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Preface

My first attempt at writing about Stamford was a failure. | was a freshman in Mr.
Cannondés high school English class and the
adolescence. Early in the fall, the class focused on that pivotal transition point between
childhood and @olescencé the loss of innocence. One of the first things Mr. Cannon
asked us all to do was to write a short piece that captured the innocence of our individual
childhoods. | could only think of one way to do so.

| spent my most innocent years, thoserfnmy birth until the time | reached the
age of six and a half, living with my family in Stamford, CT. Perhaps if | had simply
focused on just one part of my life théréhe allure of my old neighborhood, or my
adventurous times at school, or my veneratedrpal grandfather, the policeman, to
name just a few possibiliti8sl could have succeeded in my writing. Apparently,
however, | was too young a writer to know when | had overextended myself. | tried to
squeeze all of these things and more into fartoosho of a pi ece. Looki nq
surprise to see Mr. Cannondés red ink scrib
tried to do too much and what resulted was a jumbled mess of an essay.

What | could not have understood until | had engaged rinystilat paper was
that by broaching the topic of Stamford, | had tapped into far more about myself than
simply the innocence of my childhood. Even though my family left Stamford when | was
six and a half years old, | remained connected to the placeny coaplex ways that
could not be parsed out within the limited range of a three page paper. For reasons that
will be explored in the following extended piece, | developed an intense emotional
attachment to Stamford, an attachment that has evolved ancechatier the years, but
remains to this day. My instinctual urge to write about Stamford had been right; | just
wasnot ready to tackl e alldf mythobgots andidedasor y yet
about Stamford in a single piece would require a gargargffort. For the time being,

Mr. Cannon set my sights on a more reasonable objective: if | were to write about
Stamford again, | should narrow my focus and begin with only one aspect of how I felt
about the city. From there, | could expand.

| di droaghthe gopigof Stamford again until my junior year of high school
i n Mr . Pottsd AP Language & Composition cl
and narrowed my focus. Mr. Potts had asked us to write a short piece about something
from our childh@ds that had helped shape who we had become as teenagers. | wrote
about playing as a child in my old neighborhood in Stamford and how, on Saturday
mornings, | would sneak outside alone and venture toffgrarts of the neighborhood
where my parents hadrbid me to wander by myself. | related my mischief to a
developing readiness within me to take some risks and also to an effort on my part to
emerge from my parentsd grasp and gain som
that captured a bit of wh&tamford meant to me, if not the whole of it. Mr. Potts seemed
to like it and so did I.

After that, however, | would not consider writing about Stamford again for a long
time. | suppose that another opportunity simply did not present itself. Beford lved)
moved on to college and was living away from home. Moreover, the man through whom
| channeled most of my remaining identity with Stamford, my grandfather, who still lived
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in Stamford with my grandmother as he always had, had gone through a deyastat
physical decline as he entered his eighties, hindering his mobility and his energy. I still
revered him, but he had become very much a different man from the one | had known as
a young child living in Stamford. For the first time in my life, | had ppshbegun to feel

a bit detached from the city of my birth.

In the meantime, | immersed myself in my schoolwork at Amherst, declaring
myself a double major in Economics and English during my sophomore year. In my
English classes, | continued to work on mayting, but was never spurred to write about
Stamford. Before | left campus at the end of the fall of my junior year (I would be
studying abroad in Rome that spring and would not return to campus until my senior fall),
I met with my adnnell sieoitold m&thatif wassnstdoo eafydo begin
thinking about whether or not | wanted to work on an honors project for English. I told
him | would consider it, but | was not sure what | might write about.

Then my paternal grandfather passed awajanuary 2008, just two weeks
before | would leave for Rome. It was a momentous and overwhelming occasion for me,
the first death of a close family member that | had ever experienced. Once again,
Stamford had come to the fore in my life in a way thatdouln ot be deni ed.
before | resolved that | could not let my thoughts and emotions fester in the wake of my

grandfatherds death. There was a story abo

waiting to be told and by then [ felt that | wasdy to tell it. The following memoir

about my grandfatheros |ife in Stamford
The memoir | have written draws upon my own experiences, family interviews |

conducted, and some historical research. Wheneverdesdram absolutely precise

about the facts of my grandfatheros | ife.

interviews could not serve me well enough, | took the liberty of imagining things as they
likely were. At these moments, the memoir almastainly veers from historical fact, but

| contend, nonetheless, that it remains closely bound to the truth. From these separate
parts | have constructed a single whole. It has been by far the largest and most
challenging writing project that | have eveorked on.

So, in a way, the following piece is a capstone to an eight year journey begun in
my first year of high school, the consummation of my development as a writer
throughout my past eight years of schooling. But this piece reaches farther wathin m
than that classification alone would indicate. If this memoir succeeds, it will be because it
expresses something much older and more fundamental within me than even my identity
as a writer. It will be because the story it tells is the one | could ssilgyp ignore, the
story thad if | ever were to put a story down in wofidléad to be written first. And, thus,
it was written.
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Nothing is left us now but death. We look to that with a grim satisfaction, saying, There
at least is reality that will not dodge us.

-Ralph Waldo Emerson

Stories are for joining the past to the future. Stories are for those late hours in the night
when you can't remember how you got from where you were to where you are. Stories
are for etenity, when memory is erased, when there is nothing to remember except the
story.

-Tim OO6Brien
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| used to think it was cool that my grandfather was a cop, back in the days when
he would pick me up from prechool in his cruiser and blare the sirgrst for me. |
would beam with pride every time | climbed into the back seat of that car and my
classmates could only look on in awe. My grandfather would then take me on the short
drive across Stamford to my house, where | would play with my tiny reglices caé
with flashing sirens and every other detail includlddr the rest of the afternoon. Within
my young mind, my grandfather had all the aura of one our most venerated celebrities.
But it had been a long time since | had thought about that, remednii®se days.
After all, he had been retired nearly fifteen years and he had scarcely resembled his
former self for some time. Upon retirement from his fifty year career as a police officer,
my grandfather proceeded directly from the police car to hislaair and a swift

physical decline ensued. Perhaps my grandf
forget my former awe or maybe | had just grown out of that stage wheresyede
admiration of oneds el der s c ptedastofdie easil y

career, his service, was no longer readily apparent to me.
Then it was January 2008 and | stood across the room from his casket, hands
solemnly clasped, in line with my family. On the table next to the coffin were the only
two picturesh at he wanted placed theré&my a picture
grandmothed and another picture of him in uniform. | hardly recognized the man in that

second photo. He stoodabremh oul dered 6640, so unlike th
my grandfather &d become by the time he died at the age of 86. Then again, | once had
known that younger man wel |l and so had cou

wake extended outside the door of the Cognetta Funeral Home in Stamford, CT,
everyone theretopayghi r respects to Deputy Chief Johr
people would attend in total. No one, | heard many people say, had ever seen anything

|l i ke it. An honor guard stood at my grandf
of the Knights ofColumbus came to offer their prayers. One of the condolences sent to

the family read, Aln the death of Jack Mor
l'ions. He will be missed. 0

Every ounce of awe | had felt in my childhood came surging bacletwith all
the clarity of those blaring sirens. | mourned not only the grandfather who departed on a
cold Thursday night in January of that year, but also the grandfather who had passed
more slowly over his final years; not the grandfather who | lost @mhgcently to that
nondescript line between life and death, but the grandfather who crumbled for a long time,
like an aging statue, until he was no more. | wanted to pick up the pieces and revisit the
character | once knew long ago, to remember who tseawd where he came from. |
wanted the sculpture to be complete in ways that it never had been before, to imagine the



thoughts and facts that he had kept only to himself, but were so crucial in shaping the
man he came to be. All | wanted was to go back.

My grandfather sat on the couch in the family room of our home in Dover, MA.
By then it was early afternoon on that Thanksgiving Day during my senior year of high
school and my grandfather had not moved since | had left the house shortly after seven
tha morning. When | came in through the garage he looked up with pleasant surprise
though he did not move.

APatrick, way to go, 0 he congratul ated
nearlya thron® my grandmother woulbave to wait on him hand and fcall day.).
AYou played well . 0

| had just returned from one of the biggest events of my young life, our
Thanksgiving Day football game against our archrivals, Medfield. We had squeaked out
an exhilarating 384 win for my first win ever over Medfield, sa&ing a school record
9-win season for DoveBherborn High.

| thanked him and smiled and sat down on the other couch across from him, but
didndot know what el se to say because my gr
sports and more than that lovedto watch his sons and, later, his grandsons play, but
for the first time ever since we had lived in Dover and my grandparents had been coming
to visit us, he did not feel up to coming to the game. When my father had told him that
there would be a largeawnd and that they would have to leave early to find my
grandfather a seat, my grandfather replied that it was all right, he would just stay home. |
didndot blame him. | had already seen how h
floor from the stas to the couch that morniégover the years, an aching hip had given
way to a lurching limp and a haggard, hunched back, his hand gripping the wall or
counter or whatever was within reach for support, too proud to hold a cane. Any and all
physical movemerttad become a painful endeavor for him. There was rain in the
forecast as well, which would only compound his physical difficulties. | considered,

moreover, as | 6m sure he did, that he woul
to endure interactoin the noisy and crowded environment that my house would become
once my momodés side of the family arrived f

every reason to stay home from the game that morning and there was no use in telling
him differently. No one had managed to force him out of his chair over the last ten years
so that he could get his proper exercise and né or¢ my grandmother nor my father

nor my Aunt Mary Ellen, who was also visiting with her fardilgould have forced him
tocometohe game i f he didnét want to.

He was able to watch the game on the local cable channel, but we both knew he
would have rather been there. That fact, however, would not be addressed, nor would be
the reasons that he had stayed behind. We spoke brieflytalbaygame, as if he had
actually been there, but then the conversation died. We sat in a short silence, but the facts
unspoken filled the room so loudly you could not hear them, but only sense a morose
discomfort in the air. Such silence, which is norsikeat all, is untenable and, before |
could break it myself, my grandfather did what he so often would in such situations. He
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began to speak once again, butdhishad come to understand in recent ydanould be
no attempt at conversing. It would rathensist of the mere generation of words to cover
the silence. It was not conversation; it was talking.
He began, of course, with his beloved Yankees. | loved them too, ever since | had
been a little boy growing up in Stamford, but | had heard this seforéa It always
ended the same way.
AAll of a sudden, |l Il ooked up at the sc
Sox had no hits. We were sitting in the bleachers in left field at Yankee Stadium and |
|l ooked at my friend,]| IOl ¢ eRetgemuaeddosgdl dm o6 Hey ,
the Super Chief, he was part Indlad Hey Ol i e, 6 | said,- 6Reynol
hitter. o6 Well, Reynolds came out in the ni
Here, my grandfather would pause for effect, as Build suspense, as if he had
not told this one before.

ABut then up walked Ted Wi lliams to the
thisnchi tter is going to happen.d But to my s
up and his voice quicked as he spoke.

ANow, the Yankees catcher, Yogi Berr a,
dropped it!o my grandfather excl ai med.

ASo | said, O6Thatdés it. You dondt give
get a hit, 60 and shapndsoaeemphéatiadismissal. waved hi

ABut on the next pitch, Wi lliams popped
it. o

| nodded with a forced smidethe grandeur of the tale, the iconic characters of
Williams and Berra and the Super Chief, and the crafietoryteller all lost on me on
this one occasion of the innumerable relations of that story. A nod was all he was looking
for. My grandfather talked on, returning his attention, as he always did, to Stamford.

He spoke at length about one of the mastao mp | i shed at hl et es i
history, Bobby Valentine, who would play major league baseball and go on to manage
the New York Mets. He described a highly anticipated football game between Rippowam
(a public Stamford high school that has since beengdthinto a middle school) and
Stamford Catholic. Once again, | had heard the story before.

AAt the ti me, Bobby was a high school a
grandfather said. AHe was being recruited
footbal and baseball both. So much was made over whether or not the Stamford Catholic
defense could keep Bobby from scoring. Well, Bobby had some success in the first half
and Rippowam went into the locker room with-86 | ead. Now, | donodot Kk
coachedor Stamford Catholic said to their team at halftime, but it sure worked. Stamford
Catholic didndét | et Bobby do anything in t
touchdowns and won the game@2 0

| nodded once again in acknowledgement and miydjesher chuckled, but it all
felt very far away from the here and now, very much apart frgrhigh-scoring win
over the despised Medfield Warriors on that Thanksgiving Day. When my grandfather
digressed into an aside about the site of that game, teingven more things that |
already knew, | knew it was time for me to try to leave the room.



