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	Dear Friends,

Welcome back for the second issue of “The Greenwich Torch” in 2004.  I want to thank everyone for the great response after the last issue.  

First, I would like to send both kudos and thanks to the following people for their contributions and encouragement.  Thank you to Ms. Dale Owens for her interest in our publication and her student, Ms. Katherine O. Hermann who conducted a wonderful interview with Tara Watson.  (Thank you Tara)  Both her parents and our school system should be very proud of the job that she did.  If I am to so bold to predict, we might be hearing from her nationally someday!

I also want to thank Virginia Shocker (Greenwich teacher, 1967-93) who sent me an email to inform us that she was enjoying our publication while at poolside in West Palm Beach Florida.

I wish to express my many thanks to Midge Roesslar for sharing her remembrances of Stewartsville.  I also had the pleasure of speaking with her sister Charlotte one evening.

Our good friend Cliff Oberly wanted me to mention that he is willing to purchase any “old” baseball uniforms from Stewartsville or area baseball clubs.  You may contact Cliff at 859-2007.

As far as this issue, I think that we are succeeding with our goal of building a bridge between the present and our community’s past.  Girl Scout Troop 1125 is planning on having a luncheon and is 

that were freezing inside.  I think the school got bathrooms inside during 1941 or 42.

At recess we played “Hi Andy Over” with balls or beanbags.  Someone would be on either side of the outhouse.  We would throw the bag over the bathroom and run to the other side to catch it.

In the old Grange Building, those of us that rode the school bus to Phillipsburg H.S. waited in the Post Office.  We probably drove Elizabeth Brill crazy at times.  We kept in contact after she married Whiz Rinehart and until her death.

My father was Charles Hall.  He was a Notary Public and Justice of the Peace and did business in the little Municipal room on weekends.  It was located on the first floor of the building on Washington St.

Hope my Parkinson shaking hand allows you to read this.  My love to all my old friends still there.

Mildred “Midge” Hall-Roesslar

*********************************

Baseball Slang

(Baseball Lingo, ala 1933)


The baseball season is upon us and it is a sport that has its very own language.   I thought that it would be appropriate to explore some good old fashion baseball slang.  The following expressions were         Mississippi. 


The roster consisted of the following players:  George “Red” Kennedy (3B), Jack Braden (P), Tracey Hitchner (P), Bob Scott (P), Jim Emory (SS), Bob Link (C), Franklin Gullick (P), Jack Julian (OF), Gil Burgess (1B), Jerry Bentley (SS), Frank Caulwell (P), Frank Bandy (C) and Frank Dragon (2B).


Each player came from different playing backgrounds.  Frank Gullick was a popular local hurler and he started the team’s first exhibition game against the Edison squad of the Industrial league.  The Colonials lost 6 to 5 in 11innings on a homer by Buck Delaney of Oxford.  Frank Brandy was an experienced catcher, who was released by Connie Mack.  Gilbert Burgess at First Base was 6’1”, 212 lbs.  He was a lefty and subsequently scouted by an unidentified “big league” club.  George “Red” Kennedy was the speedy Third baseman and considered the MVP of the Montgomery County League in its last year.  Other local talent were Kries (3B) and Julienne in the outfield.  The balance of the team was made up of talent from the Philadelphia area, either from schools or the local leagues.  The Colonials were owned and managed by Edward Neff.  Neff had managed semi-professional teams for about two decades.  

The Colonials won their home opener of the inaugural season with a victory over the Lancaster Red Sox’s, 17-1.  The starting and winning pitcher was Phil Wagner, who had played in the New York Giant’s organization.    The home games were played at Borough Park in Washington. House of David colony in Benton Harbor, Michigan.  The purpose of this colony was to gather the 12 lost tribes of Israel for the “Ingathering,” to await the Millennium.  Its disciples lived under strict rules.  No sex, no smoking and no shaving.  Soon there were over 500 bearded followers.  

