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 My family home address was 101-02 Ascan Ave Forest Hills 75, NY. I lived at this address from my birth in 1954 till my nineteenth birthday in 1973.  At this point I wanted to be independent so I moved to an apartment on Metropolitan Ave above the alarm service store near Continental Ave. I remained there through my college years leaving when I married in 1979. My family continued to own the Ascan Ave. property till in retirement they sold the family property in the mid 1980s’ to the current owners.

It is important to note that my Mother, Winifred Mary Reilly Gaffney moved to this property when she was 7 years old in 1929. Her Mother and Father, Winifred M and Lawrence H. Reilly relocated the family from their home in East Elmhurst and settled in Forest Hills. So the property had been owned by my family for 50+ years 1929-1985?. 

My mother and her brother Lawrence H. Reilly Jr, both attended OLQM. Mom was classmates with John Drucker who I knew as my pediatrician. It was always strange to me that my Doctor had been a classmate with Mom. He didn’t look that old. Captain Kangaroo, Bob Keeshan lived nearby and Mom certainly knew everybody in the neighborhood. She would confuse me by mentioning things like Guilford St referring to the street near our home that clearly had a sign stating 72nd Rd. Our home was on the easterly corner house at the intersection of Ascan Ave.and Kessel St.  It is across Kessel St. from the white House with the big pillars that was occupied throughout the years by UN delegate families from across the world.

When my parents Larry & Win Gaffney married in 1949 they bought the family home from my maternal grandparents and 5 years later I was born. I have three sisters Mary Ellen Gaffney Kenny of Wantagh, NY, Kathleen Anne Gaffney Zavoluk of Milford, CT, and Eleanor Gaffney of Nyack, NY. My parents Larry and Win Gaffney are now deceased and it would be wonderful to include their names on your memorial page. My Mother’s brother Lawrence H. Reilly of Darien, CT has just recently passed and it would be great to list his name also.

I am very appreciative that all of my sisters are in good health and all of us hold fond memories of our Forest Hills days. OLQM was the grammar school for my two oldest sisters and myself. We also attended Our Lady Queen of Martyrs for church.  My youngest sister Eleanor attended OLM on Kessel St. and was spared the torture of having nuns as teachers that knew your family well. I was not spared and the family joke is that I caused a few of these nuns to enter into early graves. I argue and claim that I can only be responsible for the death of just one nun.

During my years in FH we were active members of the Community House and my father served as the Adult chairman of the Boy's council for a few years. He also was involved in some of the drama performances. We remember him singing the songs of “Forty Carats” around the house. Dad was always singing in our home. He had a great voice and those genes were passed down to my sisters Mary Ellen and Kathleen. They were members of the OLQM school choir, while I was directed in school plays, “Gaffney, it would be best if you just mouth the songs.” My two older sisters did not frequent the CH all that much, but I lived there afternoon and evenings. I was a member of both the Blue and Gold swimming team coached by Mr. Winters. I played every intramural sport possible for many years under Coach Buckley. Good memories come from Coach Dan Buckley's little-league baseball team rules. His policy was that if you showed up for a game you would play!  You would also get to yell out the windows of his white Valiant station-wagon at passing cars on your way to Sunnyside Park. Taunts of “how many plaid stamps did that car cost” and the famous “your tires are bleeding’” were just part of the ballgame experience. Anyway back to the ballgames, you may not play very much but you would always play. Since I was not a great player and way too may balls when hit to the outfield would find that space between my legs and roll all the way to the fence, resulting in a base clearing inside the park homerun. We were jeered by the other teams as "Chicken House" for CH and I was often the “chicken.”  In the latter innings Coach Buckley would put me up to bat and If I swung at the ball before striking out I would get to play OF for at least an inning. If however I struck out without even swinging the bat, I was immediately taken out of the game, but to the chagrin of my teammates I would always at least get up to bat. Once or twice in my CH career I did hit the ball and I believe there were two times I did reach first base.

