
CHEWING GUM  
 

Long before Thomas Adams invented flavored chewing gum in 1871 (it was licorice 

flavored Black Jack), people were finding substances to chew; chicle, pine resin, road tar, 

and mastica (a Greek favorite). 

 

ñI asked my mom for a nickel, to buy a pickle; 

Instead I bought some chewinô gum, yum, yum chewinô gum.ò 

 

That little ditty was one of the first songs I remember my Mom singing to me as a 

toddler, and it must have had a lasting effect on me because as a child, chewing gum 

became very important to me. Everyone in my family chewed gum, perhaps because it 

was a relatively inexpensive pleasure or perhaps to cut down on cigarettes. Only my 

Uncle Jim didnôt chewéit stuck to his dentures. 

 

There was a wide choice of types and brands to choose from in the thirties and forties, 

although not as many as there are today. We had stick gum, five sticks to the pack, made 

by Wrigley (Spearmint and Double mint, and Juicy Fruit), Adams (Blackjack, Beeman 

Pepsin, and Clove), and Clark (Teaberry). Then there were the small white squares of 

candy coated gum made by Beechnut (Beechies) and Chiclets.  My dad preferred the 

stick variety because he could break a stick in half and make the stick last longer; I 

preferred Chicklets because I liked to suck off the candy coating before starting serious 

chewing. 

 
Do you remember these? 

 

A pack of gum cost a nickel, five sticks to the pack, or ten candy-coated Chiclets to a 

box. And if I was careful and not too willing to share, that amount could last a week. Of 

course, if I only had a penny, I could run over to the railroad station and get a small 



packet of two Chiclets from the gum machine. I donôt remember a gum ball machine in 

Chappaqua. 

 

I think it was at the start of World War II that I first remember bubble gum. There were 

two major producers of this typeéFleers Double Bubble which came wrapped in a wax 

paper called Fleers Funnies that featured a kid called Pud, and Topps Bazooka gum with 

the slogan, òDonôt talk, chum, chew Topps gum.ò That was a reminder not to talk about 

military information that could help the enemy.  In my mind it was more important to 

help the war effort than to read about Pud and his dumb friends, not that I had military 

secrets to keep, but, hey, you never knew who was listening to kids talk.  

 

Chewing gum was the bane of teachers; it was strictly outlawed in school. Get caught 

chewing and your gum either ended in the waste basket or on the end of your nose as an 

embarrassing punishment. But we devised ruses to fool the teacher like letting the gum 

rest under your tongue when she was around or saying it was Aspirgum for a headache. 

But that seldom workedéthe odor was wrong. And if you chewed Dentine, you might try 

to convince the teacher that your dentist wanted you to chew it to keep your teeth clean. 

That never worked. We could play a trick on a bully with chewing gum. Weôd replace 

some Chiclets with Feenamint, the chewing gum laxative, and offer to share; nasty trick, 

but with interesting results. 

 

 

I tended to stick with the simpler flavors; I guess Spearmint was my favorite. Remember 

the old camp song that went aroundé 

 

ñDoes Spearmint lose its flavor on the bedpost overnight? 

You put it on the left side and find it on the right.ò 

 

But I also liked Black Jack because it looked cool chewing black gum and Clove because 

it had a bite to it. In my mid-teens when I experimented with smoking cigarettes, Clove 

was great to hide tobacco breath. Sensen was a dead giveaway; everybody used Sensen, 

but my parents knew I liked Clove gum and they didnôt get suspicious. 

 

I donôt chew much gum today. I hear itôs good for your digestion, and the sugar- free 

brands donôt cause cavities. But like my Uncle Jim, I find it sticks to my crowns. Oh 

well, another curse of growing older. 

 
 

WHEELS 
 

 

When people realize Iôve lived in Chappaqua for 70+ years, their first comment is often, ñYou 

must have seen a lot of changes.ò  Of course there are many, but one of the most noticeable is the 

number of cars on the streets. I know there are many more families now and that means more 

cars, but there are so many more cars per family. I noticed a new house on King Street with a four 

car garage.  

