The 1921 letter was sent to Crawford Kilian, Mike Kilian's son. He was named Crawford after Will Crawford.

Behind the handwritten 1921 letter are notes (1992) by Laurel Hessing and reminisces by Richard Clay
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Heights, competed for the best show.
The  finale was the Italian and
American  flags descending on
parachutes. We never were able to
find them although we sure looked.
When it was over about 11 P.M. we
walked home to Free Acres.

The Clay family, my mother
and her five. children, used to board
the Lackawanna Railroad train in Brick
Church Station in East Orange on a
Friday afternoon and go to Summit
where Helen Hicks Horack would pick
us up after her work at Summit High
School as secretary and drive us to
Free Acres for the weekend in Spring
and Fall. It must have been a drudge
for my mother and sister but we all
enjoyed it over all.

As little children we looked
forward to the Saturday night dances
on the wooden platform. The lights
were candles in  Japanese paper
lanterns and the music was from a
wind-up Victrola. We would collect
the wax from the candles, stick the
used Victrola needles in the wax on the
benches surrounding the platform, and
wait for some one to sit on the needles.
I don't remember anyone being
seriously  hurt. Another playful
endeavor was to slip up and pull the
needle holder off the record in the
middle of the dances. We loved being
chased by Jo Tomasetti after doing
this.

We little kids would compete to
see who could stay the latest at the
dance. I won one Saturday night but
by the time I was ready to go home
there was no one going through the
little patch of woods between the
tennis court and Apple Tree Row. I

was afraid to go through alone in the
dark because I suspected that Lions
and Tigers were there waiting for me.
I sat in a dark corner of the platform
waiting for Anna Taller and her
boyfriend to go home so I could follow
near them. They finally did go home
and I got safely home I guess about 3
in the morning. Our parents did not
worry about us because they knew we
often slept at some other house
overnight.

I once spent the night at Doodle
Kilian's and watched with amazement
as he ate a whole box of puffed rice
and a quart of milk by himself for
breakfast.

As we grew older we played
mumbly-peg with a scout knife each
morning as we waited for the mail.
The loser had to pull the peg out of the
ground with his teeth only. Sometimes
it was driven so far into the ground
that the loser had to excavate the dirt
with his mouth just to be able to get a
grip on the peg to pull it with his teeth,
no hands.

In the 1920's we would walk to
Bonnie Burns to see the silent movies.
We were not charged for this show.
We sat on long, backless wooden
benches but we were seeing the
"movies".

Sometimes we would walk to
the Berkeley Heights station and take
the train to Summit to see the movies,
take the train back, and walk up to
Free Acres on the dirt and gravel
roads. Even Plainfield Avenue was
dirt then. When they first paved
Plainfield Avenue the tar was soft on a
hot day and coated our shoes. We
figured this would please our parents



because our shoes would last longer.
For years our house had tar spots on
the floor.

Mr, Zarnoff from Freedom Hill
was the local electrician before Grover
Freideman. He did not like to work in
the day time. He would arrive at 2
A.M. to work in a house when people
were trying to sleep.

Klinger was a dynamite user.
He removed the first base tree stump
on the ball field. When he was ready,
he lit the fuse and then blew his
whistle to supposedly warn people
away. The reverse was true. Many
people came running to see what it
was all about. It looked like little
pieces of gravel in the sky but when
they came down they were good sized
rocks. We watched from the platform.

Up to the age of 15 or so we ate
and slept pretty much wherever we
happened to be. We were welcome in
many houses and no questions asked.
Elsie Scheff used to have special
lunches for us kids. Maybe a dozen or
so. We ate her out of house and home
and she loved it. She originally had
her son Walter help with washing the
dishes. He got smart and dropped a
few glasses and plates and she no
longer let him help. I was then also
excluded from helping,

I spent many happy weekends
at the Scheffs in the off season. 1 also
had Walter come to my house in East
Orange.

There were a few summers
when the dogs of Free Acres chased
skunks at night. Free Acres would fill
up with skunk odor. One night Walter
and I were sleeping on his porch and

his dog "Corrall" jumped up on the
bed. She had been skunked and sure
smelled up that bed. We had to get
out.

Walter, Henry Blohm and the
Hicks Boys, Georgie and Billy, would
go trapping in the winter for skunks
and muskrat. They made a nice income
from it while they were in school. I
went with them once but I did not
relish getting up at 4 AM in the cold
dark to go out and get chilled to the
bone for a couple of animal skins.

