Brendan Flanigan – First Place and Grand Champion, Fourth Grade 



      - Tracey Strysky, Teacher

"Fred, time to get up for school!" I hear my mother calling me from downstairs in the kitchen. The delicious smells of oatmeal and baking bread drift upstairs. I hurry into my clothes and rush down to eat. I really don't have to rush too much because I live directly across the road from my school. 

My name is Fred Polacsek and I am eleven years old. It is 1931 and I recently moved to this part of New Jersey called Quakertown with my parents. We moved here from New York City and boy is it different! The roads are narrow and not paved. Everywhere I look I see lots of farmland, grass and trees. There are cars and trucks, but people also use horses for transportation. Gasoline is 18 cents a gallon. Some of my father's family lives nearby in Cherryville.

Let me describe my school to you. The outside is grey clapboard and it is only one room big. My old school in New York was 3 stories high. There is a potbelly stove for heat and a pile of coal next to it. In the front of the class is a large blackboard. There are two cloak rooms on one side and the other side has a large bank of windows. When we have to go to the bathroom we go outside in outhouses- one for boys and one for girls. We have no running water so the 8th grade boys walk to a spring in back of the school with pails to collect fresh water for us.

School starts at 8:30 and ends at 3:30. Since I live across the road I get to walk home for lunch, but most of my friends bring theirs in pails because they live too far away. Some of my classmates have to walk l ½  miles to school!

I usually have 40 classmates in there beside me. I work alongside children from kindergarten through eighth grade. I'm a fifth grader. Our teacher, Miss Hankinson, moves from group to group explaining things at their level. When she is done with our group we are supposed to then work independently for most of the day. Last week I wasn't paying attention and I was fooling around with a friend. Let me tell you that was not a good idea because I got sent home for the rest of the day and my dad wasn't too happy with me!

Sometimes my mother sends me to the grocery store, Trout's Dry Goods, up at the corner of Quakertown. I really like to go to Mathew's candy store instead because they have everything a boy my age likes to look at.

My family and I are making new friends and we see them mostly at church and church socials. My dad recently joined the Patriot Order of Son's of America. I can't wait until I'm old enough to join. My friends and I would really like to go to the movies in the town called Flemington at the Palace Theater, but at 30 cents a ticket it is too expensive. Who has that kind of money anyway?

When I'm not in school I get together with my new friends. In New York City we played marbles and checkers, but in Franklin Township the boys seem to like to hunt, trap, and be Boy Scouts. I can't wait until summer because they are going to take me to the water hole for swimming. I wonder if I should tell them that I once skinny-dipped in the East River?

