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F rom the president:
The North Stamford Association Board of Directors has continued to represent you during 2o2o, a year that we 
will remember as  a life altering time. Since March, our involvement with the Stamford’s planning, environmental, 
zoning, and zoning appeals boards has been via ZOOM. With our commitment to follow our Mission Statement, 
we have worked to preserve North Stamford.
        Some old issues continue to confront us. The Lifetime Fitness matter that began in 2o18 evolves still. The 
Zoning Board had approved the proposal of George Comfort and Company to locate a Lifetime Fitness facility 
in High Ridge Office Park. The Board of Representatives overturned that decision. Comfort appealed to the 
superior court and in February, the judge ruled in Comfort’s favor. The case has moved to a higher court, 
brought by the Board of Representatives. We continue to monitor the old Long Ridge Swim and Tennis site. 
As we obtain new information it will be shared with our members. A sale is pending. The Baer tract changed 
hands and we are monitoring this as well.
        As many of you noticed, our Welcome to North Stamford sign at High Ridge Road near the Merritt 
Parkway was demolished a few months ago. The driver was arrested on a warrant for driving under the 
influence. His insurance carrier has agreed to pay the full replacement cost of the sign. As we reported to our 
membership, the State DOT has a project planned for the site and quite a few trees are slated for removal while 
they commence work on a new bridge on High Ridge Road. A new location for the sign will be selected.
        When the Association was alerted by a septic cleaning company that the WPCA was closing the facility for 
some time for enhancement/repairs and it was told it would have to drive to Bridgeport to dispose of sewage, 
we contacted the Executive Director of the WPCA, Bill Brink. He engaged in discussions with Greenwich and 
Norwalk to permit disposal in those municipalities for the duration of the work. Similar arrangements in the 
past had allowed those towns to use our facilities when they had repairs. This agreement avoided a large 
additional charge for our residential pump outs.
        Two zoning issues are on the horizon. Ownership of the service station at 1484 High Ridge Road changed 
hands. The previous owner shared that the new owner hopes to expand use to include additional pumps, a 
convenience store, a canopy, and expanded hours. We opposed these changes when sought by previous owners.
        The second issue concerns the old Saunders General Store on North Stamford Road. It operated from the 
188os until 1947. John Saunders then opened annually, made a sale, and sent along his sales tax to the State of 
Connecticut until 1962. His heirs did not continue this practice and the mercantile status ended in 1963. It is 
rumored that the new owner wishes to use the building for commercial purposes – an accounting office. The 
property is zoned residential one acre. Home office use is permitted, meaning the owner must live in the house 
in order to run an office, so we will continue to monitor the situation to make sure it is not used for a non-home 
office use.
        As one can imagine, a number of projects and applications slowed during 2o2o. One item opposed by 
neighbors on Hedgebrook was turned down 5-o.
        The Planning Board dealt with a few referrals from Zoning and ZBA. A garage was allowed on Fairway 
Drive nearer the property line than regulations permit. The exception was granted by a unanimous vote. There was 
no neighborhood opposition. A pool was permitted in a side yard on Haviland Road and a generator in a front 
yard on Riding Rock.
        The Zoning Board has been reviewing a proposal for 2oo Senior Citizen residences at 21o Long Ridge 
Road. While not in North Stamford, it does impact the corridor used by so many of our members. The Zoning 
Board also approved an application to relocate a 15o-year-old barn on Hickory Road that exceeds height 
provisions.
        The Zoning Board of Appeals had approved the referrals from the Planning Board on Fairway Drive, 
Haviland Road, and Rising Rock. An application on Webbs Hill Road was heard in September and 
rejected  5-o.
        We have continued to monitor the text changes in the Omnibus Zoning Regulations. As many of you 
recall, Land use Director Ralph Blessing had touched upon these regs when he and Attorney Michael Cacace 
(a North Stamford resident and long time NSA member) were our guests at a Forum in 2o19.
        I want to take this opportunity to thank you for the continued support that you have shown during the 
past year. Thanks to my colleagues on the Board of Directors as we continue to work to preserve our neighborhood 
of North Stamford. We look forward to being able to meet again in person at our forums and the business and 
social event at our annual meeting. ZOOM just does not have the same personal touch!
        Finally, we welcome four new Directors: John Hamlin, Hugh McGoran, David Murchie, and Alan Sacks. 
They replace Doug York, Stuart Downie, Melissa Chefec, and Pat Sasser. We thank all them for their service.

Tom Lombardo
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ot long ago, I purchased my interesting home 
at 128 North Stamford Road near beautiful 
Cascade Road. The house was built in 1775 by 
Thaddeus Husted, who had a long family 
lineage. The area in which the house sits was 
eventually developed into an area known as 
North Stamford Town Center. John Saunders 
bought the home around 1875.
        The North Stamford post office was built 
next door in about 183o. Then, about 19o2, 
the post office moved out and it became 
the well-known Saunders General Store. 
With a loading dock in the back for 
horse drawn carriages and a big barn 
now on an adjacent property, it was 
quite an active area.
        North Stamford Town Center was 
filled with a variety of establishments. 
Across the street from my home was a 
blacksmith and wheelwright shop where you 
could get horseshoes fitted and carriages fixed. 
There was a school, a tavern, and  the North 
Stamford Community Church.
        The current church meeting house was 
completed in 1874 and is still in use. It replaced 
the pre-Revolutionary meeting house which 
was destroyed by fire the previous year. Also on 
the site is the church community house, known 
as the Stone House. Built in 1925, it was 
financed by Henry Lockwood and when he 
passed on, by his son Judge Charles Davenport 
Lockwood of law firm Cummings & Lockwood 
fame. It replaced a one-room schoolhouse  on 

the site. The schoolhouse was incorporated into 
the building.
        North Stamford Town Center was also 
known for its many historical homes. The locals 
enjoyed coming by the general store which was 
heated with a big stove and known as a local 
spot to share the news of the day. As the age of 
mechanization arrived there was a gas pump on 
North Stamford Road until about 194o, when 
the station was moved to High Ridge Road. 