AYou know, Patrick, they played that ga

Stamford High today. Boyl e Stadium, itds ¢
works projects to create jobs during the Depression. Now, yourgaadfather, you
grandmot herdos father, was a great plumber.

pl umbing up thereéo

| didndédt nod anymor e. Dblghagdtakimgl Takkingher wa
andtalkingg about the same things, over and over.
Other times, | realized that the present no longer satisfied him, that he was reaching back
for something far gone and long ago. When | ledtfdmily room, | felt as if | had just
stepped out of a time capsule and back into the real world. My grandfather was still on
the couch.

|l know of four reasons why my grandfath
area in his lifetime: to visit his ddren once they were grown and moved away, to
participate in training classes for his police work, and for the two longest trips he ever
made in his life, a vacation to San Francisco with my grandmother and a trip to Ireland
with her and my Uncle Jack.&&mf or d was my grandfatherds do
these reasons, he never left.

My mother, when my father introduced her to his parents, was not the first, nor
the |l ast, to have a good-clemuagh catl irmye gn amwd
littl e center of the wuniverse, 0 she would sa
could laugh along too, but | had certainly been slow to come around to it.

| was born in Stamford, like my father and grandfather before me, and lived out a
good dehof my childhood there. And wherever a child is is his center of the universe. So,
especially as a youngster, | could not sym
sarcasm tarnish my innocent mind which could not understand it. When we first moved
away from Stamford first to Orlando for two and a half years and then back north to
Dover, where we have lived ever sidckwas still only six and a half years old. With
our departure, Stamford was forever crystallized for me within the innocent gaze of a
child.

Thinking back on my old life there, | could not have imagined a better lifestyle for
myself. | lived with my familyy mother and father and two younger brotbens a home
on Lanark Road in Stamfordés Shi papasn nei gh
out like an extended thumb into Long Island Sound, surrounded by water on three sides.
Lanark Road spills down the hill from Shippan Avenue towards the sea. At the bottom
sits a vacant lot on the water that, some time ago, was turned into a besateshared
by the homeowners of the adjacent Auldwood, Lanark, Chesterfield, and Ocean Drive
North roads; a community named ALC for short. The neighborhood was young and full
of children and we roamed freely from yard to yard in play. In the summevpwie
swim at the beach and, in the winter, we would take the short drive to Cummings Park
and go sledding. There was always something to do. Just across town lived my
grandparents in the Cove neighborhood where my grandmother always had something
good forme to eat and my grandfather, the policeman who had always lived in Stamford
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and always would, waited with stories to tell. For a child, life could not have been better.
Once we left Stamford, | could hardly ever wait to go back and, at the end of & visit
never wanted to leave.

Trying to console me as | cried in the car on the way home, my mother would say,
APatrick, you know it could never be exact
never believed her. How could she convince me otherwise wgengnr andf at her 6's
telling and mannerisms and lifestyle reinforced the thought that, yes, it could be true, the
center of the univergeat leasimycenter of the univergesits in Stamford, CT?

| know by now that the Stamford of my memory isth@bud not bé the
Stamford thats. My memories are framed neatly, but nonetheless construed and
disrupted, by nostalgia for youth and yesteryear. The good is highlighted and almost
never the bad, certainly not the boring. When memories are forced to reaisit, the
results are often humbling. | 6m always sho
and find that nothing is ever bgj as | remember it. Then again, my memories of
St amf or d a rceated everses. Substaace filly their lartem life
proportions. If nothing else, the tears | cried every time | left until | was twelve years old
were as real as it gets.
What it comes down to, | think, are roots. Flying back to Orlando or driving back
to Dover, | was supposed to be headed back hbatet never felt that way completely.
What i1 dentity was | supposed to find as a
billboards and theme parks or as a Yankees fan in a Boston suburb? To be a Moriarty in
Stamford meant something. Parts of me wexgeld in Stamford that | would never leave
behind, so the city took on a significance in my mind that was large enough to feed my
own image of myself.
| had not only an extended family history, but a figure of some prominence in the
city, my grandfatherto look to as a basis for my connection to Stamford. Not only that,
but my grandfather had already constructed
was his own little universe; | only had to believe his myth.
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Growing up, I never knew muctbeo ut my gr andf at her 6s chil
talked about it and nobody else did either. If | ever asked my parents or my relatives
about it while | was young, they would reply to me in quiet, measured voices.
AGranddaddy didndét havep muechSwaemhohe, wa
would say. fAHe grew up during the Depressi
doesndét | i ke for anything to go to waste. o
As young as | was, | got the impression that that was all | was supposed to know
about the matter, so | witbinod and be satisfied with their answers. As | grew older,
however, | came to see that nobody, in fac
upbringing than they had already told me, my grandmother included. He had hardly ever
said a word about it to gane.
| know that my relatives must have been right, however, when they told me how
hard his childhood was. Il n his final years
Cinderella Man in which Russell Crowe plays James Braddock, an-Aisierican boxer
who bdtled through injury to salvage his career and support his family during the
Depression. My grandfather would watch the movie intently and repeatedly and, during

the filmés most heartbreaking moments, he
time thosewer e some really hard times. 0 He woul
would shed no light ohis ownhard times, fronhis ownchildhood.

of al |l my relatives, my grandfather s s
the most about rhgod ghehad dvedahraugh it with hira. WVihen d
sought her out and asked her about it foll
everything she could, although there were some things that not even she could remember
or know. Some facts aboutmygrandath s | i f e had si mply been

passing of time. The truth about his life, nonetheless, could be salvaged from the earnest
testimony my Aunt Mary had granted me. It just needed some uncovering and
illuminating.

Patrick Joseph Moriartused to feel so in control. His every action had a clear
intention, a clear goal. Moving on up. If you really wanted to make it in this &orld
make something of yoursélfi snét t hat the way you had to
had lifted himself to becue the first IriskAmerican foreman of the Stamford Rolling
Mills. No, that ascension was the product of cool calculation and careful execution, a
delicate combination of the two.
Patrick prided himself on his accomplishments, particularly because hehkenew
had no birthright to any of them. Who the hellwashet er al | ? Just a poc

12



from Waterbury. Everything he got he earne
enormously successful eitfileh i s wasndt qui t @&bubhehadilvasys t o r i c
made enough to get by and always had the feeling that his life was perpetually improving
by his hard work, tracing some continuous course of Progress. It was an impressive tale,
this life of his, and, oh, the protagonist he had crafted.

Patrick knev what social norms needed to be met in order to climb the ladder.
Show people what they want to see and you will get what youwwantle to live by.
For one, he went to church. Better to be Catholic in America than to have no faith at all,
he thought. Foanother, he married Margaret Coffee in 1920. Success in American
society required that you be a family man. If kids came along as a part of that, so be it.
He did what he had to. He was willing to play whatever part he needed to in order to cast
himselfin a good light. Lastly and most importantly, Patrick worked hard at his every
endeavor, never letting any one down. It were these ingredients, he believed, that scored
him that prized promotion, that quantum leap of social and economic status; at ¢iie age
28, Patrick was offered the foreman job at the Stamford Rolling Mills after working as a
brass roller in Waterbury since the time he was a teenager. By the time he and Margaret
moved to Stamford in 1921, Patrick had crafted what looked like the piddor
himself.

The young couple moved into the secdladr of a twaefamily home in the East
Side, a middleclass residential neighborhood. The living space for him and Madgaret
kitchen, bedroom, bathroom, and living rodraure beat the one room tenam
apartment that he and his brother and sister and parents had suffered through living in for
the duration of his childhood. Yes, this place was quite Patrick thought. He still
remembered the feeling the first time he came home from work, a féeliwguld have
many times again. The knowledge pulsing through his eimeswas a foreman nowle
didndét take the orders; he gave them. It f
had al ways envisioned f or Havingams$sfaboveSaump | vy
when you had some subordinates to reign over yourself.

Of course, Patrick had no deluded sense of royal blood coursing through his veins
(because no one had handed him so much as a Biswithad worked for this), but he
stood likea man in front of his throne that first night, when he paused on the steps
heading up to his new home, turned with hands on hips, and surveyed his new domain,
Maple Avenue. The neighborhood was removed from the hustle and bustle of downtown
and the grimend commotion of the industrial areas. Other-tamily homes lined the
street. Women sat <chatting on their front
already amongst them) as boisterous packs of children roamed freely amongst the houses
and in tle road. Freight trains rumbled along the tracks in the near distance, but Patrick
could mostly ignore that imperfection when the neighborhood offered so much else. The
men who lived here were the children of immigrénisostly Irish like PatricE who
had dore well for themselves. The cream of the crop, Patrick thought. Thikis/as
Stamford. Taking it al/l in, theél deal.madeéi o
He was on the path to his American Dream. Things could only look up from here.
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The eldest child, Jack, was born during that first year in Stamford. From a young
age, Jack recalled adoring his fatherdés wa
everyone in town. He had a beaming smile and a wave for everyone he saw and he could
hardly walk down a street in Stamford without someone stopping to talk to him.

Jack could see his father was a wikd man, even by his own workers at the
mill. A couple of times a year, the men whatrick oversaw at the mill would convince
him to join them at a pub in the Dublin neighborhood where most of them lived. Patrick
did not like venturing over there too ofteublin was an immigrant slum, not unlike
the one that Patrick had grown up in in Waterbury and Patrick felt that he had lifted
himself aboe thad but every once in a while he would indulge their wishes and join
them for some drinks.

Patrick was everything to everyone, but Jack knew too well, as did his mother,
that Patrickdés politicking made hi mghtweary
he had little energy left to share with his family. In private, the Moriartys rarely felt the
affection Patrick spread so freely to the outside world. Outwardly, however, Patrick never
failed to render the image of a perfectly happy American fafilis peculiar divergence
bet ween Patrickodés public and private | ives
Patrickds that could only have been recoghn

For instance, despite his busy work schedule, Patrick almaysged to be in
attendance for Jackos bas e bdaneverfajimgiodbs f or t
seen in the wooden bleachers watching his boy play. But not once had Patrick ever asked
Jack to play catah just the two of the@® when they were at home@no one else
would be watching. In fact, whenever the whole family was at home, neither Jack nor
anybody received much attention from Patrick. He was tired, he would say, and he sure
seemed it, for he normally just sat in his armchair without so muelkasgtto his wife
or two children.

The beauty of family life, Patrick thought, was that there was no longer a pretense.

He did not have to earn their affection or respect. His position as husband and father
commanded it. So his mind could relax from st@in of endless calculation that he so
constantly engaged in when he was outside of his home. As long as he provided income
for them, Patrick felt that he was doing his job.

Perhaps he would have rather lived alone, were it more socially acceptable, but
sometimes having a family had its perks. Truth be told, Jack was a pretty good little
baseball player. He stood out from the other boys on the diamond with his smooth
fielding and sharp, tight swing. Perhaps more-egtehing than his natural feel for the
game, however, was Jackdés penchant for hus
base and diving to catch sizzling line dri#eso eager to impress. Patrick could not deny
the small flush of pride he felt whenever a bystander sat down next to thimstands to
compliment Jack.

Patrick would accept their praise with a smile and, with a faux modesty, would
say, fAYeah, hedés doing alright.o Patrick w
not hi ng t o d-playmg ability, thad Jadk bamugbt hiindelf to play with
his friends in the streets, while Patrick had been too indifferent to notice.

Regardless, by the time Jack was ten and playing a lot of ball, the positive
attention Jack was receiving in public for his play gave Patrick g@sdneto start liking
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him. Enough so that when Patrick would get home from work, he would pat his son on
the back and say, AHow was school today?bo0
Mary. She was six years younger than Jack and she was strictlyafgaidt to take care

of. As long as Mary appeared altogethermalto the outside world, Patrick had no

other use for her.

Margaret would still often shudder at the memory. It was 1921 when she and
Patrick had just moved to Stamford and within a mahth was pregnant with Jack. She
found out when Patrick was at work and she could barely contain herself as she waited by
the window for him to come home so she could tell him the good news.
She leapt from her chair as he stepped in the doorway, readgpder arms
around him.
Al 6m pregnant! o0 she exclaimed, smiling
Patrick stood in the doorway and did not flinch, digesting the information for a
moment. Margaret suffocated in those few moments of silence, unable to read the stolid
expressionm Patrickbdés face.
Al thought we were going to wait to hayv
to sit down at the kitchen table. He would say no more on the matter for that night.
Margaret cried that whole night, not sleeping for a moment. She tetree the
fact that would haunt her for the rest of herdifeatrick never wanted to be a father.
Thus, with Patrick uninterested in raising their children, Margaret bore the brunt
of the responsibilities. Patrick played his part in public, of courseéhdhind closed
doors he was useless. Despite her unhappiness, Margaret never let on to the outside world,
not even to the women with whom she chatted on the front porches of Crescent St.
When she was pregnant with Mary six years after Jack, Patrick wgsiteots
hurtful as the first time around. It was as if he felt some sort of indifference between
having one or two children. #AWhat differen
himsel® it was a massive shrug of the shoulders. It was clear to Maravegyer, by
the absolute neglect of all parenting duties that Patrick paid to their new daughter, Mary,
that Patrick demanded there be no more new children.
That s why Margaret was pale as a ghost
in 1930. She had kmm for two weeks that she was pregnant with their third child, but
had been too scared to tell her husband. The night before, she had convinced herself to
tell him the next morning, just before he
him immediagly after telling him and she could suffer in her disappointment all alone.
As he opened the door to step outside she gaiduickly, in passing, aiming for
her words to slide by unnoticed. Al 6&6m preg
He paused for a moment in tacit acknowledgemétite statement, though he
never turned around. He did not speak another word to her for a full week.
Once they began speaking again, it was only to fight. All through the pregnancy
they argued. They could hardly stand to look at each other. Jack anavibladylook on
with confusion. Mary would often start to cry, which would end the fight for the time
being as Margaret looked after her. Even if Patrick had never liked being at home, he
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now dreaded every moment of it. If he had it his way, he would wakydour of the
day just to get away. Margaret, on the other hand, was convinced that this third
pregnancy was a curse. On whberself, the baby, the family as a whiblshe could not
be sure, but she knew it was a curse. There was no escape. She wauldtbaymiddle
of their fights and Patrick would only get angrier.