Most of the CH kids were excellent in sports and had been members of the CH since they were young. My contemporaries in sports were the Winters family, the Carver family, the Dinsmore family and many more great athletes. Most of these played on their high school teams as well as the CH and some went on to play collegiate ball. In my eighth grade I also played basketball for OLQM (as a bench warmer) when we were crowned Champions of all the Queens Catholic grammar schools. That team had a starting five of Joey Winters, Steve Carver, Steve Dinsmore, Ernie Grunfeld and one substitute player. Ernie Grunfeld went to Russell Sage, not OLQM but we were glad to have him. Many of my sports buddies attended Archbishop Molloy down the road on Queens blvd and were superstars. The now famous David Caruso followed this path from the CH to Molloy. He was one year behind me and he was in your included lingo a "Chucker" at basketball. 

The game of “Sulagi” could happen to your hat or coat at any time. It was usually a harmless game like “monkey in the middle” tag but it became almost a rite of passage when it would stop happening to you and you got to play it with some other kid’s belongings. The park next to the CH was my exercise field with consistent games of tag, hide and seek. Johnny ride the pony, and of course “Ring-a-liveo. It was also home to my fist fights in grade school. Sometimes we would play soccer, a little tag football, but mostly “ring-o-liveo” 

Tackle football was played at Greenfield closer to my home. Greenfield was that patch of grass that was fenced in at Union Tpke and Metropolitan Ave. bordering on Forest Park. Impromptu baseball games were played "fungo" style in Deepdene. First and third base were trees and second base was something like a pile of schoolbooks in between the two. Fungo meant no pitcher, you would throw the ball in the air and hit it yourself. Softball was usually played at PS101 where we would play with only a left outfield, and the fenced in garden in centerfield was an automatic out because someone had to climb over the 10 foot fence to retrieve the ball. PS101 was also home to stickball where we played it with 3 players. One would pitch, one would stand beside the wall where there was a strike zone painted as the batter, and the third player was the sole outfielder.

  In the winter Deepdene park was renamed "TB - Toilet Bowl" and it was where everyone would take our sleds and almost kill one another as sleds from every direction would meet in the low ground in the middle of the park. Winter also brought on the usual sport of snowball fights but also "skitching" was now possible. Skitching was when you grabbed the rear bumpers of passing cars (chrome bumpers existed back then) and rode the car as far as you could sliding on your boots while kneeling. In those days the streets of Forest Hills Gardens were not plowed so there was plenty of just packed down snow which made skitching possible. When a driver discovered that you were hanging on their bumper, they would stop, yell at you, go to the back of their car only to find no one, because we would on our knees have run to the front of their car, only to get back on their bumper when they got back in their car. UPS trucks were a great ride and oil delivery trucks were especially great for skitching because there was no need to kneel, you just stood up and grabbed the high bumper. One of the many dangers in this winter sport was manhole covers in the streets. The heat from under the covers would melt the snow directly on top of them and if you were not careful that small patch of missing snow would result in a very quick face-plant on Ascan Ave. This was a guys only sport, the girls were smart enough not to join in on this one. Skitching was the common method of getting from OLQM to my home at Kessel St for lunchtime.  Once we were beyond the site of the nuns (around Burns St.) we could get one ride the whole distance. My mother used to wonder how I had made that long walk in 2 minutes when snow was on the ground.

Growing up in Forest Hills was very idyllic for an Irish Catholic boy like myself. I never knew how dangerous life could be till I attended Brooklyn Prep for HS.  Starting in September 1969 I would catch the subway at Continental Ave and take the GG train on the slow trek into Brooklyn. I then travelled by bus down Nostrand Ave through the Bedford-Stuyvestant neighborhood. This was just months after the assassination of Dr. Martin Luther King and I was now the token white boy in my jacket and tie uniform. I was not totally sure where I had landed but it clearly was not Forest Hills anymore. By my sophomore year I had learned that hitchhiking down the Interboro parkway was faster and safer. My typical rides came from off-duty cops and teachers from other schools. My math teacher at Brooklyn Prep passed me every day, but he would never pick me up. 