 



Many houses built in the twenties and thirties had no garages; people parked the family car on the 

street or in a driveway at the side of the house. And most families had only one car. If the 

husband commuted to New York, the wife drove him to the station and kept the car home. Kids 

walked to school or took the bus.  Many wives didnôt drive; instead they spent the day doing 

housewifery chores at home.  We werenôt as auto-dependent as we are now.  

 

Of course, wheels were very important in our lives from our birth. Mothers were wheeled on 

gurneys into the delivery room, and baby was placed in a wheeled bassinette to be displayed in 

the nursery. Our cribs had wheels so they could be wheeled behind screens to give our parents 

procreative privacy. Wheels on the baby carriage made it possible for Mom to take us on walks 

for fresh air.  
 

 
Al Hutin  

 

As we grew older, much of our play depended on wheels: first a kiddy car, then a tricycle, a 

scooter, and perhaps a Radio Flyer red wagon.  Although there were few sidewalks in Chappaqua, 

some of us braved skinned knees from roller skating on the roads. We got plenty of exercise. And 

finally we reached the age when we were ready for a two-wheeler bike. I received my first 

bicycle at the age of nineéa red Sears, Roebuck bike that cost my aunt $32.00 in 1940. It wasnôt 

one of those sissy, skinny- tired English bikes with gears, but a 28 inch balloon tired American 

bike with dual headlights. 

 

I was free; now I could go off my street, explore the town, ride it to school in good weather, and 

take bike hikes with my friends. Several times my friends and I biked to the Audubon sanctuary 

in Greenwich on a Saturday. That bike satisfied my wheel lust until I was 16. 
 



 
Peggy Neubrand, Al Hutin and Charles Parry 

 

Sixteen was the age when we were able to get our learnerôs permit to drive, the most important 

document in our young lives. Of course, I had ñpracticedò driving for years, sitting in Dadôs car 

making the sound of the engine as I shifted the gears. I knew exactly when to go from first to 

second to third by the pitch of the engine. And Iôd read the driverôs manual over and over even 

before I applied for the permit. 

 

When the permit arrived, I told Dad I could drive up and down Highland Avenue until I had the 

feel of the car so he dutifully sat in the passenger seat and let me practice. I think we were both 

surprised that I could actually do it. After the required practice on the local roadséWhippoorwill 

Road was good to learn steering, and Rt. 172 between Mt. Kisco and Armonk was great to learn 

to control speedéI was ready for my road test in White Plains. I donôt remember the test, but I 

passed on the first try and received my junior license a few days later. There were still plenty of 

restrictions, but I could drive alone. I was free! I was a young adult!! I had wheels!!! 

 

 

MY DATES WITH NAN  
 

I used to date my grandmother. Now, before you think this as a riddle, let me explain. 

Nan loved to go to the movies at the Rome Theater in Pleasantville on the weekdays 

when they had matinees. She hated to go alone, but Mom was working, and her friends 

werenôt inclined to go with her. So she chose me to be her escort.  

 

Nanôs taste in movies were romances, preferably musicals, which didnôt particularly 

appeal to my youthful taste for adventure, but any chance to go to the movies was better 

than staying home. Weôd walk down Crest Road to the bus stop on King Street and board 

the bus for Pleasantville.  

 



Her favorite movies featured Nelson Eddy and Janette McDonald: Rose-Marie, Naughty 

Marietta, Maytime. I remember thinking Nelson didnôt look like my idea of a Mountie, 

singing Indian Love Call when he should have been chasing bad men through the 

Canadian wilderness the way Sergeant Preston did. Iôve since heard that he had vision 

problems which probably accounted for his rather glazed expression when he gazed into 

Janetteôs eyes.  I thought it was pretty corny stuff, but Nan would always end up wiping 

her tears away and sighing. Thanks to Turner Classic Movies I have had a chance to view 

some of these pictures again; my opinion hasnôt changed much.  