Tourist traveled miles to see the colony.  But as it was popularized by the Ken Burn’s documentary on PBS in 1994, the House of David became known for its barnstorming baseball team.  (Our friend and fellow Historical Society member, Cliff Oberly recalled seeing them play in Clinton as a youngster)  Sometimes they would feature stars like Grover Cleveland Alexander.  Myth has it that Babe Ruth played with them.  Unfortunately it was only that, a myth.

  
For more than three decades, “The House of David” played in small towns across our nation.  One such town was Washington, New Jersey.  On May 19, 1932, the House of David defeated the Washington Colonials, an entry in the Class D Interstate league.  The game was played before a large crown at Washington Borough Park.  The Washington Star reported, “It was a real game in every respect and the fans were highly pleased.”


The Colonial’s pitcher was Makosky from Allentown, Pennsylvania.  He was touched for 14 hits during his tenure on the mound that day, which included 2 doubles and a homerun.  In most cases, he was able to bear down when a crisis developed.  The HOD was able to bunch up its hits and tack up 3 runs in the top of the fourth inning to make it 4 to 0. School and who also grew up here in Stewartsville.    I want to thank Katherine for her fine contribution.  And especially thank Ms. Dale Owen for all of her support in this matter.  

Life Way Back When


Life back a few years ago was a lot different from now a day.  For instance, there really were no video games to sit around and play with for entertainment.  Instead, people went out playing in a cornfield, pastures, or even just your own back yard with your siblings.  Whatever it was, you were outside having fun.  I had the opportunity to interview, which is now Mrs. Tara Watson, but back then she was Tara Stecker.  Mrs. Watson is a Kindergarten teacher at the new Greenwich school.  She gave me a lot of information about our town.  It was a lot different from now a day!

Katherine:  “How long have you been living here?”

Tara Watson:  “I have lived in Stewartsville all my life.”

Katherine:  “When did your first ancestor come here?”

Tara Watson:  “I’m not exactly sure.  My grandmother’s parents were here  (The Shillinger’s) before the Steckers.

Katherine:  “Where did you first live?”  (A town ex. Greenwich Chase)

Tara Watson:  “There weren’t any developments when I was a child.  You   The hay rake came over the tractor and broke.”  On that particular day my father left me in that predicament for hours, as I didn’t know how to unhook the rake!”

Katherine:  “Any other interesting facts?”

Tara Watson:  “My father was named after Stewart Shillinger, (his uncle) who owned Shillinger’s Mill.”

Katherine:  “What does your family think of living here?”

Tara Watson:  “I don’t think my children understand the concept of how their father and I grew up in Stewartsville.  Life was very simple in our days.  We weren’t entertained the way children today are.  We created our own fun.  We played a lot of backyard football, baseball, and kick ball.  I encourage my children to do the same, but we live in such a different environment now.  My older children feel that after college graduation they will not live in Stewartsville, because of career opportunities not being available in this area.  Time will tell.  Just maybe growing up in Stewartsville will get to them too!  They may have their own story someday!”

**********************************

A Helpful Tip from the Lincoln Farmer’s Almanac

· To Destroy Woodchucks:  Saturate a roll of rags about the size of a hen’s egg with bisulphate of carbon, put it into the woodchuck’s burrow, and stop the hole quickly.  The bisulphate may be obtained at most drug stores, and should be handled with care.

on Mr. Foss.  Lloyd attended the “Old” Greenwich School that still resides on North Main Street.  He attended classes there all the way though the eighth grade.  He moved on to Phillipsburg High School and upon graduation in 1943, he entered Lafayette University.  His stay would last for only three months.  Foss was called for duty in the U.S. Army.  (He would later return and earn his degree)


Lloyd’s time in the army was not his initial experience towards the war effort.  Before entering the army, he served as the Scout Master of Troop 60 that met at the Stewartsville Lutheran Church.  

