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My father was born on August 2, 1913, exactly one month before my mother on September 2, 1913, and the start of the “magic number 2” for my family since I was also born on the 2nd.  He attended Sacred Heart Grammar School in Bloomfield and won awards for his handwriting and artwork. 

He loved to draw!  Once he took an old window shade his mother had placed on the kitchen table and freehand drew the United States.  Because of this ability, after graduating Sacred Heart school, he enrolled in Bloomfield Tech to take courses in drafting.  However, because of his other love, he used to cut school in order to play baseball.  Finally he quit Bloomfield Tech.  Bill played for the Bloomfield White Eagles A.C., the Imperials, and St. Valentine’s A.C. as a catcher.  He had the chance to try out for the Newark Bears team, a minor league farm team for the NY Yankees, but that was when he was just married and had responsibilities and bills.  

On October 23, 1930, at the age of 18, he joined Local 32 as an improver (helper).  In 1934, he became a Mechanic with the Local; his ID # was 7328.  But playing baseball was still his #1 priority.  He used his father’s car to travel to the various job sites, as well as ball games, but never kept it clean.  It was such a mess that Jean refused to ride in it until he cleaned it.  
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My parents enjoyed fishing and crabbing in Barnegat Bay.  Often there would be a crowd of Fitzgerald’s and friends, renting about 6 boats for a day at the shore in the summer.  When they were first married and living on Broughton Ave, my parents often bowled at the Broad & Bay Bowling Alley.  And Mom enjoyed watching Dad when he played ball.  After a good game, they’d meet at the Eagle Club in Bloomfield.

In 1942 he was drafted, but got a deferral because I was “on the way”.  Seven months later, instead of being drafted into the Army, he enlisted into the Navy.  His brother Tom at that point was already in the Navy Seabees and Bill wanted to join him.  Because of his blueprint reading and drawing skills and knowledge of working with asbestos, the Navy made him a Machinist.  

On October 14, 1944, Bill was killed on board the U.S.S. Houston.  First he was buried at sea, but then at a military cemetery on one of the islands.  In 1949, at the request of his family, his body was sent home for final burial.  They had the choice of Arlington National Cemetery in VA or in his hometown of Bloomfield.  The family decided on Bloomfield and there was a big parade through town in his honor.

I didn’t get to know my father -- I was too young when he died.  But my mother kept his memory alive for me by telling me about him and about their love for each other.  

