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     As a boy I spent quite a lot of time with my grandfather, William Henry Fitzgerald II.  My father was killed in World War II when I was almost two.  My mother and I often had  Sunday dinner with Grandpa and Grandma Fitzgerald.  

     Grandma’s favorite Sunday meal was pot roast and potatoes.  During the spring and summer months after having our Sunday meal, we’d go for walks.   If Mike Gunick was on duty at the main firehouse, we would take a walk there and he’d let me play on the trucks. Sometimes we would take a walk along the brook to the park and I would play on the swings.  During the winter, I’d go down to the basement where one of the Casale brothers had a large train setup.  

     There was a small “side” bedroom off the kitchen where my father and his brother Tom slept when growing up.  When they brought my father’s body home in 1949 for final burial in Mt. Olive Cemetery, my mother was going to stay overnight after the wake.  I was supposed to sleep in that small side bedroom, but was too afraid.  Uncle Tom had to take me home to my grandparents on Hudson Place and come back for me the next            

                                                                       morning so I could be with my mother during the funeral.   

     There was a tin of blocks at their house on Newark Ave in Bloomfield.  Grandpa, when I was a toddler, would sit on the floor with me building towers with those blocks.  Their dog Poochie would take the blocks away from me and chew on them.  Sometimes he would take the block to his favorite spot under the buffet in the dining room.

     Grandma and Grandpa Fitzgerald would call my mother on the phone to talk.  Then I’d have to get on the phone to talk to Poochie.  Actually it was Grandpa doing the bow-wow’s!  When they had to put Poochie down, I went with them to the vet.  They told me that Poochie was going on a long vacation!  Here I was riding in the back seat of the car with Poochie on my lap not knowing that it would be the last time I’d see him.

     I used to sit on Grandpa’s lap while he played the piano.  It was an upright piano that stood against the left side wall in the living room.  Later, when I was a little older, Grandpa tried to teach me to play.  I remember sitting next to him on the seat as he tried to teach me a tune.  Grandpa and his brothers all had beautiful voices.  They used to get together, Grandpa playing the piano, singing perfect harmonies like any professional barbershop quartet.

     I remember going to the shore with my mother, Grandpa and Grandma.  Sometimes Great Uncle Frank (known as Red because of his red hair) and his wife Jean would go with us.  Grandpa would drive and we’d have a fun day on the beach at the shore.

     I recall that the Fitzgeralds would all meet at a bar in Bloomfield called Max’s.  As an adult I never did find the place, but I remember that sometimes my mother took me with her when she joined her in-laws.  While they all “partied”, I was allowed in the back room to play with the cat that ‘lived’ there.

     In 1953, after surviving about 5 heart attacks, Grandpa died.  It was only a year after his father, William Henry Fitzgerald I, died.  The viewing was held in their apartment on Newark Ave and the casket was placed right where the piano stood.  In just one year I had lost two Grandpa Fitzgeralds.  Now I was the only William Henry Fitzgerald.