 

Nan also liked comedies, especially those with Cary Grant. Bringing Up Baby, in which 

he starred with Katherine Hepburn, was a favorite, as was The Philadelphia Story. We 

also saw most of the Fred Astaire-Ginger Rogers musicals. I guess I must have liked 

them, and I still do. 

 

After the movie weôd take a short walk around the corner to Cadmanôs Pharmacy for a 

dish of ice creaméI always had sprinkles on mine. Yes. There was a Cadmanôs 

Pharmacy in Pleasantville, too. And then on to the bus stop for the ride back to 

Chappaqua. Nan may have been my grandmotherébut at that young age I couldnôt have 

had a better ñdate.ò  Nowéten years lateré. 

 

 

ELECTIONS  
 

Elections were a lot more fun when I was a kid. We werenôt very attuned to the 

importance of the election, but there was a certain excitement built into the very fact that 

there was a contest going on.  The first election  and we could be a part of it. Several 

factors helped to make it more fun. 

 

The conventions were usually in the late spring. I remember listening to the radio late at 

night and hearing the state delegations being polledéòThe great state of Kansas casts 35 

electoral votes for the next president of the United Statesé.ò And with multiple ballots, 

we wouldnôt know until the next dayéor several days lateréwho the nominee was. Then 

things quieted downéno television, rememberéuntil about the time we were to go back 

to school. 

 

Now you have to remember that New Castle was a Republican town; I donôt remember 

any of my familyôs friends who were Democrats. My grandfather, Sam Thompson, was 

an elected Republican Town Justice of the Peace for over 20 years so all members of our 

family were staunch Republicans. Franklin D.Roosevelt was going to lead the country to 

socialism and to war so we supported any Republican, even though we were victims of 

the Depression he was trying to end. 

 

The first election I remember was the election of 1936. I was only five so I didnôt 

understand much except my family didnôt want Franklin Roosevelt to be reelected. Alf 

Landon was their candidate, and they all wore campaign buttons supporting him. He was 



from Kansas, and his buttons, rather than being the usual red, white, and blue, were dirt 

brown with a big yellow sunflower on it and Landonôs name, of course. He lost. 

 

The next election I was nine. It was 1940, the world was going to war, and FDR was 

taking us there. Wendell Willkie was running on a pledge not to go to war. But the 

Republican battle cry was, ñNO THIRD TERM!ò which was easy to understand. In this 

election the Republicans had a campaign headquarters in downtown Chappaquaéa store 

front emblazoned with red, white, and blue bunting, pictures of Willkie and his running 

mate Charles McNary, bumper stickers, and lots of campaign pins which they gave out to 

anyone, even kids. Weôd go in every day after school and get a few buttons for our 

collection. I even made a hat out of one of Dadôs old fedoras. I cut off the brim with 

pinking shears, turned up the lower crown so I looked like Leo Gorcey or Jughead in the 

Archie comics, and covered it with Willkie buttons.  But my favorite button was one 

given to me by my auntéred, white, and blue, of course, with the letters WILL on the 

button and a little brass key hanging below. Never saw one like it. Willkie was my man. 

He lost. 

 

Four years later we were coming towards the end of World War Two. I was thirteen and 

like all my friends, I had followed the war with maps and radio reports and newsreels. To 

me, FDR was our leader, and I respected him. But the Republicans wanted to replace him 

with the ñé little man on the top of the wedding cakeòéNew Yorkôs district attorney 

Thomas E. Dewey. That seemed pretty silly to me, but I had to watch what I said around 

my house. The battle cry of the Democrats was, ñDonôt change horses in the middle of 

the stream!ò and that made sense to me. FDR looked pretty tiredéRepublicans said he 

was dying, and who the heck was this Harry S. Truman, the party hack from Kansas 

Cityéhis vice-presidential choice.  Well, I couldnôt vote, of course, and I had to wear the 

Dewey buttons I got from the Republican headquarters downtowné but secretly I 

favored FDR. And this time my candidate won! 
 

