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Born on September 2, 1913, my mother was the second child for Julius and Feliksa (Florence) Kislowski.  She had an older sister, Edna, and later her parents had four sons – Leo, Wallace, Edward and Zigmund (always called Charlie).  The family lived on Hoover Ave in Bloomfield and then when my mother, Jean, was about five years old, her father built the large house on Hudson Place in Bloomfield.

Jean became very ill with Diphtheria when she was young and spent time in isolation at Soho Hospital in Belleville, NJ.  The illness resulted in some hearing loss in both of her ears.
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Growing up on Hudson Place with her older sister and four brothers, she always said she had a happy childhood.  There weren’t many homes in the area because it was still mostly a dairy farm.  The only thing she didn’t like was that the house had no indoor plumbing.  It seems strange to think of Bloomfield, almost  

 an urban area today, with dairy farms and outhouses!  But in the early 1900’s, 

 the northern end of town, the “Brookdale” section, was very rural.  Hudson Place 

 was close to the area where Bloomfield changed from “town” to “country”. 

Jean attended St. Valentine’s Grammar School and graduated from eighth grade.  I don’t know if she went on to high school, but when she was sixteen, she lied about her age and got a job at Westinghouse in Bloomfield.  She worked her way up the ranks and eventually became a forewoman, a position not very typical for a woman in those days. 

In 1935, through her brother Leo, she was introduced to William Fitzgerald III.  At first she didn’t care much for him, but persistence on William’s part paid off and she finally agreed to a date.  That first date was to see a movie at the Royal Theater on Bloomfield Ave in Bloomfield.  

They were married in St. Valentine’s Church in 1938.  Aunt Helen was the maid of honor and Leo was the best man.  They lived at 50 Broughton Ave.  After five years of marriage, I was born on January 2, 1943.  A few months later, Bill entered the Navy as a Machinist.  Bill’s sister, Helen Fitzgerald Ross, moved into the apartment with Jean and young Billy.  After Bill was killed on October 14, 1944, Jean and Billy moved back to Hudson Place with her family.  Her mother died on June 3, 1964.  She lived on Hudson Place until her father’s death in 1970.  

When I was young, she worked a few part-time jobs in Bloomfield.  During the summers, she sometimes worked at the Forest Hill Country Club.  Later, she went to work full time at the Minor Rubber Co. in Bloomfield where she worked one of the machines.  She used to go out with her brothers to clubs and sport clubs.  She and her sister Edna enjoyed playing Bingo at the Church.  She had a few dates, but nothing serious.  There just wasn’t anything to compare to her love for Bill.  

In 1963, her younger brother Charlie died at only 38 years of age.  Jean was devastated and had a nervous breakdown.  Treatments and medication caused her to lose the rest of her hearing and she had to wear a hearing aid.  

Jean moved to 62 Spring St in Bloomfield in 1970 and stayed there until 1988 when she moved to 9 Bay Ave in Bloomfield.  In 1991, she came to live with me and my wife and family in Hopatcong, NJ.  

My mother loved to go to the movies and shopping.  She enjoyed sewing, especially embroidery, and loved to cook.  She loved to go for rides to the lake or to the shore, taking the dog along for the ride and stopping for ice cream.  I built a deck on the Hopatcong house and my mother enjoyed the BBQ’s Chris and I used to have.

Sunday, July 7th was a very hot day.  Mom had spent most of it on the deck reading the Sunday paper.  After talking with her at around 3:30 pm, I went upstairs to take a nap.  Chris was spending the afternoon visiting her mother, got home at around 4:45 and told Mom she was going to start dinner.   Just a half hour later when I called her on the phone, she didn’t answer.  Mom had gone to her room to take a nap and died peacefully in her sleep.