Learning to how to date girls was very safe and was either done in groups or in couples. Exclusive relationships with just one girl was "going-out" which just meant you would carry her books while you walked her home from school and the CH. In high school there was the annual formal events at the CH. These involved asking a girl out and meeting her parents.They were a great time to rent a tuxedo (of royal blue crushed velvet) on Queens Blvd. and get a corsage from the Forest Hills Flower shop.  Everyone had their own date but after these events ended around 10pm. everyone would walk together to Continental Ave and eat at "Addie Vallins’." As we got older we would give up Addie Vallins for a local bar. Harms was the small German pub on Continental Ave. that would serve underage patrons as long as we had phony proof of being 18. The bartender Kurt never wanted to see the proof, he just wanted to make sure we had it. Here we learned how to drink at a bar with the Kurt giving us lessons. If you tried to switch your drink after downing one, he would just give you the same as before remarking, “Now, you don’t want to get sick, do you?

 Pizza Prince was a great place for a coke and a slice but "Don & Bevs" which is now a Laundromat, was located on Austin St. near Ascan Ave. and this was the big hangout for teenagers. After school and after CH this place was always packed with teenagers. In my high school years we moved up the road to Dunkin Donuts on the Queens Blvd. corner directly across from OLQM church. At Dunkin Donuts we were able to sit down in the booths as long we spent money. 

During my teen years I worked at Sutton Hall Pharmacy as their delivery boy. So I knew the streets and the inhabitants of Forest Hills like the back of my hand. Delivering in the rain was never fun but it was a perfect job to experience all that both sides of Forest Hills had to offer. The two sides were very evident. The  dividing line was Queens Blvd, the Gardens side of FH was Catholic and Protestant and the other side where Forest Hills High School was Jewish. Of course there were exceptions, but not many. The newly built Kennedy House was a regular delivery, but the tips were sporadic. Twenty-five Greenway South, The Kriegsmann's was always a $1 tip no matter what the weather. Working at Sutton Hall gave me a unique view into many households around the neighborhood. The big drawback was riding the bulky bike around town with the front basket containing a large cardboard box boldly displaying KOTEX. If I had time I would always switch it to a PAMPERS box, I received fewer comments from my friends and I felt more secure when waving to young girls. I was also privy to private financial information about some families. Sutton Hall house charge accounts that were months behind in payments would not be a good sign for dating their daughters. Comparing my data with other delivery boys in the neighborhood we could always tell who was about to go broke.  

There are so many great memories of growing up in Forest Hills during the changing times of the 50's-70's. Austin St. was a barometer for what was happening in the outside world.  Before becoming a teenager we only knew stores like Pinsky’s, Woolworth's and the hamburger joint with the model train delivery system. Later on we could get a glimpse of England’s Carnoby St at stores like “Changes.” Many a FH teenager bought their first pair of bell bottoms at this combination clothes store and “head-shop.”  “Head shops” usually sold LP music albums as well as an assortment of water pipes and other pot smoking paraphernalia.

 In our youth there was rarely a reason to leave Forest Hills, it had everything. Sure there were trips to the city for the Rockettes or the Easter or St. Patrick's Day parade but until we became drivers we stayed in town.  Children's day in Flagpole green was a great event but all of life in Forest Hills was one continuos great event. We learned to play pool at the down stairs CH table where Mr. Monaghan (God rest his soul) would attempt to moderate our behavior with his cigar hanging out of his lip. Cliff Monaghan was in charge of the boy’s locker room at the CH and was the brunt of many of our jokes. He was in charge of locking up the CH at closing time but he didn’t always check to see if windows were locked. This omission might open the door for a skinny dipping escapade in the CH pool. 

