood, we had a lot of room to make miles and miles of dirt roads with straight sticks for driving our toy cars.  On one lot, there was a small slope of perhaps 40 or 50 feet.  This was where we made a path with a big spoon we borrowed (but not always returned) from a kitchen drawer.  This track wound around curves, over little hills, through tunnels, over bridges and through loops, all the way to the bottom of the slope.  We all tried to out-do each other in making the fanciest pathway.  Then, the fun came when we would roll a golf ball down this tract, around each curve, tunnel, ridge and loop to the bottom.  There was no prize or score, just the fun of watching that ball go through all of the maneuvers you had made.

One day, a bunch of us started to dig a big hole in some sand.  The sand was soft and easy to dig.  When it was finished, it may have been three feet deep, three feet long, and about three feet wide.  After digging it, we laid some sticks across it and then spread some newspapers, then it was easy to sprinkle some sand on top of the paper to cover it.  We all sat around waiting for somebody to come along and fall in.  But nobody did.  Just before I had to go in for lunch, Shay, the boy next door, came over to see what we were doing.  We were all just sitting around this covered up hole, waiting for someone to fall in, but Shay just sad down in the circle waiting to find out what we were up to.  I had been peeling the bark off of a twig when I got an idea.  I threw it in the middle of our trap and said, “Hey, Shay, I’ll bet I can get that before you can.”  Before I had finished saying that, he grabbed for it and down he went.  The look on his face as he fell into the trap gave us something to laugh about all summer.

Near that spot, was a great big oak tree.  To climb it, you had to shimmy up about the height of a house roof to the first branch.  Then, the tree could be climbed by the branches up to about the height of three houses on top of each other.  Not everybody could climb up it.  If you could, you were all right.  If not, you were still a sissy.  It was a long time before I could do it.  Shay, who was younger than I, could do it before I could.  One day, after Shay called me a big sissy, I tried it by myself.  I made it all the way to the top, but there was nobody around to see me.  I stayed up there all afternoon hoping one of the kids would come by, but nobody did.  What a disappointment.

We also played marbles and jack-knife games.  To play one of these jack-knife games, two guys made a square in the dirt, a big one.  The square was then divided in half so that each player had his own territory.  Then, one of the guys throw the open knife so that it stuck into the opponent’s territory.  The way the knife stuck was how a line was drawn through that territory.  Then, the person whose territory it was got to chose which part he wanted to keep, and the other part was added to the knife thrower’s territory.  This went on until either the territory was too small to stand in without your foot overlapping, which meant that that person long, or the knife thrower missed, and it was the other guy’s turn.

When I was 12, I got my only two-wheeler bike.  Dad paid for half, and I had to earn the money for the other half.  But, oh, boy, I had my own bike!  My own wheels.  It became my own car, a horse, motorcycle, or even an airplane.  It meant the freedom to go wherever I wanted.

Learning to ride was just the beginning.  There were things one had to know how to do and once you could do them, it made you that much better in the eyes of the other kids.

First came riding one-handed.  Everybody did that.  Then came riding with no hands.  Just about everyone did that, too.  But then came pumping (pedaling) no hands, and then standing up with no hands.  Very few of us could stand up (off the seat) and pedal with no hands.  One of my best tricks on the bike was to get off the seat, turn myself around and sit backwards on the handlebars and pedal.  Very few could do that, but I could.

From about the first of July to the fourth was a special time.  Fireworks and even firecrackers were legal.  About the first day of summer vacation, each of us went looking for an old piece of pipe.  It couldn’t be just any old piece of pipe, it had to be just right, with the right sound and the right size.  And as soon as the fireworks went on sale, we bought as many firecrackers as we could afford.  We took our special pipe and our firecrackers to a field.  It had once been scraped out to build something, but nobody ever built anything.  Across the level spot where the building was supposed to be, was a bank of dirt on either side.  I stuck my special pipe into my side of that bank of dirt so that it angled up and toward the other side bank, because the other kids were doing it over there, too.  Then, I took a firecracker, bent the wick at an angle and placed the firecracker inside my piece of pipe.  When the fuse is lit, it sputters until it burns past the bent angle.  Once past that, there is nothing to hold the firecracker near the end of the pipe, and it slides just a little bit into the pipe before it explodes.  Being inside the pipe, the bang is louder; smoke is forced out of the end of the pipe.  Just like a cannon.  Of course, the other kids were doing the same thing so, for as long as your money holds out, you have a cannon war, shooting across that flat lot nobody built on, jus for us kids.

Another game we played with firecrackers was to hold one in your hand behind your ear, have someone behind light it and yell, “Now!”  Then, we would see how high we could throw it before it exploded.  This was done best at night.


I spent most of my grammar school years at the Washington Street School.  Nobody had school buses then, so everybody either walked or took short cuts.  Short cuts were not any shorter, but you ran all the way, so you did get home quicker.

The teacher I remember the most was Miss or Mrs. O’Brien.  I had her in the 3rd grade, and again in the 5th grade.  One time in the 3rd grade, she was talking about arithmetic problems.  

She said, “Mary had 5 apples and Billy had 4 apples.  Mother said, ‘when Daddy gets home at 5 o’clock, I want you to share your apples evening with Boddy who has none.’

“Now, what we need to know is how many apples are divided between how many people.  The problem tells us there are 9 apples and 3 people.  5 and 4 apples, and 3 people: Mary, Billy, and Bobby.  The fact that Daddy gets home at 5 o’clock is not needed, or bullshit.  Get rid of the bullshit and the problem gets easy.”

Way back then, for a teacher to say “bullshit” in a classroom really got our attention.  You can also bet we remembered what she said.

One afternoon in that school, all the kids were let out on the playground all at once.  Looking up, we saw the biggest machine floating through the air that anyone had ever seen in their life.  It was more than 100 times bigger than any airplane and looked like a big, silver, long football with small propellers pushing its lowly through the air.  Afterwards, in class, we were told that that was the newest and best way to travel and it was going to replace ocean liners and airplanes.  That night, it caught fire and blew up in New Jersey.


From Washington Street School, I went to Forest Junior High School.  This was a sign to me that I was growing up.  Sixth grade in Washington School to seventh grade in Forest Park Junior High was only one grade, but it was the difference between a little kid’s school and a big kid’s school if you were going there.  It meant knickers in winter and long pants in early fall and late spring instead of knickers and shorts.  It meant going to different classrooms and teachers instead of only one teacher and one classroom.  Boy, did we feel grown up in the 7th grade.

One day in a reading class, we were all supposed to read out loud when called upon, from the same book of dumb poetry.  At least it was dumb to me at the time.  The boys would sit in the back of the class, hide behind our books, and make faces at each other.  When my turn came to read, I thought I was being funny with my reading in a singsong voice with a lot of la-de-dah’s.  Some of my friends laughed, but not very loudly.  Some of them snickered, but most of the class just looked at me with a closed mouth, and eyes that said, “Now you’re going to get it.”

At that moment, the bell rang.  Saved by the bell?  No, in those days, you did not leave the class until you were dismissed by the teacher.  One second… two seconds… three seconds passed, all in dead silence.  Then the teacher said, “Karl, I want to see you after school.  Class dismissed.”

All the rest of that day, the kids who had been in that class reminded me of what I already knew.  I was in big trouble.  After school, I reported to the reading teacher.  She said, “Sit down”, and then continued to grade papers for what seemed like two hours while I sat still.  She then looked up at me and said, “You don’t like reading poetry, Karl, do you?”  I nodded in agreement.  She continued, “All right.  You don’t have to read poetry.  Some day, I hope you will want to.  In the mean time, we have six weeks of school, and you will read three books, and write a two-page book report on each one.  The books may be chosen from any one on this list.  The first report is going to be on my desk one week from Friday.  That is all, Karl.”

I picked up the list and left very quietly.  Three books.  Ugh!  I hate reading.  I’ll run away.  She’ll never see me again, then she’ll be sorry.  Even though I was a big kid in the seventh grade, I didn’t always think past the then-and-there moment.  Looking at the list, with a heavy heard, I headed for the library.

Today, I love reading.  The first book I chose from that list was Sea Wolf by Jack London.  Students the world over suffer because they don’t make teachers like that anymore.


In one of my classes, Janice, a girl I liked, sat behind me.  She was always getting me in trouble.  Sometimes she would pull my hair, or poke me.  When I turned around to see what she wanted, she would just shake her head, and the teacher only saw me turned around and talking.  After several times like this, I thought of how to get even.  One day, out of the clear blue quiet of a studious class, I grabbed a heavy geography book, turned around to Janie with this book high over my head and said out loud, “Damn you!”  I then turned back toward the front of the class, exclaiming, “Oh, forget it,” and dropped this heavy book on my desk and folded my arms.  Silence reigned supreme.

Then, in a quiet voice the teacher said, “Janice, bring your things up here in the front row and Barbara, you take Janice’s desk.

Revenge is bittersweet.  True, I didn’t do anything to her, but I did get her in trouble.  The enjoyment I got from being so sneaky smart didn’t last nearly as long as I thought it would.  And the fact that Janice would no longer talk to me in the hallways lasted a long time.


There were a lot of things I looked forward to in growing up.  One of those things was advancing from Elementary School to Junior High School.  Another was when I stopped wearing short pants in early fall and late spring, and started wearing long pants.  Another big milestone was when I became as tall as my mother, and then as tall as my father.  After that, I couldn’t wait until I got to be bigger than my Uncle Larry, the tallest of the uncles.  Another sign of growing up was to be allowed to play cards with my grandfather and uncles.  That happened only once, just before we moved away.  Getting my first job, a caddie at a golf course, and making money made me feel very BIG TIME.  In those days, they didn’t have golf carts, so everybody walked.  But if you were rich, you paid to have someone carry your golf bag for you.  That’s where caddies came in.  We carried those big heavy bags, handed the clubs to the player, wiped off the clubs and put them back in the bag, and walked up to his ball quickly and waited for his leisurely stroll.  For four and a half to five hours in the hot sun, we got 70 cents plus possibly a 20 or 25-cent tip.  But in those days, big candy bars only cost a nickel, so we thought we were doing great.


Summers were a lot of fun, but winters could be fun, too.  Winter meant it got dark very early.  We would play cops-and-robbers or hide-and-seek after school when it was getting dark just before supper.  It meant snowball wars while walking home from school.  It meant sleds, toboggans and skis.  One house we lived in had a small hill behind it.  It wasn’t very long but it was close by and you didn’t have to go very far to slide down, then walk back up, or go home when you were cold and wet.  From the back porch, we ran about 10 feet with the sled in our hands, then threw the sled down and flopped upon it.  Coming back up sometimes, we would try to jump on the kids coming down and knock them off of their sleds.  If we were successful, we would pus their face in the snow.  If not, we would be thrown off their back and get a collar full of snow ourselves.  Naturally, people coming down the hill would steer away from those walking up, so it became a big game.  One time, I knocked someone off their sled and instead of that person landing face down in the snow, they landed face up and it was a girl… Marilyn Shelton.  So, I kissed her.  That was my first kiss.  I was about 13-years-old.


Holidays were always a lot of fun, especially when we would go to my grandmother’s house along with all the aunts, uncles, and cousins.  Being the oldest cousin, I wasn’t always the ringleader, because I had an uncle just a couple of years older than me, but I was always in on whatever we did.  Grandma and Grandpa had a big field next to their house, which made a great place to play softball.  Some of us older kids, some of the aunts and all of the uncles played.  Aunt Nora, married to my Uncle Mike, always played but was never any good.  I didn’t care, and always liked to be on her team.  She was a doll and I had a crush on her.  Every young boy should have an ideal to look up to, and she was mine at that time in my life.  For a long time, I used her as standard for girlfriends.