Other activities included Settler’s Day on 
which the neighborhood held a big event 

in the square near the church.
    The upstairs portion of the general 

store was known as a location for 
community activities and 

a dance hall. 
It was the scene of many community 

activities. After running the store for 7o years, 
Mr. Saunders retired in 1956. 
        In more recent years, the general store took 
on a new life as the scene of many well-known 
Maxwell House commercials featuring Margaret 
Hamilton, known as Cora, who also performed 
as the Wicked Witch of the West in “The Wizard 
of Oz.” The Maxwell House ads were also known 
as the “Good to the Last Drop” campaign.
        The property became somewhat dilapidated 
and has been undergoing long needed repairs 
while maintaining its historical aspects. Potential 
uses are being explored for its use as a community 
historical resource.
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My House
by David Devin
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by Marc Frons ©2o2o

The Drill

he boy argued that twelve was plenty old to 
use power tools, and he was bored just watching 
his father work and wanted to help. So his 
father said, OK, just be careful and don’t do 
anything stupid, since the father knew that was 
a distinct possibility with this kid in particular, 
but left him alone anyway in the garage with the 
electric drill and vague instructions about 
putting holes in the ceiling.
        The boy climbed the ladder and held the 
drill close to his head as he drilled the first hole 
and then the second, the drill bit easily piercing 
the brittle drywall. The boy had long, thick, 
curly hair (hair to spare, his friends teased him, 
who needs a pillow? Oh, he was getting tired of 
that.) And he had just watched a film about 
industrial accidents in woodshop (necktie, lathe) 
and knew he needed to be careful not to get his 
hair caught in the drill.
        But after the fifth hole, he began to wonder 

what it would feel like to get one’s hair caught 
in an electric drill, to have that sense of panic? 
As he looked up at the ceiling at the holes he 
had drilled – they were not in a straight line as 
his father had asked – he wound a lock of his 
hair around the drill bit as he held the tool 
parallel and slightly away from his head, and 
slowly pressed the trigger.
        The drill, an ancient Black & Decker, its 
shell the color of a battleship pockmarked with 
rust, did not have a variable speed motor – it 
just started slow. But now it jumped, and the 
drill bit was in his head, churning, the motor 
grinding as it tore at his hair and scalp, the 
sound like a truck engine moaning against his 
skull, a loud, low-pitched, rhythmic whirl, 
drawing closer and closer to his brain.
        The boy tried to press the off button, but 
the switch was jammed. His eyes darted to the 
stacks of his brother’s DC comics in the corner 
of the garage, which was why they were build-
ing the stupid shelves in the first place. Like 

Superman, he pulled the black 
power cord from the wall, and 

everything was quiet, the smell 
of ozone like an electrical fire 

hung in the air. What had he done to 
himself?
        Slowly, he tried to separate the drill from 
his scalp, but it was intertwined with his hair as 
though the machine was part of it. He carefully 
unwound the drill head, turning counterclockwise 
as the hair unspooled in thick braids covered 
with bits of flesh and blood, until finally it 
pulled free, a clump of hair and darker matter 
falling to the floor at the base of the ladder. He 
was careful  not to step on it on the way down.
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        The boy was not in pain but felt a dull 
ache and a lightness as he made his way to the 
downstairs bathroom to inspect the injury. But 
the door was locked. His older brother was in 
the bathroom, probably favoring himself to DC 
comics, he thought, where he sometimes stayed 
for hours, maybe days, on end, as though it 
wasn’t enough that his parents gave his brother 
the room in the basement, he needed to claim 
the bathroom too as his own.
        The boy needed to tell someone about 
what happened, so he walked into the den off 
the garage where his father was sitting at his 
desk, crumpling up past due notices and throw-
ing them in the wastebasket. The second notices 
were green, the third notices yellow, and the 
final bills a shade of pink closer to red. The 
papers in the basket were all red.
        His father used to have hair like him, but 
now he was bald, so the boy thought perhaps 
now we will look more alike. The boy didn’t 
want to alarm his father, so he said in his 

calmest voice, “Dad, I think I’ve damaged 
myself.”
          The father looked up, bemused at 
first until his large, kind, hazel eyes 
focused, and then the blood drained from 
his face, his pale complexion lighter still, 
as he dropped his magnifying glass and 
covered his mouth with his hand.
        “Oh, son,” he said.
        “Is it that bad,” the boy asked. 
Everyone would think he’d had a crazy 
haircut – the first 12-year-old with a 
comb-over. It couldn’t be that bad, he 
tried to convince himself as he got up 
the nerve to look in the mirror.
        It was that bad. And almost 
immediately, he told everyone who 
would listen it was an accident, though 
he was never sure if anyone believed him, 
even as he secretly prayed that this would 
be the stupidest thing he would ever do in 
his life, which of course it was not.
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Tip the Vipper
by Mark Diamond  ©2o2o