Witts (now Eddies Sweet shop) was where we gathered for ice cream after OLQM swim meets. To top it all off, every summer were the Tennis tournament and the concerts. Both of these were tiny glimpses that there was a world outside of Forest Hills. If you were lucky enough you could get a job as a ball-boy for the FHTC and run down balls for celebrities like Arthur Ashe. The Beatles came to us in Forest Hills landing on the tennis courts in a helicopter to the explosive thunder and cries of all in attendance. Memories of waiting online for hours on Austin St. to see "Hard days Night" can come flooding back with flashbacks of the flash-lighted matrons at the Midway theatre balcony.  Their job was to control the youth of Forest Hills and to stop the dropping of popcorn on those below.

There was always a sense that we lived somewhere very, very special. Famous people were taken for granted for this was their home turf. Everyone knew Jimmy Breslin and his spoiled bratty twin boys, but famous people were taken for granted. There was a sense that we were all famous in someway just to be growing up in Forest Hills. It was only years later when we left did we realize how true this was. One of our pranks as kids during the Tennis Championships was standing in a driveway of a big home and collecting money for car parking fees to allow people to park there. When a particular driveway was filled we would move to the next big home and repeat the process. Eventually the Gardens roads were blocked off during these famous matches. Entry to concerts were always available for the youth of Forest Hills. Someone's older brother would be hired as a security guard at the entrance gates and a $5 or $10 slipped in his hand at the right time would get you inside. You didn’t have a seat but who cared.  The Who, Blood Sweat & Tears, Simon & Garfunkel, Neil Diamond, Janis Joplin, Jimi Hendrix, The Fifth Dimension,  and so many others were just weekly events in the summers of Forest Hills.

The gluing guy who pasted the "Forest Hills Gardens is not a parking Lot" paper signs on the drivers windows of violated cars was my first experience with male long hair. Who knew that he not the Beatles would model my future haircut. Those signs were such a pain to try to scrape off, we would get paid by resident's friends to try to extricate them, no glue was ever spared by this man. What a blast to see him listed on your site as a famous Forest Hillian. He truly had a name, we just knew him as the long haired guy who carried the glue bucket.

One last story, during my high school years Friday and Saturday evenings were spent "hanging-out" with available friends on the Greek deli corner of Ascan & Austin. Here we would meet to figure out what we would do that particular evening. The result could be a movie at the Forest Hills or Midway theatre, or a night drinking beer sitting on the LIRR tracks, or having friends come back to my house for a night of playing pool or Ping-Pong in the basement. My Dad allowed us to drink beer in the basement as long as no one got too loaded. The beer was bought at either the Greek or German deli on Austin St with our phony OLQM baptismal certificates. Each night could be different, but if you got there early enough you witnessed the parade of "alligator shoes" when Mike Miranda and his made men walked past on the way to Tutto Bene located on Queens Blvd. Besides Mike Miranda, Tutto Bene was famous for the almost annual fire that allowed the owners to remodel. Our custom while hanging-out on this corner was to comment on or walk behind imitating all who walked past our corner. No-one ever commented on Mike and his boys. If you grew up in Forest Hills you knew Mike, his was the only backyard that you did not run through while playing with your friends. Every other backyard in Forest Hills was fair game to all growing up here, Some would require climbing a fence, or maybe a stonewall, but the rumor was that his yard was occupied with killer dogs and an electric fence.

 As a boy it was routine to get in some kind of trouble during our youth. You could be selective, but you were always dared by your friends to do something, It could be throwing a snowball at a passing car, sitting on the third rail on the LIRR tracks, even breaking your arm with a multiple, compound fracture jumping off a freight train as it passed through Forest Park, skitching behind a car. The only exception was jumping the rumored electric fence and stepping foot on Mike Miranda's grass, no one was foolish enough to even suggest this.

