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rom the president:
To date, we have all struggled through the pandemic closures and have made so many necessary
adjustments to our lives. The North Stamford Association has done so as well.
We have been forced to conduct our monthly meetings via Zoom since spring, 2o2o.
We’ve adjusted, though prefer to meet in person. The Stamford Government Center has held
few in-person meetings for the same number of months. Our annual meeting in January, 2o21
was virtual — we all missed the fine buffet prepared annually by LaRocca’s Market.
Our Mayoral Forum was held virtually and, despite mounting problems during the course
of the evening, both candidates remained on task as we experienced bandwidth problems at the
fire company. Most members who had signed on remained through the interruptions.
We found ourselves involved in fewer zoning matters as fewer applications seem to have
been filed with land use boards that resulted in public hearings. We did voice objection to a
proposed child care facility for a dozen or more children on a cul-de-sac off High Ridge Road.
The impact on the septic system and proximity to the Rippowam River were major factors in
our opposition. The immediate neighbors prepared petitions and were ready to appear before
the zoning board when the application was withdrawn. We will continue to monitor to see if it
resurfaces.
A property owner on Interlaken is reported to be moving soil/fill onto his property and it is
believed (from statements that he has made to those inquiring) that he plans to recycle leaves and
sell the topsoil. Those who remember the leaf composting program at the old Scofieldtown Park
recall the odors that forced the Scofield Magnet Middle School and the Smith House to keep
their windows closed. When the wind blew, the odor reached more than a mile “as the crow
flies.” It is appropriate to share that Landscapes by Lee has no association with the landowner.
We have opposed the omnibus text changes approved recently by the zoning board that will
permit multi-family residential development in several of the tracts that are presently office
parks. While all are located south of the Merritt Parkway, the traffic impact can be significant.
The change, abutting single-family dwellings that surround the office parks, is not welcomed
by the neighbors.
The NSA has been monitoring the developments regarding a proposed cell tower at the
Villa Maria property. At the current time, the headmaster has not embraced the project. We’ll
keep watching.
The bridge project at Wire Mill/High Ridge/Merritt Parkway began in December. You may
recall that we complained about the number of trees being removed for the project and the city
tree warden held a public hearing on the matter. State DOT cut down the remaining trees prior
to any decision by the warden, stating that any delay would put the project behind. The trees
were removed in March and there had been no activity for nine months. Hmmm...
On a lighter note—we donated a tree that the city crews planted for us at Chestnut Hill
Park. Lee’s donated a tree to match ours. We’re buying a bench for Scofieldtown Park so that
those who walk the entire trail can stop to rest halfway through the journey. Our annual
shredding event was held this fall and we expect to hold another in spring, 2o22.
We again thank you for your continued support and membership.
Thomas Lombardo, NSA president
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Stamford History Center
by Emily Derr

H

ave you ever visited the majestic fieldstone
school building at 15o8 High Ridge Road that
once was the Martha Hoyt School but is now
the Stamford History Center? Come and walk
through our unique collection of historic
artifacts that embodies Stamford’s heritage
along with our library and classrooms.
Did you know that some our pieces date
back to the 16oos? Visit the Hoyt-Barnum
House, an original historic homestead that is
Stamford’s oldest dwelling built in 1699.
Visitors can now tour its interior from 5:oo
to 9:oo P.M.
Museum collections that include textiles,
paintings, documents and photos, and furniture
can be damaged by heat, dust, light, and
humidity, an issue because the old fieldstone
building that was built in 1914 is not equipped
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with a proper HVAC system. For this reason,
we have launched our virtual fundraising
campaign called ”Preserve and Conserve” on
the GoFundMe platform with a goal of raising
$5,ooo. We are over halfway there.
Your donation will give the museum,
which began in 19o1, the opportunity to
purchase dehumidifiers, room air conditioners,
ultraviolet light film, and air purification
systems for our collection. According to the
Philadelphia Museum of Art, the ideal humidity
level for textiles, paintings, paper, and furniture
is between 45% and 55% and the temperature
range 68 to 72 degrees fahrenheit. Maintaining
these standards with the current system has
posed a challenge.
Stamford History Center’s budget and
contributions from the community were
Continued on page 4

Stamford History Center
Continued from page 3

impacted by COVID-19. Making matters rose,
we have been unable to host our annual gala
and other events that used to provide funding to
pay for the infrastructure, supplies and
equipment we need to operate.
Textiles curator and SHC board member
Jennifer Hawthorne states, “Eighteenth century
documents, silk stockings, portraits, clocks, and
cast iron stoves all need proper care, which
requires money in the bank at a time when
funding is sparse.”
Join Stamford History Center in our
mission to keep our historic holdings safe
and available to Stamford residents. And
please come visit us in person or at
stamfordhistory.org to view our many
stories of Stamford’s past.
If you would like to donate, visit our
GoFundMe campaign page at https://www.
gofundme.com/f/preserve-conserve-stamfordsartifacts. Or mail your donation to Stamford
History Center, 15o8 High Ridge Rd.,
Stamford, CT o69o3.
Emily Derr is a vice-chairperson and
communications director of the
Stamford History Center.
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Stamford Museum
Celebrates 85 Years
by Lynn Villency Cohen