saw Lou Lerner the other day at the diner on Smith 
Street. Lou is 73 and still working as a producer in the 
City. Over black coffee and a stale bear claw he said 
something that flattened me. 
        Lou is forever trying to get me to switch parties. 
We were talking about social security. He was on a 
horse about taxes being so high because so many 
people collect social security even though they still 
work and have good incomes. He thinks that if you 
make enough money, you shouldn’t get social security 
at any age.
        “If you feel that way, why don’t you stop taking 
social security?” I asked.
         He gave the answer I expected. “The government 
gives it, I’d be stupid not to take it. What I’m saying is, 
if they limited social security to those who really need 
it, that would be fairer and our taxes would be lower.” 
        I doubted it. “Well, if you really think it’s wrong 
not to take social security but it’s also wrong to take it 
because you make too much money, why don’t you 
just retire and earn less money?”
        He stared at me stone-faced for a moment. Then 
he said, “What else is there besides work?”
        I was stunned. How to spend a life believing that 
life without work is a life without meaning? Believing 
that nothing matters more, not family, not friends, not 
health, than what you do for a living.
        Although, if you consider time spent, maybe he’s 
right.You spend seven hours a day working, probably 
more.You sleep maybe six hours. You travel to and 
from work one hour each way, which could be 
counted as work making the time you spend working 
nine and not seven hours but I’m not counting travel 
as work. You spend two hours a day eating. You 
spend three hours a day watching television or looking 
at the Internet. You spend maybe half an hour talking 
to your wife. If you have kids, you spend maybe half 
an hour talking to them. You spend two hours paying 
bills or talking on the phone or walking the dog. You 
spend an hour in the bathroom. (Yes you do. Time it 

some day.) That’s 24 hours altogether and that makes 
work the single most consumptive part of the week.
        Still, that work justifies your life and not the other 
way around?
        But Lou was right. You’re a mother who stays 
home all day to raise your children and what else is 
there? You own a pizza parlor and use more brain 
power trying to sell a slice than you spend on anything 
else, so what else is there? Your marriage fell apart? 
Your children want nothing to do with you? The 
government is after you, the bill for your implant 
arrived, a neighbor set your house on fire? Still, there is 
work, and work is the only answer. It gives meaning to 
what you are going through. It is the alternative to all 
else you suffer. It is survival.
        Which is why we rarely disparage the worth of 
what we do for a living, although we are anxious to 
disparage the worth of what others do for a living. 
Admitting  how replaceable we may be is too unbearable. 
No one could have sold that used Pontiac but you. 
No one but you could have removed the girl’s brain 
tumor with such grace.
        Yet, the postal clerk who gets paid a salary and 
a pension to lick a stamp can so easily be replaced that 
his efforts are hardly worth mentioning. Plus, the post 
office still can’t turn a profit! (Of course it can’t. It’s not 
allowed to. The next time you want to get a letter to 
California, bring it there yourself for 55 cents.)
        Take lawyers. Everyone hates lawyers. Or if they 
like lawyers they like lawyers who would do anything, 
crush anyone to win a case. A pit bull, a killer.
        Or, if they don’t like that kind of lawyer, they like 
some lawyer they know. Maybe the guy next door 
who is a real estate lawyer and is an okay guy even 
though he’s a lawyer.
        Sometimes I must go places, like a party or  wedding, 
where I’m expected to talk to people. There’s always some 
short guy at my table who insists on telling me how 
crooked lawyers are. This is what I tell him:
        “You don’t like lawyers? Tell you what. Next time 

continued on page 8
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Tip the Vipper

your wife gets arrested for drunk driving, or your son 
gets thrown out of school for beating up a gay kid, or 
your partner sues you for stealing from the business, 
call a hippie.” -1-

        I’ve seen too many of my kind grin and take it 
when someone tells them the joke about why lawyers 
wear tight ties. It’s not like doctors or plumbers are such 
great guys. Especially plumbers, real crooks. How 
come they’re always charging 5o bucks for a valve that 
cost five dollars at Home Depot? I once had a plumber 
who charged to drive to the store to get a valve because 
he didn’t have the right one in his van. No kidding!
        When I graduated law school, I went to work for 
a plaintiff’s personal injury lawyer named Richard 
Nuance. That was his name. He had a storefront office 
on Kings Highway with a huge photo of himself on the 
side of the building and a balloon coming out of his 
mouth that read, “Don’t take it!” Parenthetically, right 
across the street some contractor had a huge sign on 
the side of his building and it read, “Sewer Service A 
Specialty.” -2- 