Altés not a cur se, Mar gar et . Are you ma
Thates problem, 0 he would shout.

Future events, however, would s@em to p
perhaps it had been a salffilling prophecy. Whatever the case, something about
Mar garet wasno6ét right following the Dbirth
fully recovered from giving birth, she still refused to get out of bed.

Al daumsdt feel up to it,o0 she would say.
recognize the ghost of her old personality that remained.

Patrick scolded her several times when

have to keep up ap predavithgliazeedvereyes aBthd ceilmdand j u st
ignored him.
Jack was old enough to know that something was gravely wrong with his mother
and he asked his father, AWhatobés wrong wit
In fact, no one knew quite what was wronghaMargaret, but it was clear she
was not well and could not manage to take care of the kids. She needed some sort of
medical help. Patrick, meanwhile, claimed he could not both keep his job at the factory
and cardor the kids at the same time. SoBMyas gi ven to Margaret6s
and Jack and Mary were sent up to New Have
stayed there for a full nine months. Margaret saw several doctors during the meantime in
Stamford. They managed to get her backenfeet enough so that the kids could come
back home, but they never discovered exactly what was the matter with her. Everyone
who knew her knew that Margaret Moriarty was never the same woman ever again.

In the aftermath of the stock market cra$li928, Patrick continued to prosper in
his work, despite the economic turmoil surrounding him. People were being laid off all
around Stamford, but there had been no visible threat to his foreman job at the rolling
mill and he really did not expect amptible. In public, when asked about how he had
held onto his job for so |l ong, he would hu
give his Athanks to the Lord.o Privately,
charisma for keeping him in work.

He was good at his j@bheknewi t . People Iiked working f
workers always wanted him to come drink beers with them. He thought that if he fostered
a goodhumored environment to work in, people would work more efficiently. And they
did. How could any factory ever let go of such an asset as himself, Patrick thought?
Moreover, if he needed to, he could step back in line with the men who worked under
him and perform just as well as they did if not better at their jobs. He could do it all.

All this feeling good about himself, of course, was before Margaret got pregnant
with Billy. Thatds where a shift occurred.

16



Patrick felt that life was not showing all of the cards in its hand. Hewadii could he
have anticipated his wife going absolutetgzy? What could he do now to protect what
people thought of him? People were talking about them. He knew it.

He had been there at the First National, where he had to shop for his own food
now that Margaret was unable. He was picking out a good loaf of bread when he heard
the hushed voices of two women in the next aisle who turned out to be two women from
the East Side.

AHave vy seen that Margaret Moriarty w
pale and hollowe y e

hi

_Q_O

ASomet 0s gone horribly wro
the other. AOh, to | ose your <chil
her so mad?o

Patrick appeared at the end of their aisle and cleasdtiroat. The two women
gasped. fALadieséo he slurred as he gave th
went on his way. He did not know what else to do. Already he felt, however, as though
something had been broken which could not possibly bd.fixe

That would not, however, stop Patrick from trying. When Margaret was well
enough to care for the kids again in ri@31, Patrick thought perhaps that they could all
move back in together and forget that any problems had arisen. They could erage the las
part of the story, begin from where they last left off. The kids seemed happy to be home
and Margaret was glad to have the kids bac
so much about them directly. He was more worried about @that peopleéhought
about them.

It was clear that Margaret had changed. She no longer socialized with women in
the neighborhood and preferred to sit alone at home. Appearances had not returned
completely to normal and Patrick was not happy about this. It helped, thbaghp one
at work acknowledged this sorry fact and, thus, the factory served as a haven from his
problems. After all, his workers had their own problems. They were barely scraping by,
living in those filthy tenements, trying to keep food in their childées mout hs. Th e
on no grounds to point fingers. So whenever he was at work, things seemed quite all right.

He managed to show up to work every day with a smile on his face every morning until
late in the fall of 1932.

Then one mor ndgs,riSgm Shéphatdrwaswaiting forthion when he
walked into the mill for the day. Patrick grimaced at this unusual start to the day when
Sam asked him to come sit down in his office. Sam was cordial, but unusually grim and

ng with h
dr en Do

Patrick did not know whattomakéo i t . By the time they react
was quite unsure of what was about to happen.
ASit down, 0 Sam said as he settled in t
Patrick sat down and held his hat in his hand as Sam let out a big sigh.
Al Wdok®wow how to do this, o0 Sam started.

ADo what ?0 Patrick asked.

Sam tilted his head almost painfully and spoke.

Al 6ve got to | et you go, Patricko Sam s

Patrick crossed his | egam.anWhatmdd etdhi i VYr
about ?o0
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AN®atrick. |l 6m seri ous. I have to | et vy
A Whéeawhat do you mean?06 Patrick was dumbf

economy? Are you eliminating my whole team
ANo, thatds not it, Patrick. o

A moment of silence passed as a bewildered Patrick condittergossibilities,
all the while staring down the man seated across from him.
ADoes this have something to dd®d. awith my

AFor good sakes, no, Patrick! I 0m afrai
Totellyout he trut h, | dondt even understand it

Patrick shook his head in disbelief. A S
anymore?o0

AThat 6s right, 0 Sam said. Al dm sorry. Y
can do. o

AWell who6s going to replace me?o0

Sam bit his lower lip and shook his head a bit, then glanced out his office window.
Patrick followed his gaze. A twentiireeyearold kid named Bill Ellington, who had
only been working at the factory forafewmonthg, & al ready standing i
usual position on the work floor.

AThe kid! Thatdés who is replacing me? T
even knows whereecdamednyfthomg. HEF hera®dm&t no wa
job! o

Samleanedacres hi s desk, APatrick, thereds no
not make sense, but iIitds the way things ar

dondt have a job here anymore. o

Something about it was starting to make some sense to Patrick asrhthat
office. Of all things, to be replaced by some outsider, an ARghbestant kid who could
put his best foot forward by merely declaring his sect? Yes, this was certainly a Protestant
vs. Catholic thing, Patrick thought. But what an outrage! Thesexactly the sorts of
obstacles that Patrick Joseph Moriarty overcomes. When did they become stumbling
blocks? This simply did not fit into the story that Patrick had been writing himself into.

He was too shocked to vent any more anger, too frazzlesktany more questions, and

ultimately he was simply now unemployed. He decided it was to time to go. He buttoned

up his coat, which he hadnét even had ti me
the factory.

The cool late autumn breeze whirled desthe top of his coat and he held his hat
above his eyes as the sun blinded him immediately as he stepped outside. He squinted
under his cap at what appeared to be a whole new world. Before, he had forgiven, even
overl ooked, St amf oralhdpsaradce Inecanse gwes Hechad | ndust
played his cards so well here that he had felt he had some sort of ownership stake in the
city. Patrick quickly realized, however, that things looked a lot different from the top
down than from the bottomp.

Forthe first time in years, Patrick noticed the dark clouds rising from
smokestacks all around him. Large brick buildings hemmed in his vision in every
direction. He was lost in the city where he had lived for over ten years. An industrial
behemoth had justeartlessly swapped him for an alternate cog in the machine and for
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the first time that he could remember, Patrick had nowhere he was supposed to be. He
certainly could not go home in this state of mind. No, he needed to gather his thoughts
and he thoughte knew just the place to go.

There was one good reason there were so many pubs in the Dubln ciiiem
times, strangers in a strange land need a way to numb their pain. Patrick decided he
would head over to one of those pubs, specifically the baohéwccasionally go to
with his workers. Perhaps it would be best, he thought, to be around people who were
feeling the same way he was. He walked the whole way. By the time, he got there it was
noon and the owner was just opening up.

Patrick sat at thbar and ordered his first drink. The bartender was taken aback at
the sound ofdtPatri ewed®nvwdi eneny American ac
pub at any hour, but certainly not at noon on a weekday. Patrick understood that perfectly
well and was hppy about it. He could not be seen like this, certainly not by anyone who
mattered. The bartender knew enough not to ask questions, however, and got the man his
drink. Thus, Patrick began to slowly drink himself into a stupor. At the moment, it
seemed thenly escape.

As the afternoon wore on, a crowd started to file into the pub, but Patrick mostly
kept to himself, his head down, nose in hi
Irish brogue behind him that he lookedup

ASay, Paddy,dwhmad 6her ¢, 0 now eh?0

It was Rory McLaughlin, an Irishman who worked for Patrick at the mill. Patrick
had not realized how drunk he was until he lifted his head. He had to shake his skull and
rub his eyes in order to see Rory clearly. Rory was actualfyabout five years younger
than Patrick and he had worked at the Mills for as long as Patrick had been a foreman
there. He was a good worker and truly deserved a promotion, Patrick thought, but he
wasnot Aomeand wowdmever be given that oppaity. Despite this, Rory had
somehow maintained good spirits in the face of it all. It was as if he knew the odds he
wasup against and managed to accept the stake he had earned considering them. Where
did he find that resilience, Patrick wondered?

Rory cave Patrick a goetiearted slap on the back, took the seat next to him at the
bar, and ordered a beer.

ALIi sten, Paddy, 0 Rory | eaned in towards
happened to you today. l'tés terrible. Terr

Patrick still had not utted a word.

Al mean, you donodot deNetrvazoBat | tmyatf s emc
goes, you know?bo

ANO. Il dondt know, o Patrick finally ret

AWell, you know who the boy is, now don

Was it a tall tale or true to the facts? Perhiapan never be known.

Rory leaned in closer now and whispered.

AHe6s Henry Fordbdés illegitimate son, | a
laddy. Ford knows the owner of the Mills. You know how that works. The boy needed a
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job and his fathergotim one. Theyodl | move him up qui ckl
few people get | aid off in the process, it

Patrick let his head bob forward slightly and he raised his eyes to look straight at
Rory, mouth slightly open, deciding wther or not to believe.

Altds just the plain truth, friend. The
dojustfinenowd ondét worryeo

Rory kept talking, but Patrick wasnoét |
to a boil. All the emotion he kiabeen containing all day. He clenched his teeth and fists.
His faced turned red. His own merit overruled by the entitlement of some bastard
aristocrat? All that hedés earned stolen on
privilege? Man was about toar.

But then it hit him. A realization so rational. It was no drunken impulse. It was as
clearheaded a thought as he could ever wish to have had®theober. He slapped
Rory on the back, walked out of the bar without a word, and left Stamford for good

The decision to flee was simple. Without keeping up appearances, all was lost.
Well, all proper appearances were gone by now; Patrick had nothing to leave behind.

When things were slow at the First National grocery store and the owner, Charlie
Smith, was kind enough to give him a fifteen minute break, Jack would sit down on the
steps behind the store and read the newspaper. Those breaks were the closest thing Jack
had to free time besides Sunday afternoons. Ever since Jack was 12, when Hiftiather
his schedule had been thus: full days of school from Monday to Friday, then head over to
the First National after school to work until closing time; a full day at the First National
on Saturday; then church on Sunday morning. It were Sunday afteanddhese hard
to-comeby fifteen minute breaks that Jack had to himself.
It was better that way, Jack often thouyihess time for him to sit and think.
When his mind wandered, he always returned to the same, astounding, unanswerable
guestion. Whydidls f at her | eave? It wasndnoooenl y Jac
could. They talked about it up and down Maple Avenue and when word got to his
workers that Patrick had skipped town, their astonished conversation echoed through the
pubs of Dublinfordays o f ol | o w. It wasndt that there \
Clearly, Margaret was not wéllhad never been herself since Billy was doand
losing your job like thdt in times like thes& had to truly shake a man to his core, but
Patrick had always se@d to be such a stanugh guy. And what about the kids? How
could he leave the children? Once and for all, the protagonist had been exposed for the
man within.

He di sappeared in the blink of an eye.
was the ourt-ordered child support, a $25 check that sometimes arrived on time each
week and sometimes didndét arrive at all. H
Waterbury, where he now worked and sent the checks from and where neither Jack nor
hissbl i ngs would ever visit him. Back i n Sta

could have held a job, never tried to find one either. So at age 12, Jack had started to
work at the First National whenever he had the free time. The $25 dollars in weetly chil
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support and the money Jack earned at the grocery were the sole sources of income for
Jack, Margaret, Mary, and Billy.