T

he Stamford Museum & Nature Center was
founded in 1936 and is celebrating its 85th
birthday. To mark this special anniversary, the
curatorial staff and collections committee have
organized the “Enduring Wonder” exhibit at the
Bendel mansion which ran for three months this
past summer. Featuring a selection of the museum’s
permanent collection of paintings and sculpture,
natural history. historical objects, and native
American works, it reflected the beauty of our area’s
artistic creativity and natural history.
Visitors at times have expressed surprise that
the museum has a permanent art collection. As the
Bendel mansion lacks sufficient gallery space to
properly display our collection of 2o,ooo diverse
objects, the art collection is often overlooked.
Instead, most visitors wander through the campus,
which consists of acres of woodlands, babbling
brooks, stone walls, historic barns, and scenic trails,
to tour the Heckscher farm, view the otters, hike the
trails, visit the playground, and view the collection
of outdoor sculpture. Then they head over to the
Knobloch Family farmhouse without ever visiting
the Bendel mansion.

But those who take time to explore the
distinctive, elegant Tudor mansion built in 1929 by
architect Perry Barker for famed retailer Henri
Bendel, will discover a selection of our art work
displayed throughout the mansion, as well as
seasonal science and art exhibitions that change
throughout the year. With a paucity of suitable
exhibition space, the permanent fine art and
historical collection is showcased infrequently.
The museum’s summer anniversary exhibit
featured a selective display of native American
artifacts such as basketry, pottery and woven rugs,
natural history objects such as butterfly specimens,
minerals, fossils, mounted birds, a telescope, and
farm tools. Also on view were industrial objects
such as a key collection, small coin banks, and a
bottle collection. A selection of the museum’s
important sculpture and drawings by Reuben
Nakian and Gutzon Borglum were exhibited,
both noted sculptors and residents of Stamford
with Borglum best known as the lead sculptor of
Mount Rushmore.
Lastly, the exhibit contained American and
European paintings and sculpture from the
Continued on page 6
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Stamford Museum Celebrates 85 Years
Continued from page 5

19th and 2oth centuries, highlighted by the Herman
& Rebecca Shulman collection of early 20th century
American paintings with works by Raphael Soyer,
Guy Pene du Bois, Max Weber, and Milton Avery.
The Stamford Museum’s eighty-five year
journey evolved from humble beginnings. In 1936
local surgeon, Dr. G.R.R. Hertzberg established the
museum with donated objects from area residents.
Described as a “cabinet of curiosities,” the
collection was housed in three rooms in the
Stamford Trust Company located at 3oo Main
Street across from Old Town Hall. Here the
collection would grow beyond its small space and
relocated to its current location.
To provide additional exhibition space, the city
of Stamford stepped in by granting the museum the
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E.Y. Weber estate and Courtland Park in 1945,
which included a quaint stone coach house
surrounded by eight acres. The Courtland Avenue
location is where a farm, known as Stamford’s
“zoo” took shape with monkeys, peacocks, and
sheep as residents.
But once again, the museum’s location became
problematic since it interfered with the construction
of i-95. It was fortunate that the Henri Bendel estate
was for sale.
The property was a hunting lodge owned by
George Blickensderfer, known for his invention of
numerous typewriter models with a factory located
in Stamford’s industrial south end. Henri Bendel
later bought the property and built his mansion
there. When the Bendel estate went on the market in

1955, a group of donors banded together to buy the
distinctive mansion and surrounding acres of
verdant hilly woodlands, with the expansive pond
known as Laurel Lake. This prime location at the
intersection of High Ridge and Scofieldtown Roads
became the permanent location of the Stamford
Museum, which is now 118 acres large.
Stamford’s agrarian roots are represented by
the museum’s vast collection of farm tools.
Stamford’s stronghold as an industrial and
manufacturing center in the 19th and 2oth centuries
is represented by the Yale & Towne Company key
collection and other industrial objects. As Stamford
progressed into a modern city housing many leading
international and technology firms, the museum
began receiving modern outdoor sculptures and
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2oth century paintings and prints.
The museum’s recent addition of the Knobloch
Family Farmhouse, maple sugar house, and outdoor
plaza gathering space in 2o18 has been transformative
for the campus and our commitment to adult
education offerings and cultural events. For 85
years, the Stamford Museum has preserved our
collection, served our community, and prepared for
the next 85 years.
Lynn Villency Cohen, a member of the SMNC
Board of Directors since 2001, serves as Curatorial
Chair of the Exhibitions & Collections Committee.

Tic-Tac-Toe
By Tom Rice

O

ld Tim Regan smiled as he looked in the corner
of the living room of his son’s fine old colonial
home. Tim was getting close to 85 now, not as
spry as normal, but he always loved visiting his
son and his family.
The house was 25o years old so it made Tim
feel young by walking through it. Sure there were
loads of older homes back in County Mayo, but
this was America and America itself wasn’t that
old.
He loved that fact. He would imagine all the
prior owners sitting there arguing over every
president of the United States and one king of
England. He thought he could almost feel their
presence and it made him feel grand. He was
happy he had taken that chance over 6o years ago
and left Ireland for America. He had no great
skills, and as he always described it, not a pot to
pee in when he landed on American soil.
But he’d done all right for himself. He got a
job with Streets and Sanitation in the local city
government through another Irishman, a good
friend from Sligo. He had almost every kind of
job in the department from digging sewers to
driving a garbage truck to mending potholes and,
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finally, as the shift supervisor in the new recycling
group.
He married a beautiful lass from Mayo he
met at a parish dance in Claremorris and they
always smiled over having to come across an
ocean to find love with an old Irish neighbor. Four
kids followed and all of them turned out fine.
They provided him endless joy with a brood of
grandkids. He couldn’t imagine a luckier Irishman
in the world than himself. There had been ups
and downs at work and home at times but
nothing so awful that couldn’t be mended.
Only he knew he didn’t have more than a
few months left. When he found that old tic tac
toe set in the mahogany case with the marble balls
at an old second hand store he had grabbed it. He
didn’t show his daughter-in-law he bought it. She
had taken him along on one of her search parties
for antiques and what not for the old house. His
find was special. He’d played the game with all
the grandkids. He delighted in losing to the young
ones and congratulated those older ones with
sharp minds who discovered the secret of the
endless draw.
He would save it for Christmas for them all.