Another thing we did at these holiday family gatherings, was picture taking.  For very large groups, they used a special camera.  It did not have a wide-angle lens, but you could point the camera at the left side of the group of people, and slowly pan the camera from left to right.  So, naturally, us kids always got on the very left end of the group of people and then ran over to the right side of the group of people before the camera stopped taking the picture.  That way, we were in the picture twice.

How did we learn about things like this?  I’ll tell you.  There were always kids around, lots of us.  We watched those a little older than us, and tried to do the same.  In the same way, kids a little younger watched us.


We never left Grandpa Metra’s house to come home until night time and most of the time we kids would fall asleep on the back of the car.  This is how it would happen: my youngest brother and little sister would really fall asleep and my next oldest brother, Les, and I would get very quiet and sit still so that Mom and Dad thought we were asleep.  About three miles from our house, across the street from the Junior High School, was the best double dip ice cream parlor, and my dad loved ice cream.  Now, Dad could afford the five-cent cones for Mom and himself, but could not afford 30 cents for the whole family.  This was still during the Depression.  Being sure all of us kids were asleep, he would quietly coast to a stop by this ice cream parlor, quietly opened the car door, where Les and I would spring awake and make known our favorite flavor.

As I said, the ice cream parlor was just across the street from the Junior High School.  By the time I got to that school, Mom could afford to give me 4 cents a day for milk to go with my lunch.  Well, five days a week at 4 cents a day was 20 cents, and four double dip cones at 5 cents each was 20 cents.  I got my milk through ice cream.  I wasn’t stupid.  I just had to do without my milk one day a week.


My other Grandparents lived far away, in another state, and it would take all day to drive there.  We didn’t see them very often.  We would drive up about half way, while they came the other half way, and we all had a picnic, then returned home.  Dad’s driving on a long trip kept him busy, but what do kids do on a long trip?  One time, I remember, we brought some toy guns, and shot every car, house, barn, cow, horse, or tree.  Ordinarily, my dad would be in a good mood on those trips because wee were going to see his folks.  But on this trip, with my place in the car just behind his, and my “BANG! BANG! BANG!” at every tree, car, truck, or building, it took all of one and a half hours before he lost his temper – and he really lost it.  I was made to sit on the other side of the car, sit down, sit still, and be quiet.  What a dull trip that was.

Another game we would play while on a trip was called, “I Get That”.  Whoever saw a house, store, truck, bridge, or whatever first, would say, “I get that car,” etc.  Sometimes, it was “I get all the cows in that field.”  We never tired of that game.

One year, I got to spend two weeks with my grandmother all by myself, no siblings.  In the house, lived my grandmother, grandfather, a single aunt and a single uncle.  Boy, was I spoiled.  But I didn’t think so, then.  I was just having a good time with ice cream cones two or three times a day, pocket change, trips to the park, etc.  In the evening, my aunt taught me how to play my first card game.

One evening, my grandmother came into the bedroom and said that we were going out for pie and coffee.  I looked at her with very wide eyes.  She had her nightgown on and my aunt and I were in bed, but we got up, put a sweater or coat over our pajamas and got into the car and went out to a restaurant for dessert.  That was my grandmother, an impulsive spirit.  A lot of fun.


Across the street from one of the houses in which we lived, lived my best friend, Jeff Tabor.  We did a lot of things together, and talked a lot.  We even had our own private telephones.  This was made with two tin cans and a string.  It works!  You take two tin cans, wash them and take off the paper wrapper.  Then, poke a small hole in the bottom of each can.  Pass a string through this hole and tie a knot so it can’t be pulled out.  Now, stretch the string tight and either use the tin can as a mouthpiece, or as the ear phone.  So long as the string is tight, you can hear each other.  We had one tin can in my room and he had the other in his room across the street.  Of course, we had to yell back and forth to get the other one to pick up his private phone, but we had a lot of fun using it.

The Tabor’s had a garage with a loft in it on the back of their property.  On the property just behind them, the people had a big apple tree with the best green apples.  Green apples need salt, so every once in a while, when we felt like eating green apples, Jeff would go into his kitchen and I would go into my kitchen and get saltshakers.  Then, we climbed up into the garage loft, and through a back door, reached out and grabbed all the green apples we thought we could eat.  We never were able to eat as many as we thought we could eat, so we used the extra apples in the summer the same way we used snowballs in the winter.


After living in this house for a while, I was sent to my room right after supper one early summer evening.  I remember feeling it wasn’t fair.  I don’t even remember what the problem had been, but to my room I went, sulking all the way.  In this particular house, we lived upstairs on the second floor.  My brother Les and I slept in a back corner room with a polished linoleum floor, but a prison is still a prison, especially when it is still very light outside and all your friends are outside calling, “Karl, Les, come on out.”

Whether it was a book I read or a movie I saw that gave me the idea, I’m not sure, but I was going to escape.  Stripping the bed, I tied the sheets and cover into a long rope.  I tied one end onto the bed and threw the rest out the window.  To the encouraging cries of support from the gang outside, I went out the window.  Part way down this emergency rope, the bed started to slide across the polished floor.  I couldn’t see what was happening, all I knew was my rope was slipping and I still had a long way down to the ground.  Holding tight, I started to yell for help.  All was quiet.  Looking down, I saw, not the kids in the gang, but my father, looking up at me with a look of impatience.  Looking up, I saw my mother, framed in the open window.  What’s the expression, “Caught between a hammer and an anvil”?

I still don’t remember why I was sent to my room in the first place, but I know why I spent a whole week confined to my room after the evening of my great escape.


Sometime in my twelfth year, I joined the Boy Scouts.  There were eight of us boys in the Horse Patrol, and we met every week.  Once a month, we had a troop meeting in the church hall.  It was our patrol that did most of the scouting.  We went on hikes, campouts, and passed tests.  I remember the time I passed my cooking test.  Our patrol leader said that he didn’t want just hot dogs, but I was to really cook, instead.  At the time, I was the youngest scout in our patrol, and the last to pass my cooking test.  I brought two pork chops from home and a couple of potatoes.  While I was cooking the chops, I washed my potatoes and sliced them thin.  While I was busy doing this, the rest of the scouts all stood around (unnoticed by me), and sharpened some sticks.  When the potatoes were sliced, I put them in the hot pork grease and started to finish cooking the chops.  While the potatoes were browning, the rest of the patrol started spearing my potatoes with their pointed sticks, claiming that they had to make sure I was really passing my cooking test.  Then, when they finished all of my potatoes, they speared my two chops, cut them into bite-sized pieces and the seven of them sampled what was left of my lunch.  I didn’t get one bit, but they did say that I passed the 2nd class cooking.  Big deal.

It was in scouting that I learned how to go on a Snipe Hunt, and joined the ‘Royal Order of Siam’.

It was on my first overnight camping trip they took me out for a Snipe Hunt.  After dark, we all went out into the woods.  I was to be the catcher, and the others, the chasers.  All I had to do was to be very still and hold this burlap sack open along this path.  All seven of them would go out and chase a snipe down the path and into the open sack I was quietly holding.  After about an hour, I got cold, tired and a little bit scared out there by myself, so I went back to camp.  The others didn’t go chase any snipes, they were already back at camp and had been since they left me holding the bag.

Those of us wanting to be initiated into the ‘Royal Order of Siam’ had to line up in a row facing east.  Then, we had to kneel down, bend at the waist with our arms outstretched and our faces down while chanting, “Ohwa-Taoo-Saim” over and over, faster and faster, until we discovered the ancient truths of the Far East.


My mother was the one who raised us, mostly because my dad worked full time.  There were times, though, when he did a lot for my upbringing.  My dad loved baseball, and showed me how to love the game by taking me to the game on Sunday afternoons and just being with me.  He taught me how to play checkers, and in time, chess.  He taught me how to play many card games, games we continued to play up until the year he died.  Together, we bought my bike.  In time, he taught me how to drive, how to change a flat tire on a car, and because I was the oldest and the biggest of the kids, he depended on me to do more grown-up jobs.


We didn’t go to Catholic schools since my folks didn’t have the tuition money, but we all went to religious classes on Saturday mornings.  When I was seven, I made my First Communion, and had to wait until just before my 14th birthday to be confirmed.  By then, I was feeling too big for my own good, and played hooky more Saturday classes than I attended.  About two months before I was supposed to be confirmed, my attendance record caught up with me by way of a note mailed to my folks from the good sisters and an explanation of why I would not be confirmed.  That was the end of my hooky playing.  What I was supposed to learn in three years of Saturday classes, I learned in two months.  The last day of class was a test.  TEST?  They didn’t say anything about a test.  A priest went into the cloakroom and, one by one, he asked each kid a couple of questions out of the book.  If you answered correctly, you had it made, if not, you went back into the classroom for a second chance.  One by one, they were called into the cloakroom, all except me.  He wasn’t going to call me.  What was I going to tell my mother?  What was she going to tell my father?  The priest went back over the kids who had not passed and called them back into the room.  Again, they were asked two or three questions each.  Then, when everyone else had left, the priest called me into the test chamber.  He asked me one question, then another, a third, a fourth… eight questions in all!  By the grace of God, prayers and my mother’s tireless tutoring, I answered each question correctly.  I must have sweated off fifteen pounds, but I passed!

Because I had played around when I should have been in school, I nearly lost out on something very important to me and to my mother and father, the people who meant the most to me.  Never mind growing taller, or wearing long pants, I grew up a lot that Saturday morning.

On June 16th, 1942, I was confirmed.  On the 24th, I turned 14 years old, and the next day, we moved to New York City.
[bookmark: _GoBack]
I left Springfield, left open fields, left Junior High School and started high school.

I grew up.



Letters written to Chuck Freeman for his 60th birthday from friends and family, June 1988
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Chuck Freeman, April 1978



Well Darling,

It’s your turn to be roasted, toasted, basted and reminded of all those things you’ve forgotten or at least wished the world had.

We go back a long way, you and I, probably to the beginning of time.  I think God planned us for each other, for how else could such diverse personalities from opposite ends of the United States have ever gotten together if it hadn’t been for God’s planning?  And we know a lot about God’s planning don’t we, since we’ve experienced so much of it in these past thirty eight years.  No that’s not a mistake, I’m counting from the year we met.

I clearly remember our first quick meeting.  You were playing cards with Jimmy Alessi and Buck Pieters when I came to pick up Diane.  We were introduced but there was not big flash of light signifying THIS IS IT!  Our next meeting was a blind date arranged by Diane, which you almost refused because you thought I was too young.  You, the suave and debonair Marine.  Little did either of us know what was to come of that!  We had two weeks and you left for home (Mass.) to be discharged from the Marines.  Then you came again in August as a surprise, which Diane knew about and for once didn’t say a word.  I remember Mary and I had just turned out the light to go to bed when you came knocking at the door.  We sat up all night on the bench in the back yard and had to throw bones to Rusty to keep him off of us.  After two hectic weeks you left again.  In September you were recalled into the Marines.  Mary and I spent many an evening at St. Gregory’s in prayer.  I’m sure that’s what kept you out of Korea.

Then in January you came on furlough, another surprise.  The handsome Marine met me at the door of work and I just walked out without a word to anyone.  I almost got fired!  On that trip you gave me my ring and I met your parents again.  I can say it now and know you will understand.  Was I ever glad when you left!  I don’t think I got more than four hours sleep a night while you were there.  Then I  found out you were sleeping during the day while I was working.

Then we were married in April and after two weeks you left again.  Seems like all you were doing was coming and going.

The letters you wrote and now never write. The joy you showed as each child was born.  How hard you worked to change the things I didn’t like.  All the shows you were in and how proud I was of you. The many things you built for me when I got a “new idea”. Wallpapering the bathroom ceiling. Watching your ever growing faith in your walk with the Lord. Being able to say one word and being able to bring forward a memory to make us laugh.  When I think about it the laughter has always been there.  Oh, there have been bad times, but you know, sitting here I can’t think of one to write about.  Our camping trips with the kids and then the many trips you so carefully planned just for us.