Smith, who oversaw Jack at the First National, was repeatedly impressed by how
the boy had handled it all. Other boys his age weramgdgotball and baseball for the
high school, but Jack no longer had the time. His baseball dreams had died with his

fatherds departure. | f Jack had been paine
outward signs of it. The kid was solid as a rock. Heesherything asked of him and had
a great rapport with the customers. Smith,

knew that Jack had probably picked those skills up from his father. What Jack had that
hi s f atdohor all Sith khewd it might havieeen irborn in Jack was a sense of
responsibility to people other than hi msel
and run away as well . Jackds i mpressive ou
turmoil within.
Jack could still rememberttening home that bleak, fateful night, walking in the
door to his familybés home on Maple Avenue
Billyd all three crying. Then his mother told him what they were crying about, but Jack
di dndot cr y .-facBdeunsdverd.dtdvassnéws that would have made him cry
just one instant before, but, in hearing it, he had fundamentally changed and he would cry
no longer.
If he had the time to think about it, Jack preferred to teeter on that catastrophic
edge in hisnemory, just before stepping through that door, straddling those two worlds.
He would tug at his hair and rub his temples as the thoughts torturddehiml i f et i me 6 s
limitless future reduced to a bleak, determined, burdensome path in andnstant
wished sdbadly to just forget it, but he could not help but dwell énhis manhood
thrust upon him so surely and quickly that it could not have been any other way. Jack
resisted his fate yet, if only by wondering if things could ever have been different.
But al this thinking was moot, Jack knew, energy wasted that could otherwise be
put to good use. He could not change what he couldamitol. So when he had time to
think, he chose instead to keep his mind occupied. When he got breaks at the First
National, ke would read the newspaper. He always looked to the first page, hoping for
good news, although it was hard to come by. It was 1935. There was a struggling
economy that had begun with a stock market crash now seven years past that Jack did not
even understal and it seemed to him that few adults around him understood it either.
Still, Jack would look every time for a glimmer of hope, some sort of good news to lift
his spirits. One day when he was 15, Jack found the headline he had been looking for:

NABBED IN CHICAGO: UNDERCOVER POLICE CATCH CON MEN RED
HANDED!

Jackds eyes bulged at the hea-coler,andhegawhi c h
fervently reading along:

Police officers in Chicago have unhbarhoedr ed a tr a
centering on the various employment agencies in the area, a scam small in scale, but devastating in
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its consequences to the individual victim. Police had been receiving reports for weeks of a con
man who had been victimizing men leaving sevemghleyment agencies.

The man, a weltlressed fellow who often called himself Johnson, would approach one of the
hundreds of unemployed men exiting the agency d
wor k?0 Unsuspecting me neafiirmativedTheocbn mamwouldtieen a ns we r

continue, AWel |, I know someone in need of work
you interested?09

Johnson would then lead his targets over to the station where he asked them to wait on a bench

while he would go over and talk to another man across thedgmmportedly the man who had

the wor k. Johnson would then return to the v
tomorrow, but youdll need a wniform. It cost

i ct
s $
The desperate victims would scramble to gather the $30 in the quickest way they knew possible (it

was typically all the money these people had left to their n@meih Johnson in tow all the

whiled scraping together all the cash they had at home ooworg from relatives or neighbors.

Then they would give Johnson the money to go get the uniform and Johnson would say to meet

them at the train station the next day for work. The victim would show up for work the next day,

but Johnson was nowhere to berfdiand their $30 was gone for good.

Ailt really was a heartbreaking and financiall
families, o said Sergeant Al bert Fabrizi who h
in the coffin for some pedpe . 0

y
ea

After receiving dozens of complaints over several weeks about this Johnson character, but coming
up with no leads in the case, Fabrizi decided that the police had to resort to unconventional tactics.
He sent tens of plainlothes officers out to th@volved employment agencies, waiting for one of

them to be approached by this Johnson. After several days they caught him anditweftiis

victims identified him in a lineup. Police have also arrested his partner in the scheme who was
positioned athe train station.

AiwWhat 6s i mportant, is that we brought the
released the suspectsd true identities),
like this out there and they neexgrotect themselves. And please let us know if you have any

problems |ike these. 0

se guy
ibut p

A warning that should be well heeded indeed, not that it will be easy. Times like these are hard
enough even before we lose the ability to trust our fellow citizens. BResteal, in a world where
not everyone is who he appears to be, two of those shady characters are now behind bars.

Jackds hands were shaking with excitement
simple, beautiful stuff the good guys beating the bad guthe truth coming to the fore.

Jackds boss, Smith, poked his head thro
over, bud, 0 he said.

Before Jack turned around and stood up, he made a silent resolution to himself to
never be deceitful, to always bgactly what he seemed.

Then, as he stepped through the door which Smith held open for him, he paused,
looked Smith in the eye, and made a second resolution, this one out loud.

AHey Smithie, Il think 1 dm going to grow
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Whenevemy f amily and | arrived for a visit
Cove Road in Stamford while my grandfather was still alive, it was always one of the
first topics to be raised in conversation.
drinking iced tea and eating the sandwiches or whatever else my grandmother had
prepared for my brothers and me, when, to

increased continuously with every visit, my grandfather could never resist asking:

AHow6d youwm,coma rdyd@vw

AWell , Dadéo my father would begin in a
concealed his aggravat ireslywaanaokaeowhat hsai
really flesh this thing out. Get down to thigty-gritty. 0

There was never mudh say. There are only two feasible routes from Dover, MA
to Stamford, CT. The simplest and most direct route is to get @8dlin Walpole and
follow the highway for the next 167 miles until you reach exit 9 in Stamford. There you
can exitand completehe fi nal mile of the trip to my
18wheeler delivery trucks conges®b for much of the ride between Walpole and
Stamford, making for stressful driving if not several traffic jams. The slightly more
roundabout, but lesstressful, path is to take the Mass Pike West from Framingham to
Sturbridge, where you then exit ont@4# W towards Hartford. In Hartford, you cross the
Charter Oak Bridge and merge onto Rt. 15 S&Wkhown at various points as the Wilbur
Cross Highway amhthe Merritt Parkway and where, mind you, tradtailers are banned
from driving to prevent traffic from congestidg which you would follow until the Old
Stamford Road exit in Darien. There, you leave the highway and follow the back roads of
Darienforf i ft een mi nutes before crossing into S
house. With any luck, you could hope to finish the drive in about three hours, whichever
route you choose. Both my grandfather and father knew these two possibilities by
memory | did as well, even as a chdd, hence the absurdity, my father thought, of
rehashing them at every opportunity.

Perhaps it was a nervous habit of my g
to fill the silence with something, even meaninglesstalkifig need be. That o6
father explained it. | thought sometimes, however, that my grandfather was only looking
for a convenient segue; he had a story he wanted to tell and he only needed a proper
introduction. I n t he f aftendid @Ifonenspecifictaleheer 6 s |
deemed fit for the moment.

Hands c¢cl asped on his | ap, hedd begin wi
his chest | i ke dust rising off a book cove
he would direct thetory to me.

AYou know, Patrick, years ago there use
you passed on the way down. New Haven. Br i

r
S
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the route we took. He woul d -wodingtfdlks. u e , nT
European ethnics, o0 as he called them. AT
those jobs disappeared. The companies all moved away. Difficult times followed. Lots of
empty buildings now. A lot of those cities have never bounced Baxckthings
changed. o

The story would begin to falter here, my grandfather seemingly unable to come to
terms with the vast changes he had seen his world undergo in his lifetime.

ANowadays, youbve got a | ot of I mmigran
Latins ét hese people dondt speak English. o His
his insinuations were unclear; did the new immigrants arrive as hard times befell us all or
were they the root cause of the hard times themselves?

Sometimes at this point lgould mention the newlgreated Spanisbpeaking
Mass at my grandparentsdé parish, St. Mar y o
about then.

| challenged him on one occasion, not aggressively, but just provocatively enough
to see if | could get aaction out of him.

AThe i mmigrants are still working o] y
the factory jobs are gone. Someti mes h w
day-to-day basis, waiting around for someone to pick themup witthkay 6 s wor t h of
for thend cleaning dishes or landscaping or doing construction. Maybe their assimilation
would be more streamlined if they could find a steady job that they could go to every day
|l i ke i n the old days. o

My grandfather listened, unrespe i ve. | reali zed he wasnbo
so | never brought it up again. Whenever he got off to talking like this, we just sat and
listened until he was done. After a moment of silence or two, someone would change the
subject and that would be tkad of it.

| 6d al ways continue to ponder, however,
preoccupation with the transformation of the state he had lived his whole life in. The
story he told clearly took on the proportions of legend or myth in his own mind, lence t
sweeping generalizations he made. It was as if a spell had been cast over the entire state
of Connecticut, an occurrence so mystifying that it eluded explanation. Its origins were
above us afl magical if not divine. Did he simply not understand or déchbt want to?

Regardless, freed from the shackles of explainingvtineof the story (If it could not be
explained, why bother even addressing it?), my grandfather resorted to merely
documenting some of the changes he had seen over the course of dusdiferview of
appearances. His story only scratched the surface of things. | knew, nonetheless, that
elements of it were true. | had seen the evidence with my owd egeke well kned

on the drive from Dover to Stamford.

e
e

t oda
t he

The landscape of the state@dnnecticut is littered with the skeletal remains of
old industrial centers, cities once propped up by the jobs offered their citizens by
hundreds of factories which used to operate within their borders. HoHoutdatrick
warehouses and breathless sma@st haunt the views from atop the interstate
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highways which pass over and above these troubled communities; highways which
connect the stilliibrant urban centers of Boston and New York City; metropolises
whichd unfairly, it may seed were never so vulnerbas any of these smaller
Connecticut cities to a sea change in the economy. These lesser cities had once attracted
cheap, immigrant labor from Europe for ygafsom the midnineteenth century én
until the bottom dropped out some short time after WWIImumanufacturers moved
their operations to the South and West of the United States. This was, of course, before
many of these manufacturing companies took their factories out of the United States
entirely and began building factories overseas, but by tresetConnecticut cities had
long since met their fates.

Alongl-8 4, south of Hartford, sits Waterbur

Cityo on account of i ts mathaifsaigtionaboverthg pr ow
entrance to the City Hall rea@uid Aere Perenniyor What is more lasting than
Brass® Wat er bury saw its | ast brass factory cl

south, New Haven is located alorr§3 on the coast of Long Island Sound. Like
Waterbury, New Haveno ®dimbemidiventetheenturmand e c on o
early noble efforts at renewal in the 1950s were propped up only by the life support
offered by Yale Universi Yal e remains the cityds | ar gest
YaleNew Haven Hospital . MbaavethtpresencdédYapood f or
helped it last until the mid990s when the city experienced some true economic growth
in service industries. Passing alor@3 at 70 miles an hour, | can see that appearances
are improving, that at least the surface is begfgrbished.

Driving further south on-B5, the highway passes through perhaps the hardest hit
of all the deindustrialized Connecticut cities, Bridgeport. With no Yiéeinstitution in
town, without a shoulder to lean on, Bridgeport received no sogilaep during the
second half of the Z0century. It truly looks a ghost town from the interstate above, even
when stuck in traffic behind one of those dreaded eighté¢melers and | have the
chance to give the entire cityscape a long, hard look.

Theview is depressing and repetitive, but drive anotherlnalir south on-B5
from Bridgepord if the traffic is smooth enoughand soon you will be overlooking an
entirely new landscape: the shimmering skyline of a modern city, the glimmer and shine
of glas-paneled office buildings where various corporate headquarters are located; a
high-rise Marriott Hotel with a revolving restaurant atop it; and the newest;tedns
completed building, higher than all the rest at a skyscraping 34 stories, a luxury
aparment building marketed under the name of Trump. This is downtown Stamford, a
miniature metropolis at the end of a line of wheezing former giants. Invert the mystery,
however, and you will solve the puzzle. Stamford is only at the end of the line from one
direction, from north to south, from Dover on down. But trace a path from south to north
through Connecticut and you will have your ansiv&tamford is the first stop amongst
these fallen cities heading into Connecticut from New York.

St amf or d aysa bustiing urban center. For generations, it was occupied
by Native Americans of Algonquin ties and they called the area Rippowam. Local history
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says that the first European settlers came to the area in 1641. Shortly before their arrival,
a representate from the New Haven Colony named Captain Nathaniel Turner had
purchased the land from the Native Americans who were currently occupying it. The
price: 12 coats, 12 hoes, 12 hatchets, 12 glasses, 12 knives, four kettles and four fathoms
of wampum. The ne settlers came from the village of Wethersfield to the north, a
settlement of the Colony of Connecticut, where a religious dispute had threatened the
well-being of the community. When representatives of the Colony of New Haven heard
about the dispute,the suggested the move to Rippowam t
minority. It was a wirwin: the two religious factions of Wethersfield would be able to
live apart and New Haven would get people to settle their newly purchased and quite
arable land of Rippwam. Thus, from its very first settling by Europeans, Stamford was
the product of savvy problesolving and a feisty opportunism. All in all, 29 families
came to Rippowam from Wethersfield that first year.