PHOTO: MICHAEL CALLAHAN

Three Martinis
By Mark Diamond © 2o21

I

n 1948, Fred Trump began construction of Beach
Haven Apartments on forty acres at land’s end in
Brooklyn. Far from the type of Park Avenue
penthouse in which he would eventually live, Fred’s
high rise apartment complex was built to provide
cheap flats for returned veterans and their families.
The walls were thin as tortillas and the plumbing
beat a tattoo each time a neighbor turned on the hot
water. But the apartments were warm in the winter
and a breeze blew in from the Atlantic to cool them
in all but the hottest summer days, on which days
a rattling box fan helped a bit.
Fred’s father, Friedrich, came from Germany to
open a restaurant in the Klondike during the gold
rush. When he made his money he moved to New
York, got married and, with his wife as his business
partner, began building houses in Queens. When
Fred graduated college, he decided to learn from the
bottom up the business his father had no inclination
to teach him. So he got a job working in a lumber
yard and then as a carpenter’s assistant. In 192o,
when his father died, Fred’s mother gave her son the
money to build his first single family home to sell.
Fred plowed the profit, along with as much
leverage as he could get, back into the business and
built more houses, doing the same as each one sold.
Soon he was able to keep some of the homes he
built as rentals. Using low interest loans and
contracts from the government, Fred’s business
expanded to include Navy barracks and garden
apartments in Queens.
By 1936, with greater credit that came with
greater assets and greater political clout garnered
though campaign donations and membership in
organizations such as the Ku Klux Klan, which in
New York was more interested with keeping
Roman Catholics in line than Blacks, although it
didn’t care much for Blacks, Fred had an assembly
line of 200 full-time employees working for him,
starting the next project while finishing the last.
Fred turned to bigger game. He built the 32
low-rise Shore Haven Apartments in Bensonhurst
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using government-insured bank loans. Then, using
a $16 million direct loan from the Federal Home
Administration, he began work on the Beach Haven
Apartments complex in Coney Island. The
government loan turned out to be $4 million more
than it cost Fred to build, leading to an investigation
by a Senate banking committee looking into
windfall profits by real estate developers that
wondered what Fred had done with the extra
money.
But he completed the work dead on time, as
always, and provided housing for 27oo couples
desperate to move out of their in-laws’ homes. Fred
Trump was called crooked and he was called the
Henry Ford of the Home Building Industry.
Whatever he was, Fred was a sharp businessman, a
capitalist through and through.
The United Brotherhood of Carpenters is one
of America’s largest building unions, boasting half a
million members. Its website lists the following as
some of the “36 Reasons To Thank a Union”:
Weekends
Sick Leave
Social Security
Minimum Wage
Civil Rights Act
Overtime Pay
Child Labor Laws
Occupational Safety & Health Act
Worker’s Comp
Unemployment Insurance
In 1911, Max Golub was sent to America to
live with his uncle after the second time in a month
Kazak horsemen tore through town and burned the
granary, homes and shops, to say the least. The
uncle sold books and dishes from a pushcart on
Livonia Avenue. His son was a young carpenter
who built horsehair-lathe walls in Brooklyn homes.
Max had worked in a lumberyard in Russia and
Continued on page 12
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Three Martinis
Continued from page 1o

Samuel, who was a good looking kid and well liked,
got his cousin into the union.
Within a decade, Max had purchased his own
home in Brownsville, a brick two-story with two
rental units. Max and his wife and children lived on
the top floor. He had a workshop in the cellar with
tools that hung from a pegboard and shelves of
coffee cans filled with nails and screws. As each of
his four daughters married, he would subdivide so
that the girls, their husbands and children could live
rent free until they had enough money to buy their
own homes. At one point, all four daughters and
their families were living in Max’s house with Max
and his wife in the apartment on the top floor in the
back where it was quiet.
In Russia, Max learned the only way to survive
was to be part of a group larger than your enemies