I remember. I remember. It goes on forever and I hope it does! So all I can say is
Happy Birthday and Many More





Dear Grandpa,

My memory of you is when you took us camping with you to the Redwood Forest.  I really enjoyed going especially since it was my first camping trip.  Ever since I have joined the Boy Scouts since I like camping.

Gary Buckmaster


  


I have tried on five different occasions to write about my memories.  On the date they are due, I will try once more to compose them without crying.

The thing that I remember most is a special look you use when you are proud of us.  I think I first became aware of it when I made my first communion.  It didn’t reduce me to tears until I got much older.  In fact I was often able to get through most emotional occasions without crying as long as I didn’t look at you, or see you looking at me.  The first real occasion was high school graduation.  I was walking out of the school stadium and looked up in the stands and saw you standing there, all alone, watching.  I started crying, because you were so proud….

I don’t know why you have this effect on me - - people will think we didn’t get along.  The reality is you are still me Daddy, the second most important man in my life.

Donna



Dad,

Probably the reason I’ve waited this long to finally write this, is I know this will take a long time to write. Not that it will necessarily be a long narrative (it will) but it’ll send me off on countless journeys down memory lane.

Now that I have sons, I can only look back with wonder at the awesome responsibility you took on in raising us with precious little formal training.
One can recall from history, only a very few examples of men who took on similar challenges.  There was the 600 year old man who, as far as we know, had not training as a shipwright or a zoologist, and yet built a ship and took care of two of every creature.  There was the fugitive murderer who conviced thousands of people to pack up and wander around a desert for 40 years, hoping to find a better place to live.  And who can forget those twelve guys, 2,000 year ago, who got together and organized a church because their leader said crazy things like “…love your enemy…” and “…forgive your brother… “

And you, dad, like them were successful because you had the same support system as the.  You taught me to use that support system. You taught me that God is number one.

I remember as a small boy, coming into your room in the evening and seeing you on your knees in prayer; how much you stressed the importance of going to mass together; and that look on your face when I was about 6 or 7 years old and told you I wanted to be a priest.

Remember how you drilled me in the Latin responses to the mass and we both eagerly waited until I was big enough to carry the book.  You were always involved in the Church, Knights of Columbus, Legion of Mary etc.  Somehow you even managed to help out financially even though you were supporting a huge family.
That brings me to another lesson you taught me—devotion to family.  You taught me that after God, family was the most important thing in your life.  Even though there were probably times you felt like getting away from it all, you hung in there and always made sure we had all we needed and then some, even if it meant working two jobs.  Through it all, you managed to find time to spend with each one of us individually.

I’ll mention just some of those times we spent together.  I can’t take my sons to a ball game without stirring wonderful memories of the times we took the bus to the Coliseum and watched Duke Snyder and the Dodgers. I used to pester you for hot dogs and souvenirs just as my boys pester me now.

Speaking of my sons, it’s amazing how they remind me of my childhood and you. I showed them how to drive nails and they must have put a hundred of them in a 2x4. Wasn’t it you who said of me/ “If two nails are good, two hundred are better”. I spend a lot of time these days picking up my tools from around the yard, cleaning mud off my claw hammer and wondering if I’ll ever see those needle nose pliers again.

Remember that day, when I was in the eighth grade? You took a day off and showed me poverty and wealth.  We visited uncle Les, had lunch at the Music Center and went to that car lot where I fell in love with a brand new 1968 Ford Thunderbird.  You tried to teach me the value of education.  Why did it take me so long to lear?
There are countless other things I’ve learned from you, dad, but one other must be mentioned.  No matter how much you loved us, mom always came first.
We kids noticed the hugs and kissed when you got home each evening, the little terms of endearment, and the phone calls from work nearly every day.
Though you had differences of opinion, we knew you’d back mom up all the way. We quickly learned we couldn’t play you off each other. Mom’s word had your full authority behind it.  The most terrifying words mom ever spoke were, “Wait until your father gets home.”

If I put into practice half of what you taught me, I’ll be very successful indeed.
The world measures success by fame and fortune. Your fortune may not be huge but do you realize that 86 people know you just be direct relation? That’s not counting hundreds of friends and distant relatives!

No, your success is measured each Thanksgiving when all your offspring get together and enjoy each other’s company. Eleven children, eight children in law, twenty-one grand children all loving each other is a success story beyond compare.
God has a job for everyone, and yours was a big one. Though you’ve not quite finished, you’ve met the challenge and you deserve a place right next to Noah, Moses and the Apostles.

I Love You Dad, and I thank you,
David.



How do I describe one of the most unique individuals I’ve ever met?

Well, I remember the first time I met Dad.  He walked in a little while after I first met Mom. Although he seemed a little preoccupied – he was taking a photography class and had his camera in hand – he, like mom, seemed to be an interesting person to know.

Before David and I were married, I remember returning from work to my apartment to find a single rose and a letter.  The rose was beautiful, but what brought tears to my eyes was the letter you left with it dad.  In that letter you declared me your eighth daughter, and there has been no doubt since that day that you meant it.
I am grateful to again know a father’s love, and especially now, I’m thankful that my children know their grandfather’s love- that means so much to me.
Dad, you’ve watched us go through so many changes; although it may have been difficult for you, you supported us and accepted our decisions without criticism.
Also, the  Bible mentions something about the timely word being very pleasant, well, you always seem to have handy an answer, an anecdote, or an appropriate word of wisdom.

The only time I didn’t appreciate your gift of wisdom was when David, you and I were playing Trivial Pursuit, and I was sure I had you beat on a question about the Brooklyn Dodgers – you not only answered correctly – you wryly said you were there!

What I am probably most grateful for, though, is the fact that you’re a#1 son is so like you.  You taught him well, and although I find it hard to understand “you Freeman men” sometimes. I’d like to make it a lifetime project.

I Love You Dad.

Your Daughter, Annette



Dancing With My Daddy

Donna and I went to a Knights of Columbus Father Daughter dace with Dad.  In my memory, it seems like just yesterday but in reality it was about 20 years ago.  I remember I was in seventh grade because the yellow dress I wore (one of 6 identical pastel dresses mom made for us the previous Easter) still fit.  I felt so grown up going dancing with my dad. I was even allowed to wear makeup!

Dad tried so hard to teach me a few basic steps.  In particular, the basic or not stepping on the feet of your partner step.  Between dances we sat and enjoyed each other’s company, while sipping our Cokes, just like the big folks.  The band was quite good, or so my memory recalls and played dances to suit any age group.

Dad and Donna entered the polka contest and won 1st place.  The trophy,   a little gilded plastic loving cup with the inscription “world’s greatest dance,” ended up in the toy box at home.  I was so proud of my daddy for winning the trophy.

My best memory of the evening, however, came when the band started playing some rock and roll pieces and dad surprised me by asking me to dance.  Needless to say, I was quite surprised that my daddy knew how to dance to rock and roll music. . . the music he was always yelling at us to “turn that thing down”.  Anyway, we got out on the dance floor and dad really went to town.  I told him he looked like Baloo.

Daddy, I want to thank you again for the wonderful evening we had twenty years ago and all of the other wonderful times we have had since then and will have in the future.

I Love You Daddy!!!
Annmarie

P.S. I don’t step on people’s toes any more when I dance.


Dear Daddy

What ever happened to my childhood days?  Even though my birth certificate says I was born in 1956 it can’t possibly be that long ago. No one can be grown up yet and have such vivid memories as if they happened only yesterday.

There are so many things I could write about, each thought triggers another, enough to write a whole book, but as usual I have waited until the last minute to get this done and so there is only time for a few short pages.

Do you remember when you use to put your records on in the evening after we had all gone to bed?  There was always a stack of four or five on them, Glen Miller, Tommy Dorsey, Sidewalks of Paris.  I can even remember some of the dust jackets, there was one that fascinated me of an invisible man playing the trombone and wearing a top hat, white silk scarf and gloves.  To this day I still can’t remember which of the Dorsey brothers it was.

Sometimes when I was a bit older you would put the music on before bedtime and we would sit on the old green couch and listen.  I think one time I must have stayed up too late or was really tired and fell asleep.  You had to carry me to bed and that started the habit.  When ever I thought I could get away with it I would pretend I was asleep so I could be carried to bed.

The last time I remember falling asleep to your music must have been the holiday time and most of us were sick, even mom.  You had gotten out of the habit of listening to that set of records, but that night you had put the old stack on.  Everyone was in bed and the lights were turned low.  I got out of bed and came into the living room.  There, laying down on the couch, with your feet up, probably exhausted, but still ready to take care of and protect us. 

You will always be my White Knight.
Eileen


I remember a certain high school CCD class that was so unruly that they had gone through three teachers.  As a last resort a certain Mr. Freeman was called in.  He was the principal and they could not find anyone either brave enough or stupid enough to take charge for the last night.  He survived incense burning, smoke bombs and a tirade of verbal abuse.

I also remember meeting this same Mr. Freeman again (hoping he didn’t remember me!) while I was dating his daughter.  And I’ll never forget something he said when I expressed my astonishment at his letting me borrow his car – He said “I trust you with something far more valuable than my car…my daughter.”

Pat 


Dear Poppa:

I like you because you are funny especially when you cheat when you took me to play miniature golf because you went out and practiced in the morning.

It was a lot of fun to go miniature golfing and one time we all hit our ball into the same spot.  You also told me to watch grandma and do what she did and she kept messing me up.

But I had fun anyway
Jennie


My fondest memories of you were when I was quite small.  I remember you taking the older ones for walks in the snow when we lived on Paradise and you taught us to make snow angels.  I couldn’t get up without messing mine up so you had to pick me up to get out.

I also remember getting up before the crack of dawn so that I could go with you and a few of the older ones the day we moved to Juniper.  You were getting a head start that morning before mom and the little ones were ready to come over and I wanted to make sure that I got to go with you.

I remember walking home from Nativity one day by myself, which was quite the normal thing to do then,  when I was sure that someone was following me.  I looked back to see you a little way back so I waited for you to catch up.  It was nice having someone to walk home with for a change.  We played shadow tag all the way home.  Then there was the time that I came home from school the day you came back from Boston,  I was going to try to surprise you and come in the back door of the house.  But when I did, you and mom were on the service porch changing one of the boy’s diapers.  So much for surprises.

Whenever we’d go anywhere in the car, we always asked to sing McNamara’s Band, mom hated it but we loved it and you always sang it anyway.  How were we to know at the time that you didn’t sing very well.  It was great to us.  Car trips were always great until we all got too big.

Then when I got older, and I got my first job,  I didn’t have a car yet so you would drop me off and pick me up on your way to and from work.  I had to get up pretty early to do it, especially since it was my first summer that I had to get up at all.  We didn’t always talk much during those trips every day, but if I ever needed to talk, you were always there for me.

You’re still always there for me if every I need something, even if it is just to talk.
Mary



Dad,

As I look back on my life as your daughter, I think about all of the roles you have played and am amazed at the versatility you have shown.  You have been my Daddy, my Playmate, my Teacher, my Protector, my Father and my Friend.

First you were my Daddy: Letting me sit in your lap, pushing on your nose and pulling on your ears to watch your tongue move back and forth; showing me how to click my tongue until I could make a noise louder than you; coming to get us kids out of the tub on Saturday nights to dry us off when we yelled “Daddy, got a wet one!”