 

OUR TOWN  ̧1945 
 

The other day, I was flipping through a book that I received from my Uncle Jim Suydam 

years ago and out fell a small brochure published and distributed by the New Castle 

Republican Club in April 1945. 

 

President Roosevelt had died suddenly, and we had a new president whom few people 

knewéHarry Truman. Berlin was under siege; Americans forces were invading 

Okinawa; new words like kamikaze and Fuehrer bunker had entered our vocabulary. And 

the end of World War II was in sight.  

 

New Castle was sitting on the edge of a post-war boom, ready to expand with new 

housing developments. The population was 7,816 and the area was 22 ½ square miles. 

Today the size is roughly the same size, but the population exceeds 17,490.  

 



The local government consisted of Supervisor Bob Stewart and two councilmen- all 

Republicans- who held meetings at the Town Hall, located on the corner of King Street 

and North Greeley Avenue, on the first Saturday and third Thursday of each month. 

There were two Justices of the Peace ï also Republicans. You get the picture ï the 

Republicans ran New Castle. 

 

The New Castle police department was located on Allen Place and consisted of Chief 

Leslie Romaine, one sergeant, and eight patrolmen (but one was on leave serving with the 

armed forces). There were two radio patrol cars on patrol between 40 and 50 thousand 

miles a year and to investigate more than 800 calls. Today we have a Chief, three 

lieutenants, seven sergeants, three detectives, and 28 patrolmen. There are 19 patrol cars 

and over 10,600 calls to be investigated.  

 

The two fire departments of New Castle ï Chappaqua and Millwood ï were much as they 

are today. Each was administered by a Board of Fire Commissioners and totally 

volunteer. Each had two pieces of apparatus. Today Chappaqua has one tower ladder, 

four engines, three chief cars and one antique pumper; Millwood has one tower ladder, 

three engines, one tanker, a rescue truck, a mini-attack truck, two chief cars, and one 

antique engine.                        

                 . 

 

The Highway Department consisted of a superintendent and 12 employees who were 

responsible to maintain 27 miles of paved roads and 22 miles of dirt roads with two large 

trucks, one small truck, and a road grader (presumably for the dirt roads). It was located 

in a garage along with the Water Department behind the police station on Allen Place. 

Today our Highway Department is under the Superintendent of Public Works and 

consists of a foreman, his assistant and 13 workers with 47 vehicles. (Needless to say, 

they are not all used at once.) Their territory has 101 miles of paved roads, and the only 

public dirt road is part of Old Roaring Brook Road.  

 

The Water Department was a separate unit run by a superintendent and two assistants, 

responsible for two pumping stations, 460 fire hydrants, and 70 miles of water mains 

serving more than 1300 families. In 2008 we have a superintendent, an assistant super, 

two employees, 20 trucks, 1238 hydrants, and 120 miles of lines serving 5400 families. 

We also have the Millwood filtration plant. 

 

The assessed valuation of New Castle real estate in 1944 was $28,865,286, and the 

bonded indebtedness was $920,650. Today our assessed valuation is over 

$1,187,152,300, and the bonded indebtedness is $23,460,000. 

 

Oh, yeséand the Democrats are running New Castle.         

 

   

CHAPPAQUA CRIME WAVE  
 



The time was February 1952, the place the Chappaqua railroad station. The station agent, 

George Williams, had a newspaper stand where the morning papers were on sale on the 

honor system. His family needed the extra money to make ends meet. He noticed that he 

was losing a few dollars each day, and one week he made the discovery that he had lost 

$12 from the cash box. 

 

Mr. Williams figured that some commuters were not only taking their papers without 

paying but were also taking cash from the box. This had to end! He bored a hole in the 

ceiling over the newspaper stand and mounted a camera poking through the hole. He took 

movies of several people putting in small coins and taking out big ones ñin change.ò 

From the movies he determined that four men and one woman were the culprits. 