had, which worked in Russia up to a point. All the
men in town would arm themselves with whatever
they could find when there was the threat of an
attack. Then they would gather on the main street
and face the direction they thought the threat was
coming from. The butchers were particularly
helpful; they owned big knives. If they could get
enough men with axes and hammers standing there
in the snow, sometimes the Kazaks would bypass
their town and ride through to terrorize the next
town instead.
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Max worked his way up in the trade to
become a master carpenter and also in the ranks of
Local 926. In 1942, when the union demanded the
Federal Housing Administration raise their salary
from $2o to $22 dollars a day and the government
told them absolutely not during a war, Max and
other union men picketed the three largest
government-funded building sites in Brooklyn while
carrying big milk jugs filled with gasoline. The feds
offered $2o.5o a day and Max told them
twenty-two or hell. The government capitulated.
Max played cards four night a week in the
back room of a grocery store on Sutter Avenue and
drank half a bottle of rye by the end of the evening,
at which point he wandered home, gave his wife
any money he won, went to bed, and woke up at
six for work. Max Golub was called a foreign
lackey and he was called a labor organizer
concerned with the good of the community.
Whatever he was, Max was a sharp union man, a
socialist through and through.
Max and Fred met. Sporadically, Fred would
choose a building, ride the cage elevator to the top
floor along with two men with broken noses who
wielded pipe wrenches, look around, point his
finger, and fire someone he did not like or
indiscriminately to show who was boss.
Max was laying floors in Building 12 at Beach
Haven. He was the union’s shop steward and wore
a bright red cap to work so the carpenters knew
who they should come to with their problems and
safety concerns.
Fred wore a black overcoat that reached his
ankles and a grey fedora with no feather in it pulled
low over his forehead. All you could see of his face
were bushy eyebrows, a pencil moustache, and his
top lip pulled back to bare ivory white teeth.
Max was wearing dusty overalls and his red
hat. His son, Aaron, a carpenter’s apprentice who

flew B24s during the war, was with him. They both
held claw hammers tight in their left hands.
Fred looked around slowly. Everyone had
stopped working. They knew what was about to
happen. Fred looked to the left, then to the right.
His eyes settled on Max and stayed there. It was the
hat, he would tell his son later that night at dinner.
“You. The guy in the red cap,” Fred shouted,
pointing his finger straight at Max. “You’re fired.
Pick up your tools. Get the fuck off the job.”
Max’s neighbor from Brownsville, Tommie,
moved next to Max and Aaron. During the war,
Tom manned an antiaircraft battery on the highest
hill in Prospect Park. His sergeant would let him
take the trolley home to Hinsdale Street each day so
his mother could cook him lunch. He always
brought back a sack of peanuts for the guys that his
mother and father spent the night before shelling
while sitting silently at the kitchen table.
Fred’s men lowered their heads and raised their
wrenches. They edged closer to their boss. It was
twenty degrees out and everyone froze.
Max looked straight at Trump for a moment.
He moved his hammer from his left to his right
hand, then slowly walked to where Fred was
standing. The three toughs raised their wrenches
higher. When Max was close enough to Fred, he
turned his head and spit out a matchstick that was
between his teeth.
“You got something to say,” Fred said in a
steady voice.
Max started to speak, then he halted. He
nodded once, went back to pick up his toolbox,
walked to the elevator, and rode it down to the
ground floor where he got into his Chevy and
drove home.
The next day, Max got dressed and went back
to Building 12 with a green cap on his head.
Unrecognized by Fred, ignored by the building
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supervisor who didn’t want trouble with the union,
Max continued working until Beach Haven
Apartments was completed.
Anyway, that’s the story my father Aaron told
about my grandfather. My dad was an honest man
but in any event, he had no reason to make up the
story considering it was thirty years before Fred’s
son would become president.
It is the fall of 2o2o and we are in the middle
of a pandemic. People are out of work including
me. The train to the city runs empty each day.
Restaurants and stores are shut. No one knows
how long this will go on.
Woody Guthrie, who lived in Beach Haven
Apartments, used to say that in this country, they
won’t let you starve to death but they’ll let you go
real hungry. In America, a beautiful country,
especially compared to Russia, even that is no
longer true.
Yesterday I got notice from the bank that the
federal government had deposited my Paycheck
Protection Program grant into my checking
account. Soon I will be applying for an SBA loan.
I even got a free box of face masks from the city.
I can’t help but think that Max the socialist and
Fred the capitalist would be proud of me.

By David Murchie

Answers on page 28
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The Stamford Museum Auxiliary
by Sally Sacks

B

PHOTOS: MARY TREHAN

ack in the 196os and 7os, The Stamford
Museum and Nature Center relied heavily
on volunteers and the Museum Auxiliary
was a major player. We were a dedicated
group, mainly women, who loved the
museum and considered it an honor to work
there. Our many activities included running
a series of children’s programs, assisting in
organizing juried art shows and fund-raisers,
and developing daylong events such as Farm
Day and the Harvest Festival.
I joined the auxiliary as soon as my
children entered kindergarten and I finally
had a few free weekday hours. My first
assignment was organizing the children’s
Saturday morning programs, which
immediately placed me on the auxiliary
board. I was impressed with the Board.
Marilyn Murphy, the president, started out
by placing her wristwatch on the table in
front of her, glancing at it, and stating, “We
will be finished in exactly one hour.” And so
we were, all business taken up in a tidy
fashion.
The Saturday children’s programs
comprised six or seven hour-long sessions

page 16

during the winter. Along with my committee,
we searched out local artists, musicians,
naturalists, historians — anyone who might
give an interesting presentation to six- to
ten-year-olds. All of them donated their time.
One of the most popular speakers was Roy
Doty, a local cartoonist, who returned year
after year. He gave a hilarious series of
“chalk talks” and every child went home
with a signed drawing.
Another wonderful local artist, Dina Pisé,
kept up a nonstop, amusing commentary as
she tossed sloppy strips of papier mâché
onto a wire armature, sending globs of flour
paste in all directions, ending up constructing
a comical, life-sized statue in front of the
children’s amazed eyes.
One of the auxiliary’s projects was an
inventory of the contents of the museum’s
attic. This space, which predated the current,
state-of-the-art, climate-controlled
underground area, was the repository of
much of the museum’s collection. It
contained a mind-boggling array of objects,
most of which had not seen daylight in years
and were covered with a fine layer of dust.

