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World Dog Surfing Championship in Pacifica, CA 

August 4, 2018 
 

We’ll all be gone for the summer 
We’re on surfari to stay  

 

Everybody’s gone surfin’ 
Surfin’ U. S. A.  

~Brian Wilson, Beach Boys 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6JuRhsB322k   

 
 
 

There is no better way to kick off August than with National Watermelon Day.  At 92% water, it is a 
refreshing treat for cooling off at the peak of summer.   
 

              

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6JuRhsB322k


For us growing up, watermelon was a favorite addition to summertime picnic menus. My mother would 
buy one whole from the farmers’ market on Richmond Avenue, back when that area was in fact 
farmland.  Cutting it was part of the picnic ritual, with generous wedges set out for everyone to enjoy.  
We ate it with our hands and spit the seeds right into the grass or garden.  When I was older, I was 
permitted to prepare a fancy watermelon and fruit mélange, served in a bowl I made from half the rind, 
using a knife to decorate it with a pointed edge.  Sometimes I added ginger ale and juice to flavor it.  It 
was a striking centerpiece to our picnic buffet table. 
 
It was in Manhattan that I ate watermelon indoors for the first time.  That was quite the event.  My 
mother and I were at an Automat—the one on 14th street was our favorite—for lunch and I got to 
choose this treat in a more genteel setting—at a table, on a plate, and with a fork.  The wedge was pre-
cut into bit-sized pieces, and the seeds, of course, could not be spit out onto the floor!   
 
My daughter Cati uses watermelon quite often in her food preparation, especially as an ingredient in 
salads.  Recently, she added grilled watermelon dressed with fresh mint, goat-cheese crumble, and 
balsamic glaze to her summer menu, plated for dramatic visual appeal—a refreshing variation on this 
classic seasonal fare. 
 

 
 
August 5 is National Friendship Day, first designated by Hallmark in 1919 to encourage folks to send 
cards to their friends.  Nearly a century later the United Nations renewed interest in the day, by 
declaring the first Sunday in August as International Friendship Day.  
 

               
 

When I think of “friendship” my mind immediately leaps to my husband David, as he is always and 
forever my very best friend.  (Google is also my friend. 😊😊 )  
 

 
 

I don’t know if there are still any drive-in movie theaters around these days, but they were a popular go-
to entertainment destination when I was a kid.  Admission was by the carload, so it was an inexpensive 
way to get the entire family to a movie.  As well, back then cars were big and roomy, with especially 
spacious bench-style seats.  My parents sat in the front, and the rest of us were in the back, usually my 
brother, my cousin, and any neighborhood kids who could squeeze in with us.  Refreshments were 
available at a snack bar, but my mother would pack drinks and chips or cookies, much like she did for 
trips to the beach.    

               



Summer was the best time for a drive-in movie, because of the mild weather which was conducive to 
opening car windows, and even sprawling on a blanket outside the confines of the car.  The theater we 
frequented was on Richmond Avenue, a few miles from our house, in a huge open area that was near 
the old airfield and vacant lowlands.  It opened in 1948, a few years after we had moved to Robinson 
Avenue in Great Kills.  It was best to arrive a bit early, while it was still light out, to find the perfect 
parking spot for viewing the enormous front-and-center screen.  It was laid out like a parking lot, with 
marked slots and driving aisles in between, with all cars facing the screen.  There were speakers housed 
on a window-height pole, one for each car on each side.  The speaker was removed from the pole and 
hung on the inside of the car window, which was then raised to close it up towards the top.  The speaker 
had a coiled connecting cord and a small knob for adjusting the volume.  Sound was scratchy and harsh, 
but the poor quality was overshadowed by the excitement of outdoor movie viewing. 
 