 

Once he had the film, Mr. Williams put up a blackboard in the lobby of the station with 

the news that he had ñacquired some silent partners among the commuters on the 7:43 

AM train.ò He went on to say that he had it all on film and ñéunless the pilferage 

stopped, maybe we should have an early showing some morning.ò  

 

It did stop, but soon the whole incident was reported under ñManners and Moralsò in 

Time Magazine. Soon after that, Mr. Williams was a contestant on a New York TV 

station panel show, ñItôs News to Meò that featured celebrities trying to identify a news 

story from some hints. In this case the hint was the blackboard with only part of the 

message showing. The panel guessed it immediately. 

 

When Mr. Williamsôs son Dave was back in Chappaqua a few years ago, he was talking 

with the present station agent and told him about the incident and pointed out where the 

hole in ceiling had been. There was still a wooden plug over it.  

 

But as Mr. Williams summed it up for Time, ñAfter all, only five out of 700 (commuters) 

were thieves.ò He said he tossed the film in the furnace. But did he? Hmmmmm. 

 

(With thanks to Dave Williams HGHS ô60 and Time, Inc.) 

 

 

WHEELS 
 

When people realize Iôve lived in Chappaqua for 70+ years, their first comment is often, 

ñYou must have seen a lot of changes.ò  Of course there are many, but one of the most 

noticeable is the number of cars on the streets. I know there are many more families now 

and that means more cars, but there are so many more cars per family. I noticed a new 

house on King Street with a four car garage.  

 

Many houses built in the twenties and thirties had no garages; people parked the family 

car on the street or in a driveway at the side of the house. And most families had only one 

car. If the husband commuted to New York, the wife drove him to the station and kept 

the car home. Kids walked to school or took the bus.  Many wives didnôt drive; instead 



they spent the day doing housewifery chores at home.  We werenôt as auto-dependent as 

we are now.  

 

Of course, wheels were very important in our lives from our birth. Mothers were wheeled 

on gurneys into the delivery room, and baby was placed in a wheeled bassinette to be 

displayed in the nursery. Our cribs had wheels so they could be wheeled behind screens 

to give our parents procreative privacy. Wheels on the baby carriage made it possible for 

Mom to take us on walks for fresh air.  

 

As we grew older, much of our play depended on wheels: first a kiddy car, then a 

tricycle, a scooter, and perhaps a Radio Flyer red wagon.  Although there were few 

sidewalks in Chappaqua, some of us braved skinned knees from roller skating on the 

roads. We got plenty of exercise. And finally we reached the age when we were ready for 

a two-wheeler bike. I received by first bicycle at the age of nineéa red Sears, Roebuck 

bike that cost my aunt $32.00 in 1940. It wasnôt one of those sissy, skinny- tired English 

bikes with gears, but a 28 inch balloon tired American bike with dual headlights. 

I was free; now I could go off my street, explore the town, ride it to school in good 

weather, and take bike hikes with my friends. Several times my friends and I biked to the 

Audubon sanctuary in Greenwich on a Saturday. That bike satisfied my wheel lust until I 

was 16. 

 

Sixteen was the age when we were able to get our learnerôs permit to drive, the most 

important document in our young lives. Of course, I had ñpracticedò driving for years, 

sitting in Dadôs car making the sound of the engine as I shifted the gears. I knew exactly 

when to go from first to second to third by the pitch of the engine. And Iôd read the 

driverôs manual over and over even before I applied for the permit. 

 

When the permit arrived, I told Dad I could drive up and down Highland Avenue until I 

had the feel of the car so he dutifully sat in the passenger seat and let me practice. I think 

we were both surprised that I could actually do it. After the required practice on the local 

roadséWhippoorwill Road was good to learn steering and Rt. 127 between Mt. Kisco 

and Armonk was great to learn to control speedéI was ready for my road test in White 

Plains. I donôt remember the test, but I passed on the first try and received my junior 

license a few days later. There were still plenty of restrictions, but I could drive alone. I 

was free! I was a young adult!! I had wheels!!! 

 

 

GROCERY SHOPPING WITH NAN  
 

Iôve mentioned Nan before, but to remind you, she was my grandmotheréNan to me. 