For two centuries, Stamford remained mostlyresular rural village, its
inhabitants almost strictly the descendants of these original settling families. Aside from
several wealthy merchant families who benefited from trade with the outside world
through Stamfordds port artyolresidents Weselsraal d S o u
farmer® growing potatoes, wheat, corn and more and tending to-breeding,
oystering, and fishindy who provided sustenance for themselves and sold their surpluses
to the markets of New Yo nlationthadgypwn tdBayountl 8 0 0 ,
4,000. It seemed, nonetheless, that Stamford could continue to operate in its isolated
manner, a homogenous, rural community with only loose ties to the outside world for
ages to come. And it would have, if one edtfilatteringchange had not ruptured the
villagebés delicate balance for good.

1848 marked the opening of the New Y-dtkw Haven railroad and Stamford
was chosen as a permanent stop along that route. The choice to do so by the railroad
company mimicked the decadelsl habit of horsecarriage drivers to stop in Stamford on
the ride between New York and New Haven to water their horses because Stamford
provided a convenient halfwggoint between the two cities. Thus, choosing to put a
permanent train station in the cenof this quiet farm town was either the ignorant or
well-thoughtout (Who could ever know for sure?) continuation of an obsolete habit
(Coal engines need not drink water nor rest as animals do.). In retrospect, the decision
simultaneously has the undeia air of both chance and inevitability to it; the choice
equally could have gone one way or the oth
it that i1itds now hard to imagine it being
The opemg of the railroad was like poking a hole in the side of a gorging barrel,
filled beyond its capacity with a cramped and combustible fluid. New York City was
overflowing with immigrants, particularly the Irish, who had begun fleeing to the New
World in thepast several years in escape from the Potato Famine. If opportunities for
work were not available in New York, they would look elsewhere and the New York
New Haven railroad provided just such a chance to do so. The Irish immigrants poured
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out of New Yorkon the new railroad line and a great many of #ehi,000 by the year
1883 chose to get off at the stop named Stamford.

The time was ripe for a transformati on
busi nessmen understood that tBairamigraots ddés pr o
from Europe who daily stepped off boats there could provide business ventures in
Stamford with a possibly limitless supply of cheap labor. If a Stamford man could seize
upon the technologies of the Industrial Revolution and successfuldydtactory in
Stamford, he would have all the imaginable manpower in the world to produce quality
goods at a profit. During the mitE" century, some men understood this idea and put it
into action. Within Stamford, companies began manufacturing @ sbgoods, from
locks and wallpaper to bicycles and typewriters and more. Factories began sprouting up
all over Stamford and the workers kept arriving by the trainload.

For the first time in its history, Stamford was not a homogenous, Puritan society.
Anglos and Irish, Protestants and Catholics, would have to live and interact together in a
new order that had yet to be established. The Irish immigrants clustered together in the
only housing they could afford, crowded tenements that hugged both sittesrailrtoad
near the train station, an area soon to be known around Stamford as Dublin. The Irish
were the first to arrive, but by the early2@ntury, immigrants from other parts of
Europe could be found throughout Stamford. A significant Polish populsettied in
the Waterside and South End neighborhoods during the [8teeb®ury and created their
own ethnic enclave. Wi th the arrival of mo
population began to climb. It was 5,000 in 1850 and almost 1&$Q2900. At the turn
of the century, an enormous wave of Italian immigrants spilled into Stamford and, by
1920, I'talians made up 12,000 of Stamfordé

The settlement in Dublin represented St
urban environment. Trash and filth littered the streets and alleys which wound between
the thinly boarded tenements where people lived. Fire was forever an imminent threat to
lives and livelihood. Icy drafts blew through cracks in the walls just as easilyezsd
would spread down an entire street in a matter of days. Entire families lived in one room
apartments where people practically slept on top of each other. At the end of the day,
thirsty workers packed nearby saloons where petty arguments couldycqschlate into
fist fights in the streets. Assault, burglary, and other crimes were suddenly a common
occurrence in Stamford. Disregard for New
gambling, prostitution, and drunkenness particularly ruffledthefe®a r s of St amf o
established aristocradyt h e c i t-§akos eli® wayd appalled. What was the cause
of this newly arrived malfeasance? Was it the immigrants themselves or the living
conditions they were subjected to that cultivated this turbulesmtogrment? And what
on earth should be done about it?
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People had their theories. The state of Connecticut issued one possible answer in
1855 when they elected a Stamford man, William T Minor, a khmthing candidate of
the American Party, as Governor. Tihemigrants, popular opinion seemed to indicate,
were the ones to blame. Nonetheless, Minor served just one term and the influx of
i mmi grants into Connecticut continued. St a
would go on, but the controlling elite $eed utterly averse to finding a solution.

The people of Stamford should neither have been surprised nor ashamed. The
problems proliferating in Dublin were the problems of the working poor every@here
where there 1isndt enoug thoosedo takeowitaforaewmd , s om
they could not otherwise earn civilly. Much could be controlled and improved by just a
little bit ofd oh, they even cringed at the wérgbolicing.

Even as it grew, Stamford retained some of the stuffy Puritanrhigedness of
the citybdés original settlers. Communities
on their adherence to their own moral code. If need be, they could police themselves, but
no formal institution of law enforcement would be necessary. Thus, evendiS@ts in
Dublin spun out of control, Stamfordoés rul
need be created.

When the powerful Anglo elite relented, it was on one condition: if the
immigrants needed policing, they were going to do the pgjitiemselves. So, when
Stamford began heading down the slow, but sure path towards a permanent police force
directly following the end of the Civil War, it was Irishmen who they hired. From 1865
on, five men would serve as special constables for theitciyamford. This was not full
time world the men were paid per diem for special events and arrests that they had to
make. Not surprisingly, the lack of organization led to complaints about police behavior.

At the end of a scuffle outside of a pub in Dupitrwas sometimes uncertain whether the
policemen on the scene had served as intervening mediators or as some of the initial
aggressors. By the end of thé"@®ntury, it was clear that nothing short of a formal,
organized police department would do1BB4, the Stamford Police Department was put

into place. George Bowman, a Scotsman, served as the first chief and oversaw a force of
fewer than 10 officers. The department would grow from these humble beginnings to
become an integr &beingppart of the citybds wel

Ultimately, the benefits of cheap immigrant labor for business in Stamford always
squashed any arguments over the merit of allowing immigrants to continue filtering into
the country through New York. Furthermore, even despite the turbulenckeedinatrban
dwel lings brought to the city of Stamford,
immigrant population as a whole could not be denied. The immigrants were the people
working in the factories that made Stamford great. They built their owclobsiand
school® such as St. Johndés Church on Atl antic
Stamfordodés first Catholic church, or St. M
of worship in Fairfield County, an impressive gothic structure detag in 1928 where
Catholic residents of the Cove could also send their children for elementarydsetmabl
many immigrants aspired to save enough to move out of the slums they had started off in.
They were no plague upon a quiet New England village, bhogof life to a burgeoning
city. They were not to be ridiculed, but commended.
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Stamfordds proximity to New York had al
composition of Stamford as a city. After a
surplses to New York and, of course, it was the trains from New York that carried all
those immigrants into Stamford starting in 1848. There were other connections as well.

During the late 18 century, New Yorkers were encouraged to vacation on
Stamfoppgéas Bbint, undeveloped in compariso
surrounded on all three of its sides by sandy beaches. Starting in 1866, a steamship
named The Shippan shuttled back and forth between Stamford and New York, making
travel arrangemesteasy. Grand hotels like the Ocean House, built in 1870, helped attract
more vacationers.

Furthermore, as early as the beginning of tH:@mtury, some people who

worked in New York began choosing to |ive
neighborhoods ahmake the daily commute to work by train. This was the birth of

Ssuburbani zati on. It seemed that, despite S
its residential areas had retained enough

considered byNew Yorkers as an escape from the development and filth of the city. If
enough New York businessmen chose to move their lives outside of the city, however,

and if the right circumstances arose, it d
workwod d soon be following them beyond the ¢
Following World War Il, as the factories in Stamford began closing down, this
possibility became evermore intriguing. St

had been rendered obs@l@nd dilapidated. In the face of such an uncertain future,

Stamford was in dire need of a fresh start, some sort of drastic change that could help the
city avoid the brutal decline that would otherwise ensue. In 1963, the city of Stamford
contracted th&D Rich Co. to enact a massive urban redevelopment plan. 9,400
downtown acres were demolistéett he ci tyés historic center,
slums® to make way for the new face of Stamford. Stamford rolled the dice, wagering
everything in its historyor the hope of a more secure future. By the late 1980s, eight

million square feet of office space had been built in downtown Stamford. The gamble

paid off and corporations scrambled for the chance to locate offices in Stamford, attracted
by its proximityto New York. GT&E moved its corporate headquarters to Stamford in

1971 and tens of other corporations set up shop in the sleek, modern office buildings of
Stamforddés downtown. Later, UBS would open
building in Stanford. Over the span of just a few decades, Stamford had transformed

itself from a manufacturing center into a hub of corporate activity.

It should be said that the plan for renewal was not enacted without debate or
criticism. Not everyone acceptedtheideda at t he ci tyds historic
order to give Stamford new life. The newly developed downtown, when fully completed,
was criticized for not being pedestriirendly and, despite the lone contractor who
worked on the project, for lackirgycohesiveness that tied the new downtown together.

To the dismayed, Stamford had traded its character for a certain amount of security, at
too high a cost.
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It was the indisputable flaw to the rea
had movedt®&t amf or d, the irrefutable bl-emish upc
perfect home on Maple Adethe house lay only one street over from the railroad. Jack
reflected on that thought with a bitter gr
his cruser, arms folded across the front of his crisp, navy blue, Stamford Police issue
blazer at the intersection of Maple Ave and Frank Street. It was a cool, blue morning in
1957. Back when Jack was young, as |l ong as
might go completely unnoticed by the residents of MapledAwet of sight, out of mind.

Sometimes the railroad reared its ugly head, however, in a manner such that its proximity
could not be denied, such as when a4gearold Mary had gone missing for auple of

hours one afternoon and Jack had found her standing five feet from the tracks, frozen in

fear, as a rattling freight trainsteamo | | ed past her. Jackodés fatth
news, but Jack had to chuckle picturing his father pausing inslisegithose tracks in

the dark on his way home (he had seen him do it), swearing to God he had heard the echo

of some drunk Irishman hollering from Dublmay, a mile or so down the tracks,
AOoooohh, Paaddstlysy eleceo oyyoélo ucuathiatat mighastik t hou g
haunt the old man yet.

If his father were still bothered by the memorg air worried that someone else
might still remembeé&s wh er e hi s family once had | ivedéw
it now. Jack was working a detail on thelpngnary demolitions for the construction of
the Connecticut Turnpike, known more commonly today in Connecticut as Int&State
directing traffic away from the preparations for this new superhighway or something or
other that the government was buildiftgwas going to trace the path of the old post road,

Route 1, to alleviate the growing congestion on that old thoroughfare. Through Stamford,
it would also follow the path of the train tracks and it would pass directly over and
t hrough wh e roed hdme orkMapgle Avemue kstaod.

Jack did not flinch as he watched the bulldozer smash into the second floor
apartment where he had grown up. f@AHow the
wondered. By the late afternoon, the house had been reduced tofarpible and a
cloud of dust. The workers were loading the remains into the back of a truck parked on
the street.

Gone for good was his fatherds pride or
feelings may have stil]l e in $taanford dAll physicaP at r i ¢
evidence had been destroyed. The erasure was completé Gaclegrimaced at the
thoughd was the first home he had ever known. Maybe | should write him, Jack thought.

Be done with it. But no, this thing was never meant to hiaaesort of closure. The
record of truth was Jackébés to keep al one.
soul to bear.