As I grew, you became our Playmate: letting us kids push you out of bed on Saturday mornings, then roaring like a lion until we squealed and giggled; playing hide and shoot in the house until mom kicked us all outside; taking the whole neighborhood to the ‘Park in the Dark’ to play capture the flag and to Tastee Freeze for ice cream afterwards because we all chanted “I’m hot and I’m hungry” until you finally did; playing monopoly with us; playing Hearts and To Hell With It with us.  You usually won and we could all tell when “Dad’s gonna RUN IT!!” because you would slap down the next card even before you picked up the cards from the previous play.

You became my Teacher, always teaching something: You taught us the value of money, letting us polish your shoes for a quarter a pair only after they passes your inspection; you paid us for washing the bus based on how well we did the job; you took us to McDonalds for “coke, root-beer or orange.”  We were always disappointed when we didn’t get hamburgers.  You wanted to give us a treat even though you count’s afford to buy lunch for the bunch of us.  I overheard you and mom talking about paying bills one day.  That’s when I became worried that we would have to go to the poor farm.  But no matter how much money you had or how many mouths you had to feed, we never seemed to lack for anything and we never had to go to the poor farm.  I’m still amazed at how you managed that.

You taught us discipline: We knew how to clean our rooms enough to pass inspection, even if it took a couple of tries each week.  Of course we had to learn or we couldn’t go out to play.  We knew how to behave in church and at other people’s houses.  I once heard a lady talking to a man at a wedding we went to when I was about 13.  She said how well behaved the Freeman children were.  I was so proud, I smiled from ear to ear.  You also taught us how to go to bed and go to sleep.  We might have required a few warnings with the belt, but we eventually got the message (Daddy don’t spank me I’m, sleeping).

You also taught me how to make the best peanut butter and raisin sandwiches.
You were my Protector: I remember being sick with a fever on more than one occasion, and having you come home from work and put your cool hands on my forehead.  I felt safe with you there.  In order to make sure we didn’t leave anyone behind, you came up with the roll call system every time we went somewhere.  Donna would take roll and report back to you.  You sat down with me when I wanted to move out to my first apartment to make sure I could afford everything I would need.

You are my Father: You have always been there for me at the important times in my life. You helped me buy my first car.  I remember you telling me not to let them know how much I wanted the Fiat so you could bargain with them.  You were at my Graduation. Of all the people to be there I wanted you there most.  You gave me to George on my wedding day.  You were there at the hospital at 6:00 in the morning when I lost my first child.  You came to visit me in the hospital when Hannah was born. You have always been there when I needed you.

Now you are also my Friend: I love it when you are home when I come to pick up Hannah at the end of the day.  You always walk me to the car and give me a big hug.  I always look forward to the next day.

For all of these things and many more, I thank you.  I have always felt that I have had a special childhood and I want the same for my children.  It’s no wonder with you as my Father.  Mom knew what she was doing when she married you.

I salute you on your 60th birthday!!!

I Love You Daddy!
Jenny


Jenny asked me to write down some of my memories of you for your sixtieth birthday.  Although I’ve only know you for 5 short years, it seems like you’ve always been there.  Maybe that’s because whenever Jenny and I have something to share, either good or bad, you are always there.  My memory works with pictures so that as I reminisce it’s like a curtain being drawn from a window.  I’ll share some of these windows of mine with you since they say a lot about the kind of man you are.

Proud. The first window is of you leading your daughter down the aisle.  A big beaming smile on your face. I guess it never gets routine no matter how many times.  I see that same picture the first time you held our tiny daughter.

Compassionate. In January of 1986, Jenny and I discovered that our first child had died.  What made it all so more tragic was to have to go through delivery knowing the dismal outcome.  My second window sees you sitting in the lobby of the hospital at 5:30 a.m. as we walked through the door (you were  already waiting for us to offer support).

Happy. Several windows open here. I see you at various family gatherings smiling and enjoying the expanse of your growing family.  A true patriarch, happy with his contribution to this world.

Helpful. I called you when I cut back my cypress trees and got the chain saw stuck 15’ off the ground in the trunk of the tree.  Though a neighbor helped me fix the problem when he saw my predicament I still have a window showing you pulling to a stop in front of the house only minutes later with ropes and ladders like the calvery.

Knowledgeable. When I recently tried to finish my retaining wall at my house I got stuck.  I wasn’t sure what king of wood to get.  You told me and darned if I didn’t go and get the wrong type anyway.  In desperation to make the project work out I called you and a new window of my mind remembers you dropping your own project and coming to look at mine.  Not only did you point out my mistake but you took the time to help me locate the right material and loaned me your truck to get it.

Thanks for these brief memories, these windows I recall and many more.  On your sixtieth birthday congratulations.  I hope you live to be one hundred.

George


Dad, You have given me many memories over the past twenty six years. You’ve given me values. Taught me Morality, and Most of all gave me the religious background which played a major role in helping me get where I am in my relationship with Jesus.

I honestly don’t know how you did it, considering I fought with you tooth and nail most of the way. But, because of all you’ve done for me I love and respect you more than any other mortal man.

I remember when I was a small child I used to ask you question after question.  I though it annoyed you and one day when you and I were going someplace in your ever present VW van I asked if my questions bothered you.  Your response was that’s the best way to learn things and that you were happy I was so inquisitive.

To me the most special times we spent together were when we were involved with Indian Guides. In fact, when Pat was old enough to join I was kind of jealous because with all the children you had Indian Guides was my special time with my dad. That really meant a lot to me.

I think the best memories I have of time spent with you is all the camping and backpacking we have done together.  To this day I am very thankful that you struggled to make ends meet as opposed to being wealthy because I learned more from you in the great outdoors than I would have ever learned had our vacations taken place at hotels and in mobile homes.

There are many things you did raising us kids that I never understood or agreed with until now that I have a family of my own.  Now I find myself doing many of those things the same way.

I love you very much dad and I hope and Pray that I will be as good a father to my children as you have been to me.

Michael


As I sit at my desk and listen to the Beatles, on of the great things other than myself that arrived in America in 1963, I think back on my life as it has unfolded since then.  As much a contribution my life has been to this world, it probably would not be if it weren’t for my father, Karl Joseph “Chuck” Freeman.

I can’t say that I have always agreed with Dad but there are certain lessons and gifts from him that will never be forgotten, and his good reputation will be long remembered.

When I was in grade school, I was constantly rebuked by Dad for not getting good enough grades.  I’m sure that he must have thought then about me what I think now about Josh, that I had the brains but was just too lazy to use them.  I can only imagine how frustrating that must be to a father.

As time passed, Dad eventually relaxed his death grip on my life and to this day, I still wonder if it was because he gave up on me or was just trying a new tactic.  Either way, he lost the battle because even though I graduated, I had a very poor grade point average.

I don’t believe that in itself will ever hinder me in the course of my life, but the fact of the matter is I didn’t live up to my Father’s expectations.  Maybe I should have tried a little harder.

Later, as I got into music, I had an opportunity to see Dad in a different light and there were times when he seemed quite proud.  His faith in me was ultimately displayed on Christmas Eve when he gave me the guitar.  I swore then that I would someday make him proud of me.

I may never become a famous musician and I man never even publish a book but I will not stray from that oath I made to myself.

Dad never had a lot of money so there will be no family legacy in that respect, but there will always be the inheritance of the Family name and the legacy that comes with it. How many of us, his children, have gotten a job because of someone who knew Dad, either by reputation or directly? How many got loans for cars because Dad co-signed only to be paid back with late payments that became black marks on his credit rating. My own life has been easier because of Dad’s reputation as an honest man and I will do what I have to do to keep that name well received.
Moreover, who can say that he or she was ever in a jam and Dad did not do everything in his power to help out even at his own expense?  That’s the kind of person I want to be to show Dad that his efforts to teach his children well were not in vain.

I guess I could have been a little less serious but comedy usually comes at someone’s expense and I didn’t feel that that was appropriate.

I will recount a lighter episode from my early days: One Christmas I received a gas operated model airplane.  It didn’t work.  We tried and tried but to no avail.
When the stores opened again we went down to exchange it.  Unfortunately we had to wait for Dad to get off work, so by the time we got the new one home it was dark out and we couldn’t go outside to try it.

We couldn’t wait another day.  While Dad was reading a book in the very next room we decided to see if the new one would work.  With Steve sitting on top of it to hold it down I cranked back the propeller carefully.

Our hearts were pounding out of our chests with anticipation of what would happen next.  We had given no thought to the consequences of our action either in a parental or physical aspect.

At last the moment had come.  I had wound the propeller as far back as the spring would go.  The sharp edge of the blade cut into my finger as I fought the spring for control.  Beads of perspiration formed on Steve’s forehead as he struggled to contain his grip on the fuselage of the aircraft. I could hold on no longer.  I let go.

Instantly the room was filled with the high-pitched scream of the tiny single-cylinder engine.  Steve’s face was as white as a sheet (though not his sheet) as he struggled to control the situation that had erupted before us.

In what took a mere ten seconds in reality, but seemed like ten minutes, the engine finally sputtered and died.  The two of us shook in a mixture of shock of what had just happened and the fear of what would happen when Dad came storming into the room.

We waited like two convicted murderers awaiting execution, but our sentence had somehow been lifted.  Dad never came in.

We put the evidence back in the box it had come in and hid it in the depths of the infamous toy box.

Eventually, curiosity got the best of us and we couldn’t resist a reconnaissance mission into the living room where we knew certain death awaited us.  We crossed the expanse of hallway between our room door and the living room and slowly peered into the room.  Dad was sitting in his favorite chair reading a book, obviously completely unaware of what had just taken place.

As Steve and I returned to our room with relief we wondered silently if it was fate or a greater power that had spared our lives that night, but we knew that few men experience such adventure and live to tell about it.

Patrick


Dad

I have many great memories of you.

What I admire the most is your constant understanding no matter what I do.  You may not always agree but the understanding is there.  My favorite memories are of camping.  I don’t understand how you could drive all those miles with all us kids going crazy and not one single accident.  You took us to some of the most beautiful country the U.S. has to offer.  Because of you, camping will always be one of my favorite pastimes. Thank you for just being you, I love you with all my heart dad! 

Happy Birthday!!!  
Steven


Dear Dad,

Looking back on my childhood and teenage years, I have to say that no one has made quite an impression on my life as you have.

As a child, life was great. Being the youngest in this family could have been a potentially frightening experience with all those older siblings practicing for parenthood on me.  However, you were always there to protect me from them.  I never really experienced the older kids telling me “You can’t go. You’re too little,” because all the best things to do were with you.  The Park-in-the-Dark I’m sure is a highlight in the life of every child that grew up on this street. And you always let me go along.

And what about those times that we used to wait at the end of the street, waiting until you would come home, so we could sit on your lap and steer the bus all the way down the street.  I remember fighting with the other kids over whose turn it was to steer.

Any time I was in a show, no matter how stupid it may have seemed to you, you were always there, and you were so proud of me.  That was very important to me, to make my father proud of me, as it is with any child.  Many children’s parents never showed up at the shows, but you were always there never fail.

Well, as I grew older our relationship became quite rocky.  We never seemed to understand each other.  We couldn’t even hold a normal conversation without getting into an argument, so we spoke very little. I always said to myself, that I was never going to be like you. But as it turned out, I am more like you than anyone else in this family.

I have inherited your stubbornness, which now explains why we bumped heads so often.  I also, like you, feel emotions a lot stronger than most people, which caused our confrontations to be even more devastating than just a plain argument.  There are a lot of traits that I am very glad I inherited from you.  Your sense of family is one of the greatest things about you which only increases as you get older.  You are also a very empathetic person, you feel just as much pain, just as much joy as the person telling you.  I never had to worry about you shooting down my enthusiasm about anything.  