During the war, our country held many collection drives.  Foss recalled one such metal drive.  The collected material would be delivered to Maloney Field for everyone to see.  He recalled large piles of cans the height of buildings.  So Troop 60’s Scout Master concocted a plan to make a donation un-matched by any one before.  Lloyd knew that the Morris Canal ran through Stewartsville and that the #8 Incline Plane resided in the tiny hamlet.  He decided to organize his band of patriots and dig it up.  Their efforts would definitely result in a wealth of metal.  Foss and ten scouts toiled relentlessly all day digging about three feet into the ground until they finally revealed fifty feet of cable and rail.  They sat back admiring the fruits of their labor and became intoxicated by visions of grandeur.  Although they completed an honorable task, they neglected one important detail…to ask for the permission from the landowner!  They started to pull the rails out of the ground, when a yelling woman interrupted them.  It was Mrs. Dowling, Roy’s mother.  She owned the land that they dug up.  (It is an area behind Dick’s Power Supply on Route 57) They attempted to explain their

Germans.  Lloyd and his buddy snuck up on them and captured the ten or so German soldiers.  Almost simultaneously, the 2nd French Armor Division also arrived.  (This division consisted mostly of French Moroccans from Africa with a reputation of being fierce fighters.)  When a French officer inquired of them about the Germans, Foss replied that they were POWs.  The French officer informed Lloyd that the Nazis do not recognize prisoners of war and they turned their guns on them until each of them were dead.  Lloyd confessed to me, “I learned in that one day that I had become an adult.”

            Lloyd spent the remainder of his time in the service in a hospital with “trench foot” and would return to Stewartsville well after the conclusion of WWII.  He went back to Lafayette and earned his degree in Engineering.

In 1948, Foss became involved in the local American Legion.  The first such group in our community met in the brick building on Greenwich Street by the town square.  At one time it was a butcher shop.  They met on the second floor and also had use of the attic.  In fact, Lloyd discovered a metal wire filled with old receipts for meat purchases dating back into the 1880s’.  As the organization grew, the members discussed the possibility of a permanent location.  Lloyd and some of his fellow legionnaires went to Whiz Rhinehart, who was one of the largest landowners in the community, to ask for a place to build a permanent location.  They asked him to sell an acre of land to them.       

Whiz informed them that while he never served in the military, he would like to do something for those who did.  He would give them some land but under one condition.  It could only be used for a meeting place for the American Legion.  If it ever ceased 


	inviting our Historical Commission.  Our good friend and Historical Commissioner, Louisa Meyers is working on getting banners placed in the Stewartsville Square acknowledging our historical past.  I have received request from some of our newer residents to be added to our mailing list.

This month’s issue is to celebrate the game of baseball and remember our veterans.  I hope that you continue to enjoy hearing about your and my adopted hometown.

May God Bless you All!

Bob Hurte

**********************************

A Letter From a Former Resident

Dear Old Friends and Neighbors,

How nice to read about my old hometown.  My sister Charlotte passes her copy of “Greenwich Torch” on to me.

I like reading about the town I loved so much.  In reading about the Old School on Main St., I can remember when we all brought our own lunches, since no food was served.  “Pop” Brown was the janitor and I would take a raw potato to the basement where he had an old rocking chair sitting by the big steam furnace.  He would put the potato on the side of the steam pipe and by lunchtime I have a cooked potato!

At recess, we had to use the outside toilets 

taken from a column that appeared in the April 7, 1933 Washington Star.  Baseball slang or lingo ranks up there with other lost or dead languages.  Try and see how many of these expressions are familiar.