        After working a few months and some potential 
client with a bullshit case had just left the office, I 
would say to my boss, “Dick, don’t take it.” Since he 
had many bullshit clients coming in and out of the 
office I had frequent opportunity to make the same 
joke which, of course, I felt compelled to do each time a 
bullshit client came in and out of the office. Nuance 
never laughed and after a couple of months he told me 
I had a bad attitude and would never make a good 
plaintiff’s personal injury lawyer and to get the hell out. 
I did with mixed feelings, all of them bad. 
        But I learned a lot from Dick. De minimis street 
defects are not actionable, for example. So Nuance 
would shave off the bottom two inches of a yardstick 
he would then place in the hole and photograph as 
evidence that the hole was deep enough to be action-
able. A two-inch hole magically became a four-inch 
hole. 
        After some smart insurance company lawyer let 

on at a deposition that he knew the trick, Nuance got 
sophisticated. He brought a nine-inch piece of wood 
to a sign painter and had him apply twelve-inch 
markings to it. That way, he could take a photograph 
of the ruler outside of the hole to show it was a 
twelve-inch ruler and a second photo of the ruler 
inside the hole to show it had viable depth. Every hole 
became twenty-five percent deeper.
        Those insurance company lawyers were a 
phenomenon. When I first started in the 198os they 
were middle-aged Irish guys who drank their lunch. 
They chain smoked through depositions and 
flicked the ashes of their cigarettes into the cuffs of 
their pants. They told the best jokes.
        In one of my early trials, I represented a 
diabetic woman who, too lazy to don regular 
shoes, went down to the basement in mules and 
had a toe sliced off by a storage room door. It 
turned into a bad injury. When I asked the defense 
lawyer before jury selection if he was nervous 
because of the amount of money his client was 

-1- Fifty years ago, in a predecessor to Black Lives Matters, 

a spate of police beatings in New York City led to a 

referendum for the creation of a Civilian Complaint Review 

Board. The Police Benevolent Association actively opposed 

the referendum and distributed bumper stickers that read, 

“If you don’t like cops, next time you’re in trouble, call a 

hippie.”

-2- When a process server makes a failed attempt to serve a 

party with a document, or makes no attempt at all, he 

might complete an affidavit recounting imaginary efforts 

taken to effect service in order to prove to the court that he 

did his job diligently. This practice was known as “Sewer 

Service,” conjuring the process of throwing the document to 

be served down a street drain rather than making 

full-throated attempts at service.

c o n t i n u e d
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on the hook for and how bad the woman’s injury 
was he answered, no, “ It ain’t my foot and it 
ain’t my money.” I always think of that before 
starting a trial.
        This was the same defense lawyer who, on 
cross examination of a supposedly crippled plaintiff 
claiming his ability to walk was impaired by an 
accident, would ask the plaintiff to hand over the cane 
he used to get around. The lawyer would turn it over 
in his hands a few times and look at the rubber 
bottom to see if it was worn from use. If it was, he 
would just hand the cane back to the plaintiff. But if it 
wasn’t he would ask him to explain why, if he had 
been using the cane for a year, the tip looked brand 
new. If the plaintiff had the wherewithal to claim he 
had just replaced it, the lawyer would ask him to 
bring the receipt to court the next time, which he 
never did, which the lawyer would point out to the 
jury during his summation.
        Each lawyer has her own style and all good 
lawyers have their own tricks. I guess you can say that 
about any occupation. Every tap dancer has his own 
style and his own tricks. Every deep sea diver has his 
own style and tricks.
       But Richard Nuance was a pro. I saw him caught 
short once. That was in the days before defendants 
were required to provide their surveillance videos to 
plaintiffs before trial.
        Dick always warned his clients to assume they 
were being watched. Once,  though,  the judge 
ordered the courtroom lights dimmed so that a 
surveillance film could be played for the jury. It was 
and it showed Nuance’s client in a neck brace 
removing a flat tire while his wife stood over directing 
him on the proper way to change a tire. When the 
lights came back on, the witness chair was empty. 
The  plaintiff had fled the court in the dark.
        That got a big laugh in the courtroom, especially 
from the judge. But I had to hand it to Richard. He 
asked for an adjournment, found his client about to 

get into his car, and hurled at him every invective 
known to a city worker. That was smart. The client 
was more afraid of Richard than the judge. He 
returned to the witness stand and testified that he 
was more afraid of his wife than the judge and, 
though suffering great pain, he changed the tire 
upon conjugal threats.
        It was a different business when I started 
practicing law.  It was always wrong but not unusual 
for a lawyer to give the court officer a little something 
in order to get his case called early so he could get to 
the next courthouse. It wasn’t unknown for an 
attorney to wrap his arm around a client and tell the 
judge, “Your honor, this - is - a - good - man,” pulling 
him close with each word, a sign that the client had 
paid his bill in full to date and deserved consideration. 
Too often a lawyer would have to tell a judge that 
“Mr. Green has not arrived,” a signal that his client 
had not yet paid the retainer. The judge would 
courteously adjourn the case to give counsel another 
chance to get paid.
        Like I say, it was a different practice back then. 
Today everyone is being watched; lawyers, judges, 
court employees. Everyone is scared. Everyone is 
on the up and up.
        After a few years I tried a murder case. That was 
in the day when lawyers were not afraid to go to trial 
and courts were not adverse to holding them.
        My client and his cousin were two guys from 
Guatemala. They were installing a cassette player in 
my client’s car when they got into an argument over 
who knows what. It got heated. My client walked to 
the trunk of his car, opened it, took out a shotgun, 
and pressed the weapon against his cousin, who 
grabbed the barrel, stuck his chin out “in a threatening 
manner,” and said, “What are you going to do, shoot 
me?” Guess what happened?
        The Winchester 12-gauge over-under blew a hole 
in cousin’s chest the size of a mango and his back the 
size of a papaya. The court assigned me to the case 