Mom, Dad, my brother Chuck and I lived in her house on Crest Road through the 30s and 

early 40s. There was also my aunt and uncle and usually several boarders whose rent 

added to the Depression wages earned by Dad and my aunt and uncle.  

 



 
Al Hutin with his Nan. 

 

While the wage earners were working daily, Nan took care of me as well as the house, 

and she was my buddy. She had strict rules, but she was kind in their enforcement. We 

did a lot together:  we listened to the radio, we went to the movies, and she took me 

shopping with her. I especially liked going to the local grocery store in the village of 

Chappaqua. 

 

 
The Quality Market now Georgeôs Menôs Shop. 

 

The grocery was called the Quality Market and was located on the northeast corner of 

King Street and North Greeley Avenue in the old three-story wooden C.W. Page building 

where Georgeôs Menôs Shop is now. The counters ran along both sides of the store with 

canned and packaged food on the shelves behind them. No self-service in those days. The 

produce was displayed in baskets, barrels, and binsébaskets of fresh fruit and 

vegetables, barrels of apples and pickles, and bins of dried peas, beans, and bulk rice 

located at the ends of the counters.  

 

When you arrived, a clerk with a white apron waited on you and placed your order 

carefully in brown paper sacks or corrugated cartons, which they would carry to your car 

if you asked. Nan knew all their names, but I only knew Tommy and Pat, two Irishmen I 

was allowed to call by their first names as if they were friends. 



 

 
Early Chappaqua grocery store. 

 

The floors were wood, of course, as were the counters, and there was sawdust on the 

floor to aid in sweeping up dust. There were some glass cases behind in which were items 

that needed protection from flies and dustébaked goods, cheeses, and candy. The ceiling 

was pressed tin and from it hung lengths of string attached to large suspended balls. If 

your purchase needed to be wrapped, it was placed in brown paper and tied with a piece 

of this string. 

 

Along the back of the store was the meat department in front of the refrigerator room. 

The butcher worked at a large block of birch wood which was scrubbed down with salt 

every day to clean and sanitize it. Knives, saws, and cleavers hung on hooks along the 

sides. The butcher also wore a white but bloodied apron and a cap like golfers woreéit 

was cold in the refrigerator. If Nan wanted a steak or chops, out would come a huge piece 

of a carcass from which the desired cuts would be separated. Nan would look carefully 

when the meat was presented for her inspection to be sure it looked fresh, and she always 

insisted that most of the fat was trimmed before the meat was weighed. This was 

especially true if she wanted ground beef, which was ground to order from ñselectò cuts 

of chuck and pushed through the grinder with wooden pestles. Meat and fish were 

wrapped carefully in heavily waxed brown paper to keep the blood from soaking through. 

 

When the order was complete, Nan would sign the bill to be paid at the end of the month. 

And if we had walked down King Street rather than have Dad drive us, the order would 

be delivered free of charge. If we needed staples that didnôt have to be selected by feel or 

eye, as vegetables, fruit, or meat needed to be, Nan would call the order in by phone in 

the morning and have it delivered that afternoon. 

 

Another grocery store I loved to visit when Nan needed something she couldnôt get at the 

Quality Market was Kosterôs Market in Pleasantville. This was special to me because 

they had a unique system for paying by cash. The bill and the cash payment would be put 

in a tubular container and sent by pneumatic pressure to a cashierôs cage upstairs, and the 

change would be returned by the same method. That system fascinated me, and I would 

watch it until Nan dragged me out of the store. 

 



These  stores may not have had the variety of products we have today, and todayôs Board 

of Health would have had apoplexy, but the personal touch and the wonderful smells and 

sights made shopping an experience we donôt find today. And I donôt remember ever 

hearing of a product recall either. 

 

 

SWEET CORN  ̧SIXTY CENTS A 

DOZEN  
 

I was buying corn at a farm stand in Southampton the other day, and the sign said, ñLocal 

corn - 2 for $1.00.ò I thought that was a little high as last summer it was three for a 

dollaréup 17 cents an ear over last year. Doesnôt seem to bother anyone else, but I 

remember getting corn in the 1930s when the going price was 60 cents a dozenéand it 

was a bakerôs dozen at thaté13 ears. 