The year is 2009. Stamfordds popul ati on
many of them remember the Stamford lof, ®efore urban renewal? Who amongst them
knows that Canal Street was not always the asphalted boulevard that it is today, but was
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once |iterally a canal, built so that ship
Sound to deliver goods most eféatly? How many of them have heard of Dublin and
know of the dirty ghetto which once butted
downtown? Who has considered th&bl did not always forge a path through the city of
Stamford, that a house on Mapleekwue was knocked down to make way for history?

| sit, extracting information from this frayed packet, a special section Titwen
Stamford Advocatessued on Sunday June 30, 1991, saved since then and lent me by my

grandmot her , a c 890"@mmdtviears aofy .t He Ocsi tay @ 9 dy
within thesepagésone br oad overview of the major ev
accompanied by numerous special sections f
groups, and businessesforStiamelrfdocin Weah t hy!
youbre Stamford, 6 a | i f el onTheAdeosatedtleisnt of t

special edition) is readily apparent witBinndeed materialized &fthese pages, but
what of a city that will knock down its maments to build over them anew, sacrifice all
the trappings of its past for a more certain future?

| realize now what my grandfather sensed in his heart, what he could never quite
formulate into words, but always kept him preoccupied with that sarsergltale. In a
time of change, even when a community manages to savé itaadf better it survive
than faib , something is always lost; and merely acknowledging this reality never makes
it any easier.
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Ever the narrow road to keep, a tedious griadim a forlorn, predestined p#&h
that was life as Jack knew it in 1939 upon the occasion of his graduation from Stamford
Hi gh School . He hadndét been making his own
There was no room for error; there was no room to thkeaes; there could be no
gambling when survival was at stake. Jack trudged along his preordained course with all
the determination of a workhorse with a job to do.

Ever since his father had left, it had taken everything Jack could give for the
family to srape by. They had bounced around from home to home for the past seven
years, just trying to keep up with rent and always looking for a more affordable place to
stay. From Maple Avenue, they had moved to nearby Elm St. into anothéartig
home. Their ext place was downtown on Bank St., above a restaurant. The rent there
was cheap, but the noise and commaotion below proved intolerable and the family moved
again after several months. Things may have hit rock bottom in January of 1935 when the
family was Iving in a twafamily home on Limerick St. in the Cove. The house was
never warm enough. Whenever Jack came home from the First Nationgke §inald
Billy was always crying because he was so cold. Their mother could bring him no
consolation. One nightagk had to cut the kitchen table into pieces to burn in the stove
because they couldné6t afford to pay for an
more, especially now that Jack would be working-fufie instead of spending six hours
a day in schdobut clearly his choices were limited upon graduation.

College, of course, had never been an option for Jack, not since his father had left.
He had the smarts for it too, but knew it was never even worth the trying. At Stamford
High, he took only commeia courses rather than following the college prep curriculum.
Following graduation, Jack would grimace sometimes at his conviction, conceived some
years earlier, to become a police officer. As much as he tried to tell himself differently,
he still wantedtd the chance to serve, to uphold the letter of the law. Maybe sorde day
if the right opportunity arogei t woul d happen, but not now.
light a fire in the oven, couldndét heat a
Natioral.

Jack, of course, had long since accepted that his family was different; the fact of
their broken home was as undeniable as the gossip constantly spoken about them around
town. He could feel the rumors percolating through the curious gazes and glersles
of customers at the First National. Il n tha
without a father present, so people assumed that there must be something wrong with the
Moriartys. Ever since his father had left town, the family had hadsitors save for his
mot her6s sister, who came to town a couple
Marybds, who Jack insisted join the family
him no dinner. It pained Jack to live like that, an outsideexaeption to the norm. To
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make matters worse, he bore the burden of
emerged each morning from their home to face the judgment of the outside world. His
mother, Jack knew, had turned a blind, oblivious eye to hgrimédd or s 6 di st ant
disapproval.

One afternoon in late 1939, soon after the family had moved onto Lockwood
Avenue in the East Side, a home where the family would finally settle down for several
years, Jack returned home to find makeshift curtains made a$ $hew over all the
windows. He asked his mother what they were for.

Al wanted to cover the windows, 0 she sa
sunlight depresses me. 0

Margaret had closed herself off to the outside world and her children were locked
up with her. The curtains would never be opened again. Jack tried several times to work
up the nerve to protest, but could never find the words. Family was family and there
would be no escaping this. Soon enough, Jack hardly noticed the darkness anymore

anyways.

The few people who knew Jack well, those who cous pehind the vell,
understood that Jack was just a good boy caught in a tough spot. Maybe that was the
hardest part; Jack knew he was wigéd and could be even more liked if he were freer
to open up to people. Despite all his troubles, Jack was popular in high school and
remained close to a small circle of friends whiee had graduated with, even if he never
allowed those friends to visit his own home (There was no room to gather in, nor
ayt hing to eat. Besides, Jackds mother wou
year, Jack would jump on the train with Olie Anderson and John Nelson to catch a
Yankees game in the Bronx. Even though Jack was forced to quit the game far too young,
henever lost his love for baseball. The ten cent bleacher seats were a luxury he could
afford from time to time. It was a rare chance for Jack to release himself from his
responsibilities for a few hours and actually spend some time with his buddies.

Occas onally, however, Jackbs apprehension
troubled his friends. People could be so nice to him that Jack worried he could never
repay them, so he sometimes refused their gifts. When the Andersons invited him over
for a comgratulatory dinner shortly following graduation, Jack declined, claiming he had
to work. Olie knew that Jack should have been available that night, but decided against
worrying his mother over it. Nor did Olie ever address Jack about the lie (Olie wanted s

badly to yell at him or shake him, to justtellhimtijad u6ve got to | et son
something nice for you for once in your l)fddut Olie knew the simple truth was that
thereds no forcing an ox | i ke JactkdoMori ar't

Jack wished that he might not have to be so hard on himself or that he might chance upon
some form of acceptance that he could not deny. He yearned for a spark and he waited in
secret pain for his yearning to be soothed.
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The boys were running tbugh the streets to the recruiting center downtown. Jack
was with them. It was Monday, Decemb&t 8941 and the United States had just
declared war on the Empire of Japan. Pearl Harbor had been bombed the day before and
President Roosevelt had justt@b ngr ess t hat it was fa date
Jack stood at the end of the I|ine outside
for two downtown blocks. The entire city was buzzing. A nervous, excited chatter filled
theair.ltseemedt hat t he whole of Stamforddés popul a
enlist or standing on the other side of the road, watching their boys go off to war. The
bystanders watched intently, not pointing or stadidgck noticed ,but cheering and
hollering forthemall and the boys in line waved back in appreciation.

Jack stood in line for four hours that afternoon, awaiting his turn to file the proper
paperwork, get his physical examination, and ship off with the navy. He had not much
thought about how his fatgiwould fare without him there to support them, but
something just felt right to Jack about st
young men. It seemed to Jack that the foreign threat of war to the American livelihood
was greater even thaime domestic threat of poverty to his family at that moment. He was
answering to a higher calling, a call to service. For once, Jack felt as though he was part
of the crowd.

Hewas surpriseéla | t hough he s B tbhgdedfack he rdtenized b e e n
whenhe finally stepped into the back room of
Stamford, Steve McGregor, was a friend of
by the First National for years. The prospect of fighting for the American ryiligainst
the Empire of Japan had seemed so grandi os
expected an encounter of mythic proportion
familiar face seated at the desk before him snapped Jack back td-greein He still
stood in Stamford, where he always had.

AJack, how are you?0 Steve asked from h
to two men who had been standing in the corner. One appeared to be a doctor and the
other was another recruiter. AtSt e 6s prompting, they both br
the door as they |l eft the room. o
AGood, thanks, 0 Jack replied as he watc
APl ease, son, have a seat. o
Jack obliged and then there was Bt sil en:q
ASo, uhéo Jack sputtered, Al 6d | ike to
Mc Gr egor , 0 Jack began. AShould I start fil
Steve was leaning back in his chair, holding a pen behind his ear and twirling it in
his fingersHe appeared to be gathering his thoughts. Then, abruptly, he clenched the pen
lengthwise in the palm on his fist, shifted forward in his seat, and leaned both forearms
on the top of the desk. He looked Jack directly in the eye and spoke lower than before.
AJack, | dondt exactly know how to go a
what the navy is |l ooking for.o
Jack was a bit startl ed. He didndét know
AWmWwhat do you mean? o601 6m not what they
readytofigh . What el se do you need?0
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Al'tdés got nothing to do with that Jack.
|l 6m saying is that all these boys wal king
Something that does not have to do with honor or abiligngrof that. Each one of them
stands alone. They dondédt have wives or chi
have mothers who will worry about them, but truly these boys only have themselves to
take care of so far in this world. o

AWhat 6st o hadad wioth me?0 Jack retorted.

Al 6ve known you for a |l ong time, Jack.
without you around? Whobés going to feed yo

The flicker of recognition spread over
flush of anger. He gripped the armrests on his seat so hard he thought they might rip off.

He pictured the spectators across the street. They would take back their cheers.

ATake it back, Steve! You can still c ha
makeb Jack began to raise his voice. fAYou th
whole |ife | 6ve been the oddball, Steve, b
streets while every other guy my age is out there fighting for our country. Eveonpers
on the street iIs just going to have anothe

Steve began to speak once again as Jack continued yelling in a heated fervor,
neither man hearing the otheroés words. The
Steve was fed up and shouted out loud.

AEnoughb

Jack was startled and quit screaming. He began sucking in air. He relaxed back
into his chair, which he now noticed he had risen out of as he was yelling. He tried to
regain his composure as he readizhat he had uncharacteristically lost his cool.

Steve let Jack catch his breath and then started to speak once more.

ABoys are | ining up al/l across America
in Stamford today. The navy will be just fine withou one | ess sail or, bu
in Stamford thawi ncreenréotr il gpohste navs, byoewmdhear ?
physical and marking you down as ineligihbl
making the call r i rgpobm for elebate. Y¥ouar dightrhaswlwaysr her e 6
been in Stamford and ités going to stay he

Jack filtered the words as they arrived in his head, reducing them to a simple
message, the rules of which Jack had been living by for as long as he could remember:

Yau will not stray from your path, Jachoices like these were never yours to make.

For months and mont hs, Mc Gr egor s words
Jackds mind. Jack was angry, hurt, confuse
residents woulderve in a branch of the military during WWII. Jack Moriarty would
never be one of them. With each week that passed, more and more of the boys who were
Jackds age shipped off to fight. Before | o
damn near was

More than ever, Jack walked the streets of Stamford with his head down and
spirits sunk. He didndét want to be seen. A
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Stamford, like America, was galvanized for war. Everyone was prepared to lend a

helping had. To walk the streets as an abledied young man at home was to walk in

shame. Jack felt the burn of their glares on his chest while he worked at the store. He

could hear the whispers in their stares, f

weretoo many people to explaindd t c oul dontéhta tb ei td ownaes n 6t hi s

could hardly even blame them any more. He only wanted the chance to serve just like

everybody el se and, because he couldnét ha
Jack cherished any meent granted him out of the public eye, even the chance to

return to within the suffocating folds of

respite from the constant scrutiny. Even the short breaks from work, which he still spent

on the back sies of the First National, gave him just enough relief to keep trudging along

through this life that was not his. Then in the late spring of 1944, on one of those breaks,

an unlikely olive branch extended from the help wanted pagéseoStamford Advocate

resounding with all the glory of destiny, unfettered by the shackles of fate:

SOUGHT BY STAMFORD POLICE DEPARTMENT: SPECIAL CONSTABLE
TO WORK FULL-TIME FOR DEPARTMENT. JOB REQUIREMENTS WILL
INVOLVE SERVICING THE CITY OF STAMFORD IN VARIOUS AREAS OF LAW
ENFORCEMENT. JOB PROMISES STEADY WORK AND, PENDING
PERFORMANCE AND THE STATUS OF FUTURE BUDGETS, COULD LEAD TO
POSITION AS A FULLTIME OFFICER WITH DEPARTMENT.

It was an advertisement for one man and one man only. Who else could it be
targeted for, Jackbught? Any other potential candidate, any ddwdied young man,
was off to war. Jack stood up and walked off those back steps. He headed straight for
police headquarters, the newspaper still clenched in his hand. The job was his before he
even stepped ithe door.

His first beat as a special constable for the Stamford Police was in one of the parts
of Stamford he knew best: the Cove. Jack had lived in or nearby the neighborhood for his
entire life. He had been born and raised amongst the peopig,th streets he now
served. The residents were Irish, Italian, Polish, or Slovak; mostly all Catholic. He knew
them well because he was of their elerdené knew how they thought and spoke, what
they valued. He understood that the first immigrant pomratwere drawn to the Cove
after the Cove Mills began operating in the 1850s. Pratantesidents were either new
immigrants or the working and middle class descendants of the early immigrants who had
chosen to stay in the Cove, even after the millsdaidown in 1919, because the area
around where their parents had worked had become their home. Jack recognized the

urgency in a Cove motherdés voice when she
dinner and understood full well why homeowners m @ove toiled for hours in the yard
on their days off, proudly trimming -their

enforced. Law enforcement only provided a safety net, a surety that nothing could go
unusually wrong, that the Cove would remaimoane to be proud of. Countless children
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played freely throughout the neighborhood. The Cove had to stay safe for them. Jack
knew all this, so when he walked his beat in the Cove, he worked with the expertise of an
insider.