continued on page 1o



pa g e  1 o

Tip the Vipper

because my client didn’t have the money to hire a 
lawyer. I guess he spent it all on the shotgun.
        Personally, I did not much like the guy. It was not 
because he killed his cousin. Accidents happen, which 
is what my client insisted; the gun went off when cuz 
tried to pull it out of his hands. I didn’t like him 
because he told me, when I first interviewed him, 
that it would make him very unhappy and very 
angry if I lost his case.  
        I took the threat seriously enough to have my 
wife, who was acting as my paralegal, sit between him 
and me at the defense table during trial to dissuade 
him from punching me in the face if things turned 
bad, which would  be bad for me and also go over 
poorly with the jury.
        I positioned my wife a few inches in front of my 
client at the defense table so he would have to reach 
out in front of her at an angle to get to me, reducing 
the force of his blow, which would also be partially 
absorbed by my wife’s large breasts. It was simple 
physics. I had it all figured out.
        Despite my client’s animosity toward me, I hired 
a ballistics expert to testify the fact of the blast did not 
preclude it from being an accident. I cross examined 
with verve the prosecutor’s forensic analyst, who 
testified that the cousin’s fingerprints on the end of the 
barrel did not show forward movement, indicating he 
had not tried to pull the gun away from my client. 
Fingerprints cannot show that.
        I hired an investigator who found a neighbor who 
testified the victim was cursing and insulting my client 
with gusto for half an hour before the shooting, not 
because the testimony was relevant but to show that 
cousin was a dummy who asked for it. If nothing else, it 
might temper the jury to convict of a lesser included 
charge. I researched the caselaw and spent days drafting 
direct and cross examination. In other words, I did a 
great job despite the fact that my client had killed his 
cousin and threatened to do me no good.
        My point is this. If work were not the most 

important thing in life, why would I  so heartily, so 
enthusiastically engage in what it takes to be an 
attorney in America in the 21st century? Only those 
with unusual insight see the hypocrisy of a lifetime 
spent employed. Some of the happiest people I see are 
a bunch of retired guys having lunch, talking too loud 
because they can’t hold their liquor anymore but 
joking and laughing and slapping each other on the 
back. For many others, their kind of insight comes 
only once work has ceased.
        For some, it never comes. My father was a 
builder. When he was forced to retire, he spent the 
next twenty years on the couch watching television 
and doing the crossword puzzle. He had no interest in 
taking a walk around the block or driving people 
older than himself to doctors’ appointments and the 
supermarket.
        It was only with great effort that we persuaded 
him to drive my mother to doctors and supermarkets, 
where he would sit in the parked car with his hat 
lowered over his head doing the crossword puzzle 
waiting for her to return. He found no meaning in 
doing anything because the one thing that gave life 
meaning was gone, gone, gone forever.
        In the end, work reminds me of the story of the 
old Jewish couple who decide to take a fancy cruise 
after forty years of marriage. When they board the 
ship, their luggage and clothing are confiscated. They 
are given tunics to wear, shackled to a long wooden 
bench, and forced to man the oars. After weeks of 
constant rowing, the ship finally arrives. The couple 
are released and their clothing and luggage returned. 
As they are about to leave the ship, the old Israelite 
turns to the captain and asks, “How much should 
vee tip the vipper?”

c o n t i n u e d
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By Renée Kahn

T          he backroads of scenic North Stamford are home to dozens of 
      talented artists, writers and musicians. Michael Callahan is a graduate of the 
prestigious School of Visual Arts in New York City and a lifelong resident of the 
area. He often roams the city, camera in hand, capturing Mother Nature in her 
most rapturous moments. Michael is a creative professional with over 25 years 
experience working as a photographer, graphic designer & illustrator. 
Contact 2o3.253.9573  @mbcdesignartphoto  Email: mcdesignartphoto@gmail.com 

A Photographer’s Vision
Michael Callahan

pa g e  1 3



pa g e  1 4



pa g e  1 5

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth.

The Road Not Taken
By Robert Frost
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The Last North Stamford Association
Annual Meeting... 
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...A Thousand Years Ago.
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By Bob Callahan

Peddlers and Other Men
who came to our house to sell us and serve us

The Milkman

T he milkman came in a squared-off truck that had 
a distinctive “chug” sound coming up the street.

He made his deliveries in the early morning, 
before dawn. You’d find two fresh bottles of milk 
at the back door when you got up in the morning. 
He’d place them in a thick wooden box specially 
designed to insulate the milk from the heat of 
summer.

 

We would leave the empty rinsed out milk bottles 
in the same box for him to pick up.

The milk bottle had a beautifully functional 
design; a neck that you could comfortably grip to 
do the pouring, and then the broader base. It was 

closed by a cardboard disc that 
fit exactly into the recess of the 
mouth of the bottle.

As if this were not enough, the 
top of the bottle was then 
covered by a specially made 
paper hood, which was wired 
closed. These stoppers and 
hoods were neatly printed, on 
creamy white, giving the brand 
name, Grade A, and the date.

Milk was not homogenized yet. You had to turn 
the heavy bottle upside down a few times to get 
the cream to mix with the watery part. You see, 
the heavy cream was housed in the bulbous top 
of the milk bottle.