When I was about six or seven
(the early 1920's) we sometimes woke
up in the morning to hear cow bells
nearby. Theis meant that Burgmiller's
cows had broken out of the pasture
and were wandering about Free Acres.
Some one would go down to tell the
Burgmillers and Alice would come up
with a switch and chase the cows
back.  Their horse, Dollie, would
usually be with the cows and Janey
Eberlein and my brother Johnny
would jump up and ride her bareback.

Dollie came to a sad end by
getting mired down in the swamp
surrounding the Burgmiller's pond
and had to be shot because they could
not get her out. Years later Donald
Russell and I found her skeleton. We
took the skull to Undena Eberlein and
she used it in Hamlet as Yorick's skull.
A little weird looking as a human
skull but it was better than none.

As kids we would go to
Tepper's store in Freedom Hill. There
was another store started later called
Matthews, [ believe. Matthews used to
run a rope across Emerson Lane to
keep the kids from going to Tepper's.
Instead of cutting the rope, as we



should have, we made a short cut path
alongside Emerson Lane to the south
and went to Tepper's anyway.

We would buy 1¢ Tootsie Rolls,
cut them in five pieces and sell them at
our "stand" on Emerson Lane where
the mail boxes used to be. [ remember
Mr. Armbruster faithfully buying our
Tootsie Roll pieces for 1¢ each. We
made 4¢ on a 1¢ Tootsie Roll if we
didn't eat the pieces first,

Speaking of William
Armbruster, he once said to Donald
Russell that he understood that Donald
had a '"Predilection for girls". We
didn't know what he meant. We found
a dictionary and discovered that he
was just saying that Donald liked girls.
He sure did like girls and Willie was
right.

Donald and I used to fish in
Burgmiller's pond, Liberty Corners
streams, Hacklebarney Pond, and the
swimming pool. We never caught
gold fish in the pool. We did catch
eels, catfish, sun fish and bass. I never
knew of any gold fish in the’ pool.
Donald's grandmother used to cook
the eels for us.

In the Spring when Billie
Burgmiller brought his horse and
scoop up to clean the pool bottom of
leaves and debris, he would naturally
stir up all the mud. There would be
about one foot of water in the pool.
The fish would come to the surface and
we would scoop them out. That is
when my brother Johnny caught a
good sized bass. Later Donald and I
and Mr. Reich would stay at the far
end of the pool and fish with poles

while people were swimming in the-

other end.

When I took my grandfather to
Yale for his 65th reunion, he was the
only class member left. There was an
exhibit of Charlie Lester's painting and
sketches in the main lobby of the
building we were in. Charlie was
considered an important alumnus of
Yale.

When I was very young, I
remember  going to  Edmund
Livingston Brown's early Free Acres
shack for Sunday dinner. We ate on
his "porch" and had raw sliced cabbage
and Mazola on shredded wheat. That
was the Sunday dinner.

One summer my brother
Johnny and Pauly Xiques raided
someone's duck farm and came home
with a brown duck which we named
Oscar. All summer long that duck
followed us kids all over Free Acres.

Pauly had a few tough
summers. Once he fell off the swing
and broke his leg. The next summer he
shot himself in the leg with a blank
gun.

The first delivery man I
remember in Free Acres was Leisha
who delivered vegetables for Barney
Kent in a horse and wagon. 1 would
meet him at the mail box. He would
lift me up into his wagon and take me
all around Free Acres with him. There
was a day old bread man with a big
van full of bread and other bakery
products. One day Gertrude Moore
asked him how much cup cakes were.
He replied, "5¢ each, 3 for 25¢" She
took 3 for 25¢. Big bargain! We never
let her forget that deal.

We also had an ice wagon. It
was great getting a piece of chipped ice
to suck on on a hot day.



For many years we got our
vegetables from Nick Campana. He
came every Friday night. We had a
charge account with him and he
supplied vegetables to us all month
and then mother paid him the last of
each month. Otherwise I guess we
would have starved.

Emerson Lane was just 2 ruts
with blue stone chips embedded in the
surface. . When the WPA rebuilt it,
many of the local men worked on it.
Brownie was one of them. He was so
glad to be working that he went at it
with his shovel. The other men did not
want it to end so they worked slowly.
They tried to slow Brownie down but
he wouldn't listen. Someone came up
with a solution. They would break
Brownie's shovel handle. He would
have to wait while it was fixed. It
usually took all day so Brownie was
effectively slowed down.