         
 

I remember three featured movies from that era.  Goodbye My Fancy played in 1951, Lydia Bailey played 
in 1952, and the Best Picture nominee Shane played in 1953—oh, how my mother loved that one.  The 
show began when it was almost dark, with a cartoon count-down of when the feature film would begin, 
ads for the treats available at the snack bar, and previews of coming attractions.  Then came the main 
movie, which by then was greatly anticipated.  But I must confess that I do not remember too many of 
the movie endings, because there in the darkened comfort of the back seat of the car, we kids all too 
often fell asleep.  But even that was part of the fun of a summertime outing to the drive-in movies. 
 

Shane trailer https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SWdPmapuOd4  
 

 
 
My friend Ellen Petersen—THS ’60—sent me some photos of her granddaughters, Sarah and Emily, 
taken at Longwood Gardens in Pennsylvania where their family visited for a summer outing.  One of the 
garden’s must-see highlights is the over 100 types of day- and night-blooming water lilies.  There are five 
large, dramatic water lily pools on display for visitors to enjoy.  The leaves and blooms are breathtaking 
in their exotic variety and brilliant colors, as shown in the girls’ photos below.    
 

             
  
My first encounter with the amazing features of water lilies was at Brady’s Pond on Staten Island.  My 
mother had a friend, Alice Crocco, whose backyard sloped down to the shore in a secluded corner of the 
pond.  As kids, we used to visit there once each summer for a day of swimming and water-play.  We 
usually entered the water off the dock at the edge of the Crocco’s property, then either swam or rowed 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SWdPmapuOd4


a small boat through the inlet into the larger adjoining pond, called Cameron Pond.  The fresh water of 
the ponds was an interesting contrast to the salt water of the beaches where we usually went to swim.  
 

         
 
I was familiar with the appearance of water lilies on the water’s surface but had never really given much 
thought as to how the plants were anchored into the earth at the pond bottom.  On one particular 
summer’s visit, I was deemed old and strong enough to swim the distance to the designated park area 
on the shore of Cameron Pond.  To achieve this, I jumped off the Crocco’s dock, plunging down under 
the water.  I opened my eyes to look around, and it was there that I encountered a waterscape totally 
new to me.  To my astonishment, each water-lily pad was attached to a long, thick stem that reached 
from the surface of the water where the leaf and blossom floated, down through the water to the 
bottom of the pond where they were rooted in the soft and muddy soil.  The stems swayed with the 
gentle undercurrent of the water, in rhythm to an eerie, unheard orchestra.  To this day I clearly recall 
the impact this had on me, as if I had entered a secret, magical garden—richly verdant, silent, and deep.   
 

 
 
The memory of that early water-lily encounter later connected me to an awareness and appreciation of 
water lilies in art.  Claude Monet is by far the most well-known painter of water lilies.  A passionate 
horticulturalist, his property in Giverny in France included a vast water meadow which he cultivated into 
lily ponds where he grew native as well as imported plants.  In 1899, he began painting vertical views of 
his gardens with a Japanese bridge as a central focal point, and later in a series of large-scale paintings 
that would occupy him continuously for the next 20 years.   
 

          
 

When we lived in New Jersey, Cati and I made frequent trips into Manhattan to visit our favorite art 
museums there—The Metropolitan Museum of Art and the Museum of Modern Art.  To experience 
Monet’s genius hanging on the walls of these iconic establishments was an experience beyond measure.  
The Met houses Monet’s Bridge over a Pond of Waterlilies—one of 18 views of the wooden footbridge 
over the pond.  The colors, the brushstrokes, the atmospheric quality are all characteristic of Monet’s 
impressionist work at this period of his fruitful life.   
 