Dad, there are also many traits that I love about you that I haven’t quite cultivated yet, but I’m working on it.  You are a wonderful conversationalist. You can hold your own in a room full of strangers and find out something interesting about each person in that room and remember it, as well as feel completely comfortable and have a good time to boot.  You never say anything derogatory about anyone.  This family is very judgmental, and when one person starts, they all jump on the bandwagon, except you, of course. You don’t even judge your family for being this way. You just stay quiet and don’t say anything.  That is my definition of a truly kind human being.  I could go on forever, but I need to save some room for everyone else.

In short, Dad, my relationship with you can be epitomized by the little boy, who at 5 years old thought his dad was Superman, at 14, he thought his dad knew nothing, and at 20 he couldn’t believe how much his dad had learned in 6 years.

Happy sixtieth birthday Dad, here’s hoping there are sixty more so I can learn, maybe not everything, but at least a lot more about life from you.

I will always love you, 
Sharon (Fat Daddy’s Lamby)

Dear Chuck, 

As you approach two-thirds of a century of life, I am privileged to join the throng of family and friends invited to share “memories” to enliven you hitting the “Big 60.” Though undoubtedly many will have much more to say, none is more sincere than I when I tell you that you have been and are among the most extraordinary and most influential people in my life.

As if you didn’t have enough children already, I am so grateful and blessed that you have made room for (at least) two more. Lynne and I both have felt privileged to feel, really and truly, a part of your family, and you have taught us in a very beautiful way some of the most profound meanings of that word.  And I think you are getting better at teaching all the time!

Alas, I must confess I did not feel that way at first.  When I first ventured into your home at Dave’s invitation some twenty-two years ago, I first thought I was in the company of a real “drill sergeant,” but I told myself, not ever having seen or experienced a “mega-family” in action, that just as God brought order out of the primordial chaos, I was witnessing a “creation” which came into being when Chuck Freeman’s voice thundered, “AWWRRRIGHT!!!  THAT’S ENOUGH!!!” LET THERE BE QUIET, AND IT WAS QUIET.  AND THE LORD CHUCK LOOKED AT WHAT HE HAD MADE, AND SAW TO IT THAT THEY WERE GOOD.

Indeed they were, and still are, very good.  Fortunately, I came to know not the “drill sergeant,” but rather the “coach,” the craftsman, the artisan-father who learned, like Michelangelo, not to command but to “coax” his “David” out of a hunk of marble.  And so I learned my lesson.  I’m reminded of Mark Twain, who said, “When I was seventeen, I thought my father was the most ignorant person I had ever know.  When I was Twenty-one, I was amazed at how much he had learned in four years!” You can certainly be proud of each of your two generation of works of art, your children and grandchildren.  We have grown together, you and your, through the years, and have shared many joys and some sorrows.  You have mellowed and grown in holiness and have been a real example of a Spirit-filled, dedicated Catholic, an inspiration to all of us.  In many ways you have been an inspiration to all of us.  In many ways you have been a support in my vocation as a priest, and I deeply appreciate your prayers, advice, challenges and encouragement over these many years.  As the Church has changed, as the involvement of lay people has increased, it seems to me you have been most ready and willing to be of service, a true lover of the Lord and a pace-setter in his Church.

And you have been  such a special friend and companion to my Mom and Dad, bringing them into your family and helping them feel no longer “exiles in a strange land,” giving them something of that family sense which they missed so much. Lynne and I owe you a special debt of gratitude for that, and I’m sure that, from their place in heaven, they are praying for and blessing you.

During my high school days in the minor seminary, Cardinal McIntyre made his annual visit on March 19, the feast of St. Joseph.  He always spoke of Joseph as the “vir fidelis,” the “faithful man.”  Your own constant faithfulness to Terry and your children, your humble acceptance of the mysterious ways of the Lord in leading your family through strange paths and sometimes “into the valley of darkness” have given you the privilege of sharing the title given Joseph by the late Cardinal.  In that respect, you are certainly a “major leaguer.”  And lest you feel uncomfortable in being place in a saint’s category, let me soften the blow by assuming the identity with another “foster Son” and say, gratefully, that you have had much to teach me.

The Lord Jesus had a knack for stretching loaves and fishes to feed thousands.  In raising your “mini-Church” on Payette Drive, you have had similar, if not quite miraculous, practice.  But your miraculous gift, one for which I am certainly thankful, is the ability you have always to make room at your table for those in need of nourishment - - in body, but particularly in spirit.  As you have supported all of us, your physical and extended family in our journeys of faith, know that my prayers and blessings are with you to speed you on your own, till that day she you finally meet the Father from whom all fatherhood on earth takes its name.  My hunch is, he’ll be at the heavenly dining-room table (even bigger than yours), dishing out the soup, and you’ll hear his say, “Come on in, Chuck, we’ve been saving a place for you!”

Happy 60th Birthday, with lots of love,
Gary (the elder)



Mr. F. I have only been around your family, mostly your youngest daughter, for only five years so I can honestly say I don’t know you as well as all the other people with whom I am sharing space in this book. I must mention, however, some of the memories I have of you.

First off, I guess I can say that there is no other feeling than the one a young man has when he’s trying to date the youngest daughter of a man who’s had eleven children, seven of them girls, all of them married except two (at that time). A young guy is trying to look sharp, sound intelligent, show all of his best traits but he’s nervous and very cautious.  I tried my best to make conversation the first time we met. I was partially relieved as you said, in your masculine deep bass voice, “Hello, Joe”. I think you even shook my hand. You looked at me like there had been a thousand who came before me, all the same lines, same style but boy, I felt like a pig in you-know-what.  There it was.  I was going out (and still am) with a gorgeous girl and had even managed to jump that first hurdle - - the introduction to the father.  I knew I had made one small step for man but still had the giant leap to go.

The next four years was filled with hundreds of visits to your home: picking up Sharon for dates, coming over for dinner and other family get-togethers.  I always made a point of saying hello and good-bye as I came and went not only because we did it at my house but because I was waiting for a different reaction than the usual nod of the head and a polite, “Hello, Joe”.  Many times I’d come over on a Saturday morning as you were cutting the lawn and exclaim an exuberant “GOOD MORNING MR. FREEMAN”. Expecting a similar replay I got an consistent and unwavering, “Good morning, Joe”.  All the while I wondered if I was making any progress in making that giant leap, impressing you and gaining your respect.  As I was finding out there was indeed more to you than met my eye.  Underneath the seeming indifference which lay on the surface was and is a man who loves his family, cares for them in more ways than they or I know, cherishes his wife and treats outsiders, like me, if there were his own.  I thought to myself, “That sly dog. And I thought all this time he didn’t like me!”

The last moment I’d like to share is the time about 8 months ago when I asked you if I may talk to you about a specific subject, perhaps we could discuss it over lunch.  I drove to your work, arrived about 30 minutes early.  I allowed myself way too much time to get there. I waited in my car until the time of our meeting listening to the radio.  You gave me a tour of the plant, introduced me to some of your co-workers and off we went to El Pollo Loco about 2 miles down the street.  The ride seemed more like 20 miles.  I thought we’d never get there.  I fumbled through my words, again trying to make conversation, trying to spit out what I really wanted to say.  Finally I came out with it “What I came here to talk to you about was Sharon.  We’ve been thinking about it for a long time and I wondered if I could have her hand in marriage.  I wanted to get your O.K. first.  What do ya’ think?”  At this point you said something humorous but I can’t for the life of me remember it right now.  Refresh my memory.  Asking the question was the big build-up to the entire day, I was relieved having said it.  All that was on my mind was hearing the yes so my next question was “So does that mean yes?”  You reassured me you approved and, as they say in the movies, the rest is history.

Happy 60th Birthday Karl Joseph (great middle name) Freeman !! May you enjoy many, many more.
Love Joe Czech
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Dad, share your life with me… A daily journal of childhood memories
What was you day and date of birth?
Sunday, June 24th 1938.  I don’t remember very much. My mother had to fill in the details.

Where were you born? Be specific.
Springfield, Mass. I was born head first, at home, (very common in those days). A doctor was there, , , I had a lot of body hair and uncles, my mother’s brothers, labeled me a hairy ape.

Do you know any other circumstances of your birth (who was present, who delivered, etc.)
I really don’t remember very much about those first few days.

If you have a childhood picture for me, put it in this space

Name your brothers and sisters and their years of birth.
Leslie, Feb. 3, 1930/ Phylis (Flo), Dec. 11, 1932/ Don, Nov. 9, 1934/ Joyce, Dec. 13, 1943/ Linda, Feb. 2, 1950

What was you mother’s full name?
Marie Rose Blanch Metras Freeman

What was your father’s full name?
Louis Eugene (Foizey) Freeman

What was your mother’s date and place of birth?
Jan. 6, 1907 Chicopee, Mass.

What was your father’s date and place of birth?
March 3, 1907, Burlington, VT.

Tell a nickname that you had, How did you get it?
CHUCK.  This came to me my year in High School in New York city.  My name Karl Joseph is very Germanic and this was Sept, 1942, Early years f(for us) in WWII.  Jim Alessi, started it with Charles, Charie, Chuck, all in one week.

Tell of any other nicknames in you family.
Leslie became Les, Phylis became Flo, Don’s real came is Franklyn Donald Freeman, Joyce and Linda have always been Joyce and Linda

What did your Father do for a living?
Started out in a factory, moved up to clerk in the office, outside sales, branch manager and finaly West Division Rep.

Did you mother work outside the home?
With six kids and during the Great Depression, No!

Name the towns you lived in before you were 20
Springfield Mass., Agnam, Mass, Springfield, Mass. Flushing, N.Y., Belmont Mass, Paris Island, S.C. Camp Lejeune N.C.

Name the childhood addresses you remember.
Springfield- Hyde Ave, 38 Appleton and 68 Appleton. Flushing NY. 144-81 Roosevelt Ave. Belmont Mass, 172 Passon Rd.

Tell a fond memory of your Grandpa

Tell a found memory of your Grandma.

Tell about a favorite Aunt
My mother’s brother, Mike, married (what to a 13 year old boy) was a living doll.  My cousins, of about my age, hung around her (at family get togethers) and we drooled.

Tell about a favorite Uncle.
My Mother’s youngest brother, Albert, was just a couple of years older than I.  He taught me many useful things.  One evening, he put a nickel and a dime in my hand and said, “if anybody asks you which one you want, take the nickel. . . the first time you take the dime nobody will give you that option again.”  We made 45 cents that night, which I had to split with him.

Did any relatives ever live with you?
My mother, the last year of her life, this was My Wife’s idea.

Relate an experience or memory of a cousin.
My cousin Dick was born between Les and myself.  We were close.  Taking family pictures, required a special camera, for large gatherings.  Everyone lined up in a long line and the photographer panned the camera, left to right.  Dick and I would get in the beginning and as soon as the photographer started to pan we ran behind the line, swapping hats and jackets and get back in the picture at the other end.
When you needed punishment as a child, which parent corrected you, and how?
Small stuff, mom- sit in a corner. Big stuff, “wait till your dad comes home” with a big strap.

Tell about the naughtiest thing you ever did. If you got caught, describe the consequences.
Refer to “grandpa wasn’t always a Grandpa, page 24

Who was the president when you were born?
Coolidge

At what age did you first vote and for whom did you cast your first Presidential vote?
22 years old, Nov. 1952, Eisenhower, first term

Did you ever see a President or Vice-President in person?
No

Did you ever have an imaginary friend?
Didn’t need any.

What did you and your brothers or sisters fight about the most?
Being the Oldest I had to be the Babysitter as such.  So what did we fight about, my authority.

What was the dumbest stunt ever pulled by you and a brother or sister?
Refer to said book, page 5 or 6, take your pick.

Tell about the worst winter storm that you can remember as a child.
Not winter storm, but September 1938 hurricane that went right up the Conn. River Valley.  To that date, it caused more property damage (monetarily) than any catastrophe.

