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     Gram Fitzgerald loved to go to Newark to shop.  Back in the 1940’s and 50’s, Newark had all the big department stores along Broad Street.  There weren’t any Malls back then and since not every family had a car, taking a bus to Newark to shop was pretty common.  I don’t think Gram Fitz ever had a driver’s license.  After Grampa Fitz died, I know she didn’t have a car.

     As a kid, my mother and I would get on the #2 bus at Broughton Ave and ride to Bloomfield Center.  There we would get off the bus by the big bank on the corner of Broad St and Bloomfield Ave.  Waiting for us across the street at the corner of Bloomfield and Glenwood Aves was Gram.  Back then it was a trolley car that rode down Bloomfield Ave to downtown Newark.  Later when the trolleys stopped running and the tracks were pulled up, buses would travel between Bloomfield and Newark.

     The department stores in Newark were huge.  There was Bamberger’s, Haynes & Co, Grant’s and others.  And every store had big picture windows along the street with displays.  During the Christmas season, these windows were decorated with different holiday scenes.

     The first stop in every store was the toy department.  At Christmas, Gram and Mom took me to see Santa at one of the stores.  Many of the stores had trains set up and running -- we’d visit every one.

     The trips to Newark to shop and visit the toy departments of all the big stores were an all day outing.  We’d have lunch in a department store restaurant (very common back then) or to one of the smaller restaurants in Newark.  Most of the time we didn’t go to buy stuff.  The trip was just an outing and a fun adventure.

     When I was out of the Army (first stint), I remember Gram often visiting my mother where we lived on Spring Street.  Gram would take the #96 bus from Liberty Street to Bloomfield Center.  There she would take the #82 to Spring Street, about one block from Mt. Olive Cemetery and two short blocks from our house.  When I got home from work, I’d drive Gram back home to Liberty Street.

     On weekends, I was one of Gram’s “chauffeurs”.  I’d pick her up, take her to buy flowers and then we’d head to the cemetery.  There, she would put me to work cleaning all the graves and planting the flowers.  I remember thinking that sometimes it was harder working for Gram than it was covering asbestos pipes!  I’d work on those gravesites two to three hours while Gram sat under the big shade tree.  It was hot work and everything had to be perfect – no matter what!

     After we were finished at the cemetery, I’d take Gram back to our house.  The rest of the day I spent chauffeuring Gram and Mom as they shopped in the small stores at Broad and James Sts or down to the “big” Bloomfield Center.  After spending a full day with Gram and Mom I was ready for a shower and a visit to the bar to “chill out”.

     When my first wife was in the hospital, Gram would come to my house with Frankie Fitz Jr and his wife, Tess,  to clean.  It was a big help to me since I would be in the hospital in New York City all day, every day.  It was so nice to come home to a clean house.  I always appreciated it.

     Gram cared about my mother and me and always kept in close contact with us.  She may not have had much money, but she gave so much to us in other ways.  I didn’t go to see her in the hospital at the end.  I saw her about a week before, but regret that, for whatever reasons, I didn’t see her again.  
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