The MoMA boasts a breathtaking triptych of monumental scale—over 6’ high and more than 41’ long.  It 
is hung in a darkened gallery of its own, illuminated by overhead lights, and with comfortable seating for 
serene enjoyment of the astonishing power of its beauty.  Monet’s aim was to supply the “illusion of an 
endless whole, of water without horizon or bank.”  The painting in its MoMA setting recreates for 



I have already written about that excursion at great length and detail in Coney Island Summers, which 
was published in The Trumpet in 2003, so I will include a link to that here.  
http://www.billbaur.com/public/article/lowmus080903.htm  
 

 
 
The most enviable item a kid could have in the 1950s was a portable radio.  They usually were about the 
size of a cereal box, with a large tuning knob and a handle on top that popped up for easy transport.  
Mine was a heavy plastic in a light turquoise color.  I don’t remember the manufacturer, but most were 
Zenith, GE, or Motorola brands.  It was plugged in when you used it in your room but ran on four C 
batteries when carried around outdoors.  A portable radio was especially desirable when going to the 
beach in the summertime.  At least one person in your group had to have one for everybody to enjoy 
our favorite radio stations.  Spread out your beach towel, set up your portable radio, and the day was 
already a success. 

           
 

Radios have evolved enormously since those days of my youth, and now even the word “portable” has 
an entirely new meaning and in a different context.  Modern musical sources are powered by 
rechargeable batteries and Wi-Fi technology, and in the tiniest devices imaginable.  David recently 
bought himself an Apple – iPod nano® MP3 player, which boasts “hours of entertainment with maximum 
portability.”  It has a built-in FM radio, extensive storage capacity for downloading his self-selected 
music, as well as videos, photos, and podcasts, all in the space of a 2.5-inch diagonal screen size.  He 
plugs it into an outlet in the car while driving, then pops it in his pocket when outside the car, and off he 
goes—unplugged and portable. 

 
 
Right now, I would give anything to have a ripe tomato fresh from somebody’s garden.  But not just one 
tomato—lots of them, so many that I break out in a rash like I did when I was a kid.   
 

          
 
My mother’s gardens were filled with flowers, usually annuals that she planted in spring and which 
bloomed prolifically throughout the summer.  But one summer she relented in her preference for 
flowered borders and allowed my father to plant tomatoes along the picket fence in our backyard.  He 
tended his tomatoes with care and skill—weeding, feeding, and harvesting the ripened fruit.  I have 
always loved tomatoes, and so I was a happy recipient of his plentiful crop.  I picked them by the bunch, 
and ate them like apples, right there in the yard, savoring their flavorful juiciness.  But much to 
everyone’s astonishment, I developed an allergic reaction and broke out in an itchy red rash all over my 
face.  My mother treated my rash with the usual over-the-counter product of that era—Calamine Lotion.  
It was a goopy pink liquid that was applied by daubing with a cotton ball to the affected area.  I 

http://www.billbaur.com/public/article/lowmus080903.htm


remember standing in the bathroom with my eyes closed and my face lifted to my mother’s 
ministrations, pleased with the cooling relief of the chalky topical medicine.  After it dried it would flake 
off your skin and look awful.  But I must confess, that although the rash was itchy, and the lotion was 
unsightly, neither deterred me in the least from continuing to enjoy the plump delicious tomatoes from 
my father’s tasty garden. 
 

 
 

Time out for some summer refreshment—National Creamsicle Day.  “Creamsicle” is a brand name of ice 
cream treat made with a bar of vanilla ice cream on a Popsicle stick then coated with orange-flavored 
ice.  As a kid, it was one of my favorites.  I loved the combination of creamy vanilla ice cream and tangy 
orange sherbet.  Even now as an adult I enjoy a step into the past and often keep a box of Creamsicles in 
the freezer—but not for long, as Cameron loves the flavor combination as well.  
 