Each week, the women involved in this job
staggered back downstairs with tales of what
they had found – shells, pottery, intricate
woodcarvings, stuffed birds, ancient locks
and keys, paintings, statues. They also found
dead birds (not stuffed) and several bats –
live ones, hanging from the rafters. It was
not a job for the faint of heart.
Our most ambitious projects were the
spring and fall festivals, known in more
recent days as Sheep-to-Shawl Day and the
Harvest Festival. Except for the professional
who sheared the sheep, the volunteers did it
all. We found people who spun and wove
wool, caned chairs, raised bees, shod horses,
drove a yoke of oxen, baked bread, canned
tomatoes, gardened organically and much
more. The local Girl Scouts and Boy Scouts
got involved. I somehow became the apple
butter expert and spent hours stirring a
fragrant kettle while giving DIY instructions.
My most memorable achievement was
a children’s pet show. Painstakingly
organized over weeks, the show included
entries ranging from crickets to hamsters,
lizards, chickens, parrots, many cats and
dogs, and a pony. Every single entry was
carefully examined and judged. Prizes were
awarded in many categories, such as the cat
with the longest tail and the dog with the
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most soulful eyes. The cats had to be kept
in cages, and there was even a prize for the
best-decorated cage.
We had a loudspeaker system set up
and my husband functioned as master of
ceremonies. He was having a great time,
directing our large audience to the pertinent
ring and pointing out the highlights of the
show. When it came time to judge the cat
cages he loudly proclaimed the first, second
and third prizes for “the fanciest cat houses.”
The museum counted on the auxiliary
for many tasks, large and small including help
in hanging paintings for an exhibit, supplying
a Sunday afternoon gallery docent at the last
minute, picking up and returning artists’
submissions, whipping up refreshments for
an opening, and preparing box lunches for
the annual Volunteers’ Picnic. We were
always there to help.
Time marches on and eventually many
of the auxiliary women went back to work.
After a while, the organization simply
disappeared. The museum still has many
wonderful volunteers, but the auxiliary as
such is no more. The popular festivals still
take place, organized by the staff and
underwritten by several generous
organizations. For years I continued to
volunteer at the spring and fall events, selling
pumpkins and tomato seedlings (along with
giving advice on their care and feeding) and
demonstrating cider-making. But I miss the
satisfaction of belonging to a group that
organized these affairs, that had an inside
hand in the workings of our beloved museum.
For me, the feeling of connection is gone.

Barging Up The Canal
By Renée Kahn

P

eople are usually surprised to learn that a
canal once went from Long Island Sound to the
center of town, terminating at the present site of
the Stamford Town Center. A map hand-drawn
by William H. Holly in 1837 shows a square
basin with a narrow slip surrounded on three
sides by a large landing and several small shops.
Nearby, on the Post Road, stood the Stage House,
an 18th century inn.
The Stamford Canal begins in the East
Branch of Stamford Harbor. It was constructed
through an existing salt marsh in 1833 by Alfred
Bishop, a nationally-prominent canal builder.
Bishop drew his inspiration from the network of
canals constructed during that period throughout
the northeast, most notably the Erie Canal, which
opened in 1825. The same width and depth as the
Erie, although considerably shorter, it too appears
to have been designed primarily for barge traffic
pulled along by teams of mules or oxen on an
adjacent towpath.
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The date of this
mural is about
1842 and shows
the Stage House
at the left.
The Stage House
was a thriving inn
of that time.

The 1851 map of Stamford shows, both above
and below the present railway, a “race” – a
manmade waterway parallel to the main canal
and several dozen yards to its west. Often
referred to as the “Little Canal,” or the “lateral
canal,” its purpose is puzzling as it does not
appear to be deep enough to sustain commercial
boat traffic. Races traditionally were built for
mills to provide water power, although as far as
we know, this race did not serve that function.
An old deed refers to clam and oyster beds in
the raceway, so that may have been one of its
primary uses.
Although it is commonly believed that the
arrival of the railway in 1848 doomed the
northern portion of the canal, this is only
partially true as it was relatively easy to create a
low bridge over the railroad that would allow
barges, the main source of canal traffic at that
time, to proceed underneath. What doomed the
upper canal was when it was dammed in 1868 at
the same time the lower, main portion of the
canal was widened and deepened to accomodate

larger, ocean-going vessels. In order to allow the
upper canal to be used to bring high-masted ships
to the canal terminus near the Post Road, a taller
railroad bridge would have had to be built at
prohibitive cost.
Joseph D. Warren, owner of the Stamford
Foundry on Canal Street and a major property
owner in the area, saw the inoperable upper
canal as an opportunity to create real estate
along its former bed. Warren had purchased the
property from Bishop‘s brother. He was instrumental
in creating the present-size expanded canal
terminating on Jefferson Street and in laying out
Pacific and Canal Streets. He used the filled-in
waterway as sites for commercial and industrial
structures which he later sold.
While the upper canal was sold off and developed,
the race became an open sewer and a perennial
problem in the latter part of the 19th century.
Dr. Estelle Feinstein, in her definitive study of the
period, Stamford in the Gilded Age, published in