For the first time in his memoryack was proud to walk the streets of Stamford.
No longer could strangers point and stare. He stood tall in his uniform and commanded
the respect of passersby. He walked his beat up and down the streets and made his
presence felt. He learned the routinéshe neighborhood even more intimately: what
times the men left for work in the morning, who could be counted on to be sitting in the
barbershop at the top of the hill every afternoon at 4:30, and what street the postman
would be on at any time of theayl He knew all the kids by name and told them to keep
out of troubl e. He al ways wal ked at a bris
down every time he passed by 973 Cove Road. It was 1947 when Jack first discovered
that a pretty young woman naméebn Rohacik lived there with her parents. She worked
as a secretary for the parks department and was just a couple of years out of high school.
My grandfather might stop to lean over the green chaknfence and admire the rose
garden, immaculately képy mother and daughter in the spring and summer. Out of the
corners of his eyes, he would sneak glances toward the windows to see if anyone was
home. I f he paused |l ong enough, the girl os
from the kitchen to eat. Ahif he were lucky, were it really a good day, Jean would bring
it out for him instead.

It got to where Jack was speaking to Jean outside her home several times a week.
Still, Jack held back from completely opening up to her. He never told her then of the
burdens he had carri@dand still did carrg or that landing his new job and meeting her
were just about the only two good things to happen to him in memory. Certainly, he
never would have been the one to go out on a limb, but Jean still caught{guadfbn
that Friday afternoon in July. They had been chatting about her roses when she
interrupted herself.

AJack, | 6m meeting some friends of mine
it if you came along. 0O

AWel 16,, ouglhack sput t easkedhimdhghinglikethihad eve
before. AWell , sure. | think, Il think | 6d

Jack had set foot on uncharted territory, but it felt good to be forging his own path.
His mother was confused when he came home from work the evening of thattimgt
to the Colony, the first of many dates with Jean, and changed and combed his hair and
got ready to go out. He normally just came home and laid low around the house.
AJack, | dondét | i ke the sound of this, o
games, chasing girls and all that. Youdve
He tried to ignore her words as he emerged from the dingy darkness of the
curtains and headed out on that first night.

Jack and Jean continued to see each other and Jean soon indistackthame
over to her house one night for dinner. In all the time Jack had spent stopping by in front
ofher house, Jack had never me t Jeands fath
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introduced. Joe ran his own successful plumbing business aralwegs gone at work

when Jack came by. So they picked a date and Jack was nauseous that night heading over

to 973 Cove Road, so nervous was he that he would manage to blow the first impression,

but the warmth of their home disarmed him as soon as he dtepihe door. Laughter
echoed off the walls all night, pots and p
neither Jack nor anyone ever leave hungry. Jack could not deny the feeling inside that this
was what a home was supposedetllike.

ASo yapaliéemapar e ya?0 Joe asked at the din

AWel | |, |l 6m a speci al constabtiemacthbat | iy
technically a temporary position. o

ANo matter, 0 Joe said, AThat 6s a fine |

Later that night Joe asked Jackatddw him outside. They descended the front
steps and stood at the front gate, turning to take in the view of the house. Two large
bushes sat on either side of the five steps that led up to the front porch. On the porch one
door led to the family room ohe first floor and the other door opened onto the stairs
leading to the second floor apartment. In the yard on the right side of the house sat the
rose garden, perfectly maintained, and also a young cherry tree, just six feet in height.
Al build, d hbesgadhmukoe, fAback about twent
Joe turned and looked up and down the street, to the grocery store up the road and back

down to Cove Island and Long I|Island Sound
neighborhoodtoo 1 61 | t el | y-&orkingspeaplé herehl mve ¢his whole h a r d
city, spent my whole |ife in Stamford. I t 6

Joe started talking about his work, how he apprenticed as a plumber and
eventually started his own business. Thingsagidtle tight during the thirties, Joe said,
as they did for everybody, but all the public works projects kept him busy through those
hard times. Jack stood with his hands in his pockets, brow furrowed in concentration. He
coul dnét r e c aolhim like thig lnefore, trying to keach lym sgomething,
of fering some advice. So medtJackcogdnotbase® nat ed
placed it then, not until years later, but it caught his attention nonethdlessalm and
collected knowingness of pgrience. Jack just wanted to keep listening.

ALook, Jack, | dondt know you that well
had the easiest go of it so far. But you should knovdthisd maybe you even sense it
already this is a special townJack. Ofour se, youbre gonna have
road, right? Everybody has to take a | icki
guaranteed thing in my life, but this is damn near close to it: you get out of Stamford
what you put intootherlgbogsbeeknoweandset 6
Just know this: if you keep working hard,

Jack nodded slowly, silently.

Al'l right, son?0 Joe asked, but he didn

Joe smiled and slapped Jack firmly oa back and, with that, he turned and
walked back into his house.
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I n early 1949, with the blessing of Jea
She answered a resounding yes, on the condition that Jack finally bring her to meet his
mother. Jack sdihe woul@ soon. He waited another several months, nonetheless, until
he obliged her. The wedding was scheduled for September, but Jack did not bring Jean to
his home on Lockwood Avenue to meet his mother until a Saturday afternoon in late July.
Jack had atrong sense that nothing good could come from it and he wanted to prepare
Jean as best he could for that reality.

When he finally brought Jean over, his mother was polite, but listless, seated in
the corner of the kitchen, casually conversing as if Yean just a neighbor dropping
ind though this never happened anyday nd not h eto-be.Margadeswab r i d e
shrouded in the darkness of the curtains s
uncomfortable as the visit wore on. He knew what srepuabably thinking. He kept
looking back and forth between his mother in the corner and Jean, by his side, stuck with
him inside this cave of curtains. He began to wonder how he had gotten himself into this,
how this could ever work.

After her visit, Jan was glad that it had finally taken place, but it was Jack who
seemed a bit troubled as he sent her home that evening. When his mother reinforced his
sentiments that evening, Jéckvith heart wrenchedl had made up his mind.

AShe seems | tkkbetara youo realyegoimgitorgéarriedd Are you

ready to take on the responsibility of rai
been so hard at times, Jack. And now thing
just like you always wantk. Il s now the time to take such

Hi s motherds thoughts echoed through Ja
right, Jack thought. How would Mary and Billy fare without him around he wondered?
On Monday afternoon, at the end of his stié,passed by 973 Cove Road and Jean came
out to see him. He whi spered to her across
sure right then, he just couldnét do it. S
woul dndt st o pseeafrardondveas watching.eHd told her he needed to
think and he left her, screaming and crying at the fence in the fading sunlight, as he went
home to Lockwood Avenue to sit in the dark.

Jack sat stiffly in the kitchen, hands clasped on the talds, sgring blankly at
some spot on the wall, several inches belowleyel, so that his head was lowered
sternly and his brow was furrowed. He hadn
swirled in deep, meditative thought, beyond the point where wordsesmences crossed
through his mind to where he no longer thought at all, butfeltithe significance of the
decision he had before him. What the hell was he doing with his life? He weighed the
pros and cons of his choices by monitoring the subtle fitictos in his soul as he

imagined the effects of a given decisithd coul dndét have known it
could he? Everything that was on the line? Future lives were in the balance. They
werenodt his responsibil i ethisrig)tHefolht ey woul d

himself intermittently holding his breath during moments of intense focus, then gulping
for huge gasps of air as he took a respite from concentration.
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One of the gasps shook him from his thought. He rubbed his eyes, bewildered as
if emerging from a trance. What was he doing, sitting up after midnight, with work in the
morning, paralyzed by thought? Did he believe he could think more clearly after
everyone else had gone to bed, as if his mind would be free of all the ties thahlound
to this godforsaken home on Lockwood Avenue if only the members of his family would
go to sleep? Only then could he think more clearly? No, he still sat in the same kitchen.
Nothing had changed. Shaking his head in disgust, Jack slowly leaned farwarested
his head on his arms. He surrendered to the darkness of a deep and troubled sleep.

Crack! Crack! Crackl ack6s head jumped off the kit
watch, it was 5:30 AM. He had been asleep in the kitchen for almost five. Athe
palest ray of sunlight was just beginning to creep through the edges of the drawn curtains.
Then againCrack! Crack! Crack!lt was the crisp rapping of knuckles on wood, but, in
his drowsiness, Jack thought he was being slapped across the sglbezch

AHey, Jack! Wake wup, son, the world is
Jack heard the voice coming from behind the door in the corner of the kitchen
which opened onto the back stairwell out o

time someone had knocked on thaor to their house uninvited. Had it ever happened?
One eyeball was peering in the window through the sliver of glass covered by the edge of

the curtain. It was Jeanés father, Joe Roh
AHI Joe, uh, whraet? oa raes kyeodu Jdaocikn,g ah bi t on
ACome on, Jack. Step outside. Letds t al

follow him down the stairs.

Jack closed the door behind him and followed nervously.

AJodk, o0 IJack began.

ARJack, please,twetceaenret gi ared ytohue myl 61 | b e
interrupted. AOkay?o0

Jack nodded nervously and stuffed his hands in his pockets, unsure of what else to
do with them. Then he raised one to shield his eyes from the rising sunlight that peaked
over Jo er$ 3oe leamed gdsuhlly on the cHeak fence, arms crossed on his
chest and his right leg wrapped around the front of the left one. He peered with tilted
head across to Jack, narrowing his eyes just slightly as if to get a read on him. Then he
sighed ad began to speak.

Al 6m not here to tell you what to do, J
if you want i1it. The way | see it is, 1t0s
yourself and make your ngwoudeci ghonsoand hwn
easy, 0 Joe shrugged sympathetically as he

ANow, I could be wrong, but | 6m pretty
would like to marry my daughter, but something is holding you back. Agatuld de
wrong and if | am, stop listeningto merightnéw ut i f | 6 m ri ght, the
you that this is one of those times that vy

ADo you remember what | told you outsid
wastruepbut it wel |l never apply to a man who d:
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wi | | never put something on the Iline for a
right now, Jack, you cano6ét | et these folks
lady,b ut Ithinkome®ds | ooking out for your best i
Billy are both just about fully grown adults. Pretty soon they have to start fending for
themselves or they never will. | know my daughter, Jack. If you walk away fiem th
sheds gonna be upset, for sure, but sheol |
though, Jack. You might just walk back into that house for one last time. You could be
swallowed up by all these curtains here on Lockwood Avenue for life. §dpjuonce,
Jack, you should do whatodés right for you.
Jack had listened quietly the whole time that Joe was speaking. By the time Joe
finished, Jackds eyes had adj uandsodhigso t he
and nodded slowly in thought.
ASo, what do you think?20o0

Jack and Jean Moriarty were wed on a Saturday in September of 1949. The new
couple would move into the secehdl oor of the brideb6s parents
After the wedding, thegpent the night in New York City. They then returned to
Stamford in time for Jack to take his police examination on Monday. After five years as a
special constable, he had been given the opportunity to becomdiméupatrolman.
Jack passed the examiio& and was eventually named a ftithe member of the
Stamford Police Department. Just once in a lifetime, Jack had rolled the dice and he had
won big.
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Before long, Jack and Jean had a burgeoning family. By 1955, the year my father
was born, theyad three little boys: Jackie, Jimmy, and Terry. Jack approached
fatherhood with an impenetrable sincerity, a quiet fervor, which hardened itself against
all outside influences. He would be a rock solid foundation for the family. He would
ward off all detactors and protect the kids in the beginning. As they grew older, the kids
could lean on him for guidance, then push themselves off when they were ready to carve
their own ways. He wanted to guide them to that pusbfhgoint. He wanted to give
them theDream.

In one of those early years, shortly after Mary Ellen, the last child was born, the
Moriartys sent out the first Christmas card that had all four kids in it. Over lunch at the
station, one of Jacko6s f el |l owackefinfhecer s r em
picture.

AHeb6s getting big, Jack. Starting to | o
too. 0 The of fi c edrhe meantitlast dgoddsmored contpliment.lAa u g h
couple of other nearby officers chuckled as well.

Jack did not so nah as smirk.

ANever, 0 he muttered under his breath.

The other officers were taken aback. They stopped laughing and exchanged
glances with each other, unsure of just what had gone wrong. They all learned, then and
there, that Jack Moriarty could not be hugwhen it came to his kids.

Years | ater, JackO0Os persistent steering
Jack, by then, was studying pharmacology at Northeastern. He had struggled a bit and
failed an organic chemistry class that was central to taenpcology curriculum. He
came home after that semester and told his father that he was considering changing his
major to criminal justice, a field of study for which Northeastern is renowned.

Jack was enraged. Al di dncdgesotbathe s o har
could become a cop! o

My Uncle Jack was confused. What was wrong with being a cop, he wondered?

His own father had been one and it was a p
What my uncle did not understand then was that the Cieasrmy grandfather sawdit
was not a choice for his children, but a mandate.

If the kids had behaved themselves during the week, Jack might take them on a
Sunday drive after church to a nearby park or for some other outing. Working the night
shift so ofen, Jack did not always have as much time as he wanted to spend with his
children, so he took advantage of the times he could. Once, while Mary Ellen was still a
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baby, Jack took the boys out of the Cove and made the short drive down to the Shippan
neighbehood. The houses along the street were slightly bigger than down the Cove and
were built for just one family each. Nicer cars were parked along the street. The boys

stared wideeyed out of the rolledown windows when their father explained to them

that® me people didndt have to share a house

ABut where do their Nanas |live?0 asked

ATheir Nanas have their own separate ho
possibilities stretched my fatherds mind.