A LA CARTE:  Playing the ball with one hand

COUNTY FAIR Grandstand player

COUSIN: a pitcher easy to hit

CRIPPLE: to throw a strike when the count is two or three balls and no strikes or three balls and one strike

CROOK ARM OR HOOKED ARM: a left-hander

HIND SNATCHER: a catcher

HITCHY KOO: fidgeting in batter’s box

HOGAN’S BRICKYARD: a rough diamond

HOLIDAY: double-header

TEXAS LEAGUER: looping fly just over infield

TWO O’CLOCK HITTER: One who hits line drives in batting practice but pops up in game

TOE HOLD: stance at plate when batter digs in to swing

UNBUTTON YOUR SHIRTY: take a good swing

UNCLE CHARLIE’S GOT HIM: Can’t hit a curve

YANKEE DOODLE HITTER: a weak hitter 


****************************************

1932 – Class “D” Interstate Baseball League


In 1932, Washington, New Jersey was the home of a baseball team in the Class D Interstate Baseball League.  The team was called the Colonials.  Out of the five Class D minor leagues that started that year, the Interstate that was east of the

The charge for general seating was $0.25 during the week and $0.45 weekends.   (This park is still in use today and I have played softball there.)  
The Interstate Baseball League disbanded on June 20, 1932.  It is the second quickest exit in minor league history.  In fact, before its demise, Judge Landis called up the Pottstown club and demanded that the team’s players were fully paid.  The league consisted of the following six teams:

Stroudsburg Poconos


19-7

Pottstown Legionnaires

18-8

Tamaqua/Slatington Dukes

10-16

Washington Colonials


9-17

Lancaster Red Sox


7-16

Norristown/ St. Clair Saints

11-10

(The above taken from: The Encyclopedia of Minor League Baseball    1997, 2nd edition, Edited by L. Johnson & M. Wulff.)


This was a professional baseball league that the Washington Star claimed would put the tiny town of Washington, NJ on the map, only to suffer the fate of becoming a sad footnote in the history of the minor leagues.

**********************************

The House of David

(Comes to Washington, NJ)


In 1903, an Ohio farmer named Benjamin Purnell was awoken from an extraordinary dream.  A white dove perched on his shoulder and proclaimed him the “Sixth Son of the House of David.”  So along with his wife Mary, they turned over their worldly goods and established the Washington scored 2 in the sixth when Pepper Martin made an error on Brady’s grounder, which was followed by Reno’s triple, and the later came in on a long fly ball by Burgess.  Then in the ninth, Julian hit a single, followed by a double by O’Flaherty, another single by Shamus and a long fly ball by Wagner.  Even with the two tallies in the ninth, the home team still came up short at 5 to 4.


It should be noted that a certain Pepper Martin appeared in the box score for the HOD as their third baseman.  While I am not sure that it is same Pepper Martin that played for the St. Louis Cardinals in the thirties, but I do know that this barnstorming unit employed major leaguers at times and Martin was injured much of 1932.  He could have been rehabilitating with the “House of David”.

[image: image2.wmf]
******************************** Last issue, I reached out and asked for people to participate in our newsletter and the following is an interview of Tara Watson, by a Ms. Katherine O. Herrman (4th Grade). Tara Watson is one of our Kindergarten teachers at the Greenwich  either lived in the upper part of town, which was called the Heights or lived down town.  Either way we all hung out together.”

Katherine:  “Where did Mr. Roger Watson (her husband) use to live?”

Tara Watson:  “He moved from Asbury, New Jersey and became my next door neighbor.  Yes, I married the boy next-door.”
Katherine:  “What was your maiden name?”

Tara Watson:  “Stecker.”
Katherine:  “Was Stecker Field named after your family?”

Tara Watson:  “Stecker Field was named after my father, Stewart Shillinger Stecker.”
Katherine:  “Do you like living here?”

Tara Watson:  “I have always enjoyed living here much.  So much has changed, but my childhood memories will always be with me.   I enjoy seeing the families and their children (grandchildren) that were an important part of my childhood.  Growing up in a farming creates strong bonds with other faming families.”

Katherine:  “Do you wish there were any changes here?”