              
 
One of the many pleasures of summer for us growing up was the daily arrival of the Ice Cream Man 
driving his bright-white refrigerated Good Humor truck.  It arrived on our block usually late afternoon or 
early evening just past dinner time.  We could hear the ringing of the signature bells off in the distance, 
which gave us ample time to dash home from our play to beg our parents for the 10₵ price of a frozen 
delight.  Decked out in his crisp-white uniform, the Ice Cream Man wore a belt coin dispenser for sorting 
and storing coins and for making change with that distinctive Ka-Ching sound.  Although I preferred a 
Creamsicle, my other favorite was Chocolate Eclair.  Now we did not get to buy Good Humor ice cream 
every night, but once a week was an anticipated pleasure.  And if we did not have the money to buy an 
ice cream, well, we would chase the truck down the street anyway until it stopped at someone else’s 
house and we could watch them make that yearned-for purchase—and look forward to when our own 
chance came again. 
 

 
 

The odds of finding a four-leaf clover are 10,000 to 1.  But when I was a kid, I did.   
 

        
 
There was a patch of grass about the width of a driveway between my aunt’s house next door and the 
house next to that.  It was one of our favorite lounging places when we were kids, when we were not 
playing out in the woods or elsewhere in the neighborhood on a lazy summer’s day.  The grass was cool, 
thick, and lush with clover.  I was probably around nine- or ten-years old and had embarked upon a 
quest for a four-leaf clover.  We periodically rolled around in the grass and poked through the clover 
over the course of that summer.  Usually there were several of us engaged in the search, but I 
remember that I was by myself when I came upon my prize among the bright-green growth of that 



sunny patch of lawn.  It was not an “Aha!” moment, but more a feeling of “Well, there you are at last!” 
as if I always knew that given sufficient time and perseverance my search would be rewarded.   
 
I quietly took my clover home to my room, to marvel at its discovery on my own, a personal goal 
achieved and enjoyed.  I don’t remember making a wish or using it as a talisman; its mere possession 
was sufficient for my youthful needs.  I pressed it between the pages of my Bible and left it there along 
with other insertions—holy pictures, prayer markers, and other such things a youngster tucks away for 
special safekeeping.  My four-leaf clover remained there for years, for as long as I kept that Bible, and 
quite frankly I do not even remember what happened to it, what with growing up, moving on, and 
eventually replacing that Bible with a more modern version. 
 

     
 
But my mother remembered the four-leaf clover of my childhood and used its symbolism to mark a 
milestone in my adult life.  I had graduated from college after a long, hard senior year of study, and 
following my last final exam I flew home to Staten Island to celebrate with my family.  My mother gave 
me as a commemorative gift a four-leaf clover charm for a bracelet or necklace—gold with green 
enamel and a tiny central pearl.  She had the back of the leaflets engraved with the date of my 
graduation: 8-22-65.  She told me that she hoped that it would bring me luck—in my future life, my 
chosen career, and especially that I would be lucky in love.  That wish had special meaning between my 
mother and me at that time, and so I took the symbolic gesture to heart.  I still have that charm in my 
jewelry box, and I still have the product of that long-ago wish—a successful career, a fruitful life, a happy 
family with my husband David.  
  

 
 
The wearing of a bow tie to hold closed the opening at the neck of a man’s shirt dates to Croatian 
mercenaries during the 17th century and was soon after adopted by the French aristocracy by the name 
cravat.  National Bow Tie Day at the end of August celebrates the bow tie’s place in men’s fashion 
throughout the ages.    
 

                 
 
David liked wearing a bow tie, both with casual attire as well as for traditional formal wear.  He 
preferred the kind you tie yourself, as it has a neater, fuller, more polished look.  But rather than fumble 
with it in a mirror, I was the one who tackled the task to ensure it was straight and even. 
 
When Cameron was in high school, bow ties once again enjoyed a retro popularity, especially among the 
young men in his age group.  He, too, opted for the tie-your-own variety, but with me continuing as the 
family bow-tie tie-er.  On some occasions, the boys wore dress shirts and ties to school, which looked 



nice but posed a problem if the tie had to be removed for PE class.  Then the PE teacher was called into 
action for the re-tying honors.   
 