We had our choice of three distinguished brands 
of milk; Sheffield, Borden’s or Emmadine’s. 
We kids would argue about which was creamier 
and better for making cocoa. We took 
Emmadine’s because Pop loved to use 
some of the cream that was stored in 
the top for his coffee before shaking 
the bottle to make whole milk.

At night, or early morning, if you listened 
carefully in the silence, you might hear the 
milkman walking up your walk, the glass bottles 
making wiry sounds against the compartments of 
the special tray in which he carried them. He 
would come in the back porch, which was 
always left open for him, leave our milk order, 
and quietly leave and continue his rounds. So we 
were always assured there was something we 
could rely on in the morning when we awoke. By 
the way, our doors were always unlocked. As a 
kid I never carried a house key.

Way Back, When

o use 
d in 
ing 
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        All that is gone now, replaced by plastic 
containers, supermarket cooler chests, and 
automobile shopping. 

But those of us who remember the old ways can’t 
help missing that little touch of assurance in the 
night. I seem to remember that a quart of milk 
cost around twenty cents.

Where have they gone, all those 
milk wagons, and wire trays, and 
sturdy wooden boxes (that made 
great soap-box derby racers)? And 
what happened to all the milkmen, 
those guardians of the night?

I keep their memory here.
 
Butter, Cheese and Eggs

The most visible of our peddlers was Mr. Meyer, 
the butter, cheese and and egg man. My favorite 
cheeses were Farmer Cheese and Swiss Cheese. 
He would come right into our kitchen carrying 
his precious merchandise in hand, go right 
to the ice box (no refrigerator, yet), and load the 
stuff into its proper place. 

Then he would discuss with my mother what he 
had done, mentioning the other specials he had 
to offer or expected to have the next time he 

visited. Sometimes, having gained 
my mother’s agreement, he would 
come right up again with the little 
extra something she’d decide to 
take, like a new variety 
of cheese.

Mr. Meyer the butter, cheese and egg 
man seemed to me a sort of profes-
sor of dairy products. He knew 
exactly what he was doing. 
A mature man with horn rimmed 
glasses, he was always cheerful, 
always gentle, and always in a hurry.

        There were other home deliveries, especially the 
ice man, the bread man, the rag man and coal delivered 
down the chute into the basement coal room.

I was often warned to never go into the cellar 
when coal was being delivered. You could 
hear the men opening the coal chute and placing 
their flexible coal chute into the opening. Then 
there was a loud roar as the coal cascaded 
down the chute.

One day I decided I wanted to see what 
happened when the coal was being delivered. 
That day I hid in a corner of the coal room and 
watched the giant silver chute come down from 
the window and seconds later a delivery of black 
coal came down into the basement. 

My mother and father knew right away that I 
had been in the coal room  because I was black 
from head to toe. After a bath I was sent to bed 
and told no radio programs tonight!

But the adventure was worth it!

v
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Stamford Garden Club

PHOTO: MARY TREHAN

he Stamford Garden Club (SGC) will celebrate 
1oo years of education and creativity in 2o21! 
Recent activities include the citywide Lettuce 
Challenge, where we taught over 2ooo students 
how to grow edibles by providing supplies and 
directions. Members also started “Art in the 
Garden for Kids at the Goodbody Garden” and a 
program called “Petal Power” to assist Girl Scouts 
earn their Botany Merit Badges.
        The SGC has been working to beautify 
Stamford for decades. The club restored the 
garden at Fort Stamford on Westover Road  in 
1976 and in 2oo7, did a major renovation, 
renaming it the Goodbody Garden in memory of 
the family whose home stood on the property.
        When you visit the Goodbody Garden, be 
sure to look for the tombstone of Ginger the Cat. 
It is a beautiful location for weddings and picnics 
or just sitting and enjoying nature. Our members 
work many hours to plant and maintain this gift 
to the city. Our club disciplines include education 

in horticulture, artistic flower design, photography, 
and environmental conservation; engaging speak-
ers; as well as holding workshops and in-house 
bench shows, where members may submit their 
creations, arranged or grown or photographed.
        SGC is a member of the Garden Club of 
America and Federated Garden Club, which 
gives us a national voice in environmental issues. 
Our newest effort is helping people become part 
of the Pollinator Pathway, encouraging people to 
grow plants without pesticides to attract insects 
and butterflies that are vital to the environment 
and for sustainable beauty.
        Evening programs and workshops have 
been added to our monthly meetings to share 
the fun with working women and moms of 
young children. Please visit our website at 
“StamfordGardenClub.org” for more information 
and a teaching video on cornucopia and pumpkin 
arrangements. 
        Come grow with us.