Tara Watson:  “I don’t want to see any more changes here.  It is very difficult for me to see how much of our farmland is now housing development.  I miss the days of running through the cornfields.  Where Greenwich Chase lies, I use to sit on tractor and rake hay.  (I was never very good at it!)  [image: image1.wmf]


·  Lincoln loved farmers.  He regarded them as the backbone of our nation; to him they were the “plain” people on whom the destiny of the nation rests.  President Lincoln wittily said:  “God must have loved the ‘plain people,’ he made so many of them.”

***********************************

Reflections from the Front Porch


Bill Mauldin, a renowned cartoonist was quoted, “You can’t pay in money for what they have done.”  Bill was referring to the U.S. GI during WW II.  I am sure that most of us would agree with this assessment.  Freedom is a pretty good thing!


Well, let us get to the matter at hand.  As I walk down our virtual Main Street today, I happen to run into my good friend Lloyd Foss.  Lloyd is one of several GI soldiers from our community that served the war effort.  As many of you are probably aware, Lloyd is a masterful storyteller.  Of course, his stories might have a lot to do with his own involvement in the tales he spins.  This issue of “Reflections” involves his with WW II experiences.

              Let’s start with a little background 

actions but she would not have it.  She demanded that they rebury everything.  Our children’s history books indicate that we still won WWII, only without Troop 60’s donation!  (To this day, Lloyd wonders whether anyone else dug it up or if sixty years later it still lies in the ground, with aspiration of few Stewartsville boys…)

Lloyd Foss left Lafayette University in 1943 as a boy but would return as a man.  Not only would he serve his country admirably but he would bring home the Bronze Star.  The Bronze Star was authorized on February 4, 1944 to reward combat heroism or for meritorious service as established by Executive Order Number 9414.


While serving in the military, Lloyd was captured by the Nazis.  The machine gun nest that he occupied with a comrade was overrun and they were taken prisoner.  As he and his buddy were walking up a hill with their captors, a grenade whizzed by his ear and slammed into the chest of one of the enemy soldiers.  The impact caused the German to spin around and fall face first onto the ground.  The Nazi officer ordered Lloyd and his buddy to retrieve the fallen soldier.  When the officer turned his back, both Lloyd and the other soldier proceeded to smash him with their helmets onto his head and shoulders.  They succeeded in cracking his skull!  Lloyd wrestled the pistol away from the other German and confiscated the satchel from the fallen officer.  

The two soldiers returned to their lines and turned over the satchel and its documents to their C.O.  Lloyd figured that his commander would be happy to see them.  Unfortunately, he was upset that they allowed the Nazis to capture their machine gun and sent them back to retrieve it.  

Upon returning, the two of them discovered that the command post had been over run by 

this purpose then it would go up at public auction and the money contributed to another Veteran’s organization.   
Now that they had a place to build, they needed money to construct.  They succeeded in selling several cement blocks and accumulated hundreds of dollars.  Harry Carhardt drew up plans for the building.  After bickering over how and where to get a backhoe to excavate the foundation, Lloyd and some volunteers took matters into their own hands and spent the better part of a Sunday digging it out.  All it really cost them was a case of beer.  They used the money that they raised to buy cement.  Then they started to lay the cinder blocks.  They started this project in 1952.  When they were ready for the lumber, they went to Pickles in Bloomsbury.  Pickle estimated that they would need $10,000 dollars.  He had no idea how they would be able to pay the money back.   Seeing that these young men were dedicated to this project compounded with the fact that he did not serve in the military, Mr. Pickle pulled out the lumber bills from his desk.  Then as if he discovered something, he exclaimed, “Why all of these bills are marked paid… I guess you do not owe me anything!”


The building still serves both our community and our veterans today.   

**********************************

Greenwich Historical Commission Members

Members are:  Lloyd Foss, Lisa Foss, Agnes Hamlen, Helen Hawk, Bob Hurte, Louisa Meyers, Cliff Oberly, Shirley Oswald and Doris Rayna``

· The Greenwich Historical Commission meets at 7pm on the first Thursday of each month at the Municipal Building.

Thanks for inviting us into your home!
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