1973, discussed the health problems created by
this stagnant pool of water in a chapter entitled
“The Nuisance of the Old Canal.” The impact of
diptheria, smallpox and typhoid in the early ‘9os
stirred anxieties and renewed demands for
removal of the putative sources of contagions.
In August, 1892, Dr. Rogers proposed a resolution
to the City, which ordered the Committee on
Health and Sewage to fill in the “pesthole known
as the old canal” and to put it in a perfectly
sanitary condition.
Although the railroad did not directly cause
the demise of the canal, in the long run, faster,
more efficient rail transportation largely replaced
canal traffic throughout the nation. The lower
portion of the Stamford Canal is still in active
use, however, mainly carrying barges filled with
construction material and recycled metals. Private
boats and small fishing vessels dock in the canal
and as late as the 194os, three-masted schooners
and tug boats could be seen.

The Stamford Foundry on Canal Street adjacent
to the canal’s tow-path
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Wire Mill
Racquet Club
by Judy Briggs

T

he Wire Mill Racquet Club at 578 Wire Mill
Road has been in existence since 1928. Joe Staiger,
director of physical education for the Stamford
public school system from 1917 until 1958. built
the courts. A 1982 article in the Stamford
Advocate says that he built six courts, but only
four exist today. We believe the other two courts
were located where there is now a house on
Blackwood Lane.
A straight line of arborvitae trees once stood
on the west side of the property which were
removed after the existing house was built. The
story goes that Joe used his students for the labor
and that the materials came from the property.
The original court fences were posts of wood with
chicken wire fencing. The club office was a metal
shed and there was no formal bathroom.
Over the years, we have heard stories of Joe
being a real stickler about his courts and the type
of shoes that one could wear. A group of players
from a local corporation played weekly and was a
constant source of income. Joe noticed one player
was wearing shoes that didn’t meet his approval
so he kicked them all out, never to return again as
a group.
Charlie Nanos bought the club from Joe and
ran it for many years without many changes.

When asked how he watered the courts he pointed
skyward. I don’t know how he managed since red
clay courts require regular watering. Charlie was
proud of “his girls” who played regularly. After
their matches, they would sit at the picnic table
that was in the shade of a large, beautiful maple
tree to relax and chat.
“Wire Mill” came on the market again. At the
time, the club was a real mess, with gaping holes in
courts one and four. A builder was interested in the
property to build houses on half-acre lots and had
perk tests done on the two courts. Fortunately for us,
it wasn’t worth his while.
Roberto Leon bought the club from Charlie
and began the huge renovation. First, the holes had
to be carefully filled with rock and gravel to have a
solid base for the courts. A Porta Potty replaced
the toilet in the demolished garage. Water lines and
water fountains were installed. Now the courts
could be watered twice a day with fire hoses. The
chicken wire fencing was replaced with chain link
fencing and wind screens. Mesh curtains separated
the courts.
The metal office shed was replaced with a
more attractive wood shed. Another wooden shed,
with a front porch, became the bathrooms with
flush toilets and sinks. A third shed became
changing rooms complete with outdoor showers.
Benches, picnic tables, and flowers were also
added.
A big decision loomed. Was this to be a club
with private membership or open to the public?
Roberto decided there were enough private clubs
in the area so it became “Open To The Public”
with memberships available to play on teams.
Players rented season courts, played by the hour,
came to organized round robins, rented the ball
machine, and scheduled private and semiprivate
lessons with excellent professionals. There were
Fairfield County Tennis League teams for men and
women.
The Wire Mill Racquet Club and Greenwich
Racquet Club are now under the direction of
Ricardo Leon, son of Roberto. Junior tournaments
have been added and are popular, regular features
at both clubs.

Native Azaleas
by Tom Tierney

B
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riving around North Stamford, it’s hard
to miss the brightly colored flowers of azaleas in
yards and gardens. These low, mounding,
evergreen foundation plants are most commonly
found with white, pink, red, and purple flowers.
They originated in Japan and other parts of Asia.
But another lesser known category of azaleas
exist. They are the native, deciduous azaleas.
Few people see anything more than a pretty
orange flower when they admire a native azalea
like the Flame Azalea in bloom. Even fewer people
have an appreciation for the antiquity of these
plants. The mountains in the eastern United States
are among the oldest ranges on Earth, and the
native azaleas that grow there are not recent
arrivals.
So what distinguishes a native azalea from
the evergreen varieties that are more commonly
seen? For one, the native azaleas are deciduous,

dropping their leaves in autumn. Before they do,
many will put on a very colorful show featuring
yellow, orange, red, and purple shades in their
leaves, which are larger when compared to
evergreen azaleas.
Another difference is that many of our native
azaleas are fragrant. The scent of clove, cinnamon,
heliotrope, lemon, or sweet musk can perfume an
area when these plants are in bloom. The bloom time
— when the plant is in flower — is another
distinguishing characteristic. In our area, most of the
evergreen varieties bloom in April or May, whereas
our natives can bloom anytime from late March to
September. This can lengthen the bloom season in a
garden, providing color after most shrubs have
finished flowering. Lastly, evergreen azaleas are
limited to white, pink, red and purple flowers,
whereas the natives also include yellows, gold,
oranges, salmon, peach, and multicolor forms.
Continued on page 22
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A – R.calendulaceum