T

by Mary Telep



pa g e  2 1

PHOTO: MARY TREHAN

PHOTO: MARY TREHAN

PHOTO: MARY TREHAN

PHOTO: MARY TREHAN



pa g e  2 2

Stamford Garden Club
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ome of my earliest memories are of piling 
into the family Buick and taking a road trip to 
grandma’s house. We would stop at a Ho-Jo’s 
restaurant for ice cream (pink peppermint was 
my favorite) and my dad would gas up at the 
filling station. At every fill up, he would use 
the squeegee to sponge off the smear of bugs 
on the windshield, a rite of summer.
Think about that for a moment. When was 
the last time you had to clear your windshield 
of bugs? Most likely, not recently.
        Where did all of the bugs go? Sadly, 
there’s been a precipitous decline in the 
number of insects, as much as 45% by some 
estimates, with more than 4o% of insect 
species threatened by extinction. This decline 
is being driven by loss of habitat including 
meadows, forests, even overgrown weedy 
patches as well as challenges posed by herbi-
cides and pesticides.
        Why is this important? Because insects 
are the pollinators and recyclers of our ecosystem 
and the base of our food webs with at least 
3o% of our food supply reliant on pollinators 
for fertilization. If this situation concerns you, 
consider joining the Pollinator Pathway 
initiative, a grassroots effort working in towns 
across Fairfield County, Westchester, and 
beyond to attract and protect our vital 
pollinators
        What is a “Pollinator Pathway”? In a 
perfect world, it is a contiguous corridor 
where pollinators can find food and habitat. 
Pollinators have limits to the distances they 
can travel and these days, due to urbanization 
and the spread of turf lawns and asphalt 
parking lots, pollinators face “food deserts” 
which lead to their decline. The overuse of 

S

pesticides, including herbicides, is also a major 
factor.
        The Pathway movement aims to combine 
public and private land to give our pollinators 
a chance not just to survive but to thrive. 
Stamford organizations including the Stamford 
Museum, Bartlett Arboretum, Cove Island 
Wildlife Sanctuary, Mill River, The Stamford 
Garden Club, and others have signed on. But 
because most of the land in Stamford is 
privately owned, individual residents are key 
to reconnecting our fragmented landscape.
        By making our private properties “step-
ping stones” on the way to that contiguous 
corridor, we help create a healthy landscape 
where pollinators have free flow to do their 
work for our food and flowers. It’s easy to 
“bee” part of the Stamford Pathway – just 
add some native plants to sustain pollinators, 
avoid using pesticides, and learn about the 
best ways to maintain a healthy landscape. 
        Go to the website www.pollinator-
pathway.org/stamford for more information
and to find out how to sign up.   

by Peggy Erlenkotter

Bygone Bugs
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f several references in this story seem 
anachronistic, that’s because they are. This 
incident took place years ago, before there were 
leash laws in Stamford. It has been a long time 
since we’ve needed a baby-sitter. And, frankly, 
ladies, when did you last wear a slip?
        This is how it played out. One spring 
evening my husband and I were returning from 
a dinner party. After Allan drove our baby-
sitter home he got into his pajamas and went 
to bed. I went downstairs and let our standard 
poodle, Jamie, out for a last run.
        I returned to our bedroom and started to 
undress. I was barefoot and in my slip when I 
heard Jamie start barking. This was unusual for 
him and I was appalled. In our quiet little 
neighborhood, dogs did not bark at midnight 
and wake everybody up. I had to silence him 
immediately.
        Throwing on a raincoat, I ran outside. By 
the light of a full moon I saw Jamie chasing a 
possum and barking madly. I called to him, to 
no avail. As I watched, the possum ran to a 
nearby tree and climbed it. Fine. Now Jamie 
was running around and around the tree, still 
barking up a storm. There was no way he’d let 
me catch him.
        I decided I had to get the possum out of 
the tree and try to scare him off, so I picked up 
some small stones and threw them at him. 
After a short period of bombardment he 
decided that the ground might be safer and 
down he came.
        Jamie immediately jumped on him. Then, 
before my horrified eyes, my sweet, gentle dog 
who considered me his personal god, the 
adored pet who didn’t know the meaning of 
the word “growl,” the dedicated guardian of     
my two small children proceeded to break the 
possum’s neck.
        For a few moments Jamie gazed with 
satisfaction at the dead creature in front of him. 
Then he picked it up and gleefully tossed it into 

the air a few times before he decided to call it a 
night. He placidly allowed me to take his collar 
and lead him back to the house.
        So there it was, a large dead possum on 
our front lawn. I could foresee what would 
happen the next morning. All the neighborhood 
dogs would assemble to view and fight over the 
remains. I had to get rid of it. But how?
        Friends had recently moved away from the 
house across the road and it was empty. A river 
ran behind it. Aha.
        Still barefoot, I went into our garage and 
found a shovel. I just about managed to slip it 
underneath the weighty beast and, staggering 
slightly, crossed the road, wincing as pebbles 
assaulted the soles of my feet. I lugged my 
ungainly load to the back of the empty house 
and took it down to the river. Then, feeling like 
a character in an Alfred Hitchcock movie 
(bright moonlight, raincoat and all) I tossed the 
possum into the water.
        For a panicky moment I worried that he 
might not sink, would just float eerily for all to 
observe. But as I watched, he disappeared, 
sending ever-widening concentric circles 
skimming on the surface. At last.
        Heart pounding, I returned to our house, 
put the shovel away, closed up the garage and 
limped upstairs. In our bedroom, my husband 
was gently snoring away. Jamie was happily 
curled up on the foot of my bed, fast asleep. Just 
another quiet Saturday night in the suburbs.