What did you use to go sledding down a hill in the snow?
Sleds, toboggans, old signs, (they were sheet metal then), get rid of the wooden trim and roll up the front like a toboggan.  You don’t need to take it home.  Throw it in some bushes, it might even be there the next time.

What extras did you use for your snowman’s face, buttons, arms, hat, etc?
Small chunks of coal, (used in furnaces) carrots, prunes, old hats were always being discarded, sticks.

Do you have any ice skating memories to share?
Some.

Share a memory about a weather-related school cancellation
What cancellation? This was only New England: Three feet deep snow may stop cars and busses but we walked to school.  So it took a little longer but we went or were marked absent.

Do you have an knowledge of the origins of you family name?
Free-Man “not a serf or bondsman.” In some cultures, not the first born who inherits the title and land but a second or third son, a Free-man.

What were you doing to first smash a finger?
Playing with my dad’s tools.

Who was the most famous person you ever met as a child?
I didn’t meet him but saw Admiral Byrd, (from the curb) as the Admiral’s convoy drove through Springfield on one of his exploration trips to the North Pole.

Tell about a big fib you told.
Biggest or most frequently used? “I didn’t do it” tied with “Not me.”

Tell about someone who had a big influence over you life.
My mother of course but there was a man, he didn’t finish school, so an education was very important to him.  He taught me (by example) to threat every woman as a lady unless they proved otherwise.  He was the most important person in my life.  He was and always will be my DAD. 

Tell of a nickname given to you by friends or classmates.  How did you get it?
Refer to Jan. 10th.

What was your favorite meal as a child?
Food, any kind, all kinds so long as there was plenty.  I would swap a piece of meat for a large quantity of potatoes.

Who was your first girlfriend?
First crush- Aunt Nora ( 9-10-11-12 ect.). First kiss Marilyn Skelton, age 13. First Date- Jean Brown, age 14. Longest steady- Joanne Dcry age 17-18. Longest girl- My wife.

Tell about the Valentine Day festivities at your school.
In grammar school and Jr. High it was just a school day, no big thing.  In High School we would have a dance in the cafeteria that weekend.

Tell about your first date
Went to a movie.

Tell about your first kiss
Refer to “Grandpa. . .” pg 19.

Tell about your first favorite TV shows.
Paladin

Tell about family reunions in your childhood.
Not enough room

What do you remember as your favorite subject in school?
History, math, girls, not in that order, it changed as I grew older.

What do you remember as your least favorite school subject?
Spelling, I regard anyone as being ignorant who can’t spell a word more than one way.

What is the biggest problem you remember having in Grade School?
In first and second grade the Big Kids, in fifth and sixth grade, little kids, everyone recessed at the same time.

What is the biggest problem you remember having in Jr. High school? 
Reading out loud, (poetry), refer to “Grandpa. . .” pg 15-16.

What is the biggest problem you remember having in Sr. High school?
We moved from N.Y. to Mass. Half way through my H.S. years.  I had to make new friends.  Since Belmont was a much smaller school, it was a lucky move for me.

Describe a place you liked to go to be alone.
In Springfield, it was Forest Park.

Tell of a place that you discovered or built as a “haven” for your gang.
Don’t recall.

Tell about a favorite “hang our” place for you and your friends in Jr. or Sr. High.
The Library in Jr. High.  In Sr. High for 10 cents I could ride the subway into Manhatan and explore the whole Island.  Just don’t loose that second nickel, it would have been a 18 miles walk home.

Tell about the best pet you ever had.
None

Tell about other pets you had.
None

Tell about being in a school play or program.
About 3rd grand, I was an Indian sitting in front of a Teepee with 3 or 4 other guys.  It was a pageant sort of thing.  One of the other Indians was suppose to have been kicked by a horse (what did we know, it was 3rd grade).  The night before our BIG production, I got into a snow ball war and took one in the eye.  That black eye gave me the star billing. I stood up as the horse kicked Indian.

Tell about a school principal you remember.
I had very little to do with any of them.

Did you ever pretend to be sick as an excuse to stay home from school?
Yes

Do you have a good story about yourself cussing?
One time, and it was enough.  I was about thirteen, and taller than my mother.  What’s the expression, too big for my britches?  She wanted me to do something I didn’t want to do and I said Damn it.. . . I didn’t have time to finish.  Dad was out of his chair in the living room, faced me and said “What did you say to your mother?”

Tell about how you spent your Saturdays during the school year.
Fall: mornings were for C.C.D. afternoon, played games (football, exploring in the park)
Winter: played in the snow, sledding, tobogganing, raked leaves and scattered them, shoveled snow, ice skated
Spring: hiked, explored the marsh in the park, got ready for week-end scouting, played ball, going to ball games with dad.

Tell about how you spent your Sundays.
Went to church and then same as Saturdays.

What was the naughtiest or meanest thing you remember doing in school?  Were there consequences?
Don’t believe your mother when she said she was a good girl, she was.

When on car trips, did you play car games?
Mostly we played “I get this and all these.”

What was your favorite radio program?

What was your favorite movie as a youth? Why?
Wizard of Oz, had a big crush on Judy Garland.

Did kids ever tease you? About what?
Yes, that I didn’t have a bike until I was 12, that I wasn’t very good at playing ball, that I could and would talk to girls (that could be jealousy).

Tell of a difficult school essay or term paper assignment.
That was not my strong suite, I don’t remember any.

Tell about your first smoke.
About the age of 13 I tried one.  It tasted awful.  )Ok, I started to cough, then choke.  It disappeared and my throat burned badly.  I swallowed the darn thing) Later that day I kissed a girl.  I’ve never tried cigarettes since.

Do you remember your first pizza?
Yes, the Fall of 1943. A bunch of guys from school and I went to my first pizza parlor.  That night I became half Italian.

If you went to college, tell which college you chose and why.

Tell you major and how you chose it.

Did people wear green on St. Patrick’s Day?
Some did, mostly the want-to-be Irish.

Do you have any other memories of St. Patrick’s Day as a youth?
Not really.  I grew up with neighbors O’Malleys, Sheys, O’Leareys, Larangers.  Parades and such were big city stuff like Boston and New York.

If you ever hitch-hiked, explain.
Yes frequently, it was no big thing in the 30s and 40s.

What to you remember as your favorite time of year? Why?
“Fall,’ besides the start of school, the color of the leaves, cooler weather, no bugs, football, burning of the leaves (we didn’t know about pollution then) hikes in the woods, coming of winter, Christmas.

Describe some household chores you had as a child.
Make my bed, sweep the kitchen floor, dry dishes, polish my shoes. As I got older; yard work, stay home and sit my younger siblings (Les, Flo, Don).  By the time I was 15, change and cleanup Joyce, take her for walks.

Describe some outside chores.
Cut the grass with a slave-a-matic drive mower (the only kind available), sweep the walk, shovel snow, wash windows.

Which chore did you dislike the most?
ALL OF THEM.

What bones have you broken and how?
None

Did you ever need stitches?
Not until I was an adult.

Do you have any other good stories about being injured?
Bumps, bruises, black eyes, nothing big.

Tell of a childhood illness.
Getting sick at school, and walking home by myself, I was about 2nd/3rd grade, and few people had phones, or a second car.  I had to walk home alone and feeling awful, it seemed like forever.  My mother saw me, she washed me up, put my p.j.s on and since she had changed the linen, I went to be tucked in by that woman who was, to me, the Blessed Virgin Mary, at that moment.

Tell about an experience at the doctor’s or dentist’s.
About 1934 or 1935, the river flooded.  The city put together a free clinic for Typhoid and Diptheria shots.  Some kids ahead of me in the line screamed.  It took three nurses to catch me and hold me in line.

Name your best school chums.
Jim Alessi, freshman year in High School.

What were some crazy names or nicknames in your school?
I don’t remember any crazy ones, they just seemed to fit.

Tell about a practical joke or prank you played on a person.
Snipe Hunts, initiation into the Royal Order of Siam, refer to “Grandpa. . . “

Do you have a good April Fool’s Day story?
Not Really.

Tell about a practical joke or prank someone played on you”
Telling someone, “I bet you can’t drop a nickel off your forehead and into a funnel” that we inserted into the front of his pants.  As soon as he put his head back one of us put the nickel on his forehead.  Someone else poured a bottle of water into the funnel, soaking the front of his pants.  The nickel didn’t come close.

As a child, what did you want to be when you grew up?
Just grow up, no plans for the future.

Did you ever make a kite? How? Tell about your kite flying experiences.
There were too many trees for kite flying.  Even the places we played ball were to surrounded by trees.

Did you ever felt a hatred for another person? Explain.
Being mad at someone who had beat me up, but that didn’t last long, but hatred no.

Have you ever hunted or tried to capture a wild animal?
Not as a kid.

Did you ever try to adopt a wild animal?
No!!!

Make up a limerick about yourself.
There once was a worldly Marine.
Who dated a young High School teen.
For no reason or rhymer
He said “this is a one timer”
The next year he married that dream.

Make up a limerick about me.

Relate a favorite spring memory.
One Saturday in April I was talking to Jim Alessi, my best friend and we watched as an angel walked down the isle on her father’s arm.

Did your Mom or Dad ever find something you had hidden?
I don’t recall anything hidden, but of later years I have had to get your mother’s help finding where I left my glasses.

Share a memory of going to church as you were growing up.
It was no big deal, nothing memorable.

Share a memory about a church social activity.
(If the following Easter topics do not apply, please share your special Holiday memories and traditions.)

Tell about an Easter Egg hunt.
Nothing memorable, we went to church, lent was over.

Tell about any other Easter traditions.
Sometimes we colored hard boiled eggs but what appealed to us the most was chocolate bunnies.

Did you ever have a recurring dream as a child?
No

When you played make-believe, what did you pretend?
Playing cowboys and Indians is a form of make believe.  Also playing ball we would claim to be Joe DiMaggio or Babe Ruth, things like that.

Tell about the best birthday present you ever received.
My 13th birthday, my first two wheel bike, even if I had to pay half.

Tell about any sports you played in Junior or Senior High.
None

Did you ever write something that you were really proud of?
None that I can think of.  There were some things I wrote as an adult, example, my mother’s 70th Birthday.

What is the best book you ever read as a child?
Sea Wolf by Jack London, it got me on the road to enjoying reading.

What is the biggest physical problem you had to deal with?
Being tall and very skinny, I over came some of this.

Did you have any superstitions?
Don’t kiss a black cat while walking under a ladder on Friday the 13th.

Where were your best hide-and-seek places?
During summer twilight, playing hide and seek with the kids on the street, there were some bushed that always had a lot of leaves between them.  If I had a dark brown sweater on I would take my sneakers off, lay face down and lie still.  Only got away with it every once in a while.

Tell about the first time you were ever behind the wheel of a car.
Moving or stopped?  The first lesson from my dad in an open field, I practiced shifting and clutch movements together.  Then on an old deserted road I drove and learned how much break pressure it took to stop. 

Did you ever take anything that wasn’t yours?
I’m not talking, not until the statute of limitation has expired.

What did you do with it? Did you get caught?
See April 26th.

Do you have a story about a big surprise?
For my 60th birthday, I wanted to do something, even if it was go out to dinner and a drink.  Terry didn’t feel like it.  After supper, Dave said “dad lets go shoot some pool” I said “O.K.” about an hour later, I was still miffed at Terry and suggested we bowl.  Dave said “O.K., by him” so we went home first to change my shoes, and there were 40-50 people all yelling surprise!!!

What childhood fear do you remember?
Water up my nose and in my eyes learning to swim. 

Tell about a May Day tradition
Didn’t have any, except May baskets in early grammer school.