PHOTO: PATRICIA MORRIS

B – R.austrinum

C – R.austrinum
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Native Azaleas
Continued from page 21

There are seventeen native azalea species in
the eastern United States. Dr. Kathleen Kron has
developed an excellent method to identify the
natives by separating them into three color
categories: white, pink, and orange.
The white group contains seven species, six of
which grow on the east coast. (e.g. R. alabamense,
R. arborescens) The R. in front of the species
stands for “rhododendron.” All azaleas are
classified as rhododendrons. The azaleas in this
group are not necessarily pure white, since there
may be forms that are shades of light pink. All of
the species in the white group are delightfully
fragrant, which adds to their appeal. R.
arborescens, with its pristine white flowers, striking
red stamens, and powerful heliotrope fragrance, is
a favorite of many. The excellent selection of R.
arborescens called R. White Lightning has huge
white flowers with distinctive red stamens, a
yellow blotch, and that delicious fragrance so
characteristic of the species
The pink group contains five species. Two of
them, R. canescens and R. periclymenoides, are
often difficult to tell apart, but one distinguishing
characteristic is that R. canescens usually has sticky
gland ular hairs on the back of the floral tube
whereas R. periclymenoides usually has plain
fuzzy hairs without the sticky glands. The R.
prinophyllum is usually a darker pink. It has a
shorter flower tube and a distinctive cinnamon
spice fragrance. One of the finest native stands
is at Dolly Sods Wilderness Area in West Virginia,
where the entire top of the mountain turns rose
pink in early June. By the way, all of our East
Coast native azaleas have exactly five stamens
except for R. canadense and R. vaseyi.
The R. canadense was considered to be in a
separate genus, Rhodora. Its leaves are a blue grey
when they emerge. This is the plant inspired Ralph
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Waldo Emerson to write his poem, “The
Rhodora.” The R. vaseyi seems to be a particularly
adaptable plant, even though its original range was
only four counties in the mountains of North
Carolina at elevations from 3,ooo to 5,ooo feet.
The orange group contains five species,
although their flowers are not always orange and
can range from shades of clear yellow through gold
to deepest red. The early blooming R. austrinum is
the only fragrant native of this group, and its
flowers are typically gold or yellow with a long red
flower tube. The R. flammeum also has long
flower tubes. It is early blooming, but the flowers
are usually orange or red with a prominent blotch,
and there is no fragrance. The clone R. Hazel
Hamilton is a nice yellow form of R. flammeum.
The R. prunifolium is typically coral orange to
deep red with a long flower tube and begins its
floral display at the end of July or August. There are
excellent stands of R. prunifolium in Georgia’s
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Providence Canyon as well as extensive plantings
at Callaway Gardens.
Both Stamford’s Bartlett Arboretum and the
Lee Memorial Garden in New Canaan have native
azaleas in their collections. Alternately, plants
can be ordered online including at
mailordernatives.com.
We often hear environmentalists voice
concerns over the destruction of the rain forests
in remote regions of the world. But we must realize
that the rich biological diversity here in our own
eastern forests is also at risk. We must not lose the
beauty and diversity that has evolved in our
eastern forests over millions of years by using
mass-market substitutes for the richness that was
once all around us. The next time you’re looking
for a shrub to plant in your garden, please consider
native azaleas.
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D – R.calendulaceum
E – R.flammeum
F – R.periclymenoides
G – R.eastmanii
H – R.prunifolium
I – R.ClearCreek

Mixed Media Artist

Ellen Gordon

E

llen Gordon is an award winning North
Stamford mixed media artist whose most recent
work involves intimate, colorful contemporary
abstract and portrait compositions, many of
bold women in contemplation. She was trained
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at Greenwich Art Society, Silvermine Guild of
Artists, and Rowayton Arts Center. She serves
on the board of directors of the Greenwich Art
Society and is past president of The Loft Artists
Association in Stamford.
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Way Back, When
By Bob Callahan

Public Fantasies: The Movies
My Day at the Radio City Music Hall

W

e are sitting in Radio City Music Hall,
the movie is ending, the vision changes.
As the curtain ripples down, the movie’s last
close-up gives way to the surreal panorama of
the theatre itself. And the music drowns in
the grinding resonance of organ music.
Over on the left, a great organ advances out of
nowhere into a spot of light. A tiny figure busily
works at the bank of keys. He is playing frantic
tunes, but no one pays attention.
Except me.
The organ is called the “Mighty Wurlitzer”
and my brother tells me one of the pipes is
32 feet long!
I turn to take in the scene.
More than a thousand people are milling about.
They seem distant, their voices only a murmur
in the tan twilight. The stage, like a sunrise,
radiates concentric semicircles reaching up to
the golden dome.
It is a strange and wonderful land.
A scene like this needs more serious music.
And in a moment it arrives. The orchestra
appears, ghostlike, each musician glowing in
a golden light. Tall and thin, the Music Hall’s
conductor, Ernö Rapée, stands in the center,
poised.
I turn to my older brother to ask what was
happening. He hushes me. And he is right.
The moment is too solemn for talk.
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They are playing Liszt’s “Liebestraum.”
What a great word…liebestraum.
As the music flows, Ernö Rapée waves a wand.
And the orchestra levitates. The whole
organization floats up and back. The enormous
golden curtain parts; the musicians, still seated,
drift back into the vastness of the stage.
Then the mood abruptly changes. The stage
lights come up, glaring bright, and the orchestra
takes up a jazz tempo. Rapée flashes his baton
to the rapid beat. His posture relaxes.
A line of dancing girls works its way in from
the side. They are tap dancing in unison. The
tapping resonates through the theatre. There are
so many of them—the Music Hall Rockettes!