I

The Night of the Possum
by Sally Sacks  ©2o2o



Here is North Stamford 

Association Secretary Hiro 

Nakajima taking a break 

from a difficult year, 

practicing masking and 

social distancing while 

exercising his God-given 

right to enjoy a pipeful of 

Captain Black. Notice the 

architect’s pens. Hiro is 

always ready for action.
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To the Editor:
For the past 2o years, it has been my privilege 
and honor to be a State Representative for 
Stamford and Greenwich. Working with the 
North Stamford Association has certainly 
made my 1o terms in office more productive 
and rewarding.
          Our partnership in public policy began 
in 2oo1 when an NSA member, who was 
walking his dog, observed a small sign stating 
that a large parcel of land was being sold for 
development … without apparent public 
notice or zoning oversight. Our neighbor 
asked me for help, and we were able to 
convey the 14.6 acres of watershed land near 
Tree Tops from the Department of Transpor-
tation to Stamford, at no cost, for conserva-
tion open space in perpetuity.
          Additional NSA-inspired projects of 
mine over the years include protecting the 
residential zoning and rural character of 
North Stamford from commercial projects 
on Long Ridge Road and, with the Stamford 
Watershed Association, from overly dense 
development on Erskine Road; the complete 
renovation and revitalization of J.M. Wright 
Technical School; attracting digital media and 
film companies like ESPN, WWE and 
television production at the Stamford Media 
Center to downtown; obtaining residence 
halls for UConn/Stamford students; and 
successful advocacy for state bond grants for 
school construction, Stamford Museum & 
Nature Center, workforce housing, Mill 
River Park, economic and community 
development incentives and Veterans Park.
          During my two decades in office, I 
have served with four Governors, five 
Speakers of the House of Representatives, 
four Greenwich First Selectmen, and three 
Stamford Mayors and have logged 174,ooo 
miles on the Merritt Parkway.

          My heartfelt thanks to each and every 
member of the North Stamford Association 
for your loyalty and support. You have 
always been proactive, honest brokers and 
valued constituents. Our community is well 
served by your diligence, vigilance and hard 
work.
          To quote one of my favorite philoso-
phers, Winnie the Pooh: “How lucky I am to 
have something that makes saying ‘good-bye’ 
so hard.” Thank you … and good-bye.

Hon. Livvy Floren, 
149th General Assembly District

PHOTO: TOM RICE
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To the Editor:
The Stamford Museum & Nature Center 
has had to adjust its operations in the face of 
Coronovirus. A new era of social distancing 
ushered in unforeseen challenges for us.
        Signature programs tailored to large 
groups like museum exhibition openings and 
indoor programming were suddenly 
unviable. Special fundraising events enjoyed 
for their intimacy, like Farm-to-Table Suppers 
and tastings, are impossible now.
        To meet the needs of a public longing for 
connection and activity in a safe and 
socially-distanced way, the SM&NC took 
advantage of its newly redesigned North 
Campus parking lot and adjacent Knobloch 
Family Farmhouse plaza to launch a highly 
successful series of summer Drive-In Movie 
Nights. The education staff harnessed digital 
capabilities to introduce remote learning, and 
moved forward with a digital camp. Formal 
indoor dining fundraisers gave way to an 
outdoor Lobster and Clam Bake in the end 
of September and other events.
        Cantilevered over the north pasture of 
the historic Heckscher Farm, the Museum & 
Nature Center’s award-winning “Farm-
house” is the first new building to be 
constructed here in fifty years. It provides 
new educational spaces, plazas, visitor 
services, and a secondary entrance to our 
118-acre site. Our ability to teach out of 
doors is at the forefront of health and 
education right now. All are encouraged to 
visit our website at 
www.stamfordmuseum.org.

CEO Melissa Mulrooney and Director 
Kristin Sinatra

PHOTO: 
TOM RICE
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The purpose of the association is to protect, preserve and enhance the 
quality of life in North Stamford, identified as all areas north of the 
Merritt Parkway and within the limits of the City of Stamford. The 
mission of the Association shall include, but not be limited to:

~ Seeking to ensure a fair share of city services commensurate with the 
   taxes paid by  North Stamford;

~ Protecting the integrity and seeking to ensure the appropriateness 
   of land use requlations and decisions, including but not limited to 
   the regulations and decisions of the Planning, Zoning, Zoning Appeals, 
   and Environmental Protection Boards of the City of Stamford;

~ Encouraging the enhancement of the quality and availability of 
   educational opportunities in North Stamford;

~ Promoting communication among the residents of North Stamford;

~ Maintaining the natural beauty of North Stamford, and:

~ Advocating the need to preserve, protect and defend the natural    
   resources and environment within North Stamford and its 
   surrounding communities.

MISSION STATEMENT

NSA Membership

Join your neighbors who are already 

working to help the community. 

Please complete the membership 

form and mail it to us with a check.

If you would like more information, 

phone us at

203.329.2498 or email us at

Info@northstamfordassoc.org

Please send your

Letters to the Editor to:

NSA
P.O. Box 16830
Stamford, CT 06905
www.northstamfordassoc.org
or

Mark Diamond at 
markd53@hotmail.com

NSA Membership — Year 2021
North Stamford Association Membership Dues

Please complete this form and mail it to:

P.O. Box 16830, Stamford, CT 06905

or join/renew online at northstamfordassoc.org

Name

Address

                                                 Membership per Household

       Gifts                    $ 25
       Sponsor              $ 50
       Patron                 $125
       Benefactor          $125+     

Phone

Email

PHOTO: 
TOM RICE
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