 

We had two sources for corn in ChappaquaéEriksonôs farm on upper King Street where 

the Morgan Legend Horse Farm iséor was recently, and Suttonôs farm on Whippoorwill 

Road. I must have been about four or five when we went to Eriksonôs farm, run by, I 

think, two brothers. I remember George better because he was the brother who used to let 

me pet the horses he used for plowing; probably the first horse I ever saw.  George was a 

member of J.I.D. Bristol Engine Company of the Chappaqua Fire Department, and I last 

saw him in the late 1970s. Weôd sit and talk about the farm, and he seemed pleased to 

think that I remembered buying corn there. 

 

But my better memories are of buying corn at Suttonôs farm. Sometime in late July or 

early August, the word would get around: ñSuttonôs corn is ready!ò Then almost every 

afternoon when Dad would get home from work, weôd drive out Whippoorwill Road to 

the farm, up the driveway (ñWatch out for the chickens, Dad!ò) and into the barnyard. 

The chicken coop was on the right in front of the pig pen, and the big red barns were dead 

ahead.  

 



 
The Suttons in 1979  

Ralph, 91, Miss Alice, 94 and Elwood, 80 

The Sutton family consisted of Miss Alice and her two brothers, Elwood and Ralph. The 

boys ran the farm, and Miss Alice ran the family. I never could keep the brothersô names 

straight éone was tall and the other short. We would arrive amid much barking of the 

farm dogs and squawking of the chickens, enough noise to alert the family that a 

customer had arrived. Either Ralph or Elwood would come out of the barn and take our 

order. (ñA dozen ears, please, Mr. Sutton.) Maybe thatôs why I never remembered their 

first namesé I never used them. And off heôd go into the cornfield to pick our corn. Talk 

about fresh! And it was always a bakerôs dozené13 ears. 

 

Now to clear up a point: I specified ñsweetò corn because most farmers also grew feed 

corn or ñcowò corn for the cows and horses. These ears were tough and rather tasteless. 

In these days of tractors, most farmers donôt grow cow corn. The Suttons grew Golden 

Bantam éthe best-tasting corn in those days. I remember that Golden Bantam had 13 

rows of kernels on each ear because my grandmother always counted to be sure we had 

the right kind. 

 

While Mr. Sutton was picking, I was free to wander the barnyardévisit the pigs, pet the 

dogs, scatter some grain for the chickens, and if the other brother was milking the cows, 

get a chance to watch and maybe get to taste the fresh, warm milk. I think I learned more 

about a farm in those few minutes than all the picture books could teach. And with an 

admonition not to spoil my supper, Miss Alice might give me a home-baked cookie. 



 
Sutton Farm on Whippoorwill Road   

The buildings are no longer standing 

 

Dad would give Mr. Sutton his sixty cents, and home weôd go for supper. Less than an 

hour from stalk to table. My grandmother always put a little milk and sugar in the boiling 

water, but I donôt think it was necessary. Then slathered with real butter and a little salt, 

that corn was the best Iôve ever tasted.  

 

You just donôt taste corn like that any more, not even at fifty cents an ear. 

 

 

SCHOOL DAYS  

HIGH SCHOOL -  AT LAST!  
 

Now I was released from the limbo of junior high and became one of the big boys. No 

more ñjuniorò activities; able to pick some elective subjects; given some real 

responsibility; varsity sports.  

 

Our class sizes were pretty small, averaging about 47 students per grade level in 1948. By 

the junior year, some students left Greeley to attend prep schools the better to gain 

admission to the college of their parentsô choice. 

 

Graduation required a minimum of 16 credits over the four years. Because most students 

aimed for a regents diploma for college entrance, they took four years of English, four 

years of social studies (history), four years of science, three or four years of mathematics, 

and two to four years of a foreign language (minimum of two years for credit). Boys 

aiming for engineering took mechanical drawing and shop, and some girls took home 

economics and art. 

 