Arm in arm, they march in close formation;
they kick, they stamp, they spread out across
the stage and kick their legs high, all in perfect
unison. With each kick the snare drum hits,
again, and again. The audience applauds.
And I am still thinking about “Liebestraum.”
Men in sailor suits come out on
the stage, stepping along smartly
and singing a happy song.
Acrobats are next, their chrome
equipment shining.
Then a sloppy comedian, with a troupe of seals
that bark and flop across the stage far away.
One of the seals plays “My country ’Tis” on
gleaming horns. The audience roars.
And I am still thinking of “Liebestraum.”
We are approaching the big number. Ballet
dancers in island costumes appear on stage as
the music begins. The situation, simple at first,
grows steadily more exciting. More dancers!
Louder music! Until the stage is filled: dancers,
movement, color! The rising tide of the Big
Number rolls over us; the dancers sweep out to
the sides of the hall. Dancers on the left of us,
the right of us, in front of us.
Then suddenly it stops.
The movie was dopey, “The Philadelphia Story,”
but the Tom and Jerry cartoon was great! I think
it was titled “Puss Gets the Boot.” There was also
a Tom Mix serial and a Movietone News of the
Day, which had some neat photographs.

On our walk back to Grand Central Station
we stopped at the Automat on 42nd Street.
The Automat was a wonderland to me.
These cafeterias featured prepared foods
behind small glass windows and coin-operated
slots. There were stacks of glass-doored
dispensers that had a porcelain-centered metal
cylinder that could be rotated and allow the
glass door to be raised up and locked in
a horizontal position for easy removal of
the plate or bowl of food. I always looked
for someone behind the little glass doors
but never saw anyone.

My favorite meal was
frankfurters and baked
beans in a small brown casserole dish and it
only cost a few nickels. The hot chocolate
came out of a fish mouth…a dolphin, I think.
My brother said the Automat coffee was the
best coffee in the world.
On our way into
Grand Central Station
I stop at a gum vending
machine mounted on a
steel column. It cost 1 cent
to get a small box
containing two small
chiclets of Adams gum.
We return home on the New Haven railroad
line, and the music goes with me.
What a day!
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To the Editor,
I am grateful for the privilege of having been
elected state senator representing North
Stamford, Westover, Greenwich, and western
New Canaan. Since my inauguration in
August, I have focused on constituent
services, supporting residents who suffered
flooding, promoting economic growth and
investment in Stamford, protecting our
constitutional checks and balances in the
state legislature, and advocating for a special
session to stop the rise of shootings, car
thefts, and other serious crimes.
I take seriously the trust that I have been
given by voters in Stamford and promise to
work very hard to represent the interests of
our people, solve problems, and bring us
together to the best of my ability.
I will try to forge consensus on
legislation that will advance the interests of
Stamford and the major issues effecting
families in our area. Those include the issues
I ran on in my campaign: Reducing taxes
and the cost of living, protecting the public
safety, reducing crime, supporting and
improving our public schools, increasing
access to health care, and reaching across
the aisle.
Connecticut faces challenges. Our taxes
are far too high and spending by the state
government too wasteful. The state
bureaucracy is ineffective yet increasingly
powerful. Serious crime is rising. Our school
buildings are dilapidated. Our cost of living is
too high and inflation is making it worse.
But bigger than those challenges is the
character and quality of our natural
advantages in our community and state.
We have the ideal location, natural beauty,
strong communities, and the best people.
That’s why I am optimistic that the future
can be brighter for Stamford and
Connecticut than ever before with positive
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change in our state government. Please know
that if you ever have any questions or need
anything, you can reach out to me at
ryan.fazio@cga.ct.gov.
Sen. Ryan Fazio
149th General Assembly District
*****
To the Editor:
The Stamford Garden Club will be having
a Centennial Gala on May 12, 2o22. It will
be held at the Knoblocher Family Farmhouse
at the Stamford Museum and Nature Center
from 6:oo to 8:oo P.M. The club will be
highlighting its 1oo years of commitment to
the City of Stamford and our focus on a
fabulous future. For details, please visit our
website at “thestamfordgardenclub.org.”
*****

Crossword puzzle on page 14

In and around Stamford Museum & Nature Center
PHOTOS: MARY TREHAN
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MISSION STATEMENT

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.

NSA Membership

NSA Membership — Year 2022
North Stamford Association Membership Dues

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

PHOTO: MARY TREHAN
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Please complete this form and mail it to:
P.O. Box 16830, Stamford, CT 06905
or join/renew online at northstamfordassoc.org
Name
Address

Phone
Email
Membership per Household
Gifts
$ 25
Sponsor
$ 50
Patron
$125
Benefactor
$125+
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