What were May Baskets made of and what did they contain?
Made of braided colored paper strips, woven into a basket with school made paper flowers.

How much do you remember paying for an ice cream cone?
A nickel for a double dip.

Did you have a tree house?
Yes

Where you ever bitten by a dog?
No

Did your Mother ever make a special gift for you?
Yes, Live, the biggest gift she had to give.

Tell a favorite memory of you mother.
Too many, not enough room.

Tell about some good advice you mother gave you.
Put things back where you got them, leave things cleaner than you found them, be the best person you can.

Relate your family Mother’s Traditions.
Christmas night, the men stayed home and mom took grandma, what aunts wanted to come and some of the older kid’s, squeezed into our 39 Plymouth and went out to see what lights we could.  Very few homes had out door lights but quite a few had decorated trees in the window.

Do you remember any childhood songs or rhymes?
Most of my favorite had to do with Christmas carols.  We sang most of what are now very old favorites. Those songs we learnt in Public School, we also prayed there, Christian and non-Christian alike in Patriotic Assemblies on Memorial Day, Flag Day, Veteran’s Day.  We sang songs like “God Bless America” and songs with “God Bless His Grace on Thee” as part of the songs and other phrases as that.  Because we learned the song young they are easy to remember except for in Old Age.

Name some popular hit songs from your youth.
Pre-teens the pop songs like “Three Little Fishes,” “Yes We Have No Bananas” and “Mares Eat Oats and Does Eat Oat, and Little Lambs Eat Ivy.” (say it fast).  I my teens, Big Band Music.

What was your favorite singing group or band?
Favorite Bands- Artie Shaw, Harry James, Glen Miller Tommy Dorsey in that order and many others.  Latter in our young married life, The Limelighters.

Tell a favorite singer and song that he/she sang.
Dooley Wilson “As Time Goes By,” that is the only song that became a hit for him but many others cut that record.  It is still HIS song.

What kind of dances did you do as a youth?
Pre-teens French Quadrills at family get togethers (weddings), My Grandmother was my first partner.  At Linda’s wedding, I saw my mother dance with Mike.  Teen age, foxtrot, swing, early twenties, Rumba, Samba, Polka, Tango etc.

Tell about the first dance you ever went to.
High School in New York, a priest had a great set of records (Big Band), one night a week, all H.S. kids from the Parish were invited for two hours, including 15-20 minutes on religion and dance (learn to dance) the rest of the time.

Tell about your high school prom or formal dance.
My own High School Prom, Ladies wore evening gowns, gents wore tuxes. It (and Senior Banquet) was in the school cafetorium or larger meeting room that was well decorated with and live orchestra (local) and very cheap.  Tux $5.00, corsage $1.50 to $2.00 (orchid $5.00).  The biggest problem was borrowing a car.  We went to the Prom first, danced till 11:30 or 12:00 then went out to eat.

Describe your military experience or that of someone in your family.
Not enough room for my experience.  I had 6 uncles in World War II.  They didn’t talk much.

Share a memory involving a war during your childhood or youth.
Early in the War, Freshman year, the whole school had an air raid drill.  Now we were 5000 miles away from the war in Europe and 5000 miles from Pearl Harbor, but we had an air raid drill.  For an hour, all students went and sat in the first floor hallway and sang silly songs like “When der Furer Says.”

Share another memory involving a war during childhood or youth.
Of my six uncles in the military the oldest was sent to the Philippines.  We heard months later that he was taken prisoner on Battan.  A couple of years later, the Red Cross informed us he was a prisoner of the Japs.  We sent packages and letters but no response.  He did survive and came home. 

If you have another photograph of your childhood to share, place it here.

Tell about your graduation exercises or traditions.
Very ordinary, It didn’t mean much to me except now I could join the Marines.  I graduated about June 13th and joined the Corp on the 23rd.

What year did you graduate from high school?
1947

How many students were in your high school? In your graduating class?
About 360

Tell of someone you envied and why.
None, I can think of.

Did you have homework?
Yes.

Describe a very proud moment in your childhood.
Being in a local theater play.

Tell about Memorial Day traditions during your youth.
Lots of flags, marching bands, Veterans of WWI going downtown to watch.

Share a special memory of Memorial Day.

Did you play a musical instrument?
No

Tell of the closest friend you had during your childhood.
Steve Sheppard

Is there anything you have now that you have kept from your childhood?
Memories

Do you have any good bath-time stories?
Sharing the washing of our little children, Terry had two in the tub, one soaking and one being washed.  She would say “Daddy, I got a wet one.” I would pick up that one wrap him/her in a big towel, lay on a bed, dry off, powder, dipper, put in p.j.s, and go after the next one.

 Tell about a strange person that lived in your town.
I don’t know about the whole town, but in our section of town, we didn’t have any.  We did have an interesting person though.  His father managed the park zoo.  He drew crazy animals and wrote funny books.  He used the name Dr. Seuss.

What was the funniest name or nickname in your town or State.
When asked to spell “Massachusetts” we would spell it “Massatwoshits.”

Did you ever sleep under the stars?
Yes

Tell about hot dog or marshmallow roasting.
See book Grandpa. . . “ A hole 3ft x 3ft x 3ft.”

Did you ever go on a camp out? Tell about it.
In the scouts many times, not enough room. For some samples refer to before mentioned book.

Did you ever go on a snipe hunt?
Yes. See June 5.

What food did you learn to cook or prepare first as a youth?
Early ages: Corm Flakes, Peanut butter sandwiches, and hotdogs. Scouts: pork chops/fried potatoes (pass the test) make soup and desserts. Parent years, full meals, most anything but don’t always get them done together. 

Share a horse-riding story.
Riding with Jim Bickman, north of Scottsdale, alongside the fairway of an exclusive course (tourists only), we heard the brake squeal of golf carts and oriental type golfers taking pictures of us, saying to each other “Real Cowboys.”

What was your first job?
Soda Jerk

How much did you get paid?
$5.00 a week plus some tips for a 52 hour week.

Tell about any other paying jobs you held as a youth.
Carried newspapers, paid better and Christmas time tips, plus shorter hours.  Then summer of 1944, worked in New York, uptown, near Time Square, $20.00 per week minus deductions.

Where you ever chased by some animal?
No!

If you were ever in a parade, tell about it.
In the Service, but in civilian life, Whittier Christmas Parade, I was the spearhead of a Knight’s of Columbus entry.  We used a pony instead of a donkey, dressed a young teen aged girl as Mary, her boyfriend as Joseph and lead this with a big banner “Keep Christ in Christmas.  The paper had a front page picture.

Tell another memory about a parade.
Isn’t June 13th enough for one guy?

Share a childhood memory about a death that affected you.
Not childhood, but adult, my closest cousin (see Jan. 21) died in his 40s (cancer) in New York.  That was a shock.  I was an usher at his and Virginia’s wedding.

Relate your happiest memory as a youth.
The day school got out for the summer.

How did you learn to swim?
By trying to catch up to a fish, Call my brother Les.

Where did you go swimming?
Mass: Park Pools, Lakes, Ponds. 
NY: Pools, the Ocean. 
USMC: Pass tests-swim 2 lengths of the pool with clothes on and keeping your rifle dry.

Tell a favorite memory of your father.
Going to the park and watching local teams play.  He gave me the basics of the game- - - in time.  Some of the finer points of the game.  I even reached the level of arguing base ball with him as we picked different teams.  Then Mass. and NY had 5 teams.

Tell about some good advice your father gave you.
So you don’t hit your thumb with a hammer, hold the hammer with both hands.  To a pre-teen that didn’t sound funny, then.

Did your father ever make a special gift for you.
Yes, when he died, he left me a good honorable name, and a lot of wonderful memories

Did you have a special nature place where you went to explore?
Yes, Forrest Park in Springfield.  It would take a book of at least half this size to tell about that park and what I did there.

Did you ever go skinny-dipping?
Yes

Did you ever make mud pies?
Yes, but I didn’t sell any.

Did you go barefoot in the summer? If so, relate an experience about stepping on something
Pride during the depression made a hard and fast rule, keep shoes on.  We were not that poor.  We may have had cardboard inside the soles but we did have shoes to wear.

Describe a few of the favorite hair styles of your youth.
What styles? Once a month a traveling barber came by on a bicycle with his tools in a small case, his fee 10 cents a head., because we had three boys mom talked him into 25 cents for three of us. He had one style for boys our age, butch.

Tell about a bike you had.
Refer to Grandpa. . .

Tell about your first very own car.
1936 Olds Touring with side mounts, straight 8.  Under the hood it was uncluttered.  A man could be inside and stand between the block and the fender well.  The seats were long and narrow.  It wasn’t the fastest thing on the road but it was steady up and down hills.  The only reason I sold it, my kids kept growing in number.

Did you ever have or make a swing?
Yes

Tell about seeing something you thought was very beautiful.
First date with a young girl, April 21, 1950.  She is still beautiful.

Describe an outside game you made up.
Catching little grandkids outside bare foot and chasing them all over the yard so that I can step on their bare feet.

Describe an inside gave you made up.
When Josh (our second grandchild) was very young and living with us at the time, at bedtime he would come running into our bedroom saying “grandpa hide me.” I would find some place and then say “Mary, come find Josh.”  One time I pulled the pillows and bedspread down, laid Josh against the head board and covered him with the bedspread and pillow.  Mary never found him and Josh fell asleep there.

What kind of fireworks did people have when you were a youth?
Every kind from sparklers, caps for our toy (metal) cap guns, to three inch fire crackers and roman rockets. A pack of 3 inch firecrackers, called zebras, contained 24 and cost a quarter.  But it took cutting and raking someone’s yard or shoveling someone’s walks to earn 25 cents.

Tell about Independence Day traditions of your childhood.
FIREWORKS! FIREWORKS! FIRESWORKS! Plus cannon wars, refer to Grandpa book.

Do you have a special July 4th that you remember most?
They have all blended into one.  However, as an adult, 1976 July 4 was the Nations bi-Centenial.  Most cities had big evening shows in their parks,  Because a friend, who was a fireman, and had a team who worked these shows I got the chance to be in on the ground

Did you ever go to carnivals or amusement parks? Where?
Springfield: Eastern State Exposition- sort of a combined State Fair of New England States.  New York, 1942-44: Coney Island and Palisaid Park in New Jersey. Whittier 1957 Disneyland,  1964 New York World’s Fair, and St Bruno’s Carnival in Whittier.

What kinds of rides and games were there? How much did they cost?
All kinds and about 1/10 of today’s prices

Tell about any State Fair or County Fair experiences.
Eastern States Exposition the first Monday of the fair was kid’s day.  All schools were closed.  Naturally, we saved/begged all the money we could.  To have a dollar was great and that was gone very quick but we watched any and everything from Blacksmithing to car stunts.

Tell about going to a circus or chautaugua.
I don’t remember going to either place until I was grown.

Tell any favorite summertime memory.
Going to upstate New York for a week vacation with my cousin Dick.

Did you go fishing in your childhood?
No

Tell about your biggest or best catch.
It was only a 2 incher, between the eyes.

Do you remember having a favorite candy?  How much did it cost?
A Box of Cracker Jacks cost only 5 cents and you got a prize.

Do you remember having a favorite snack that you made at home?
No

Share a memory about going on a picnic.
Too many.

What kinds of party game or party activities were popular?
Pin the tail on the donkey for indoors play and tag outdoors.

Share a memory involving a heat wave or drought.
Trying to sleep on a sheet on the living room floor with the door open (screen closed) and windows open in the back of the house, hoping for a breeze.

What did you do to stay cool?
Laid still.

What was your favorite holiday of the year? Why?
Christmas

Share a birthday party memory.
June 24, 1942, my 14th birthday, no party but we moved to New York City the next day.