AMost people who |Iive down here have go

He was showing the boys, so young, all that they could have if they strived for it,
all of it within the city of Stamford, all within minutes of home. He would see to it that
they could hse it if they wanted it. They weaved throughout the neighborhood of
Shippan, winding along side roads and crossing back and forth across the main drag,
passing rows of homes belonging to people who had had opportunities and seized them.
The boys 6 nevanwanes melast, they came to the end of Shippan Avenue, on
the tip of Shippan Point. A concrete seawall stood at the end of the road, sticking some
three feet or so above the streetds surfac
Jack took the boys out of tlear and propped them up on the wall just right:
Jackie Junior was the oldest and knelt in the middle and Jim and Terry, my father,
squatted barefooted beside Jackie with their hands clasped between their legs. Jack
opened the trunk of his car and liftedt the new camera he had just purchased at
Cal dor 6s. He told the boys to smile as the
their hair. The boys must have sensed a se
fuss or fidget at all as bitwers normally do, but only obeyed their father. Eyeing them
through the lens of that camera, Jack saw purely the untapped potential of three young
men and he would do all he could to help them fulfill it.

When | wasa child in Stamford, my parentsak me and my brothers on a drive
every Sunday as well, if for a slightly different reason. It was a drive back to where my
father had come from. We would get in our car outside our home in Shippan and take the

short ride over to the Cove for family dinret my gr andmot her 6s. Al |
uncles and cousins would be there too. My grandmother would play host and cook lavish
meal s each week. ltds the sort @fwedornaddti t i o

keep it anymore. By then, my gregtardparents had long since passed away and my
grandparents had moved into the first floor of the house. A tenant now lived on the
second floor. On any given Sunday evening, there would be some fifteen of us crammed
into that four room residence, althoughetver felt cramped. It may have to the adults,
but the innocence of childhood affords such happy oversights. It was never until | was
olde® twelve or thirteen years addthat | came back to visit Stamford and realized that
my grandparesmalsé house was

Thirty-five years after the first picture was taken of my father and uncles, | was
eight years old when | too was propped up on that seawall at the end of Shippan. My
younger brothers Ryan and Connor squatted beside me. My father walked ten paces to
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thesiek so that we wouldndét have to |l ook into
photo was developed in full color, he would place it digleside in a frame with the
black-andwhite photo of him and his brothers tlmag father had taken, so many year
ago.

| doubt | behaved too well as he took that picture. After all, we were on a visit
from Florida during summer vacation and we were just about to go visit our old
neighborhood, ALC. | must have been far too excited to see old friends to have the
paience for taking a picture, but my father must have insisted.

On his days off from the night shift, Jack would often put in some hours at Ed &
Andyods, a nearby sporting goods store, for
the rest of his time ging around the house, usually reading.

ADad, do you want to pl ay-eywdlintmgaskedt h us
from across the small family room. Jack glanced at his smiling son and his two brothers
waiting eagerly behind him. He grimaced amaned his neck to the side. Today, he just
wasno6t in the mood.

ANot now, boys,o0 Jack replied, I|ifting

Brokerd a silent oath made many years before. He could not have ever explained
it to them, could he? That itistbothered him to this day. That on the day he became a
father he did not stop being a son. That to step into that backyard with ball and mitt
would be to reopen the wound. It tormented Jack that some days he could be so happy to
get out in the yard wihtthe kids and on other days that sunken feeling inside his chest
was so heavy that he could not bear to get up. So this time, he just said no and left it at
that.

Not bad for a boy fromthe Cave That 6 s what they said ar
aboutTe ry Moriarty, my father. I't wasnodot ofte
like that, moving back to Stamford after college and affording a home down Shippan.

The neighbors would say the words with a wink and a laugh and that potent mixture of
pride andself-deprecation that could only mean that a mountain had been climbed.

The drive to achieve had always been apparent in Terry. When he was first old
enough to go to school with his older brothers, Jackie and Jimmy, they would all three of
them walk thehal-mi | e or so down the hill to the scl
morning. Jackie and Jimmy, however, did not like dragging Terry along. He was several
years younger than both of them and would slow them down. His asthma often made the
walking even dugher.

One day, my grandfather, driving home from the night shift in the morning,
spotted fiveyearold Terry sitting in the snow all alone on the side of Cove Road. He had
been walking to school with his brothers, but when his asthma started actimg up,
brothers had told him to go home fAto pl ay
Unable to walk any farther at the time, but unwilling to retreat home and cave in to his
brothersdé taunting, Terry had stimeebornl y c
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down on the snow. With some prodding, Jack coaxed Terry into the car to let him warm
up. Jack thought it might be a good idea to bring him home for the day, but my father
insisted on showing up his brothers and going to school.

AWel | , igfuyt heasliistttsl, @ t hought Jack as he
Mar yos.

In moments like that, Jack could forgive his own shortcomings as a father. Sure,
he wasnodét perfect, but who was? His kids h

doing somethig right. And if Jack sometimes could not lift himself from his chair to play
when the kids wanted him to, he was always there for the toughest of times such as these.

That 6s what matters most, Jack thought.
AYou should take t hestolg mydather] mean i t, o0 m
My f ather wasnbét so sure. He had never

the job he had now as an accountant with Ernst & Young, working in their office space in
downt own Stamford, built asatioppaoject. Why t he ci
should he risk switching to a job he might like less? The new position he was offered was
at Pepsi. After my father got to know some of the employees there while auditing their
company, the Pepsi guys had liked him so much that theyedamtring him onto their
team. It was, without a doubt, a great opportunity. At the time, Pepsi was-fttiomk
young, upandcoming MBAs and my father would be thrown into that elite group.
Clearly, he might feel as if he were in over his head 4t brg the guys at Pepsi who
knew him obviously thought he could do the work. There seemed to be few reasons to
turn the job down, but something about it bothered my father.
Al dondt think my dad would take the jo
replied . He had watched his own father hold on
decisionma ki ng was shackled, in part, by my gr e
the company man.

My mother looked at him quizzically, shrugging disaffectedly. heaie the girl
from a small town in Rhode Island, who had
of that tiny state and never look back, and her husband was about to pass up the
opportunity of a lifetime and blame it on his fatiea man who had nevewren bought
himself his own house?

ATerry, you arenodét your father. You don
My father listened to her words and knew he had no choice. He took thajab
he hasndét | ooked back.

It was the job my father took at Pedsat eventually moved us away from
Stamford. When | was six and a half years old, my father got transferred to a new
position at Pepsi in Florida and we packed up and moved to Orlando. Two and a half
years after that, my father took a position with a cineomapany in Massachusetts and
we moved to Dover in time for me to enter the fourth grade in the September of 1996.
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When my mother first told me that we were moving to a town named Dover, |
asked her what the downtown looked like. My rysarold jaw nealy hit the floor

when she told me it didndét have one.
AThereds just a |little center of town,
She wasnoét | ying. Il had never | ived in

the possibility of a placethatdd n 6t have a downt own-townbut Dov
as you can get along the highly developed outer ring of Rte. 128 in eastern Massachusetts.
A small suburb of Boston, Dover is located about 15 miles southwest of the city and has
retained a distinctlyural feel through the strictest of zoning laws, which require

minimum lots of one acre or larger for homes and prevent the arrival of any commercial
building whatsoever. The hallmarks of sprawl have enveloped the surrounding suburbs,

but Dover has remag@a without any shopping centers, supermarkets, restaurants, or even
aTsstation to connect it t o-linBdreadsovandesupl i vel y
and down and from hill to hill across its fifteen square miles. The homes are set back

from the roadoften hidden by trees, inhabited by residents who are remarkably
homogenous (95% of Doverodés 5,627 people ar
clearly the difference between city and town.

Dover s renowned public scatowmbf system i
astonishingly similar size, appearance, and demographics, named Sherborn. | value very
highly the education | received in the Dox&nerborn schools and the friends | have
made in Dover and Sherborn over the years. Nonetheless, on many a Sagirtdsy
high school, while hanging out on a couch
friends and me, like the millionth time in a year, it was hard not to see Dover for what it
was not. It lacks closknit neighborhoods and a sense of communitg large home lots,
set apart from each other on long winding roads, discourage interaction among residents.
Moreover, it lacks that certain combination of different types of people that makes our
greatest cities interesting.

Deepseated tiestoDove8re r bor n arendét common. | tds ¢
move to raise their kids and then move away from, closer to Boston, after the kids grow
up. The town affords its kids a good education, | suppose, but it keeps them bored, too. It
di dndét hel p thatyhadtaagaos sense of & plaee that was at least a little bit
more exciting, a place where | had longed to move back to for many years, Stamford.

One day several years ago, as | was cleaning out my room at home, | came across
my yearbook from mtwo years at Rogers Elementary in Stamford where | attended
kindergarten and the first half of first grade. | had not looked through the thing in at least
a decade. | opened the book to my classd p
five-yearold frame, as had been captured in so many other photos | had seen of myself at
that age. | was shocked, however, to see the racial diversity of all my classmates who
surrounded me. I hadndét remembered it I|ike
being in that class would probably be the first and last time | could ever be considered a
minority, as a white kid, for the rest of my life.
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Rogers was a magnet school which drew upon students from all over the city of
Stamford in an effort to eliminatbé de facto segregation that can occur from more
traditional school zoning. My parents and some others in the neighborhood had bought
into the concept and sent their kids to Rogers. | have only fond memories of the place.
Nonetheless, many of those pardntsn my old neighborhood would lose their faith in
the system after several years and ended up sending their kids to private schools. My
mother would often remark, when | used to yearn for our old neighborhood, that, rather
than send us to private schosthe would have probably chosen to move our family to a
neighboring town with a better school system.

In fact, we had already gone through this process elsewhere as a family. After
spending a year and a half in the public school system in Orlando, nmfspsnetched
me into a private school for the third grade during our last year there. When we moved
back to the northeast, my family chose Dover over several other Boston suburbs mostly
on account of its highly regarded school system. In this light, Iratatel what my
mother meant when | would say while still young that | wished we still lived in Stamford
and she would answer only that we never would have |lasteskimgvays.

Late on Saturday afternoons in the summertime, the backyard at 97 RGade
was always full of people. The rumble of talking and laughter could be heard far and
wide throughout the Cove from the crowded
the kidsdo friends from school and ehdsom t he
would arrive as well: the Robattis, the Capalbos, the Robustellis, the Passaros, and the
Hartemanns. Hamburgers and hot dogs would heat up on the brick grill in the back of the
lawn, by the hedges, while the adults lounged in lawn chairs. My graneinvatiuld
shuttle around preparing the burgers and hot dogs and potato salad and would stop every
few moments to yell at the boys to stop throwing the wiffle ball near the people who were
sitting.

My grandfather would sit quietly and soak in the sceneryEse often, he would
chime in with a ondiner and chuckle at his own joke. He had a penchant for falling
asleepinhislamc hai r after eating, so Jukie Robatt
Nighty-Ni ght . 6 Jack coul d | au gdfunaThe nuhmartof bec aus
friendly voices made him feel very insulated, very far away from his past on Maple and
Lockwood Avenues, though they were each just a mile across town. This was the good
life. This was the family he always wanted.

A | haye akgaetted, 0o my father said in t
grandfatherds funeral, fAthat my father nev
candét help but feel that Granddaddy regret
and if he never s it out loudd it was understood that becoming a police officer had
always been a substitute for a higher, but less reasonabée tgdaécome a lawyer.

What drove him was respect for the law and if becoming a cop was as close as he could
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get to it, then tht was what he would do. | know he yearned to the end for a chance at
higher education. He recounted to me countless time in his later years, from the couch in
our family room in Dover or the couch at 973 Cove Road, about the law enforcement
courses he hagken at Babson and Michigan State and Yale as part of his training as a
cop throughout his career, clinging to those minor associations between himself and those

well-r eputed institutions of higher | earning.

hoped certainly not the desiéeof returning to school to get his education in full. After
the kids had grown and moved out, he certainly could have, but he never could lift
himself off that couch. He had been a Stamford policeman fér iifiaybe he thought
chagi ng that wasndét worth the risk.

He would have to be satisfied with succeeding in the goal he had set for my
grandmother and himself as parénts send all of their kids to college. All four of their
children graduated from four year schools. f my grandiae r coul dnét have
they could. He had given them the Dream.
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Photographic Insert

Jack and Jean phtogréphed together in early 1992
at a family gathering.
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From left to right: Jim, Jack, and Terry pictured on the seawall at the end of Shippan Avenue
in 1959.

From left to right: Ryan, me, and Connor photographed by my father on the sea wall at the end of
Shippan Aenue in 1995.
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