On one occasion, Cati was at an athletic banquet at the high school where many of the boys proudly 
sported their fashionable bow ties, albeit mostly the pre-tied variety.  She overheard a couple of the kids 
enviously remarking that “Cameron has the real deal!”  But even Cameron chose a pre-tied tie for 
graduation, because he was going to be getting himself dressed elsewhere and thus would not have his 
grandmother nearby to carefully tie it for him.  But by New Year’s Eve he was back to his favorite DIY 
model, and proudly wore it properly tied—until after midnight when he pulled it loose around his neck 
for that all-important late-night nonchalant look.  
 

  
 
I have saved a print-out of the steps in tying one’s own bow tie, for when Cameron chooses to take on 
that task for himself, independent grown man that he is now. 
 

 
 

And last of all, I cannot let summer slip by without mentioning… Peaches! 
 
We haven’t had a grocery store peach in decades, as they are for the most part rock hard, 
disappointingly flavorless, and rarely ready to fully ripen.  We were lamenting this loss lately, especially 
since David was born in Atlanta—his family tree firmly planted in the Peach State dating back to the 
early 1820s.  When he was young, he spent his summers with his grandparents in Decatur and 
remembers visiting local farmers’ markets with them to purchase fresh Georgia peaches by the bushel.  
They were stored on the sun porch outside the kitchen, and used for pies, cobblers, canning, and 
especially ice cream churned to creamy goodness in an old-fashioned White Mountain hand crank ice 
cream maker—still available at Walmart for those of you with patience, muscle, and resolve.  Those 
peaches of his childhood were large, sweet, perfectly ripened on the tree and, when bitten into, oozed 
their luscious juices to trickle down his young boy’s arm.  They were the best.  But perhaps, he allows, 
time has enhanced his memory—until a couple of weeks ago when we discovered Ridgeville Peaches. 
 

                 
 
We live in the rural outskirts of the Town of Summerville, in what is referred to as Unincorporated 
Dorchester County.  But we are not totally isolated in that a major interstate is less than ten miles away.  
Recently we were headed to “the I” but ran into road construction that detoured us along a local 
highway through farm country.  To our surprise and delight, we discovered a peach orchard that sported 
a covered stand selling baskets of freshly-picked South Carolina peaches.  The owner, Leon, welcomed 



us like long lost relatives, and began to instruct us on the varieties he grew, cutting a slice for tasting as 
we made our choices.  I now know more than I could ever have imagined about the trivia surrounding 
peach cultivation, harvesting, and storage!  About a dozen other folks had stopped to shop, mostly 
regulars, as they already knew the drill about grabbing a bucket from the wagon and heading for the 
orchard to pick their own fruit.  But Leon said that he had been up at 5:30 a.m. to gather the daily crop 
for his stand, so we chose a basket that he had already selected.  $1.00 per pound, 80₵ if you pick them 
yourself, 20₵ if you collect them from the ground, and $2.00 per peach if you lose control and eat a 
peach in the orchard before it is weighed and paid for.  There is a large hand-lettered sign announcing 
this, although I am not sure how Leon monitors such transgressions.   
 

         
  

           
 

    
  Photos by David Cosby 

 
We have returned to Leon’s peach orchard several times now, taking advantage of his bountiful harvest 
until he shuts down at the end of August.  So far, we have enjoyed our fresh peaches for breakfast with 
cereal or yogurt, for lunch with cottage cheese, and halved on the grill with pork chops for dinner.  As 
well, Cameron has stopped in a few times to take a handful to eat as is, enjoying the luscious juices 
running down his arm, much like David did when he was a kid.  But best of all have been the cobblers—
baked until golden brown and bubbly and served with a side scope of vanilla ice cream.  Now that’s 
what summer is all about.   
 
There are as many recipes for peach cobbler as there are cooks to prepare it, but one of my favorites is 
linked here.  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RMgilJr6-ms 
 
FMC 08/2018 
fmcosby43@gmail.com  
 
 

 Please check back next month for the September entry to this Journal through Time. 
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