Tell about the neatest shoes you ever owned as a youth.
Nothing neat, just practical, we got two pairs a year, Easter and the first day of school.

Share a memory about a power outage.
September 1938 a hurricane came through the Conn. River Valley.  Nobody had power.  For some it was days before they had lights.

Relate a memory involving a flood or cloudburst.
1936 flood – Dad took the family for a ride that Sunday.  It was a round-about ride to the top of a hill across the street from his work. The flood covered the street and one and a half floors of his office.  Windows were removed on the second floor, and from the spot where we stood workers rode canoes through the open window into the inside and to the stairs going up to the third and forth floor were the offices were.

Relate a memory of a tornado, hurricane, or destructive wind.
See June 22, we didn’t have school for a couple of days too.

What memories do you have of lightning or thunder during your childhood?
They were too many to be note worthy.

Share a special memory about riding in a boat.
See book “Grandpa. . .”

Tell about a family vacation trip.
Many, to visit my dad’s family, it is about 150 miles between Springfield and Burlington.  No freeways or turnpikes , so with small towns, stoplights, etc. we would go about half way and meet for an afternoon of talk, play and eating.  That half way (75 miles) was about 3 hours so we didn’t do it every week.  It was a real treat.

Share the best vacation experience you can recall.
First time camping with the Millers, 1974, camping up to Seattle in 1975 with the kids, Mom and my first trip to Europe, 1981 and again with the Straziuso’s to Switzerland in 1985, Enough?

Share the most unpleasant vacation experience you can recall.
Can’t think of any.

Do you have any other memories about a river, lake, or beach to share?
Lake Winnepsackie, NH., 1946, learning to fly a plane (sea plane) off the lake and landing it.

Tell a memory about riding on a ferry, bus, train, or plane.
1942, New York, riding the ferry from the foot of Manhattan to Staten Island and seeing the Statue of Liberty up close, the trip then was 5 cents each way.

If you were to return to your youth, what would you do differently?
Daydream less, play more ball, now I say study harder.

Describe your childhood home & neighborhood.
The houses were smaller with one car garages.  Only about half of the families had one car and no one had more than that. Nobody had more than one bath. Lots of trees, space for kids to play, (communicate) with.  Everybody walked to school.  There were few radios, no T.V. or computers, so we were out side more.  There were no back yard fences.

August 3rd - Tell about going to a summer camp.
Between my Sophmore and Junior year I had a job for a summer camp.  This was on an island in a big lake.  It was a small camp by today’s standards, about 50-60 kids, boys and girls age 3-14.  Most campers were there for the whole summer (8 weeks) at a cost of $200.00 per summer.  There was swimming, canoeing, rowboats, archery, crafts, hikes, overnight hiking in the local mountains. The camp was owned by a boarding school to provide a place for the students to be babysat when school was out.

August 4th – Tell of an experience climbing a mountain or big hill.
1963, climbing Mt. Humphrey the tallest peak in Arizona,  Jack Yockey, Bill Eldon and I did it to the top 13,000ft. above sea level from the base of about 9,000 ft. The air was so thin and low oxygen, our heads throbbed, hearts pounded, but we made it.  We could look north to the North Rim of the Grand Canyon and south to Mingus Mt. about 115 miles. 

August 5th - Tell a memory about having company at your house, or of a family party.
We had moved from a very small 2 bedroom house to a moderate sized 3 bedroom house (4 kids then)  This was done in one day as I remember, so all of us were worn out early in the evening.  When the door bell rang, my dad’s mother and younger brother showed up.  Uncle Roland’s first words, “I finally caught Lou with his pants down.”

August 6th - Tell about board games and card games you played as a youth.
The one that stands out the most, Monopoly, for details refer to “Grandpa. . . .

Did your mom or dad have a favorite remedy for what ailed you?
Cod Liver Oil/ Hot Mustard Plaster on our chest.

Share an experience about poison ivy or poison weed.
Many/ Too Many to list.

What was your best talent?
I have never had any outstanding talent, (maybe mediocre, but not outstanding)

Tell about a time when you got lost.
I wasn’t really lost, I know I was in downtown Boston, one dark March evening Looking around for a familiar street, and surrounded by drivers rushing home.  The only other person in the car, my Dad, was not talking. Finally, I saw a familiar street, turned right and drove home.  My dad broke his silence, and said, “okay, now you my get your license”.

Did you ever play in the sprinkler or hose?
Yes.

Tell about being stung by a bee or wasp.
Was walking in some woods and saw an old rotted log with a lot of bee’s buzzing around it.  I kicked the log, turned it over, then realized my mistake.  I Ran.  The bee’s flew.  Flying is faster than running.  I got to a brook, and put mud on them stingers.  It was too early to go home.

Did you have any favorite family songs that you sang together?
I was never much of a singer.

Tell about your bedroom.
It had a bed, closet (small by today’s standards) two windows. Almost always had a linoleum floor.  In my teen years, had a pin up or two.  I don’t ever remember having a bed of my own, let alone a bedroom of my own.

Share a memory of staying overnight with a friend.
One of the scouts in our patrols’ parents’, owned a summer cottage on the lake in Connecticut, the next state on the south side of Mass.  He invited 3 of us for a weekend. The shore sloped down a length of about 20 feet to the edge of the lake and we four boys slept on the porch.  Perhaps one of us woke up the rest by being restless near too o’clock in the morning.  We decided to go swimming, so we did.  It’s a good thing it was dark.  We left our bathing suits on the clothesline.

If you ever ran away from home, tell about it.
Why run away? Life was good.

Do you remember being really curious about something?
Not Really.

Share your childhood experiences with roller skates.
Take one roller skate, not shoe skates, but the kind with leather straps and clamps to fasten on a dress shoe.  Take apart (front & rear), nail the two ends on the opposite ends of a two by four.  Find an apple or orange crate (they were wood in those days), nail it on the front end of the 2x4.  Nail a stick or narrow board across the top of the crate and you had your own scooter. We would take two tuna fish cans or condensed mild cans and nail them to the sides of the crate for head light and other such stuff. 

Did you ever experience home sickness?
No, between over nighters in the scouts, summer camp in high school years, by the time I joined the Marines, I was ready to break the apron strings.

Did you ever make a purchase that you later regretted?
Yes, candy.  Money was slow to accumulate, and candy went too fast.

Share an early experience with shaving
Tell about a favorite doll, teddy bear, or other stuffed toy.
Tell about another favorite toy.
Did you have to abide by a curfew as a youth?
If you ever had a hero, tell who. Tell why?
Describe how you use the phone to call a friend
Did you ever have a fire in your home or accidentally catch something on fire?
Tell about going to box socials or pot lucks.
Tell about an incident when you were very angry with your mom or dad.
Tell about an incident when your mom or dad was very angry with you.
Share a memory involving an outhouse.
Do you remember any Labor Day traditions of your youth?
Do you have a memory involving V.J. Day?
What do you remember about your first day of school?
Tell about your school year calendar.
Tell about a school bully.
What do you remember doing at recess?
Tell about the playground equipment at your grade school.
Did your parents ever make you stupid to school?
Tell about who you thought was the smartest kid in school and why.
Tell about who you thought was the dumbest kid in school and why.
Tell about the naughtiest kid in school.
Tell about a teacher’s pet.
Name the schools that you went to.
What was your most embarrassing school moment?
What teacher did you dislike the most? Why?
Did you ever have a crush on a teacher?
Who was the best teacher you ever had? Why?
Describe your typical school day outfit.
If you were ever in a fight, tell about it.
Tell about your worst report card.
What is the worst trick that you remember a student playing on a teacher?
What is the worst thing that you remember a teacher doing to a student?
How did you get to and from school?
Do you remember a special school custodian?
What were your school colors?
What was your school mascot?
Tell about a memorable birthday cake.
Did you ever have a “good friend” who did something mean to you?
How did your school observe Homecoming?
Do you have any special Homecoming experiences to relate?
Did your High School have cheerleaders? What did they wear?
Can you recite any of your school cheers?
Tell about any other extra-curricular activities.
Do you have a good piece of advice for me?
Do you have any special memories about raking and burning leaves, or mowing the lawn?
If you ever played in the leaves, tell about it.
What allowance did you get?
Did you have to earn it?
What was your most prized possession as a child?
What is the strangest thing you ever saw in the sky?
Relate a story about a mouse in the house.
Share a memory about a bat in the house.
Did you ever have any other strange animal in the house?
Do you remember the first movie you ever saw?  Who starred in it?
Do you have a good school pants-wetting story?
Tell about pulling or losing a baby tooth.
Did you ever lose something really important to you?
Did you ever lose or break something that belonged to someone else?
Was an injustice ever done to you?
Share a favorite all memory.
Do you have a story about standing up against odds for something you really believed in?
What is the farthest you ever ran or walked.
Did you ever pick apples?
If you had a watch, tell about it.
What hobbies or collections did you have as a youth?
Share a memory about being very scared.
Tell a story about a time when you dressed up in a costume.
Did you ever tell ghost stories?
Do you have a good ghost or haunted house story to relate?
What did people do at Halloween?
Do you have a special Halloween memory?
Tell about how you first knew my mother.
Tell about your first date with her.
What qualities first attracted you to her?
Tell about how you proposed marriage to my mom.
If you have a picture taken during your courtship to share, place it here.
When and where were you married?
What did you wear?
Who performed the ceremony? Who stood up with you?
Tell about any other circumstances of your wedding day.
Did you go on a honeymoon?
Do you have an Armistice Day memory?
Tell about where you lived when first married.
What was you job at the time?
What qualities in my mom did you try unsuccessfully to change?
Tell about the most serious problem or challenge you faced during your early years of marriage.
Tell the full names, birthdays, and birthplaces of all of your children.
Tell about the day I was born.
Dow did you choose my name?
What other names did you consider for me?
Who was the President when I was born?
If you have a baby picture of me to share, place it here.
What were you doing when John F. Kennedy was assassinated?
What was the address of my first childhood home?
What do you remember most about my first month of life?
What were my other childhood addresses?
Share your favorite funny story of me as a child.
Share a favorite Thanksgiving memory.
Tell about the Thanksgiving traditions of your youth.  What foods were on your Thanksgiving table?
Tell your all-time favorites.  Food.  Book,  Movie.
More favorites.  TV Show. Song.  Color.
More favorites  Bible Verse. Pastime.
As a youth, who was your favorite movie star?  Why?
Do you have another good piece of advice for me?
Where you ever in a life-threatening situation?
Did you ever have a bad esperience with a haircut or a permanent?
Do you have any knowledge of how your first name was chosen?
Do you have a Pearl Harbor Day memory?
Tell about your favorite store to browse in as a child.
What did you like to look at there?
Tell about something you built, designed, or made as a youth.
Were you ever in a church or school Christmas or Holiday pageant?
When did you put up your Christmas tree?  Where did you get them?
How did you decorate your trees?
Did you hang a Christmas stocking?
Did your Grandpa or Grandma ever make gifts for your?  What?
Tell about the neatest present you remember giving to your Mom.
Tell about the neatest present you remember giving to your Dad.
Tell about the best Christmas present you ever received, as a child.
Tell about the worst Christmas present you ever received, as a child.
Tell about your experiences with Santa Claus.
Do you remember a “best Christmas of childhood?
Tell about Holiday celebrations at a relative’s house during your childhood.
Did your family go to a special church service at Christmas?  Tell about it.
Tell about the most memorable gifts you have given me.
Tell about the most memorable gifts I have given you.
Share any other Christmas memory.
Do you remember celebrating any special wedding anniversaries of your parents or grandparents?
Is there anything else you would like me to know about your childhood?
Is there anything else that you would like me to know about my childhood?
Did you ever make New Year’s resolutions?
What special memories do you have of New Year’s Eve or New Year’s Day?  
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