My mother and Dovey Lester
operated a tea room at one time at
Dovey's house. One day I was eating
there and the cole slaw tasted like
spearmint. I found a wad of chewing
gum in it. I complained to Dovey and
she said "Oh, there it is. I wondered
where it went". It didn't bother her at
all. She had found her gum.

I learned to ride a bicycle on
Alma's bike. My first ride I started at
the corner of Water Lane and the Back
Road. I rode up to the Common
around the mail box to Emerson Lane
and back to Water Lane and down the
short hill. Unfortunately, no one had
told me how to stop the bike. I went
into the woods, hit a tree or bushes
and came safely to a stop. Then they
explained about the brake.

Jimmy Cagney and his wife,
Billie, borrowed this same bike and my
brother John's Iver Johnson to go
riding together.

One day I took Edith Schulze to
Elizabeth to be her citizen sponsor to
become an American citizen. At my
age of about 21, it was a unique
experience for me as well as Edith who
had been a British subject. Her
husband, Max, was German.

Walter Wechsler (Welles) had
very kinky hair. One day about 6 or 8
of us noble youths picked handfuls of
burdock burrs (the marble sized round
seed pods with hooks that Velcro was
probably copied from). We chased
Walt all over the Common and
environs and finally cornered him on
Miss Godfrey's little stoop. He was
exhausted from the chase and we
rubbed all the burrs into his hair that it
would hold. He was like a cornered
fox when we caught him. His mother
had to cut his hair down to the roots to
get all the burrs out.

Walt led us on a righteous
campaign to restore the back road to
its intended usefulness. As fast as the
Association put up a stone wall in the
center of the road, we would tear it
down at night. It really never should
have been closed. It was the only
connecting road in FA and should not
have been eliminated to satisfy a
couple of leascholders who wanted
more privacy. The road belonged
there and still does.

When he was in high school
Walt's mother gave him $10.00 (which
was a lot of money then) to buy a pair
of shoes. Marion and I talked him into
buying a pair of white shoes for $2.00.



We squandered the rest of the money
on movies, food etc. That night Walt
wore the shoes to a dance and it
rained. The shoes got wet and the
soles separated from the tops. He
wound up barefoot but with the top of
the shoes flapping around his ankles.
It served him right for buying cheap
cardboard shoes.

When WWII broke out, Walt
planned to go to California. He saved
up a few dollars but Marion and I
talked him out of it and went to the
movies, the diner and other
amusements until the money was
gone. He finally left for California
with one nickel and hitched all the way
there. He worked on a chicken farm in
Petaluma and then got a job on a
freighter and went to Manila to escape
the war. He finally joined the
merchant Marines and served his

country crossing the Atlantic in
Convoys,
I don't remember meeting

Marion or Walt or any of my FA
friends. They have always just’been
there. Walter Scheff was an exception.
The first day I met him we had a fist
fight over the friendship of Henry
Blohm.

Royall Moore and I first met
when we were six year olds. My
mother sent me down to the Gate
House to invite Royall and his little
sister Eileen to my sixth birthday
party.

Royall is eight days older than I
and I never let him forget it. We spent
many summers building model planes
together. I could never match him in
the quality of my models but I
certainly enjoyed making them.

Royall had a large tent and I
would usually stay overnight with'
him. We had two cots to sleep on.
Sometimes | would walk home in the
dark. Royall would give me a few
wooden matches and I would walk up
Beechwood Lane to Emerson Lane,
down Water Lane to the Back Road
and on to Apple Tree Row. I always
ran out of matches and it was so dark
that sometimes | would not know
which side of the road 1 was on and
groped my way until I could find the
road again. At that time the roads
were all gravel and hard to walk on in
the daylight. Much worse in the dark.
Royall and I still celebrate our
birthdays together at my sister Kay's
house . It is also Kay's birthday time.

The most comfortable,
satisfying time that I can remember
was one cold day when I went to
Nellie Kissam's house. Georgie Sturgis
was living with her at the time as a
boarder. We all sat in her living room.
The sun was shining on me, the
kerosene stove was warming the
house, the conversation was good and
I was just plain warm, relaxed and
comfortable. It is one of my happiest
memories of Free Acres.

Since leaving Free Acres in 1950,
when | married, I have always known
it as my home. My love for Free Acres
will never change. My dearest friends
are from Free Acres. They have the
same roots as I. When [ die, I have
instructed that my ashes be strewn in
the little "jungle" between Apple Tree
Row and the tennis court where I
joined with the lions and tigers as a
child.



